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Imogen's Model Career Ch 01

Getting to know Imogen

Imogen was blessed to be born with great genes in the looks department. Her mother was Norwegian and was a successful fashion model. Her photos were published throughout magazines and for various promotions. She married a professional footballer who was also very rugged and handsome.

From a very young age, Imogen's parents entered her into various model competitions. From this she was asked to do a lot of modeling for children's clothing. This only progressed over the years, throughout her schooling, she was modeling for more and more agents as time went on.

Imogen was a very shy young girl, but she looked like a super model.

By the time she had turned 18, she had blossomed into a very attractive young lady. Blonde, tall, silky smooth tanned skin, slim with firm peachy ass, and breasts forming into a perfect round C cup with nipples high on her chest. But best of all her beautiful face which got her so much work as a child. Her dreamy eyes which as she aged had that "Come fuck me" look, her cute button nose, high cheek bones and luscious lips with a smile that lights up the whole room.

Imogen also took after her father and was very sporty, she worked out a lot in the gym and had an extremely tight fit body.

It had become normal for guys to eye her off all the time, which she had become accustomed to. She was always asked to go on dates, but never accepted as she was always such a shy, quiet young girl.

By the time she finished school, modeling was what she loved and wanted to make a career out of it. She was contracted to a model agency and was never short of work shooting fashion wear for various clothing companies.

After she turned 19, a guy at the gym named Tom she had been talking with over a period of months built up the courage to ask her on a date. Imogen had been very keen on Tom for a long time also and was hoping this day would come, so of course she accepted, and he took her on a nice dinner date. She had her first kiss from a boy at 19. Tom became Imogen's first ever boyfriend, but she was still a bit nervous about losing her virginity for a long time.

After two months of dating, Imogen was falling in love with Tom, but she was still a virgin. She knew now that Tom was the one for her, she decided it was finally time to experience sex. She discussed this with Tom and of course he was eager to be her first.

She was the only girl amongst all her friends that was still a virgin. This surprised her friends as she was the hottest girl in the universe and every guy wanted to fuck her.

Tom arranged a romantic night for Imogen at his apartment. He had candles and flowers while they drank some wine over a nice meal.

After dinner Imogen was nervous as Tom took her to the couch as they sat and kissed passionately. As their hands roamed each other's bodies, Tom caressed her bare leg just under the hem of her short skirt. Meanwhile, Imogen hand found Toms cock as she stroked it over his trousers. She felt him becoming hard as his fingers found their way under her skirt and rubbed her pussy mound over her lacy knickers.

Imogen had butterflies in her stomach as things progressed. Toms finger found its way under her panties and began rubbing her moist mound.

"mmmm" Imogen purred as she began to unbuckle Toms pants. Tom helped and pulled his pants down as Imogen felt his hard cock under his boxers.

"Are you sure you want to keep going" Tom whispered as a finger began to enter her virgin hole.

"A ha" she nodded. She gently placed her fingers into his waistband of his boxers and slowly slid them down, revealing his hard cock. She looked at it in admiration, the first time she had ever seen a cock. There was lust in her eyes as she began to gently stroke it.

"It feels so nice" she whispered "Better than I had ever imagined"

"Let's go to the bedroom" Tom said as he stood up and walked Imogen down the hall. Tom lifted her singlet over her head and removed her skirt as she stepped back and laid flat on her back. Tom removed his remaining clothes and got down on his knees between her legs. He slid her panties down her smooth silky legs, revealing her pussy to a man for the first time.

Tom knew what to do as he was a couple of years older than Imogen and had been with other girls. But Imogen was his first true love and wanted to treat her with respect and love.

He put his head between her legs and slowly licked her. "ooohhhmmm" Imogen moaned.

Tom could taste her juices and knew she was now ready to lose her virginity. He climbed over her and kissed her gently, then asked "Are you ready Babe?"

"Yes" Imogen replied, "I love you so much, I want to feel you inside me" She smiled deeply into his eyes.

Her sexy "Cum fuck me eyes" had passion and fire in them at that point. Tom smiled back and reached to the side cabinet a got out a condom. He sat up and placed it over his fully erect 6-inch cock. Imogen smiled as she watched his cock knowing it was about to go where no man has been before.

He leaned over her kissing into her neck as he slowly placed the head of his cock into her soft pussy, slowly entering her as she gave a slight moan "ooohhmm" he slowly pulled the head back and then entered a bit further, entering her wet hole inch by inch until he was fully inside her, gently fucking her.

"Feels so good, so tight" Tom whispered. He began to fuck her virgin pussy faster and faster.

"Ooohhh God" Imogen squealed, her mouth open with lust and passion "Oooooooohhh" she began to orgasm for the first time. "Yess, feels......so......good" she panted.

Tom kept thrusting into her harder and with passion as he too was about to cum. "Oh yes Babe" Tom panted as began to shoot his load into the condom, while Imogen was also cumming hard.

Tom collapsed on top of Imogen, catching his breath. He pulled his softening cock out and removed the condom. They snuggled into each other and kissed.

Tom confessed how much in love he was with Imogen; he had found his true love and knew one day he would marry her.

Six months later, Tom proposed to Imogen. She immediately said yes, she was so much in love with Tom and knew she would never want to have sex with any other man in the world. He was perfect for her.

It was around this time that her mother discovered that her father was having an affair with another woman. This shattered Imogen as she was very close with both her parents. She was mad at her father for being unfaithful. How anyone could do such a thing sickened her. She knew Tom was right for her and trusted he would never do such a thing. To her marriage was forever and knew she found her lifetime partner. She couldn't wait to be Toms wife.

.............

Imogen had now been modeling full time for over a year. Some of her fashion label contracts had been given to other agents which meant she wasn't getting as many photo sessions as she wanted. Her agent suggested that she should consider lingerie and bikini modelling. Her agent David said her body was too good to be hidden behind clothing and there is a huge market for bikini modeling.

At first, she was quite hesitant, being so shy and quiet, showing too much skin, she would need some encouragement. She discussed it with Tom, not knowing how he would feel about his fiancé doing this kind of work. But to her surprise, he fully encouraged her to get out of her comfort zone if she was serious about being a full-time model. As long as her private parts were not shown, he was fully supportive.

David, her agent arranged her first lingerie shoot. The photographer was very experienced and had Imogen pose in some very sexy intimate ways. Some of the items she posed in were extremely sexy, lacy and very see through. At first Imogen felt a bit uneasy revealing so much, especially when the photographer was a male, which most were she soon found out.

After a few weeks of doing hot sexy shoots in skimpy swimwear and very revealing lingerie, Imogen was now accustomed to showing more of her skin to male photographers. After finishing a shoot for a lingerie brand, she sat down with David, looking through all her photos. She loved how good she looked and even her agent praised her on them all. He knew he had one of the sexist models alive on his books with Imogen.

David then informed her that even though she was so hot and sexy, some of the labels thought her boobs were slightly too big for their product, which meant she was losing a few of the brands to shoot for. The bikini brands loved her body, just the lingerie market was very fussy with breast size.

He then suggested she would be the perfect model for doing nude work, and asked if that was something she would consider? Imogen was a bit shocked and immediately refused to ever be seen nude in photos. Plus, she knew Tom would not agree with her going that far to succeed in her model career.

She was right, after discussing it with Tom, he wasn't happy about her modeling nude. Her tits and pussy were for his viewing only.

Next day Imogen informed David that Tom didn't want her to do it. He then said, "But how do YOU feel about doing it, if it was solely your choice Imogen?"

Imogen thought for a moment, then said very quietly in her shy voice "I would consider it for sure"

David proceeded, "I am glad, what if I told you I have already arranged a photo shoot with a company that would love to have you as part of their modeling team?" He smiled and continued, "No strings attached, you don't even need to tell Tom about it, just one photo shoot to see how you go"

Imogen hesitated "No, no, I'm not sure.... maybe.... I don't know? Do you think I would be ok at it?"

David leaned forward over his desk and said "You will be perfect at it, let's just do the shoot, you don't need to tell Tom, it is arranged for 1pm tomorrow"

Imogen thought for a moment and nervously replied, "Ok, but just one shoot to see how it goes."

"Great" David said, "Simon is the guy you will be working under, he is very experienced in the nude modeling world, he will make you very comfortable working with him."

The next day Imogen went to the address she was given for the studio she would be working at. She was greeted by Simon and was quite surprised how young he was. She guessed he was only a couple of years older than her. She was also taken away with his good looks and charming personality.

After chatting a bit and getting to know each other, he informed her he left school at 18 to start his own photography business and built it up over the last 6 years selling his photos to some big companies. Imogen also discovered that Simon went to the same school as Tom, but she didn't let that she was engaged or even who she was engaged to.

Little did Imogen know, but Tom hated Simon with passion. Simon always had a way with women, and not only once, but twice Simon stole Toms girlfriends from him during their later school days. Both times, Simon's charm swept Toms girlfriends away with him, making Tom hate him more than he thought he could hate anyone.

"David told me you were a knockout beauty, but I didn't expect someone so hot to shoot today, I can already see a lot of work coming your way, we are going to work well together I can tell." Simon explained in his charming way, he was already making Imogen feel at ease knowing in a short time she will be naked in front of him.

Simon continued, "My sets are mostly a closed set due to the intimacy involved, this way you can be more yourself without anyone else looking on, are you fine with that Honey?" Simon asked.

"Yes, perfectly fine" Imogen smiled in her quiet voice.

"Okay Honey let's see what we are working with here. If you want to strip down over in that cubicle and put on the robe, then I will have you sit on that couch, and we will get started." Simon explained.

Imogen did just that, she put on the thin silk robe which was quite short and wrapped it around her. She entered the room and sat on the couch as instructed, trying to keep her modesty hidden as best she could as the robe barely covered her private areas.

Simon, with camera in hand, started taking some photos with the robe on to ease her into the nude shots. Imogen smiled at the camera as he clicked away. "Your smile is so infectious Honey" making her smile and begin to flirt with the camera. "Yes Honey, the camera loves that gorgeous face, keep flirting with it."

Simon stood over her making her look up to the camera "Give me that sultry look Honey, flirt with the camera, lay back on the couch looking up."

Imogen laid back on the couch as he instructed her to open the robe. She slowly opened it revealing her full nudity to a man she only met an hour earlier. Feeling a little uncomfortable about it, Simon kept her at ease with his instructions while clicking away with his camera.

"Wow, your body is definitely made for the camera Honey, are they real?" Simon questioned as he looked at how big and firm her breasts were and saw those perfect nipples pointing upwards.

"Yes, they are real" Imogen answered as she cupped them with her hands and began to tease the camera while she played with them, she stared at the camera with her dreamy eyes. With Simon right in front of her, she could see he was very turned on by what he was witnessing.

"Sit up Honey, let's get rid of the robe all together, lean back on the couch, that's it, hands behind your head poke those tits out baby that's it work your body for me, play with your tits some more for me, yes make those nipples poke out more" Simon knew how to work his models as he kept coaxing his stunning model to keep performing for the camera.

"Now spread your knees a bit, let's get some nice pussy shots for the camera, that's it slowly spread them, now put your feet up on the couch and spread wide for the camera, that's it Honey don't be shy" Simon kept on pushing. "Now use your fingers and spread those lips a little for me babe, don't be shy"

Imogen did exactly what her photographer was asking of her, she wanted to impress him for the sake of her modeling career. As she spread her lips, she closed her eyes in pleasure as she was getting quite turned on. She began playing with her pussy and heard Simon saying more.

"Talk dirty Honey, talk like you want to be fucked, this gives me the look I am after from my model, the look of sexual hunger. Talk to me baby tell me how you want to be fucked babe, come on" Simon kept coaxing as she heard the click of the camera going flat out. "It's just acting Baby talk dirty to the camera"

"Ohhhmmm yes, I need to be fucked" Imogen moaned as she inserted a finger inside her wet hole "Hmmm fuck me baby, yes fuck me hard, hmmmm" Imogen moaned as she continued masturbating in front of the camera, thinking of Tom's cock. She looked up at Simon with that desperate look to be fucked. Simon leant out and grabbed one of her tits rubbing her nipple.

"Damn they are real, I bet you love your nipples played with, don't you?" He asked.

She was shocked that he was touching her nipple, but she just nodded at him and moaned "Hmmm" as she was getting close to cumming. Again, she closed her eyes while she fucked her pussy for the camera. It seemed only a short time, but when she opened her eyes, Simon was fully naked, right in front of her with his massive erect cock. It must have been 10 inches long and very thick. She had only ever seen Toms cock which she thought was big at 6 inches.

Imogen was so shocked she almost stopped but she was so close to cumming she was lost in pure pleasure. So, she kept on masturbating for the camera. She noticed that the camera was now on the tripod beside them as Simon stood over her.

"You want this to finish you off baby?" Simon said as he stroked it close to her.

Imogen shook her head "NO, I can't, no" knowing that she would never cheat on her fiancé, there was not a chance of that ever happening in her mind. "Ohhh fuck Im cumming" she moaned as she began to spasm on her own fingers. Meanwhile Simon was standing over her furiously pumping his cock to the sight he just witnessed.

"OH FUCK" he shouted, "That was so fucking hot, can I cum on your tits babe?"

Imogen nodded. "I guess so, if that's what you want?"

A couple more strokes and he started grunting, then suddenly, he started to cum strand after strand shooting all over her tits, chest and stomach with some hitting her face. She had never seen this amount of cum as Tom only ever shoots into a condom.

Imogen was shocked as Simon again took more photos of her cum covered body. Imogen just smiled for the camera like she had just been in a porn shoot.

She was determined that Tom would never find out about this photo shoot, and wanted Simon to make sure the photos only went to the right contact for future work.

After they both cleaned up and got dressed, Imogen asked how she went, and Simon apologized for going too far, but went on to explain.

"You are the exact kind of model we are looking for Imogen, I can guarantee you a lot of model work if you want to continue in the nude modeling industry. You have everything and more what it takes, and you will earn three times more than bikini modeling. In saying that we still have a huge market for you to model bikinis, and in some very exotic locations as well."

As Imogen took all this in, she wasn't sure she wanted to keep doing nude work as Tom would strongly disapprove, so she asked how much work she could get just doing the bikini modeling alone. He said she would get a lot of work but to make a living from it she would need to do at least a minimum of one nude set a week to make it financial enough to survive.

"I am willing to offer you a five-year contract now to model for me. I will have bikini shoots for you most days and at least one or two nude shoots a week on top of that. That way Tom doesn't need to know about nude modeling, all he needs to know about is you are doing bikini shoots most days" Simon explained trying to justify her taking the contract.

"I guess" Imogen hesitantly replied, still not sure about hiding the nude shoots from Tom. They were about to be married, and she didn't like the thought of hiding anything from him. She wanted the bikini shoots and thought maybe if it's just a couple of nude photos, that should be fine. So, with that she agreed to sign up with Simon as her new agent for five years.

...........

She went home to Tom and told him the great news of the five-year deal to be a bikini model. They celebrated knowing that with the financial help, they could bring their wedding forward, so in two months' time they would become husband and wife.

To be continued...
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Imogen and Tom's wedding plans were almost formalized. In only six weeks, Imogen would become Tom's wife. She had been dreaming of this day ever since she laid eyes on Tom three years earlier. The only thing they had to plan was the honeymoon. This had to be worked around Imogen's work, as she was often flying to islands and beach resorts for bikini shoots. Also, without Tom's knowledge, there were always the topless photos taken towards the end of most bikini shoots.

Their sex life was like any normal engaged couple. Imogen loved Tom's cock, though she still made him wear a condom all the time, as she wasn't on the pill. She had a strong desire to feel his natural cock inside her, but she was determined to wait until she became his wife first. That would be one of his wedding surprises from her on their wedding night. She also had a few more surprises in mind for their wedding night that she knew he would love.

Tom was not aware of the man Imogen was working for. If he had known, then you could be sure he would get Imogen out right away from him, and find a new agent. But as time went on, Simon became quite aware that Imogen was about to marry the guy he had stolen girlfriends from during their later school days. But Simon didn't let on any of this to Imogen, or else she may well have left for another job, aware that with her looks and body, she would have no problem finding another agency.

Simon knew exactly what kind of work Imogen would be perfect for, fully aware of the money her body could bring to his business. She was always hesitant to do nude modeling, but Simon intended on doing mostly nude photoshoots with Imogen.

During the following weeks, Simon had Imogen pose for a couple more nude photoshoots, similar to her audition. There was always a theme to every shoot, which always started off in costume and eventually being fully nude. Imogen was getting acquainted to the acting part as well, talking dirty to the camera, saying how much she needed to be fucked, as though she was making out with the camera. Simon encouraged this dirty talk during photoshoots, as it gave her a more natural look of lust, especially with her sultry, dreamy eyes.

Imogen had no idea that Simon wanted so desperately to eventually fuck her, as she was so naïve in many ways. Simon was very self-confident and knew that once he got his cock into her, she would want more. But he knew that would be almost an impossible challenge knowing how faithful she was to Tom.

After several more private photo sessions, she noticed that there would be more crew members in the room for lighting, makeup, etc. Over time, Imogen became more at ease with additional men in the room, while she performed for the camera. Imogen also accepted that guys needed to touch her body during shoots, adjusting costumes and to place her in the correct positions, even when fully nude. She believed that this was all part of being a model.

At home, Tom enjoyed the benefits of Imogen being so horny in the bedroom after work. Tom noticed how his shy fiancée was becoming more sexual and she became aroused more easily.

She promised Tom that on their wedding night, he could finally make love to her without a condom. She didn't want the risk of getting pregnant before she became married. She still hadn't sucked Tom's cock, though he desperately hoped she would some time. It was something that had never interested her, and she often thought of it as being dirty and slutty. She loved Tom for so many reasons, including the sex, but not for performing what she thought of as disgusting sexual acts with him.

Tom loved Imogen more than anything, she was his world, so he was prepared to wait until Imogen was ready. He knew the day was getting closer, when she would become his wife and allow her to try new things in the bedroom with him for the first time.

Imogen accepted the acting role she had to play on her new modeling sets, talking dirty and slutty to the camera. So, she preferred to keep that side of her solely for the camera, and not at home with the man she loved so much. She would be too ashamed to act that way with the man she loved.

Three weeks before their wedding, Simon had a scheduled photoshoot for Imogen with a theme he knew would be a perfect role for her. Simon had a client wanting to shoot a photo gallery for their new adult store website, along with a couple of short video clips as part of their advertising.

It would involve having Imogen using various sex toys, along with another male model posing fully naked with Imogen.

Simon knew that Imogen was the perfect model to promote their product. When Simon showed the client nude photos of Imogen, they were willing to pay additional to have her as their promo girl and even invite her to their promotional events and parties as their 'It Girl'.

Imogen was hesitant, at first, when Simon explained the shoot. He said it would be like her other shoots, except more sexual. She and her model partner would simulate having sex, emphasizing the fact that it was not porn, as there would be no actual intercourse, just acting. But they would have to touch each other's intimate body parts.

Imogen was vaguely hesitant, especially with the touching part, but she finally accepted, saying she wanted new challenges to help push her career.

The photoshoot started like any other; however, for the first time, Imogen was fully nude from the start of the shoot. After various nude poses, and getting into the sexual mood, one of the crew handed her a dildo for her to play with.

"Talk dirty to it, let it fuck you if you need it to, babe" the crew man said, as he handed her the six-inch dildo.

Imogen hadn't been exposed to a sex-toy before. It was a cock similar in size to Tom's cock, believing that most cocks must be about that size. So, she began to play with it, pretending it was Tom's dick as she started to lick it.

"Mmmm," she moaned, as she licked the head of it, something she still refused to do with Tom. "Can't wait to have you fill my pussy, hmmmm," Imogen massaged her tit while sucking the dildo.

Simon asked her to get on all fours and rub the dildo over her pussy; he then moved behind her, taking photos, with her pussy on full display as she rubbed the vibrating dildo over her mound.

"Ohhh god, that feels so good, I need to be fucked so badly," she moaned, knowing she was putting on a good show for the camera. But for the first time in front of the camera, she could feel an orgasm coming on. "Oh, fuck I need you in me, please just fuck me, please," she whined, as she rubbed the Tom-size dildo over her wet pussy.

Then suddenly, she almost jumped off the bed when she felt a pair of hands on her ass. She turned her head to see a very good-looking, strong, muscled, naked model kneeling behind her with a massive nine-inch hard cock pointing directly at her wet pussy. He put his hand between her legs, inserting his thumb slightly into her wet pussy, and took the dildo from her hand.

Which one of these cocks do you need in that fine pussy of yours?" the model asked.

Imogen looked back at the model, still with the pleading look on her face that so much begged for a cock inside her. She was right on the verge of cumming and had to think of her answer.

She stammered an answer, wanting so badly to finish her orgasm, but her reply was, "Only the dildo, you can't fuck me." She almost begged, "Please fuck me with the dildo."

With that, he turned on the vibrator and slowly started inserting the dildo into her from behind.

"Oh god, yes, baby, that feels good, fuck me, baby." She sat up on her knees and the model used his other hand to massage her breast, as he kissed into her neck.

"Holy fuck, babe, I didn't think these were real. You like me playing with your tits like this, gorgeous?" he whispered softly in her ear.

Imogen loved being complimented, even though he was a stranger she had never met or even knew what his name was. A man other than her fiancé was playing with her perfect tits and nipples, and at that moment, she didn't want him to stop.

She nodded her head. "Ohh, I love it, yes; ohh god, it feels so good," she moaned, meaning more the fact the dildo was fucking her, as she slowly bounced on it. She then took the dildo from the male model's hand so she could get the right angle to make her cum.

This freed up both the male model's hands. As he mauled one of her tits with one hand, he put the other hand under her chin and turned her to him and began kissing her on the mouth.

"That's perfect, use your tongue, honey" she heard Simon ask.

So, she opened her mouth, allowing his tongue to enter and they began to kiss passionately, while he attacked her breasts.

"Oh, fuck this is so hot, honey; beg him to fuck you harder, babe, remember you are just acting," Simon continued.

His hard cock was pressing into her side as they kissed; she used her spare hand to grab hold of his cock and started stroking it. Remembering she was just acting, she took the dildo from her sopping-wet cunt, turned to her male model and put her tits on his face.

"Suck my tits please, I love them being teased."

He began sucking on her tits alternating from one to another.

"This is perfect," Simon yelled. "Keep up the acting. Now, I need you to simulate fucking if you can, please. Imogen, I need you to beg him to fuck you. Climb on top of him and take control, honey."

Imogen pushed the model onto his back and climbed over him. She didn't know how this would work, as his cock was so big and pointing straight up nine-inches. Her pussy was still burning with rage, as she hadn't finished cumming.

"Plead to be fucked," she heard Simon yell. "It's just acting, beg him to fuck you, honey."

As she lay on top of him, with the length of his cock rubbing on her swollen pussy, she moaned into his ear, "Fuck me, please, just fuck me. I need your hard cock inside me right now, baby, please."

He placed his hands on her sexy firm ass and slid her pussy up and down the length of his cock, simulating he was fucking her. This helped with her orgasm as she began to cream over his cock.

"Ohhhmm, yes, fuck me good, hmmmm. That's it, I want you to cum, too."

"Oh, fuck yeah, want me cum in that fine pussy, babe?" he moaned, as he, too, was coming close to orgasm.

"Yes," she screamed. "Cum inside me, ohhhmmm... keep fucking me until you cum, ohhhh!" She then sat upright, bouncing furiously on his cock, as it brushed against her stomach, her tits bouncing uncontrollably, while Simon was getting some of the best photos of her that he had ever taken.

"Oh, fuck," the male model groaned, as he grabbed hold of his cock. "I need to put my cock inside this sweet pussy."

"Oh god, yes, Ohhhhh, fuck me hard, baby!" Imogen screamed, when she realized what he had just said and felt the head of his cock enter her pussy about an inch.

"That's it, baby," he said. "Sit on my cock, let me cum inside you like you begged me to, babe."

Imogen immediately jumped off him. "No," she panted, still calming down from an intense orgasm. "I am only acting, you can't, sorry," she wept.

"That's a wrap!" Simon yelled.

Imogen went off, visibly upset, to shower and get dressed. On her return, she apologized to Simon for ending the session so early. He was totally understanding and explained he got the shots he needed for the day. He still needed more, but that would be enough for this session. Simon, too, apologized for the other model's behavior, as models need consent if they wish to fuck during a session, saying he wouldn't be asked back again to work for him.

Imogen was just thankful he hadn't fuck her.

Simon explained that he also did some modeling, and asked if she would be more comfortable performing with him for the remaining sessions, and he could get one of his other photographers to take the photos. She trusted Simon, he being her boss, and agreed that it would be a good idea, so other models wouldn't get the same wrong idea to try to fuck her.

Imogen rested easy on that decision, and was really looking forward to continuing her sessions with Simon as her new co-model. Simon was extremely impressed with how the shy, young Imogen was opening up more and showing her sexuality to the camera. Simon only encouraged her to try new things, which Imogen was always willing to experiment with.

Simon had Imogen wrapped around his little finger. Imogen was young and extremely naïve. He knew he was getting closer to fucking this hot, young model. He didn't even feel badly about the fact he was trying to steal another one of Tom's girls. But he was determined to make that fine pussy his own.

When Imogen arrived for the next Adult Store promo session a few days later, Simon explained that there would be no toys in this session, which they would shoot next time. It would be just himself posing with Imogen in some very intimate positions.

Imogen trusted fully that Simon would not try anything he shouldn't. He knew she was faithful to her man, and she was getting married in just a couple of weeks. But she was still very nervous coming into this session, knowing she had to be intimate with her boss, and Simon sensed it.

He offered her something she had never been offered before. Simon laid out some white powder and snorted it in front of her. Imogen had never been exposed to drugs, and she had promised herself she would never try them, either.

"Try some, it will calm your nerves; all my models take it before every session, trust me, it will make you feel good," Simon said softly, to help calm her.

Simon always said things in a way that she trusted him. "I couldn't, Tom would kill me if he found out I took drugs," Imogen explained, shaking her head, trying to avoid it.

"Trust me, you will feel better." Simon put a line out in front of her. "You just sniff it up your nostril like I just did."

Imogen hesitated before leaning down and sniffing the powder, leaning back taking it all in.

"See, that wasn't so bad, was it?" Simon laughed.

Imogen just gave a cheeky laugh back, and gave him a playful push on the shoulder, and said, "You are going to end up getting me in a lot of trouble."

Imogen had already started to feel the effect from the drugs and surprisingly, enjoyed the feeling more than she could have imagined. "Let's get to work Romeo," she giggled, as she stripped naked in front of him and climbed onto the bed, "Come and take me," she giggled again, as Simon stripped naked and moved to the bed also.

She had seen him naked once before, but again, she gasped when she saw the size of his penis---- at least ten-inches erect. Imogen was already impressed with his charming, good looks, but she found his body even more attractive. He was a very strong, fit, tanned, athletic man with a solid six-pack abs. Yet, she didn't know a cock could be that big.

She immediately felt turned on when he joined her, naked, on the bed. The drugs were taking effect, and she was ready and wanting to impress her boss the best she possibly could.

His photographer had his camera ready, and the two models were also then ready for a three-hour session.

"Okay, let's have you both stand, facing each other, and just start with some light kissing using tongue; I need to see some passion," the photographer said, to get things started.

Simon stood in front of Imogen, their naked bodies looking so perfect together, they embraced their bodies, his hard cock pressing on her stomach, her tits pressed into his muscled chest, as they began to kiss with pure passion.

The photographer was clicking away, then said, "Perfect. Now, Simon, start kissing down her neck, slowly working your way down, kissing and sucking on her nipples, make her want more... perfect, yes, just like that."

Simon had Imogen exactly how he wanted her, he had this hot model under his control.

Imogen tilted her head back with pure pleasure in her eyes. "Ohhh, yes," she moaned lightly, as Simon sucked her nipples.

"Perfect, you're both doing great, now, Imogen, wrap your hand around his cock and gently stroke it for the camera, tell me how much you want it. I need that look of fire in your eyes," the photographer instructed.

Imogen did exactly what she was being asked; she really wanted to keep on impressing her boss. She reached down and wrapped her small hand around his thick cock, amazed that a cock could even be this big, her sparkling engagement ring sliding up and down another man's cock. The thought of him fucking her didn't cross her mind, as she knew a cock so big would hurt her too much. Tom's six inches was more than enough for her to handle.

She began stroking him, as the dirty talk continued. Simon grunted, "I can't wait to fuck you." Little did Imogen know that he meant those words.

"Ohh, yes," Imogen moaned, "fuck my little pussy with your huge cock, make me cum hard, baby."

"Okay, now down on your knees in front of Simon," the photographer called out.

Imogen slowly dropped to her knees, still holding his cock, which was only two inches from her face.

"That's it. Now, open your mouth with your tongue out, and place the tip of his cock resting on it—remember, it's just acting, sweetie."

Pre-cum was leaking, which made perfect photos with her gorgeous face licking his cock.

"Now, just slightly wrap your lips around the head of the cock, like you have just taken him deep."

Imogen did just that.

Imogen had never had a cock in her mouth before, and had never tasted cum. To her surprise, she liked the taste of his pre-cum, as she licked it from his cock. "Hmmmmm," she moaned. Again, it was probably the drugs, but she wanted to take his cock further into her mouth, but knew that it would wrong to do so.

"These poses are great!" the photographer called out. "Let's take a break before the next session; there will be some great photos here."

Imogen and Simon didn't bother getting dressed as they had nothing to hide anyway. Simon sniffed some more powder, then put another line in front of Imogen. She hesitated again, knowing that once was bad enough, and that she shouldn't do it again. But having found out how good it made her feel, she willingly took another line.

"I could get used to this stuff, makes me feel so good," she said, as she leaned back on her chair, fully naked, not realizing her legs were spread wide open. Her head became fuzzy and mumbled, almost slurred, "I love my job so much."

Simon was still fully erect with the sight of the sexiest model he had ever seen, with her legs spread-eagle, right in front of him.

The photographer could see how good she looked in that pose, so he told her to stay in this position for the next shots. He got Simon to stand behind her with his cock to the side of her face, while she spread her pussy with her fingers. He could see the daze in her slutty eyes, the drugs only made her eyes look even sluttier, so he got Simon to hold her head and turn her lips to his cock. She looked up into Simon's eyes with lust, as she began to finger herself.

Simon could see that the drugs had taken quite an effect on her. With her mouth open, she moaned, "Ooooooohhh," She was desperate to impress her boss, her head telling herself that this was just acting.

So she turned her head more, and took his cock into her virgin mouth; this time, she took it deeper. Simon held onto her head as she took his cock deeper, reaching the back of her throat. This was the first time Imogen had ever sucked a cock, and she liked it more than she had imagined.

"Ohhh fuck, your mouth feels good, honey," Simon moaned, as she continued to suck him harder and deeper. The effect of the drugs made her lost in the moment, as she also kept fingering her pussy.

"Keep going, make me cum," Simon instructed.



Imogen was about to cum herself, "Aaaooooggggmmm," she moaned around his cock, as she hit an intense orgasm.

Then Simon moaned, "Ohhhh fuck, want me to cum in your mouth? I am about to cum."

Imogen pulled his cock from her mouth, not wanting another man's cum in her mouth. "No, cum on my tits."

He began shooting cum; first hitting her right on the face, as he kept shooting stream after stream of cum all over her hair, tits and body.

"Oh yes, this is intense!" the photographer yelled, as he was clicking away flat out, getting some great photos. "The client is going to love these, well done, you two. I think we have found our perfect couple."

With that, the session was over. Afterwards, Imogen was confused as to why she had allowed herself to suck his cock, but understood this was what her job involved, and she accepted that she would be willing to do anything to get the right photos to enhance her career. One thing for certain, though, she would never allow another cock in her pussy for any photo, and she made this clear with Simon, too--- her pussy was only for Tom.

Tom was enjoying the rewards of her sexual needs every night after her sessions. Imogen had confessed to Tom she was doing nude and topless photoshoots, which he had accepted, understanding that she was making more money doing so. But she never confessed to the sexual acts for the camera. She just hoped the clients these photos went to, that Tom would never discover anyway.

In the two weeks leading up to the wedding, they completed the adult store shoot with sex toys, along with many bikini shoots which required flying to a couple of exotic islands for overnight shoots. She was told by Simon, with her career moving forward, that she would be modeling away on location for lengthy periods of time on a regular basis. Tom understood that this was part of Imogen's job as a model, and accepted it.

Tom had arranged a week for their honeymoon at a tropical island resort. He booked it with the option of free rescheduling, in case Imogen had an urgent assignment to attend. He was hoping this wouldn't be the case, but knew Imogen's career was quite demanding at times to meet client's needs.

They were getting married on Friday and flying out for their honeymoon late Sunday. Simon had scheduled an urgent bikini photoshoot for Imogen the day after their wedding. So, Tom arranged their flight to leave on their honeymoon late Sunday. Tom was fine with her schedule, knowing he would have his new wife for a full week away together.

Imogen had some surprises for Tom on their wedding night. She was about to marry the love of her life, her special day was going to be perfect, and she couldn't be happier.

To be continued...
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Imogen's Model Career Ch. 03

Again, many thanks to Kenji for editing my works.

Imogen's modeling career was taking her places she had only dreamed of--- traveling to some exotic islands, modeling for bikini brands, magazines, websites, and so on. But she had never expected modeling nude would be the career path where she would succeed the most. She trusted her agent, Simon, who was finding clients for her nude modeling career to really take off.

Being the daughter of a sexy Norwegian model and a good-looking, strong, professional footballer gave her the looks of a supermodel. Imogen was a tall, slim, athletic, well-toned blonde model. She had the face of an angel, dreamy eyes, high cheekbones, button nose, and luscious lips with an infectious smile. She had a perfect, silky, tanned complexion with no blemishes or tan lines.

Her fashion and lingerie modeling were going well, until her breasts grew larger than what the designers were wanting in their models. So, she turned mainly to bikini and nude modeling, which she found she enjoyed more than expected. She had perfect round, full, large C-cup breasts with nipples pointing high. Most guys didn't believe they were real.

She was engaged to marry the love of her life, Tom. They were madly in love with each other, and had mapped out their life as a married couple. They bought their first home, taking out a mortgage together, and Imogen hoped to start a family as soon as they married. That was why Imogen wasn't on the pill, and insisted Tom wear a condom until after their wedding night. Imogen accepted she would be happy if she got pregnant on their honeymoon.

...........

The day Imogen had dreamed of all her life had arrived; she was about to marry the love of her life--- Tom. She wanted this day to be special for them both, so she arranged a surprise that Tom would discover on his wedding night. She had gotten a Brazilian wax for the first time. Being a natural blonde, her pubic hair was barely visible, but having it waxed made her pussy nice and smooth for Tom to pleasure her fully.

The other surprise was that she would allow him to have sex with her without a condom for the first time, hoping she would get pregnant, to start the happy family she had always dreamed of. Even though she was just twenty-two years old, she always dreamed of having children young. This way, she could continue her modeling career afterwards while still young.

The day was a perfect, warm summer's day, a garden wedding and everything went to plan. Imogen looked stunning in her low-cut, flowing white gown. It hugged her perfect figure and showed a nice amount of cleavage. As her father walked her down the aisle, Tom watched in awe, as his stunning bride walked towards him, about to be his wife.

One of Simon's photographers was the official photographer for the day, and Simon gave him some instructions on what kind of photos to take, along with the usual wedding photos.

Simon had the photographer arrive at Imogen's place before the wedding to take photos of her getting into her dress, so, again, there were some topless photos involved which would all be part of the set Simon was working on. Imogen was also given instructions to take her wedding dress along to the photoshoot the following day.

The day went off perfectly, everything Imogen had ever dreamed of. Celebrations went well into the night. Being such a warm day, everyone was drinking a lot, even Tom, which became a problem for Imogen. Tom enjoyed their day too much and drank way more than he should have. By the end of the night, he could hardly stand up straight. His mates ended up carrying him back to their honeymoon suite, where he passed out. Imogen stayed with her remaining guests, leaving Tom to rest and hopefully sober up enough for her to give him his surprise later.

Unfortunately for both, when she finally arrived back at the room, she couldn't wake him.

Imogen was not impressed, so she slipped out of her wedding dress and took off her lace bra, just wearing her new lace G-string she was hoping to show him. Deciding to sleep, she just wore the G-string, wanting to surprise him with it in the morning, along with her fresh Brazilian wax, which she knew he would love.

Come morning, she planned to wake up and have their first sex as husband and wife. But she woke up to the sound of Tom throwing up in the bathroom. She was annoyed as she had to be at the studio by ten o'clock. Already nine-thirty, she had to keep moving as she had been instructed; she couldn't be late.

So, not wanting to go and see Tom in that state, she just slipped on a loose-fitting, very short, white semi-sheer summer dress over her new lacy G-string, opting not to wear a bra. Her nipples and areolas were quite visible through the semi-sheer material, but she knew she was only just going to the studio for a session, then would be back home to her husband. She wasn't going anywhere public to be seen. She put her wedding dress in a bag, as requested by Simon, and headed off to work for the day.

She wanted this day to go quickly, and be with her new husband, knowing she would be with Tom for the following week on their honeymoon. The week she had dreamed about since meeting Tom.

Upon arrival at the studio, Simon greeted her, congratulating her on her marriage to Tom, then said, "We need to keep moving, I have a private plane waiting to fly out to the island."

"What?" Imogen said, in shock, she wasn't prepared for this.

Simon informed her the client from a men's magazine had arranged a shoot to follow her wedding day and more information would be given on arrival. This is why she had photos taken getting ready on her wedding day, including topless. This next session would follow the plot, telling a wedding story the client was looking for.

On the flight, which was just over an hour, Imogen was visibly worked up and anxious about the day's events. She was worried how they would have time to get to the island and be back that night. Simon could sense she was anxious, so he offered her some white powder she had become accustomed to over the past few weeks. Imogen didn't hesitate in accepting it, as she knew it would help calm her down.

It was almost two in the afternoon on arrival at the most beautiful location you could imagine--- they had their own private beach house on a private beach. It was just Simon, and her photographer, Mick, who she had had at the wedding. Simon explained to Imogen exactly what his client wanted. It had to follow on from the wedding into her honeymoon, which is why the island setting was required. Simon would be the male model and act as the new husband.

Imogen liked the idea of the theme, especially with Simon, having full trust in him not to try to want sex with her. She was quite comfortable flirting with Simon, having modeled with him several times by then.

It was quite a warm day, but Imogen had no clothes. She was told she had an hour or so before they started shooting. So, it didn't bother Imogen to take her dress off, topless, just in her wedding G-string to lie in the sun for a while, working on her tan out on the deck.

Simon came to her with a bottle of sunscreen; she accepted when Simon offered to apply it for her. She had come accustomed to being intimate with Simon on set, so having his hand over her body didn't bother her. He paid particular attention to her breasts and nipples.

"Don't want these getting burnt, do you?" he said, with a charming smirk on his face.

Imogen just smiled back, feeling turned on by his touch. "I am married now; you shouldn't be touching, you know? What if my husband saw you doing this?" Imogen winked, as Simon sat back in his lounge.

Feeling relaxed, Simon offered Imogen some cocaine, knowing it helped in her photoshoots. Imogen gladly accepted, as she almost felt it was a necessity before going on set. He also opened a bottle of wine and poured both glasses while she snorted a second line.

"How does it feel being a married woman, I bet you are still tired from a busy night of sex." Simon winked with a smile, as they drank their wine.

Imogen's mind was a bit hazy from the two lines of coke she sniffed, and just replied, "He fell asleep on me, so he has to wait now," followed by an evil giggle.

She then took another drink, finishing her first full glass of wine. "Refill, please," passing her glass to Simon.

Simon filled her glass and said they should get ready to start the shoot. He wanted Imogen in her wedding dress.

She then realized that the G-string was a surprise for Tom and Simon was the first to see her wear it, she told Simon this and proceeded to say she had another surprise Tom hadn't yet seen, either. Knowing Simon would see during the shoot, she slipped off the G-string, showing him her freshly waxed pussy.

Simon was more than impressed, her body was hot enough, but he was blown away with how sexy her hot little pussy looked all smooth and naked.

"Tom was meant to be first to see it, but I guess you are the lucky one today," Imogen winked, as she slipped back into her new lacy G-string and put on her wedding dress.

Simon knew he would be getting to feel her smooth pussy very soon. He was ready to get started on the set. Simon put on a smart pair of slacks with no boxers under, and a white shirt, to look like a groom at a beach wedding.

They went onto the beach and started posing for photos as a newly married couple. Mick, the photographer, could see the chemistry between them, commenting on how natural and perfect they were together. They took some nice 'wedding' photos on the beach over the next couple of hours, kissing and hugging before they moved onto the next set.

Having finished a full bottle of wine, Simon opened another, passing Imogen another full glass.

"I hope you aren't trying to take advantage of me, giving me all this wine?" Imogen laughed.

"Not a chance, just celebrating your marriage to Tom," Simon said, holding his glass up to Imogen's.

After taking two lines of cocaine along with all the wine, Imogen was then feeling a real buzz.

Mick said they would take a few more photos on the beach leading into sunset before moving indoors. It was then that Imogen questioned what time she would be home to Tom. Simon had conveniently failed to inform Imogen that they would fly home the next day. They had the room booked for the night, and needed to make the most of the sunset and the great location for the photo package.

Imogen, being naïve, was fine with that, but immediately had to send Tom a text message saying she would be home the following day. He was clearly upset, wanting to have his new wife at home with him, but understood when she explained the situation, and was excited to have her for a full week on their honeymoon.

As the sun started to set over the beach, Mick had Imogen and Simon posing in some of the most romantic photos he had seen. When he asked Imogen to give Simon a romantic kiss, she proceeded, giving the most passionate kiss. Simon had a firm grip of her ass, as Imogen started to unbutton his shirt with the sun setting behind them. Breathing heavily into each other's mouths, Mick told them it was time to act out the dirty talk. He wanted them to act like they were just married and finally alone on their wedding night.

Simon began, kissing her neck, whispering in her ear, "I can't wait to fuck you tonight, honey."

"Hmmmm," Imogen moaned, as she pulled his shirt off his shoulders, her slutty eyes, visibly affected by the drugs, looked deeply into Simon's. "And I can't wait to feel your big cock stretch my pussy tonight." She began to rub his cock through his trousers.

Mick was close by, clicking away with his camera. "Keep it going, guys, this is exactly what the client wants, he wants raunchy, passionate, wild sex on the beach."

Imogen was still in her wedding dress, trying carefully not to get it dirty as even her husband hadn't yet had the chance to undress her from it. She wanted to put it on again for him when she got home. Simon then unzipped the back allowing the top to fall below her perfect, tanned breasts, cupping them with his hand, pushing a tit up allowing him to take it in his mouth.

"Oh god, I love how you suck my tits like that......ooooh.... feels so good," she moaned, as she unzipped his trousers, allowing them to drop to the sand. He had nothing on under his trousers allowing his fully erect cock to be free. Imogen began stroking it.

"I love your cock so much," she whispered, "It feels so good in my hand."

"You would love it so much more in your pussy, babe," Simon panted, as Imogen stroked it.

"Ohh god, yes, I would," she purred, as she dropped to her knees, taking his cock in her mouth.

Imogen had sucked Simon's cock before, so she had no issue doing it again. Knowing Simon held the key to her career success, she needed to impress her boss. So, she began to take him deep, reaching the back of her throat.

Simon was in heaven, "Ohhhh fuck, you're the best cocksucker I have ever had, babe."

He had a hold of her long blonde hair, pushing her further onto his ten-inch hard cock.

"Ooogggg, ggghhaa, hmmm, shlrrrp, shlrrrp," Imogen sucked hard and deep, deciding she wanted him to cum; gagging with saliva spewing from her mouth, down her chest, her eyes watered and makeup ran down her face.

Simon held her head tightly, as he fucked her mouth hard. "Oooohhh, fuck yeah," he groaned.

Imogen knew he was getting close to cumming; she didn't want him to cum in her mouth. She was saving that for Tom, even though she didn't like the thought of tasting cum.

"Aaaaaggghh, fuck," Simon groaned, as he held the back of her head with both hands.

She knew he was about to cum, so she attempted to pull her mouth from him, but he had a strong hold and began to shoot rope after rope of cum down her throat. Having no choice but to swallow, she took each rope of cum until he pulled out; still shooting cum, it landed all over her hair, tits, and wedding dress.

She just looked up at him, and smiled. 'Mmmm, yum," she moaned, cum running from the corners of her mouth. With makeup, cum, and saliva all over her face, she swallowed what was left in her mouth, giving him another cheeky grin.

She just tasted and swallowed cum for the first time--- and not from her new husband, like she was hoping for. But to her surprise, she loved the taste, then hoping to give that pleasure to Tom the following night.

Simon just looked back down at her with a huge victory grin on his face. "Well done, babe, you did well."

"Okay," Mick called, "that was fucking hot. The client won't believe his eyes when he gets these photos." Mick suggested. "Let's have a break, some food and a few drinks before continuing the next set indoors."

As they drank another bottle of wine, the guilt started to build up inside Imogen for taking cum in her mouth from Simon. She helped herself to another line of cocaine.

"Hey, slow down on that," Simon said, when he noticed her snorting more of the drug, knowing that she was already high from it; he was worried she would pass out before the next session.

Imogen was clearly on a high and eager to get into the next session, which would take place in the bedroom on the king-size bed, overlooking the beach. Imogen said she felt great and was ready for the next session.

Mick wanted Simon fully nude, while Imogen started in her wedding dress. First, he had Simon standing behind her with his head in her neck, and her arms stretched up behind her, pulling his head into her. They looked perfect together as he cupped her breasts over her wedding dress. She turned, allowing their mouths to meet, kissing passionately, she stroked his already erect cock.

"I can't wait to feel your cock fucking my pussy," Imogen purred, beginning her acting role. "To feel your hard.... big.... cock...... stretching my pussy, fucking me hard," she whispered into his mouth.

Mick was hoping this session would go like the last one outside; he really wanted to push Imogen to let herself go and continue the raunchy photo series for the client. He couldn't believe she had already gone as far as she had without instruction, considering she only married yesterday.

Imogen was determined, though, that no other man would ever fuck her pussy. That was only ever going to be for Tom, especially when her husband had not yet had the chance to fuck her bareback. She was saving that moment for that exact night to hopefully get pregnant by Tom and start a family. She was also in her fertile period, so that made her more determined that Simon couldn't fuck her.

Simon could see the fire in her eyes, he could see her desperate desire to be fucked.

She looked deeply into his eyes, and whispered, "I love this acting game, don't you?"

She waited for his response. When he just nodded, Imogen moaned, "Mmmm," then grunted, "Now, fuck me," knowing what she was saying was just acting the role.

Mick was ready to push her to the limits and get the photos the client had requested. He knew there would be no chance of getting photos with his cock in her pussy, but he needed to at least try. He could see she was horny and wanted to take advantage of that.

With Imogen still in her wedding dress, Simon pushed her back onto the bed and lifted her dress above her waist, revealing her new, sexy, white lace G-string. Simon stood over her with a wild look in his eyes.

Imogen put her feet up on the edge of the bed and spread her legs wide. Simon planted his tongue on her pussy and began to suck the juices through her damp G-string, she had bought as a surprise for her husband. He hooked his thumbs under each side and tore them clean off her, revealing her newly waxed, smooth pussy.

"Ohh fuck, so nice," Simon growled, as he continued licking her smooth, soft folds and pussy juices.

"Oh god," she moaned, being so much more sensitive after her wax.

"No one has ever licked my pussy before, ohhhmmm, fuck, it feels so good." She began to buck and push her pussy onto his mouth. "Ohhh god, yes, keep... going... ooohhh," she moaned, as she began to cum on his mouth. "Ohh god, yes, I love it so much."

"I am going to fuck your sweet pussy so hard, tell me how much you want it, babe." Simon growled, in passion.

Mick could see how horny Imogen was and wanted to push the limits. "Okay, Imogen, are you fine if I get a couple of photos with the head of Simon's cock sitting just inside your pussy lips?"

Imogen was burning and on the verge of being fucked, but she had just enough willpower to answer, "No X....X no I can't allow that."

Simon tried to convince her, "Its okay, I promise, it will be just the tip for the photos we need, nothing more."

Imogen was still concerned he may push in further, concerned that he might leak in her unprotected fertile womb. She lay there, still hot and horny. She knew she wouldn't like his large cock in her small hole, she knew it would hurt being so much bigger than Tom's perfect cock. She wanted to impress her boss so much to further her career.

She nodded slightly, "Okay, just the tip for the photos you need."

Mick smiled at Simon. "Take it slow, I need these photos to work out," Mick said sternly.

Imogen still had her wedding dress on, pulled up above her waist. Mick didn't know how this would work at first, so to start with, he had Simon climb above Imogen, with his erect cock just above her pussy. He placed the tip onto her horny wet pussy, as she whimpered a little moan.

"Just push it in a little," Mick said, getting his camera in close.

"Oohhm," Imogen moaned again, feeling the heat of Simon's cock slowly entering her, but worried he would push further in. She really wasn't happy about this, but was determined to keep impressing her boss.

"Oh fuck, I am not even in and you're so tight," Simon groaned. "Ohh fuckX... I want to fuck your little pussy so hard, babe"



Mick was struggling with the wedding dress in the way. "We need to get rid of this fucking dress, I can't get the right angle," he said, in frustration.

Simon, too, was frustrated and in desperate need to push his cock in further. So with both strong hands, he grabbed the neckline of the dress, and in one swift tug, tore the dress off her from the front. Simon continued to rip the dress, which was completely ruined, until it was completely torn off her. Her tits bounced free, allowing her whole body to be in full view of the camera.

Imogen, shocked, but still turned on, just moaned, "I love a strong man that takes control of his woman, my husband won't be taking me out of this dress now, will he?" She was disappointed, but extremely turned on by what he was doing.

Simon, on top with Imogen's legs spread wide, looked up and began to massage both her perfect tits, then attacked one with his mouth, biting her nipple. This was turning her on even more.

He moved up and kissed her passionately on the lips, she moaned into his mouth, he then nuzzled into her neck; she could feel the tip of his cock resting on the folds of her pussy. He pushed in slowly to where Mick wanted him.

She didn't want him to fuck her, but continued with her acting role. She hesitated again, knowing how big he was, she knew it wouldn't be very pleasant having it inside her, so to again impress her boss, she was going to allow him to slip it inside her for just a couple of strokes to get the photos he wanted, then continue with the simulated sex, so Imogen pushed herself onto his cock a little more.

Simon sensed this and took it as a ticket to continue. She was so wet, his cock slid in further with ease.

"Ohhhhhhh fuck!" Imogen screamed. She didn't want him to go in this far, she didn't want another man to have a cock inside her. Not then, the day after her wedding, not ever. She wanted him to stop, but she hadn't anticipated it would feel so good.

Simon could see her eyes roll back; he could see she liked what she was experiencing. He didn't want to push her too hard, in case she backed out. He wanted her consent to continue.

"You like that?" he whispered into her ear, as he slowly pulled back out.

"Hmmm," was all she could murmur from her mouth. She really wanted him to stop, yet she didn't say so. All she could whisper was, "Feels so good."

She wanted so much to impress Simon and Mick. Without Simon, she would have been barely making a living from her previous modeling contracts. She had only married the love of her life the day before. No man had ever fucked her without a condom; in fact, Tom was the only one who had ever fucked her. And here she was, allowing her boss to be the first man to ever penetrate her pussy unprotected. She was not on the pill, so she had to make sure he didn't cum inside her.

"Are you sure you want to keep going?" Simon asked for her assurance, not wanting her to think he was taking advantage of her.

Imogen was enjoying the feel of his cock inside her; lost in the moment, she moaned, "Yes, fuck me, I want you to fuck me, please."

She was telling herself in her head that this was just acting, way beyond her limits.

With that, Simon slowly started pushing his huge cock inside her further, inch by inch with each slow thrust. "Fuck, so tight," Simon grunted, as he pushed inside her deeper each time, reaching where Tom' cock could not reach.

"Ohhhh fuck, so big, ohhhmmm," Imogen moaned, "ohhh fuck, that feels so good."

Simon had Imogen exactly how he wanted her, knowing she would want more, he was then slowly fucking her, getting deeper and deeper until he almost had his full ten-inch cock buried inside her, fucking this new bride for the first time.

Imogen was surprised how good it felt; she should have stopped it going further at this point--- she expected to hate it and pull away after two strokes, but she didn't stop him. He was then completely inside her, his cock reaching where no cock had ever been.

"Ohhh fuck, ohhhmmm, yes, fuck me! Fuck me! Feels so good! Hmmm," Imogen screamed, looking deep into the camera with lust.

Lying on her back, on top of her destroyed wedding dress, her legs wrapped around Simon's back, taking him deeper, her tits bouncing uncontrollably, she continued, "Keep going, ohhhmmm, fuck!"

Simon picked up his rhythm and began thrusting into her harder and harder with each stroke. "Oh, fuck, babe, your pussy feels so good." Simon grabbed hold of her tit, mauling it as he continued to fuck her good.

Imogen was no longer acting at this point, but she was so desperate to impress her boss and was willing to do anything to keep getting more consistent, better-paying work--- she had gone this far, so she wasn't going to hold back; she was on the verge of an intense orgasm. "Ohhh god! I love your cock so much......ummphhh....... ohhhh fuck! Ummphh," she screamed, as she bucked trying to take in as much cock as possible.

Simon kept fucking her hard. "Is this the best fuck you have ever had?" he grunted.

"Hmmm, yes, ohhh god, yes!" she screamed. "Don't stop, don't stop! Ohhh god, I'm cumming," she moaned, as she began to cream all over his cock.

Simon did keep going and she felt his cock tightening inside her as he fucked her furiously; he lifted her hips, while she lay on her back to go deeper, her tits bouncing as he rammed his cock hard into her. "Ohhh fuck, I'm going to cum," he grunted.

"Aahhhmmm, no... ugghh, no..." she moaned, as she came hard. "Don't cum in me...! Please don'tX...! You can't!" She couldn't let him cum inside her fertile womb; she knew if he did, she would be pregnant for sure.

Simon knew this, too, and pulled out as he shot rope after rope of cum all over her tits, stomach, face, and wedding dress.

Mick kept on taking photos, while Simon shot his load all over her; yet, she still looked so beautiful covered in his sticky mess. She smiled for the camera, while scooping cum from her face and licking it.

"Mmmm, yummy," she said, with a huge smile on her gorgeous face.

Simon lay beside her, looking into her eyes.

She smiled at him, and said, "Did I do good? Hope these photos will get me more work?"

"This will definitely get you more work, did you enjoy it?" Simon asked.

"Hmmm, I did." Imogen smiled. "Way more than I imagined I would, but I couldn't do that with anyone else." Imogen had no idea sex could feel that good. It was an experience way better than she had ever had with Tom.

Imogen was feeling guilty, she had just fucked another man the day after her wedding, before her husband even got to make love to her. She had saved herself for the past few years to have unprotected sex, just for her husband once they were married.

"That's good," Simon explained, "I have a client that has asked a lot about you. He is willing to pay big money to have you model for his business, I will call him tomorrow."

"Sounds good, but don't expect me to go as far as I just did again, though." Imogen smiled.

She got up as Mick took more photos. She looked down and saw her torn wedding dress destroyed and covered in another man's cum. She didn't know how she would explain this one to Tom, when she knew he would be wanting her to wear it for their first romantic night together as husband and wife.

She also admired how good looking Simon was, lying naked, next to her wedding dress. He was becoming slightly aroused again, taking in the sight of Imogen's beauty. She admired his cock and couldn't believe how good it had felt inside her. She had to stop her thoughts of him fucking her again--- it could only happen for the camera, she told herself, it was just acting.

She went to the bathroom, her head still confused, where she saw the white powder and snorted another line; probably not the smartest thing to do at that time, but she enjoyed the feeling from the drugs. Then, she got into the large, walk-in shower to clean the cum from her pussy. Feeling a buzz from the drugs only made her feel hornier.

Under the water, she closed her eyes cleaning her pussy thinking about how good Simon's cock felt fucking her. She moaned a little, imagining being fucked again by him, "Ohhh,"

When she opened her eyes, Simon was standing in front of her, his cock fully erect again. "You can't be in here," she whispered, "where's Mick? What if he sees me with you off camera?"

"Gone into town for drinks," he said, as he stepped in closer.

Imogen knew he shouldn't be in the shower with her, but her head was fuzzy, and she couldn't get her mind off his cock fucking her, and how good it felt.

He stood in front of her, under the running water, placed his hands on her ass, and he kissed her neck. Imogen wrapped her hand around his cock and stroked it. She was flying high from the drugs she had been taking all afternoon; she was so turned on, at this point, she just had to feel his hard cock again.

"Ohhh god, your cock felt so good inside me," she moaned, then got down onto her knees and took it in her mouth. "Mmmm," she moaned, as she took him deeper with each motion.

There were no cameras, there was no acting--- this was just Imogen cheating on her husband the day after her wedding.

Simon held her head, making her take his full length down her throat.

She gagged for a while, then releasing his cock along with spit and saliva, she groaned, "I love your cock so much." She was looking up at Simon with the sluttiest, sexiest eyes you would ever see, desperate to be fucked.

He smiled knowing that he had won her over, and said, "Better than your husband's cock?"

"Oh, fuck yes, way better," she moaned, as she licked the full length, holding it in her small hands. "You can fuck me whenever you want baby," she moaned, "anywhere... anytime... Mmm," she moaned, as she licked from his ball sack to the head of his cock. "I love your cock so much X.....my pussy is all yours baby."

Imogen wasn't fully aware how much she was offering herself to him, but at that point, she just wanted his cock--- to feel it inside her again.

He pulled her up and pressed her back against the shower wall, kissing her passionately, massaging her perfect tits roughly, like wild animals. He then lifted her up against the wall, she wrapped her long, silky legs around his back, with her arms wrapped around his neck. He lowered her wet, hungry pussy onto his cock, and slammed into her, fucking her hard against the wall.

"Oh, fuck, I never want your cock to leave my pussy," Imogen moaned, "feels so fucking good."

He kept fucking her as he carried her to the bedroom, both soaking wet from the shower. He sat on the edge of the bed with Imogen still riding his cock. She pushed him onto his back and kept riding his cock, taking him as deeply as she possibly could, her tits bouncing uncontrollably as Simon groped them.

Simon couldn't believe how lucky he was to be fucking Imogen; he had been dreaming of this day since he had first met her. He grabbed her hips to help push himself deeper, as he pumped his cock up into her hot sexy, freshly waxed pussy.

Simon then rolled her over onto her knees, on top of her destroyed wedding dress; she buried her head into the dress, as he fucked her from behind, holding onto her firm ass, fucking her hard and deep.

"Aaaghhhmmm," Imogen moaned, "fuck me......mmmm, fuck me hard!" she screamed, into the dress. "Ohhh god, yes... I'm all yours, baby," Imogen didn't care at this point, she just wanted to be fucked by Simon.

Simon grunted as he, too, was close to cumming. Knowing he couldn't cum inside her, he pulled out, exploding his load all over her back and long blonde hair. More cum splattered all over her destroyed wedding dress.

'Ohhggg, fuck your body is made for fucking," he added, shooting load after load over her.

Imogen just collapsed on the wedding dress, as Simon was still shooting cum over the wedding dress and Imogen's back. She was worn out from all the fucking and drugs, and she fell asleep on her cum-covered, torn-up, destroyed wedding dress.

Waking up the next morning, naked, Imogen's pussy was red, and the room smelled of sex. She got up and slipped on her thin-fabric summer dress, the only item of clothing she had, and walked into the kitchen. Simon was at the table on his laptop doing business, and looking over the photos Mick had taken of them.

"These are so hot, babe," Simon said to Imogen, with excitement. "My client is going to want you straightaway; I will make some phone calls while Mick makes you some breakfast."

While Imogen was having breakfast out on the deck, taking in the morning sun, Simon came out with some news. "I have just agreed on a massive deal for you with a big online adult entertainment company, doing photo shoots and short films. They have seen that you are a natural actor, they need you to feature in their online adult films and pay top dollar."

"Wow," Imogen replied, slightly shocked. She wasn't prepared to fuck in front of the camera, but she would still do the simulated sex and acting. "All just simulated sex, of course?" she questioned him.

"That's totally up to you; I have no say in that part of it," Simon assured her. "It's big money involved, so you would be crazy to refuse it."

"As long as I am not having sex with anyone, then I am happy to sign up." Imogen chirped, once Simon said it was up to her if she allowed them to fuck. Of course, that was totally off the table, seeing that she was a married woman.

He then went on to explain, "They need you immediately for the full week in an exotic location. I know this isn't ideal, and Tom most likely won't agree to it, but can we use your honeymoon booking for the week? They have offered a full upgrade for you and Tom the following week, for two weeks, instead of one. Downside is you won't get to see Tom for another week, but, at least, you will have the following full two weeks alone with your new husband."

Imogen was slightly shocked, her mouth open, not knowing what to say. "We are still going home today, right? So, I can be with Tom for at least one night?"

"Unfortunately, no, we will fly direct to the resort this afternoon, they have a big day planned for you tomorrow, offering you a free full-makeover, as long as you accept the offer," Simon explained.

Imogen was feeling a lot of guilt for having sex with Simon. She wasn't sure how she was going to face Tom after cheating on him--- the day after their wedding. She thought that maybe this would give her a week to get over her guilt, so she accepted the contract offer.

She called Tom and told him the news. He was happy for her, when she said it was for a major bikini online site, again lying to her husband, so he agreed to it, knowing he would have a better honeymoon for a longer period with his new bride.

Imogen and Simon were both excited about the next week at Imogen's honeymoon destination.

To be continued...
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Imogen's Model Career Ch. 04

To all readers. I love reading all your comments but before commenting, please understand that this is fiction, not real life. So please be respectful before tapping away on your keyboards. If this story is not to your liking, then please just move on to the next story. Thankyou.

Again, thanks to Kenji for your editing.

...

Imogen had just married the love of her life, Tom. He was her only ever partner, as she knew he was the one and only she wanted to spend the rest of her life with. Just before their wedding, they had bought a home together, and married with the plan to start a family as soon as possible.

Imogen had a very successful modeling career. The beautiful, young, half-Norwegian, tall blonde was in strong demand from leading agents worldwide. The problem was, her breasts were getting too big for most leading lingerie and fashion labels, so she went down the path of bikini and nude modeling. Her perfect body was recognized by a lot of nude and erotic modeling agents, which would be the direction her career path was leading.

...

Continuing from chapter three.

Imogen had just accepted another contract to model for an adult online company. As far as she was aware, it would involve more simulated sex with male-model partners. She had become accustomed to this kind of modeling and acting, working for Simon. But this was a different company, and she wasn't fully aware of what they would require of her.

Imogen and Simon flew out from the private island they had just done a photoshoot at, while Simon's photographer Mick, flew back home. Their next destination was the resort where Tom had booked their honeymoon. Tom and Imogen agreed to postpone their honeymoon for another week, where they would stay in the same resort the following couple of weeks.

Imogen had left home in a hurry, the morning after her wedding, thinking she would be just at the studio for a few hours then be back home with her new husband. Because of this, she left home in just a light-fabric, semi-sheer summer dress with no bra and only her new lace G-string which had been torn off her and destroyed during her photoshoot.

Being away from home for over a week with only a light, short, semi-see-through summer dress would be a challenge. That was all she wore on the plane to the resort when she had to meet her new bosses. The only other item she had with her was her destroyed, torn-up, cum-covered wedding dress, which she wanted to keep. Simon did have a small costume bag with a few bikinis, but not really any clothing items. She wasn't even sure if there would be any shops at the resort that sold clothes. Even if there were, she had no money or credit cards with her anyway. She was totally reliant on Simon and her new bosses for the week.

Upon arrival at the resort, Imogen was amazed at how beautiful and luxurious the place was. Tom picked this place for their honeymoon, and she immediately got a little upset because he was not there to share this special time with her. But she had comfort in knowing she would have him all to herself at the resort in a weeks' time.

At the reception, Simon was greeted by Nigel. Imogen noticed immediately they must have been good friends, they looked like a similar age. She was also mesmerized by his handsome good looks; he had a solid, muscular build like Simon.

Simon introduced Imogen to him. "This is your boss for the week, Nigel; he has big plans for you, babe. I have known Nigel a long time, we were in the same class at school, and played football together."

Imogen didn't know this, either, but Nigel also knew Tom from school and knew the history of Simon with Tom's girlfriends.

Nigel then informed Simon that he and his staff had booked a couple of cottages down the road, which was where the studio sets would be for most of the week. There were no other rooms available at the resort, so Simon would have to share the honeymoon suite with Imogen. Imogen wasn't extremely happy about that idea, aware of what had happened the day before, but she trusted that it wouldn't happen again. She knew it was just a stupid mistake she had made in the heat of the moment.

It was late afternoon when Imogen and Simon checked into the honeymoon suite. Imogen was amazed how fancy the room was. It was on the second floor with a balcony overlooking the beach and the large pool below. It had a large, king-size bed with a small lounge and kitchen. The bathroom was open, with no privacy to the main room with a large spa bath and the biggest walk-in shower Imogen had seen.

"Wow," Imogen said, walking around checking out the room. "This is where Tom should be with me right now, he organized all this for me... for us." Visibly upset, she began crying. "I miss Tom so much. I wish he was here with me."

Simon hugged Imogen to comfort her. She hugged him back, as they held each other tightly for a few minutes. Imogen felt comfortable in his arms, he smelt good too. His strong hand stroked her bare shoulders; she felt a tingle in her exposed pussy under her dress.

Still hugging him tightly, tears rolling down her cheek, she looked up into his eyes just to say, "Thank you," and gave him a small kiss on the lips. Still looking into each other's eyes, mouths only an inch apart, Imogen leaned back in to kiss him again.

This time, their mouths opened, allowing their tongues to meet. They kissed passionately as Simon lifted her dress off over her head, exposing her fully naked body. He began to kiss down to her neck, down to her tits to suck on her nipples. This turned Imogen on even more, and she let out a little moan.

He gently laid her back onto the bed; within seconds, he had removed all of his clothes, freeing his rock-hard, ten-inch cock. He climbed onto the bed over Imogen.

Imogen knew this wasn't right, having just arrived at her honeymoon suite, knowing she was on the verge of having sex with another man. She knew she should have said something at that moment, she should have said no-- but instead, she said nothing. He had fucked her twice already and she had enjoyed it more than she could have imagined. She needed him inside her again, she wanted to experience again how good it felt.

Before she knew it, his cock was entering her wet, horny pussy once again. She wanted it, she loved it. She wrapped her legs around his back, allowing him to enter her deeply.

"Ohhhh fuck, I love it," she moaned, "your cock feels so good inside me, mmmm, yes, fuck me."

Simon knew then that he would have Imogen whenever he wanted and would do anything to keep her. At first, he made slow, passionate love to her, not rushing her into wild sex. "Oh, fuck your pussy feels so good, babe."

He picked up his pace and began fucking her harder, pistoning his cock into her, sending electric shocks through her body.

"Ohhhhh fuck, hmmmmm, fuck, yes!" Imogen screamed, as she let out an intense orgasm.

Simon fucked her in different positions she had never tried before, making her orgasm multiple times. "Ohhh god, your cock feels so good," Imogen kept telling him. "Don't ever stop."

Imogen was on her back, being totally lost in another orgasm, when Simon, too, grunted that he was about to cum.

"Don't stop fucking me!" Imogen screamed, not wanting to lose her orgasm.

But Simon was too close, his cock tightened inside her and her pussy clenched onto it tightly.

"Agggggg, fuck!" he groaned, as he began to shoot rope after rope of semen deeply into Imogen's unprotected, fertile, married womb. He just kept pumping it into her until he was drained.

"Ohhhhmmm," Imogen moaned, as she, too, regained her senses after an intense orgasm. "I have never felt anything so fantastic in my life," she panted.

She lay there with Simon's cock still inside her, feeling him slowly shrink, with his warm cum filling her pussy. She began to worry a little, as his cock slipped out of her, allowing cum to spill out; worried that he may have just given her a baby. A baby she desperately wanted, but only with Tom. She had no morning-after pill to take, and knew she wouldn't be able to get any from the island, either.

It was too late, all she could do was to just enjoy what she had experienced and do her best to make Simon happy for the week, to help further her career in modeling.

"You are the best, Imogen." Simon smiled. "I am so glad you are all mine for a whole week, babe."

Imogen smiled back, and just said, "Don't get too used to it, I have a husband, you know."

Simon got up and poured them a glass of complimentary wine, which helped to get her mind off the possibilities of being pregnant. By the time the bottle was finished, she was ready to just enjoy the week, and to try not to think too much about her husband. It was time to just focus on impressing her bosses, and get more modeling contracts.

Simon took Imogen down to the resort bar, where they drank for the next couple of hours before going to the restaurant for a meal. Wearing her short, thin-white-fabric summer dress with nothing under it, proved a challenge in a public bar, and Simon loved it. So did all the resort guests, as everyone was eyeing this sexy, tall, blonde model with hard nipples visible through the semi-sheer material.

Sitting at the bar, Imogen noticed that there were a lot of guys at the bar checking her out. Chatting to the bar staff, the young barman said it was a busy time of year for guys on their end-of-season football trips. He also said the guys liked to party quite hard in the main bar each night.

"Sounds fun, might have to join them some time; we are here for a good time, aren't we, Simon?" Imogen said, smiling, feeling tipsy from the alcohol. Not realizing she was sitting facing Simon, her dress had risen, exposing her pussy fully to him. Even the barmen noticed, which is why they stayed talking to them for so long.

"I think they would love you to join them, but I wouldn't recommend it, being so young and pretty," the barman said with a huge smile, as he winked at Simon. He then laid out some shots on the bar. "Here, on the house," he offered, as Imogen and Simon took their shots. He poured them one more before they went for a meal.

Imogen was starting to feel a bit drunk by this stage; she was also feeling extremely horny with the breeze on her exposed pussy.

Simon bought some wine and a bottle of sambuca to take back to their room after they had eaten. Imogen had spilled some food on her only dress, so she needed to rinse it back in the room, as she had no other clothes, unless Simon got her something else. Feeling drunk and having resorted to giving herself fully to Simon, she had no option but to just be naked whenever in their room together. She just hoped her dress would be dry by the next morning.

Simon was quite happy about her being naked. He didn't want to seem overdressed, so he got comfortable in just his boxers. He sat beside her on the small couch and drank a few shots of sambuca, as their chat became more focused on sex, and why she had allowed him to fuck her.

"Did you like me fucking you?" Simon asked, as he put his arm behind her, rubbing her shoulder.

Imogen didn't answer, she just had a blank look on her face. His good looks and athletic hot body turned her on, and his cock turned her on so much more. She didn't want to be, but she was attracted to his body.

He stroked her thigh with his other hand, as he whispered to her again, "Did you like my hard cock fucking your tight little pussy?"

Imogen still just stared blankly into his eyes, as he leaned in to kiss her. She opened her mouth to accept his tongue, as she passionately kissed him back. She was so aroused, she then put her hand inside his boxers to stroke his already hard cock.

"You didn't answer me," Simon moaned.

"Yes," Imogen moaned, she wanted to be fucked. "I loved the way you fucked me; I loved your big, hard cock fucking my tight little pussy." Imogen just wanted him. "Oh god, I loved it so much."

Simon slipped his boxers off as Imogen climbed over on top of him, she sank her hot, smooth pussy onto his cock.

"Fuck me again!" she begged. "I love your cock so much, ohhhhh," she moaned, as she bounced her hot, sexy model body on Simon's cock. Imogen couldn't get enough of Simon's cock; she was in heaven.

They moved to the bed, where Simon fucked her in all positions, giving her multiple orgasms before he, too, was ready to cum. He leant over her and grunted, "Here it comes, I am getting close."

Imogen was concerned about getting pregnant by Simon, but she loved the feel of his cum shooting deeply inside her, she figured that she could possibly already be pregnant from him, so she just accepted to deal with the consequences later. She loved him fucking her too much to make him stop.

"Ohhh, fuck yes, cum in me, cum deep in me, ohhhmmm, give me your baby," she moaned.

Simon loved her saying this to him, knowing Imogen had given herself fully to him, he then had her to fuck whenever he wanted. "Aggghhh, fuck, here it comes, have my baby," he grunted, shooting another load deeply inside her.

They made love on the bed for most of the night, he came inside her two more times, then again, the next morning. It was not possible for Imogen not to be pregnant by then, as she was in her fertile period.

Imogen accepted that she was obsessed with Simon's cock, yet she thought Simon was quite an arrogant man, which got him whatever he wanted in life. Imogen didn't really like his attitude. Nobody could replace the love she had for Tom, but she knew Simon held the key to her success in the modeling industry, and she was willing to give her body to him for her to have that success.

...

Nigel called Simon in the morning to have Imogen come for a makeover day. He had a theme for the filming and photo sets which required a certain look from Imogen. Her dress had dried out, so she slipped it on and went to their luxury cottage while Simon would relax by the pool for the day, and do some business from their room.

Imogen, was an extremely naïve girl. She grew up very shy, having been very sheltered with no exposure to anything sexual or raunchy. She would believe most of the things someone would tell her, which was why she was in this position taking on a new modeling role.

She was met at the cottage by Nigel and another guy, John, who would oversee her makeover.

Imogen was a proud blonde, and Tom loved her natural, long blonde hair. But she was shocked when told the look she would be transformed into. She would be having her hair dyed jet black and cut to dead-straight, shoulder length. She would be getting some body piercings in her navel, her nipples, and her nose. John asked if she had tan lines, so she removed her dress to show she had even, all-over, natural olive skin, which was very healthy and clear. John was very impressed with her body.

John then asked if she had ever thought about having any tattoos. She said she had thought about it, but didn't know what meaning they had. Being a model, she didn't want to limit any future work. She said she had discussed it before with Tom and he liked the idea of her getting something she would like.

"Have you seen the ones girls have on their lower back?" John asked.

"Yes, I have seen them before, they do look quite nice, is that what you are thinking of doing for me? Do you think it would suit me and not stop me from getting future work?" Imogen questioned, being naïve and not knowing what the symbol she was shown meant.

"I think it would suit your body perfectly; in fact, it would guarantee you more work in our line of modeling and acting," John assured her, showing her a couple of photos of what some would describe as a 'SLUT' tattoo.

"Oh yes, I like that one," Imogen said excitedly, pointing to the one he suggested. She thought Tom would love it when she surprised him with it the next week.

With all organized, John took her to various places to be transformed. She just hoped Tom would approve when he would finally get to see her the following week. Her biggest concern was the hair color, as Tom was never attracted to girls with black hair, loving her long blonde hair.

Later that day, she got back to their room to be greeted by Simon. "HOLY FUCK!" he said in shock. "You look fucking hot, baby."

She then dropped her dress to below her navel, to show off her new navel and nipple piercings.

"Wow, so this is what Nigel meant when he wanted you to look like a slut?"

"What do you mean" Imogen asked, naively. "You think I look like a slut, that's not a bad thing, is it?" she questioned. Then, in her bubbly voice, said, "And hey, check this out." She took off her dress and turned around, showing off her new tattoo.

"Fuck me, a tramp stamp, now you are telling everyone you are a slut," Simon laughed.

"WHAT?" Imogen turned to Simon, and in her naïve voice, said, "What does it mean?"

Simon jokingly explained that not all but some guys see it as an invitation you are willing to take cock, trying to justify that he wasn't being judgmental.

"Well then," Imogen said, as she walked up to Simon and pulled down his shorts, "I guess I am your slut then, aren't I?" She dropped to her knees and took his hard cock into her mouth, sucking it deeply. "Mmmm."

Then she stood up, bent over in front of him, and said, "Now fuck your little slut just how I love it."

Simon wasted no time shoving his cock deeply into her wet, slutty cunt as he looked down at her 'SLUT' tattoo, which only made him fuck her harder.

"Oh FUCK!, I love the way you fuck me... ohhhh, fuck, I love your cock so much," she groaned loudly. "Oh yes, I am now your little slut... hmmm, always... your... little... slut!" she moaned.

He pushed her face down onto the bed and kept fucking her from behind, harder than he had ever fucked her before. She worshipped his cock; he knew she had become his personal fuck-toy, to use wherever he wanted, just like a slut on demand.

He just fucked her until he started to cum in her, then pulled out and continued cumming all over her back, over her SLUT tattoo and into her new jet-black hair. He got up and just left her there like a used slut.

Imogen didn't really like Simon too much, but she needed him to keep her career alive. There was no love at all for him personally, but she loved him fucking her, and if she refused to be fucked by him, he would dump her contracts.

Imogen just lay there, while Simon got dressed. "That's all I am to you, you can fuck me whenever you want, but I will never have feelings for you, okay?" she said, blankly. "I will do anything for you to help my career, I am even most likely carrying your baby right now, but aside from that, our sex is just to keep me in work, okay?"

"Sure, I am happy with that. I pay you to be my slut, here you need this," he said, as he threw her a pouch full of powder. "Take a couple of lines, if you want, before we go out, and there are your clothes for tonight," he said, pointing to the couch.

Imogen got up and took a line of the powder. "Thank you, I am glad you agree," she said. Then took the second line, "Mmmm." She then went to the shower to wash off all of the cum from her body.

Simon had purchased some clothing for Imogen during the day, and he wanted her to look like a perfect slut, and with the makeover, that was exactly what she looked like. She put on a tight, extremely short black skirt, which exposed the bottom of her ass cheeks, and the waistband sat just below her pelvic bone. The top was a piece of material at the front, just covering her nipples, it was backless, being held together with a couple of thin strings.

"Did you get me some panties?" she asked, knowing her pussy was visible from behind. Imogen was quite tall with thin athletic legs, which meant she had a nice thigh gap, making her pussy folds visible from behind.



Simon told her that she didn't need them, as she was his slut, and she had to accept what he told her to wear.

"Okay, fine," she said, bending over in front of him to put on her heels, with her pussy fully exposed.

Simon dropped his pants and shoved his cock into her.

"Ohhhmmm, yes, fuck me," she purred.

Simon pumped his cock into her a couple of times, making her moan for more, then pulled out, pulling his pants back up. Imogen desperately wanted to be fucked again by Simon, and he could tell, saying, "You have to beg me for it, babe. Let's go to the bar."

Imogen's head was so fuzzy, she was in the mood to go out and have a good time with Simon, and she was also extremely horny for Simon's cock. She knew she had come to have two addictions she would struggle to live without-- drugs and Simon's cock--and also knowing she had to find a way to give up both to save her marriage.

They entered the bar to find it was very busy with mostly guys on their end-of-season football trips. There were a lot of very drunk guys there already, and when they all saw Imogen enter, she immediately had guys coming over to chat with her. Simon went to sit at the bar to leave her alone, as he wanted to see how she reacted to all the guys.

"Your wife?" the attractive, young barman asked Simon, nodding towards Imogen.

"No, she is one of the models who works for me; just here for a week on assignment," Simon explained.

"Damn, she is a hot little number; see she is popular with those guys." The barman laughed, "I hope you have already fucked her because I can be sure those guys will destroy a hot little model like her." He smiled.

Simon looked down to the other end of the bar, where Imogen was with a few of the guys downing shots. One guy clearly had his hand under her top, feeling her tits and her skirt had risen up, exposing her ass.

Imogen was enjoying all the attention, but knew she needed to escape somehow.

"You're a married little slut aren't you sweetie," one guy said, seeing her wedding ring. "How long you been married?"

"Three days," Imogen replied. "But my husband won't be here until next week." Imogen realized then that she shouldn't have told them that. She could see things getting out of hand and needed Simon to come and save her.

Just then, Simon came over to Imogen.

"Who are you?" one of them said.

"I am her boss, just coming to check on my girl, make sure she is behaving herself," Simon said, as he shook a couple of the guys' hands, introducing themselves. "Mind if I borrow her for a moment, we will be back."

He held her hand and took her to a private washroom. He laid out some powder for her, and Imogen gladly snorted more cocaine, though she was already high enough without needing it.

Her head was dizzy, her eyes dazed, as she lifted her skirt around her waist, and just said, "Fuck me." She grunted, "I am so fucking horny right now!"

Simon pulled out his cock and pushed it into her hot, wet, juicy hole.

"Ohhhh, yes, I love your cock so much, fuck me," she moaned.

Then Simon stopped and put his cock away. Simon could see how horny Imogen was, looking into her eyes.

She loved having Simon fucking her and wanted more. Those guys in the bar feeling her body had made her desperate to have Simon fuck her again.

Simon thought about sending her back out to see if she would allow the guys to fuck her. He thought better of it, though, and wanted her to himself, for the time being, anyway. He knew she had to look good to start her photoshoot the next morning.

"How much do you love my cock fucking you?" Simon asked. "Tell me!"

"I love it so much," Imogen whispered, "I love the way you fuck me."

"Good," Simon replied. "If you keep allowing me to own your body, I will keep getting you as much modeling work as you like." Simon smiled. "So tell me, who owns your pussy?"

"You do," Imogen quietly replied, "my pussy belongs to you, my body is all yours, baby."

With that, Simon smiled and took Imogen back to their room where they fucked for the next hour before both falling asleep, naked in each other's arms.

Imogen woke up the next morning, feeling guilty about allowing Simon to fuck her whenever he wanted. She knew it was wrong, fucking another man, especially straight after her wedding and having not seen her husband since their wedding day.

She was concerned about what Nigel had in mind for her in the upcoming photoshoot that day. One thing she knew for certain, no matter what he required from her, she would never allow anyone else to fuck her. She made that very clear in her mind.

Simon wouldn't be attending the first day with Imogen, wanting her to get to know Nigel and the crew without him around. He handed her a short skirt and tight-fitting singlet-top to wear for the day. Still no underwear, as Simon didn't want her to wear any for the whole week. Her nipples sitting high on her chest were clearly visible through the white material.

Imogen left the honeymoon suite, with her new look, wondering what Nigel had planned for her.

To be continued...


Imogen's Model Career Ch. 05 by sims71



Category: Loving Wives


Status: Completed


Published: 2025-07-12


Updated: 2025-07-12


Packaged: 2025-07-28 15:38:41


Chapters: 1


Words: 6,712


Publisher: literotica.com


Summary: Imogen performs for the camera high on cocaine.



Erotica Tags: Blonde, Drugs, Honeymoon, Model, Photoshoot, Porn, Slut, Wife


Average Rating: 3.33






Imogen's Model Career Ch. 05

Imogen was an extremely beautiful blonde model trying to make her way in the modeling world. She was an extremely naïve young 22-year-old, newly married wife, and her new boss, Simon, could see she would do anything to be a successful model. She was so naïve, she trusted all the advice from her boss.

The only man she had ever been with was her husband. He too was very naïve about the modeling world, as he had never been exposed to that industry, and how cunning people can be in the industry. When Imogen was given the opportunity to advance her career. Tom didn't hesitate in allowing her to chase her dreams, no questions asked. He just wanted his new wife to be happy and enjoy doing what she loves, becoming a successful bikini model, while they make a new life together as husband and wife.

...................................................................

Imogen had a completely new look after her makeover for the upcoming photoshoot. No longer having her natural long blonde hair, transformed to shoulder length, straight jet-black hair.

Her husband, Tom, would not recognize her when he would get to finally see her. Not only because of her hair, but also the nose, naval, and nipple piercings, the tattoo on her lower back and her waxed pussy which was meant to be for Tom only.

Arriving on set, Imogen was greeted by Nigel. She was very much attracted to him with his extremely handsome good looks, and charming personality. Nigel too, for obvious reasons, was very attracted to Imogen due to her very sexy body, and shy personality.

After chatting for a while, and getting to know each other more intimately, Nigel knew then that she would be very easy to work with.

Nigel explained her makeover and what theme was for the photoshoot. Explaining that she would also be acting in a short movie as well during the week.

The theme was, that Imogen would be portrayed as a slut. There would be several male models slash actors she will fuck, in fact beg them to fuck her. While Nigel explained all this, she just had one very important question.

"They won't physically fuck me though, right?" she asked very quizzingly.

"Oh, sweety, I love you young fresh models," he laughed. "That's entirely up to you Imogen," Nigel said, and continued, "Of course we don't expect you to, but it would help to make the scenes more realistic. But as I said, I won't force you to do anything unwillingly sweetheart."

Imogen just shook her head, "No, not a chance, sorry, I will just act my part with no physical sex, okay." She said sternly.

Nigel wasn't impressed by her reaction, but he would get the scenes started and see where things lead. Simon had told Nigel that she relaxed more, letting herself loose, when high on cocaine, so Nigel had plenty on offer for her, which she gladly accepted.

Imogen was introduced to all the photographers and crew members, including John, she had met and oversaw the makeup and wardrobe department. She did notice however that all members were male.

Then two more men arrived, her jaw dropped when she saw them. They were very large, black men. She had never seen two men of their size in person before. Nigel introduced them as Carl and Ben.

Imogen was a very slim, tall girl, but Carl and Ben towered over her petite body, as they leant in to kiss her on the cheek. Shy Imogen was lost for words as she just smiled innocently and said, "Hello."

Nigel explained "Both, Carl and Ben are well known porn actors, you may have seen them for their famous, well, you know, larger than normal penis's," he smiled, "I know you will be perfect in the photos with them."

"Oh," Imogen blushed, "no, I have never seen any porn movies, so I am not familiar with who Carl and Ben are."

John took Imogen to help with her makeup and hair, applying dark eyeliner and red lipstick, to accentuate her black hair and olive, tanned skin. He dressed her in black lace panties, a garter belt and stockings, knee high boots, and a leather corset showing ample breasts with her nipples almost exposed. Complete with a thick choker around her neck, which locked at the back by key, with the word SLUT written on it. With her natural slutty eyes, she looked the perfect sexy slut.

"Ohh fuck!" Nigel yelled, seeing Imogen's tits for the first time, "Damn, I can't wait to see you perform today and much more in the future baby."

Dave, the photographer got things started by taking solo photos of Imogen in various poses. After a while, he included Carl into the shoot. Imogen felt a little intimidated by his size, and Nigel sensed it, so he called for a break. He needed her to relax and look like a desperate slut.

Imogen was relieved when he offered her some cocaine, gladly accepting it, which immediately calmed her nerves. Nigel placed the small bag of powder on the shelf and said, "That's all yours whenever you need it, just relax babe."

Imogen thanked him, knowing she would need more through this photo shoot, making her relax and enabling her to continue the photoshoot.

Nigel pulled Dave aside, instructing him that he wanted to get Carl and Ben intimate with Imogen for the camera as soon as the photo shoot started. He sensed she was starting to relax and wanted to see how she would go, not pushing her limits. Allowing her to just act for a while in front of the camera with the large men. Simon had informed Dave that she lets herself go in front of the camera when she is in the mood.

Resuming with Carl, Imogen felt more comfortable after taking more cocaine, allowing him to get intimate with her. Carl was touching, and kissing her body, which only made Imogen hornier. She had never been with a black man before, which excited her more than she imagined. Dave then got Carl to take off Imogen's corset, revealing her tits to fall free, then Carl stripped naked as well.

Imogen gasped when she saw the size of his big black cock, it wasn't even hard and would have been hanging at least nine-inches. "Holy crap!" is all she could say, as she blushed, with an embarrassed smile on her face.

Even Carl was mesmerized by the beauty of Imogen, not sure if her tits were real or fake, "Damn, those tits are fine," he said as he cupped one in his hand, slowly tweaking her nipple, making her moan a little as her new piercings made them very sensitive.

"Okay," Dave instructed, "I want the three of you to just act for the next hour or so, I want you guys to fuck Imogen for the camera, Imogen, just let yourself go, do what feels right babe. Talk dirty, I have seen videos of you, and I want you to do what you do best. Guys, you have the horniest, sexiest model in the world in your hands, I want Imogen to be famous, and you guys will help her do that. But please just be gentle with her, it's her first time with men of your size."

Along with Dave, there was also a videographer in the room who would be filming them.

Ben then stripped naked too and Imogen could not believe his cock was just as big as Carl's. He walked up to Imogen and planted his lips to hers; she willingly accepted his tongue as they kissed passionately. Imogen could only moan into his mouth, as she felt herself getting extremely turned on by these men.

Carl came up behind her and cupped her breasts, she could feel his cock getting harder on her back. She reached her hand behind to stroke it, it was so big, her palm couldn't reach around the shaft.

Carl then picked her up with ease and carried her to the bed, laid her on her back and pulled off her lace lacy G-string. Imogen spread her legs, and Carl went straight to her waxed pussy with his mouth. He licked her pussy lips with his huge tongue.

Imogen quivered "Ohhh fuck, hmmm." She was so wet and horny, she could feel an orgasm coming from his large tongue lapping her juices.

Carl pushed his tongue in, licking her sweet nectar, he couldn't believe how wet she was so soon, he knew she was ready to be fucked.

Imogen was getting lost in the moment, her breathing was heavy but was determined to try and compose herself and not allow them to fuck her. But was more than content to cum on his mouth.

Ben knelt beside her with his hard cock over her face as she stroked the massive rod. As she moaned with her mouth open, he pushed it down to her mouth, but she resisted a little, until he pushed in a little as sucked the tip of his cock. It was too big to take too much, so she took hold of it and just sucked the head and licked the full length of his shaft. She was still in disbelief of the size of these guys cocks.

Carl continued to fuck her pussy with his tongue making her moan loud and cum.

"OHH GOD!, YES, FUCK ME!, ohhhhmmm," she squealed as she was began squirting on his mouth.

"Oh yeah, I need to fuck that sweet pussy, you going to take my big black cock, baby, you going to scream like never before, baby," Carl hissed.

Nigel was watching on stroking his own hard cock, seeing this beautiful, new, young model of his about to be destroyed by two massive black cocks, and he was having it all filmed. He just watched on in anticipation of what would happen next.

Carl pulled Imogen to sit upright, so she could suck his cock, he roughly grabbed the back of her black hair and pulled her mouth over his black cock. She tried to resist and pull back, but his grip was too tight, all she could do was moan with his cock stretching her mouth, hardly able to breathe through her nose.

"Ohh yeah, you're a good cock sucking slut, I bet you love this don't you, slut?" Carl said, forcing her to keep sucking him deeper.

Imogen's eyes were watering now and makeup smudging down her face. She couldn't stop him from violently face fucking her.

"Glugh, glugh, glugh," was all that was coming from Imogen as she felt his massive cock stretching her mouth, reaching the back of her throat.

Carl needed to desperately to fuck this hot, young, sexy model. He pulled her hair back off his cock and roughly flipped her over onto her stomach in front of Ben, he lifted her ass and pointed his cock directly to her wet pussy. Her puffy lips indicating she was ready to be fucked harder than ever before.

Imogen knew what was coming next but had to put a stop to it. She felt horny and wanted desperately to be fucked, but knew she had to try and stop this large cock from entering her needy pussy. She felt the tip of his cock start to enter her pussy, she knew how big he was and didn't want it stretching her that much. She wondered how something that big would ever fit inside her anyway.

"NO!' she screamed, "NO... STOP... DON'T!" she screamed, "I'm married," and jumped off the bed, running to the change room, getting her clothes and left the studio crying.

Imogen went back to her suite where Simon was working on his laptop. He could see she was upset and had been crying, so she sat and explained what had happened.

Simon had invested a lot in getting Imogen this far into her career and wasn't prepared for Imogen to just run away from a major client. Simon knew that this would be a 'make or break' deal for Imogen's career.

Simon called Nigel and invited him over to their suite. Simon was embarrassed by her actions and wanted Imogen to apologize to Nigel.

"Nigel is coming over now," Simon said sternly, "and you are going to apologize for running out of the photoshoot, we have invested a lot in you Imogen, we see a lot of potential in you, do you understand?"

Imogen just nodded, not knowing how to respond. She loved the way Simon fucked her, but he was truly an arrogant man that didn't seem to respect Imogen's feelings and seemed to only want things his way.

Simon walked up to her, gently placed a hand behind her head, and pulled her in to kiss her passionately. When he broke the kiss, she looked into his eyes. He could see the look she gave when she was needed to be fucked.

Simon felt her pussy, she was wet, so he slipped a finger inside her and said, "Nigel was hoping to see you perform today, to see your potential, so I am going to fuck you in front of Nigel, so he can see firsthand how you perform."

Imogen looked him in the eye, a little confused.

"This will be your way of apologizing, and Nigel will just watch and enjoy the show, okay?" Simon explained. "If you want to succeed in this industry, you must obey your bosses, the ones who pay your way. Okay?"

Imogen, desperate to be fucked again by Simon, just nodded, and whispered quietly, "okay."

She really liked Nigel as they had already made a connection and wanted to impress him, as she could see he could possibly be the key to her future career.

Nigel arrived, already knowing what Simon had planned over the phone when he called. Without any words said, Nigel sat on the couch, adjacent to the honeymoon suite bed.

Imogen liked Nigel from the moment they met. They had already had some friendly, intimate conversations, getting to know each other. He wasn't arrogant like Simon. She needed Nigel to like what he saw, and be her new boss, therefore she wanted to impress him. So, she had no issue allowing Nigel to watch Simon fuck her.

She knew it was wrong, cheating on her husband with Simon, but she loved the way he fucked her. She had to find a way to break free from him and saw Nigel as an opportunity to take over as her agent. So, she decided then, she would put on a show for him.

As Nigel sat on the couch, she seductively did a strip tease for him. Noticing the bulge in his shorts immediately.

Imogen gave any guy a hard on even when clothed. Her new style made her look even sexier, and sluttier. She still had on the "SLUT" choker around her neck, as the key to unlock it, was back at the cottage.

She slowly stripped until she was fully naked in front of Nigel, she leaned down to him, her firm tits hanging free and gave him a kiss on the cheek. He took the opportunity to feel her firm tits. A shiver went through her body from the sensitivity of her pierced nipples. She was ready to put on a show.

She turned to Simon standing behind her, dropped to her knees and pulled out his big, hard cock, and began to stroke it, "Mmmm, I love your cock," she purred, and then took it in her mouth, while cupping his balls.

Watching beautiful Imogen sucking a big cock was almost too much for Nigel to contain himself. He had already pulled off his shorts and was stroking his huge cock. Imogen saw him to her side, smiling to herself, as she was very impressed with his cock, being a similar size to Simon's.

Imogen was hornier than ever, she needed Simon's cock inside her, knowing she had to put on a good show for Nigel, and also because she loved the way he fucked her. She stood up and pushed Simon back onto the bed. Imogen stood, bending over in front of Nigel, so he could get a good view of her beautiful wet pussy from behind, which was burning with desire to be fucked. She continued to take Simon's cock deeply down her throat.

Imogen now desperate to have Simon's cock inside her, was about to climb onto the bed, when she felt hands grab her hips from behind. Before she knew it, Nigel's cock was sliding easily into her needy pussy.

"Ohhhh, fuck!" Imogen moaned, "Ohhh, feels so good... fuck me... hmmm."

Nigel began to fuck her, pushing deeper with each thrust, until he was balls deep.

"Ohhhhhh, FUCK!" Imogen screamed, "Hmmm, my god that feels good, fuck me!"

Simon took hold of the back of her head and pulled her back onto his cock. "Keep sucking slut!" he ordered. For the first time ever, she was being spit roasted, and she loved it more than she ever imagined.

"Mmmmmm... glarrg... glarrg," Imogen moaned, as she was being pleasured by two cocks that felt so perfect, it felt right what she was doing.

Nigel continued to fuck her with hard thrusts, which only forced Simon's cock to the back of her throat, making her gag with every force.

Simon pulled her off his cock by her hair, she looked up at Simon, her eyes burning with lust. On the verge of cumming on Nigel's cock, she moans, "Ohhhmmm... ohh god keep going... feels so fucking good... aaggghhh...fuck!" she screamed as she came on Nigel's cock.

"Ohhh fuck, Imogen, your pussy feels so fucking good, you like my cock too, don't you?" Nigel asked as he kept on fucking her.

"Hmmm, I do, I love it, ohhh fuck it feels good," she panted as her orgasm settled.

Simon pulled her up and spun her around onto all fours in the doggy position. He got behind her and slammed his cock into her hard.

Nigel guided his hard cock into her mouth, Imogen gladly took it, sucking her own juices from his cock, "Hmmm... ohhh.. ohhh... yeah, mmmm," she moaned as Simon fucked her, and she tasted her own cum for the first time, "Ohhhm, yeeah, tastes... so... good." She stammered.

Once she had sucked Nigel's cock clean, he lifted her up, off Simon's cock, she felt empty, needing a cock back inside her. She wrapped her arms and long silky legs around Nigel, gazing into his eyes, she begged, "please keep fucking me!"

He lowered her onto his cock. Nigel loved the feel of Imogen's tight pussy, "Ohhh, fuck your pussy feels so good, where have you been all my life," Nigel groaned as he lowered her onto her back, feet in the air and fucked her furiously.

Imogen was having another orgasm when Nigel screeched, "Agggh... fuck... here it comes... aaggghh... Fuck!" as he shot rope after rope of semen deep inside her fertile womb.

"Ahhhmm!" Imogen howled, "Don't stop... please don't stop... oohhmm..."

Imogen wanted him to keep pushing his cum deep inside her until her orgasm settled.

She had hold of Simons cock too still stroking it, she turns again to take it in her mouth. She kept sucking it until Nigel pulled out, then Imogen instructed Simon, "time to give Nigel that show, fuck me good, I need you inside me." She pleaded.

So, Simon quickly took Nigel's place, with her legs in the air, he fucked her as Imogen so desperately craved.

"Agggg here comes another load, aggghh!" Simon grunted as he too shot another load of seed into her fertile womb.

Imogen knew she had to be pregnant by the amount of times Simon had already cum in her during her fertile period, since her wedding day. She loved the feel of hot cum inside her, and she had no issue at that point taking more cum, with the high possibly of being pregnant.

She lay flat on her back, in disbelief of what she had just done. Feeling totally satisfied. Now she had allowed another man to fuck her, potentially her new boss. She didn't like Simon very much but had a connection with Nigel.

Imogen began to wonder why she was allowing herself to be taken by these men so easily. She loved her husband dearly but enjoyed the way her bosses fucked her.

Simon got up and dressed, leaving the room with Nigel alone with Imogen.

Nigel laid beside Imogen for a while, telling her how much he enjoyed having sex with her, and Imogen likewise said the same. They chatted for a while, naked together on the bed as Imogen asked if he would accept that as her apology for running out.

"That was the best apology anyone has ever given me." Nigel laughed.

"I really like you Nigel, and don't want this to jeopardize my career working for you," Imogen confessed, as Nigel stroked her breasts.

"Believe me Imogen, it won't, in fact it only makes me want you more." Nigel assured her.

She leaned in, placed her hand on his cheek and kissed him, he responded to the kiss, allowing their tongues to meet. Imogen wrapped her arm around him and laid on top of him, continuing to kiss each other with passion.

"Ohhmm," Imogen moaned into his mouth. Her body was tingling, and her pussy was aching, as his hard, large cock slid easily inside her, allowing him to fuck her slowly to enjoy the feel of his beautiful cock.

She felt a warm connection with Nigel from the moment they met, and her head was telling her this was right, even though she was married. She loved the way he held her and the way he made love to her.



"Ohhh, I love the way you do that," she whispered looking deep into his eyes, then kissing him passionately again.

For the following half-hour, they made love. Imogen had multiple orgasms until Nigel came inside her again. Imogen stayed wrapped in his arms, wanting this moment to last forever.

They discussed the following day's events, and Nigel said she didn't have to have sex with the co-actors, but it would help her career moving forward. He promised her to work full-time with him whatever she chose to do but it was her decision on how much she wanted to succeed in her career, and how much more money she wanted to earn by working for Nigel.

The way Nigel spoke to her was assuring, and unpressured to do anything she was uncomfortable with. She felt at that point she would do anything to make him happy.

Nigel left, leaving Imogen alone in the honeymoon suite. She took the opportunity to call Tom. The guilt of what she had done was burning her inside. In a way she wanted to try and forget what had just happened. Never in her wildest dreams had she ever thought she would ever cheat on her husband, but she had, and it felt right but she wanted it to stop.

She missed Tom so much and wanted to hear his voice again.

"Hey babe, I miss you so much!" Imogen howled over the phone to her new husband.

"I miss you too Immy! How is the modeling assignment going. Are they looking after you?" Tom asked, wanting to know mainly if she was not too lonely without him.

"Oh babe, yes, they are looking after me. This place is amazing, the suite is so big overlooking the ocean, I can't wait to have it all to us next week." Imogen said excitedly. "And you can make love to me all day, every day."

"Oh baby, I don't want to tire you out," Tom laughed, "but I am sure you will be ready for some love making by then?"

"Hmmm" Imogen moaned, then giggled, "I can't wait to finally have sex with you without a condom, to feel what it's like having sex unprotected, I hope I like it?" Imogen said, fully aware of how much she loves it more than she should.

"Baby, I am hard every day just thinking about having you back in my arms, hopefully we can make a baby together if you are still in your cycle."

Tom never knew exactly when she was in her fertility period, so Imogen just replied, "Next week is the week, babe."

"I miss you so much Immy, but I know how much this bikini modeling means to you, hopefully one day it will make you famous." Tom said assuring. "I was talking to your mum yesterday too, and she is extremely proud of how committed you are to taking on these assignments, just don't let them be too pushy and make you model anything you feel uncomfortable doing, okay?"

Imogen hesitated for a moment, feeling guilty about the kind of modeling she was doing. "Well.... I must confess something." Imogen paused for a second. "I have done some nude modeling."

"Imogen!" Tom almost shouted. "You said you wouldn't show your bare breasts for the camera!"

"I know" Imogen almost whispered, "But I can make more money, and they are just boobs babe, please don't be mad with me, not now."

"No, babe, I am not mad, you are right, you do have amazing boobs, and you should use them to your advantage, it's not like anyone is touching them. Maybe you could send me some of the shots they take?" Tom smirked.

"I haven't seen any yet, so maybe you can just wait for the real thing in a few days, when I am all yours." Imogen said in her sexy voice, wanting to be in Toms arms at that moment. She also didn't want him to see how different she looked, not sure if he would like the new look.

"Hmmm, I can't wait to do dirty thing with you Immy, to feel my bare cock inside my wife, and hopefully make a baby together. God, I love you so much baby, this time apart is killing me."

With that, she heard the door opening, and Simon arriving back. "I have to go now babe, will call again tomorrow, love you so much xx." And with that she ended the call.

"Telling your husband what a slut you have become are you?" Simon smirked as he sat on the couch.

Imogen's head was confused. She didn't know why she allowed these men to have sex with her when she had just got married. She needed a shower to clean the cum from herself, and to clear her head.

Looking in the mirror, she didn't even recognize herself with shorter, black hair. She wondered, was she really a slut? Was her husband going to like her new look? Was she going to enjoy sex with her husband ever again, after having the best sex of her life with these men?

Looking at the black-haired stranger in the mirror, she so desperately wanted to be back with her husband, but she saw a different person than the innocent, shy girl Tom married. In the mirror she saw a black haired, body pierced, tattooed slut, which is exactly what it said around her neck.

Thoughts came back about being fucked again by Simon and Nigel. She smiled and became aroused just thinking of taking their cocks again. Thinking about how much she loved them both taking her.

She wanted to impress Nigel, she had given up a lot that week, postponing her honeymoon with Tom. She was determined to make this assignment work out, for Nigel to want her for more permanent modelling work. She was told that with her breast size, she would not go far as a bikini model. She had to trust Nigel, that was the case, she needed him to believe in her. She said softly to the stranger in the mirror, "I am going to give Nigel exactly what he wants tomorrow. Modeling is my life, and nothing will stop me from doing what I love and becoming a successful model."

Returning to the bedroom fully naked, she climbed onto the bed to get some sleep ready for the next couple of days shooting.

Simon sat beside her as they chatted for about half an hour. For some reason he seemed different, he seemed nicer and seemed to understand what she was going through. She liked that side of Simon as they chatted like they were best friends. He then informed her that he would be flying out the next morning for a meeting, leaving her to finish her assignment with Nigel. For some reason, she seemed disappointed that he wouldn't be with her as she had become accustomed to him fucking her every day.

"You look disappointed?" Simon asked, as he could see it in her face.

Imogen looked up at Simon, with that look in her eye and just said, "Come to bed and hold me, I need it right now."

Simon stripped naked, climbed onto bed and just held her in his arms. For the next half hour, Simon hugged her tight as they chatted and kissed while caressing each other's naked bodies.

"I can't believe how beautiful you are." Simon whispered as he gently caressed her breast. "I honestly can't imagine ever being with anyone else."

"Make love to me." Imogen whispered into his mouth. "Prove to me I am the only one for you."

Simon did exactly that, he didn't' just fuck her like he normally did, he made slow passionate love with Imogen. He made he feel wanted and loved by Simon, in the same way Tom made her feel, but the intimate sex felt different, his cock seemed to be made for her.

Imogen fell asleep in his arms, smiling and feeling content.

Imogen woke in the morning to find Simon had already left as he had an early flight out. She suddenly felt lonely wishing she was still wrapped in his arms. She found a small bag with a couple of skimpy, slutty outfits and tiny bikinis, but no underwear still. A small note read "This should be enough clothes for the next couple of days until you go home"

She was on her own and had to impress Nigel to make sure she secured modeling contracts she so desperately wanted. She was nervous about what the day would bring, so she took a couple of lines of cocaine before leaving for the studio.

Imogen arrived at the studio on a high with determination. Nigel offered her more cocaine, not knowing she had already taken more than enough. She shouldn't have accepted as she was already on a high, but she did. In fact, she took another two lines which made her so high, she felt like she was flying.

The first couple of hours, she posed for the camera, both in costume and nude. Some scenes were fully naked with both Carl and Ben, posing in a lot of very intimate positions. During this time Nigel had given her more cocaine.

The guys could all see how stoned and out of it she was in her hot slutty eyes. It only made her look sluttier which Nigel loved for this shoot. It also made her extremely horny, and she desperately felt the need to be fucked, and fucked hard.

Imogen was still blown away with the size of their massive black cocks. Touching them only made her want them. She wondered if something so big could fit inside her, and she wanted to find out. She knew Nigel wanted them to fuck her for the camera. As much as she shouldn't allow them to fuck her, she was too high to think rationally She was so turned on and wanted to perform with them for the sake of her career.

After a short break, Dave instructed them that they will shoot the sex scenes, hoping for a better result than the previous day.

Imogen was so high and out of it, she was prepared to do anything to get the best photos for Nigel. She knew that if she didn't perform for the camera this time, her career would be over.

As Imogen lay naked on the bed, at the verge of passing out from the drugs, only making her more aroused and desperate to be fucked. Ben licked her pussy as she sucked on Carl's massive cock.

Nigel watched, and made sure all the video cameras were rolling. He knew if this gorgeous, young, twenty-two-year-old, married model went all the way with these two famous porn stars, he would make a fortune from this video. He knew Imogen would become just as famous as these guys working for him.

Imogen was lost in her own little world, horny and desperate to be fucked. At that point she didn't care, she just wanted these large black men to use her, and fuck her for the camera, and for Nigel. The size of their cocks didn't concern her, she wanted them to just use her at that point.

"ohhmm, ohhh yes," Imogen moaned, holding the back of Bens head, licking her deeply. "Ohhh... feels good." She purred.

Imogen had started her first orgasm coming from Bens long tongue. As she stroked Carl's massive cock, she breathed heavily moaning, "Ohhh... ohhh... ahhh... ahhhgghh... fuck!" as she came in Bens's mouth.

Ben then roughly flipped her over onto all fours, as she took Carl's cock into her mouth.

"Ohhmmm" she moaned, then gritted through her teeth, "FUCK ME BEN, FUCK ME HARD WITH THAT BIG COCK!!" Then again took Carl's cock in her mouth as he held her head pushing in deeper.

With that instruction from Imogen, Ben slowly entered his huge cock into Imogen's hungry cunt.

"OHHHHHH FUCK" she screached when he began to push in deeper, "ITS SO BIG.... AAGGHH." She screamed "STRETCH MY MARRIED PUSSY... DESTROY ME!!"

Ben did just that, pushing deeper with each stroke until his huge cock was balls deep inside her.

"AAGGH... FUCK...SO...BIG!" she screamed again as he began to fuck her with intense.

"glugh... glugh...glughh..." Imogen was practically choking on Carl's cock being forced to the back of her throat as Ben fucked her pussy mercifully, stretching her and reaching where no cock has ever reached before.

Black eyeliner was running down her face along with saliva as her throat with being fucked, while her eyes were rolling to the back of her head.

Ben pulled her off Carl's cock by putting his large hand on her throat and pulling her back to his chest, as continued plowing his cock into her from behind.

"You like that slut?" Ben snarled into her ear.

"YES" Imogen growled, as she was so out of it, the pain didn't bother her. "I am just a slut, fucking use me."

Imogen was stroking Carl's cock in front of her while her mauled her tits, then without warning, slapped her face hard. "You like it rough slut... yeah?... you like being our little cum slut?" Carl said, slapping her again on her cheek, then again twice on her large tits.

Imogens eyes were rolling to the back of her head from both Bens cock and high on cocaine. She just growled back, "HARDER."

Carl slapped her tits again harder than before leaving red marks on them, as she began to orgasm from Ben hammering into her pussy. Carl stuck his tongue down her throat, giving her a sloppy kiss, then spat on her face.

"Agghhh fuck, fuck, fuck.... Hhmmm.... Aaagghhhh" she cried as she squirted on his cock.

Ben pulled out and roughly pushed her face down onto the bed. Carl spun her around and flipped her onto her back, lifting her legs in the air. Imogen was like a rag doll as she was almost passed out.

"I'm going to permanently destroy this slut's tight little cunt." Carl groaned as he pushed his cock into her already stretched hole. "Ahhh... fuck yeah that's a hot little cunt."

Carl began to hammer into her hard as Ben shoved his cock, covered in Imogen's juices into her mouth and slammed it down her throat with her head hanging over the edge of the bed. With her tits flopping back and forth due to the force of Carl fucking her, they both took turns slapping her tits and pulling hard on her nipples.

"Glugh..Glugh..Glugh" Imogen gagged as she was violently invaded by big black cock from both ends.

Ben was getting close to cumming, as he pulled out of her mouth, he shot his load all over her face and tits, then shoved his cock back in her mouth to finish him off, swallowing the last couple of squirts. Imogen rubbed the cum with her hands over her tits and body, while licking her fingers clean.

Carl still had stamina and continued pounding her pussy. "You like taking big black cock slut?"

Imogen nodded, "I fucking love it, I love being a slut." She moaned as she had another orgasm building. "I am just a slut to be used......oohhgggg fuck.... Fuck me.... harder.... Aaagghhh."

Nigel just smiled as this whole thing was being filmed. He didn't care too much about the photos that Imogen thought were all he wanted. He knew this was a video that would make him a lot of money, and it was working out perfectly for him.

Carl began to cum with Imogen, "You want me to fill you with my hot black baby seed?"

"Hmmm...aagghh fuck yes, give me a black baby... ooohhhmmmm... fill me up." She growled as Carl started shooting his load deeper than anyone has ever cum inside her. 'Hummmmm" she smiled as he kept on filling her.

By the time Carl finished inside her, Ben was hard again and wasted no time pumping his cock back into her, forcing Carl's seed deeper. For the next hour, they both used Imogen like a slut, well and truly stretching her cunt.

By the end she was fully passed out after they kept filling her pussy, mouth and body with cum. Her body was a wreck, red marks on her tits from the slapping, her pussy was gaping wide open, makeup smeared all over her face and body covered in cum.

It was only 1pm when filming was wrapped up and Carl and Ben left. Nigel and the crew couldn't help themselves; they all fucked her while passed out and all added their cum to her body. They took a lot of photos of her before the guys left and Nigel stayed to edit the video.

Within a few hours the edit was complete, and Nigel already had clients buying the video for their websites. Simon was one of the buyers and planned to make a lot of money from the video as well. Nigel had just made $50,000 and the video was online within an hour, and Imogen had no idea about it.

Nigel phoned Simon. "We hit the jackpot with this slut. She is going to be the most popular, well-known porn star of the century, she was born for this. I have big plans for the next few videos." He laughed, "But for now, I will give her a couple of days off to rest her body by the pool, then I have one more shoot planned before we send her back to her husband."

Imogen woke at about 7pm feeling sore and bruised. She had no recollection of exactly what had happened to her. She tried to get up, but her legs failed under her. Nigel just told her to stay the night, he removed the SLUT choker, got her some food and she fell asleep again until waking next morning....

To be continued...
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Imogen's Model Career 06

Tom woke up again to an empty bed. It had been five days since he married his childhood sweetheart. He should have been on their honeymoon, but instead, Imogen had been called to an important modelling assignment. As much as it upset Tom that he hadn't seen his wife since their wedding day, he knew the dedication Imogen had to modelling, and he never wanted to get in the way of her being a successful model, just like her mother was.

It made Tom proud that his wife was following her dream of being a successful bikini and lingerie model. He had also reluctantly agreed that she should do some topless modelling as well. She had the perfect set of tits with nipples high on her chest that poked straight out. 'They are just photos,' he kept saying in his head; knowing that the photographers were professional at what they do, and she would be completely safe stripping topless for the camera in a controlled environment.

He missed Imogen so much. He couldn't talk to her every day due to her busy schedule, and he understood that. But he was counting down the days to spending a week away with her on their honeymoon. He loved her so much and just needed to hear her voice again. After breakfast, he called her, hoping she would pick up the phone.

............................................................................................

Imogen woke up the next morning after her photoshoot in Nigel's apartment. As she tried to get up off the bed, she felt how sore her cunt and body were feeling; she looked down to see her body plastered in dry cum, and her pussy was red raw. Her tits and ass were also red from being slapped. She just broke down, crying.

She tried to recall what had happened the day before, but her memory had failed. All she remembered was doing a photoshoot with Ben and Carl; she knew that they had fucked her, but the details were very hazy. Her addiction to cocaine was having some heavy consequences.

Nigel walked in to see her crying, so he sat to comfort her, hugging her naked, used body. She looked like a complete mess, but still radiated beauty.

"Let's get you cleaned up," Nigel said softly, as he helped her up to the bathroom.

Imogen stopped and looked at herself in the mirror to see her abused body. Still crying, she sobbed, "What happened to me, who am I?"

"It's okay, Imogen, you did a great job; you were perfect. I understand that you may have performed more than you had intended, but we got the photos my clients needed, and I must say, they are more than impressed with you," Nigel assured her. "You can have today off, rest yourself by the pool; we just need to do a bikini shoot tomorrow afternoon for a couple of hours, then you can have a good night's rest and go home to your husband, okay?"

"Okay" She sobbed, quietly.

Nigel helped her into the shower as she was quite weak. He just wanted to fuck her right there, but knew that wouldn't be fair to her at that moment. He had what he wanted from her, and knew that he would be fucking her a lot in the future.

Imogen felt a lot better after cleaning herself. Slipping on just a short miniskirt and tiny bikini top, Nigel gave her coffee and some breakfast before heading back to her room to try to get her head straight.

Sitting on her couch, all she could think about was Tom, and feared losing him if he ever found out what a slut she had become. She loved Tom more than anything, and could not understand why she had allowed these men to fuck her. Her addiction to cocaine was part of the reason, but she was blind to see that.

Her phone started vibrating, a smile came over her face when she saw Tom's name come up on the screen, as he was calling.

"Hey babe!!" she answered, excitedly.

"Hey there, beautiful wife," Tom gloated. "How are you doing? I miss you so much."

"I miss you, too, babe," Imogen replied, in her loving voice. "I wish you were with me right now, can't wait to have you here next week, drinking cocktails by the pool, this place is beautiful."

"Sounds amazing, Immy," Tom said, excitedly. "How is the assignment going, are they getting the shots they need?"

"Oh, really good," Imogen said, with excitement in her voice, more due to the fact she was hearing Tom's voice. "In fact, Nigel just told me this morning he got exactly what his clients were after in yesterday's photoshoot and has given me the day off. And then tomorrow afternoon, we will do another bikini shoot at the beach for another client. He is positive that after yesterday's shoot, that his clients will be wanting a lot more of my photos."

"That's great, I am so happy for you, babe What kind of shoot did you do yesterday, was it bikini or lingerie? I know that lingerie is the direction you want to take, and I can see you going a long way as a lingerie model, babe," Tom questioned, with enthusiasm in his voice.

Imogen hesitated for a second, knowing she had to lie. "Yes, there was a lot of lingerie..." pausing before continuing, "and some without." She was almost whispering.

"Oh, so you did topless, too?" Tom asked curiously. "And that was exactly what the clients are after, you were saying?"

Imogen couldn't tell Tom everything, but knew she had to say more. "No... well, yes, but... I... um... posed nude, completely nude. I am so sorry I didn't ask your permission first, but it just happened. I am so sorry, babe," she begged for forgiveness.

"Completely nude? So how much down there did they see? How much did they photograph? Were your legs spread? Is that what the clients want?" He needed to know.

Imogen could hear in his voice that he was annoyed and disappointed. She had to lie to him even more, which she hated herself for even more. "No, babe, they couldn't see much, my legs were fully closed, they wanted tasteful photos, not pornography."

Imogen was also slightly annoyed that he had even asked; she retaliated more than she should have. "What do you think I am? I thought you trusted me. Do you really think I would expose my private parts like that?" she stated, almost yelling at her husband.

"No, no, baby, of course not, sorry I asked," Tom replied, but still annoyed that she even stripped naked. "I do trust you, baby. I just wish you told me first."

"Doesn't sound like it. You expect me to call you every five minutes during my sessions for your permission?" she said, sarcastically. "I may be your wife, but you don't own me. I will call you tomorrow when we both calm down, I can't talk to you like this." With that, she hung up without saying their usual 'goodbye' or 'I love you'.

She just sat on the couch, fuming over what he had said. She loved Tom and they had never argued like this before, but she didn't appreciate the way he questioned her, even though she knew she had fucked up big time. She just needed Tom to trust what she did in her photoshoots, as this was the career she wanted and loved doing.

Feeling stressed, she did what she shouldn't have done, as she laid out a line of cocaine. She didn't even hesitate, as it made her feel good and helped her to forget all her problems. She had the day off, so she knew getting high by the pool would not get her in any trouble, as she didn't have to deal with anyone else for the day.

Looking through the bag that Simon had left her, she noticed very little clothing; in fact, what was in there barely covered much skin, and, of course, no underwear was to be found. She pulled out the tiniest bikini she had ever seen. The bottom was barely a piece of string with a tiny triangle that barely covered her pussy. Luckily, she was fully waxed. The top was also two tiny triangles on string that barely covered her nipples.

She looked in the mirror and just giggled loudly, admiring how hot her own body was to every man and even some woman to admire. Still mad and frustrated after her conversation with Tom, she felt he didn't trust her. To the slut she didn't recognize in the mirror, the hot girl, even her husband wouldn't recognize, said out loud, "Fuck everyone, this is my body and today I will put it on show for everyone by the pool to admire. Fuck them all, they don't own me or my body. Fuck Simon... fuck Nigel... and most of all... FUCK YOU, TOM! Today I am free, and my body will be on show for all to admire."

Looking down at the table, she couldn't help but inhale the last of her cocaine. Before heading out to the pool in her tiny bikini, she slipped on a tiny mesh skirt. She felt confident and positive, knowing she didn't have to deal with any controlling men for the day.

She didn't even know why she inhaled more of the narcotic, but it made her feel good; she was concerned that maybe she was hooked and would be unable to get through a day without it. This concerned her, but she still didn't hesitate in taking it.

After an hour or so of tanning by the pool, she noticed a lot more guys around and in the pool. Recognizing some of them from the bar, being the guys on their end-of-football-season trips. There were also a few young couples, possibly honeymooners.

Feeling confident, relaxed, and slightly light headed from the coke, she decided to lose her bikini top to work on her all-over tan. She could feel many eyes staring at her, almost like burning into her skin, as she applied suntan lotion over her body when she heard a guy behind her.

"Hey, you're Imogen, aren't you?"

Startled, she turned to see the young barman they had been talking to a couple of nights earlier.

Slightly shocked, placing her arm across her chest, trying-- unsuccessfully-- to hide her tits from him, she blushed, "Yes, that's right. Sorry, what was your name again? I am terrible with names."

"Sorry," He muttered, "its Adam, I shouldn't have invaded your space and startle you like that; I will leave you be."

Adam looked to be a couple of years younger than Imogen, possibly about twenty or twenty-one years old, blonde, tanned, and athletic looking, with a few tattoos.

"No, it's fine. In fact, I need someone to rub some of this on my back. Do you mind?" she asked, handing the bottle to Adam as she lay face down.

As he poured lotion on her back, she asked, "You can stay and keep me company, if you like?"

Adam couldn't believe he was about to rub lotion over the most beautiful girl he had ever seen. As he rubbed her back, staring at her perfect, peachy-tanned ass on full display, he struggled to contain his erection in his loose shorts.

As he was finishing her back, Imogen, enjoying the feel of her body being rubbed, quietly asked, "You can do my legs, too; I forgot to do the backs of them."

"Sure," he replied.

Starting with her calves, he began working his way up her legs. She spread them slightly, and he could see the tiny bikini bottom wasn't containing her pussy lips-- the thin strip was lost inside her slit, exposing herself fully. As Adam rubbed her inner thigh, his fingers brushed her pussy lips. He didn't stop as he rubbed her ass, allowing his thumb to rub her clit a few more times.

Imogen didn't flinch, fully relaxed, she moaned unaware, "Mmmm." She felt her breathing getting heavy. The feel of his hands on her body and brushing her pussy lips only made her pussy tingle. She wanted to feel his finger inside her, so she spread her leg even more. She couldn't help herself, as she tried pushing her pussy against his finger each time he brushed her folds. She knew this wasn't right and had to stop it going further. Unannounced, she just got up, topless, and walked to the pool and jumped in. She had to cool down, even though every eye around the pool had watched as her large, tanned tits bounced, walking to the pool.

Adam just sat back and watched her, in awe; he couldn't believe his luck at what had just happened, and knew that was as far as he would get with her, knowing she was married. But he had the day off, so he went and got them some cocktails and waited for her to return.

They sat by the pool for a few hours, drinking more cocktails, while Imogen remained topless without caring about who was around. They could both feel themselves getting drunk. They hadn't eaten, which made the alcohol go to their heads more, so Adam asked Imogen back to his room for something to eat; as it was around 1:00pm by this time.

She accepted, but needed to go back to her room first, to get her phone. Adam gave her his room number and told Imogen to meet him back there. She put her top back on, then Adam gave her a kiss on the cheek.

"See you soon," he said cheerfully.

Feeling quite drunk and still a bit high on the cocaine Imogen had had earlier, her head was spinning as she staggered back into her room, picking up her phone to find messages from Tom.

The first message read. 'So sorry I got mad with you babe, call me back I need to talk'

Then another one, an hour later, "Babe, please forgive me, we need to talk about this nude modelling thing, I still don't like it but if it makes you happy then I will just have to accept it. Babe, please call me back when you can. I miss you so much xxxxx'

Imogen was still upset with the way he had spoken to her earlier. She was still mad at him the way he spoke, expecting her to ask for approval of what she did with her body. She just said out loud, "Fuck you, you can wait, we don't need to talk today."

Then she noticed that there were also three missed calls from Nigel. ignoring Tom's messages, she knew she had to call Nigel back, in case she was needed.

.....................................................................

Earlier that day, Nigel had called Simon to discuss Imogen's future. Between them, they agreed they would not be sending any of her bikini or lingerie photos to agents, as they knew they had a star in the making as a porn model.

Nigel's clients were prepared to pay huge amounts of money to have Imogen in porn movies. Even though he had lingerie and bikini clients wanting her, they were not going to pay Nigel what she was worth as a porn actress.

"Simon, we have hit the jackpot with Imogen, she is a natural at this, whether she thinks it or not," Nigel gloated. "Now we have to tell her this is her only option moving forward. I know she is close with you, Simon, so I need you to do anything it takes to stay in a close relationship with her, make her feel valued, worthy and wanted."

They had already made decent money from the one video of Imogen with Ben and Carl. Imogen was completely unaware of this. She would be required to do much more porn, so they had to ease her into it gently.

..................................................................

Imogen returned Nigel's missed calls. "Hi, sorry I missed your calls, been at the pool all morning, and my phone was in the room, what's up?" she said, trying not to give away that she was drunk.

"Well, I don't like this kind of call, but it is all part of my job. We have sent all your bikini and lingerie photos to our clients, but unfortunately, they have all been rejected," Nigel expressed, trying to sound disappointed.

"Wha--... w-what do you mean?" Imogen stuttered. "But I have only dreamed of being a successful bikini model."

"Sorry to break this to you, Imogen; they all say the same thing, that your body and face are perfect, but unfortunately, your breasts are too big. And now there is another issue. They don't like that you have a tattoo, they think it makes you look... these are not my words... but... they say it makes you look too slutty for their product."

Imogen was fuming. "So that means my modelling career is over, I have wasted this whole week chasing my dream, while I should be on my honeymoon, and now you tell me it's all over?"

"No Imogen. In fact, it is just starting. I have clients who want to pay large amounts of money for you. It is your choice, Imogen, but it does involve nude modelling only, like yesterday's shoot, but not as intense. Imogen, you will be more successful than you could have ever imagined, with a solid regular income."

"I know this is a lot to process, but I need your decision by tomorrow. Simon will be back tomorrow to see you and get an answer from you, if you wish to continue modelling. This really is your only choice to keep your career. I see no other option at this point."

Nigel went on to just say, "Talk to your husband about it, he may not approve, but at the end of the day, it's your choice... just make the right one, Imogen."

Imogen was still trying to process everything, and being told while she was drunk didn't help. She could see no other option. Without even thinking of what Tom would say; in fact, she didn't care. 'Tom doesn't own my body, this is my decision.'

She just replied, "Okay, sign me up. When do I have my next shoot?"

"I am glad. You made the right decision." Nigel smiled, knowing he had her hooked. "Like I said, Simon will be back early tomorrow for a couple of days. He will have all the details and the paperwork for you to sign. We will do a promotional nude shoot on the beach tomorrow afternoon. I look forward to making you very successful."

Imogen pressed to end the call. This was not the career path she was hoping for, but Nigel insisted it was her only option. What was Tom going to think, and how would she tell him? She feared she would lose him, but she couldn't live her life asking for his permission all of the time. She knew how much he loved her, and would have to accept what kind of modelling she did.

Adam was waiting for her, so still in her tiny bikini and mesh miniskirt, she staggered to his room and knocked on his door. Adam opened the door, just wearing his loose-fitting shorts. She could see the bulge in them, along with his athletic body and muscles; she was immediately turned on.

Trying to dismiss her thoughts of what she had just accepted, she just said, "I need another drink."

Both of them were already drunk, as they downed a couple of shots of sambuca.

"Fuck, you're beautiful," Adam slurred. He stroked her arm, feeling her soft skin; then moving his hand to her neck, he untied her bikini top, allowing it to drop to the ground. He then cupped her breasts, gently massaging them and taking a nipple in his mouth.

Imogen's head fell back, as she moaned, "Oh fuck, I love that."

He then sucked her other tit.

Imogen's hand found its way into his shorts, stroking his hard cock, feeling how big he was. Feeling like a slut, knowing she was cheating on her husband, she realized how much she loved to be fucked-- and she hadn't been fucked all day.

She was drunk, and her head was telling herself that Tom didn't own her, this was her body and she didn't need to ask anyone's permission for this. She was still mad at her husband, and didn't have a care in the world at that point.

She dropped to her knees and pulled his shorts to the ground. Taking his cock in her mouth, she took him deeper with each stroke, while he held her hair, making her gag as his cock reached the back of her throat.

"Fuck... You're a good cocksucking slut... Fuck that feels good," Adam groaned, as she pleased him.

She just looked up into his eyes with a desperate look, as he then pulled her off his cock by her hair, up onto her feet. With their noses touching, she just growled through her teeth, desperately, "FUCK ME!"

Adam didn't need to be asked twice. Spinning her around and bending her over, he pulled the string of her bikini bottom out of her ass crack. She was so wet and ready, he just plowed his cock straight into her, three strokes and he was balls deep, pounding her hard and fast.

"I am just a slut, fuck me hard," she screamed. "Oohhh fuck, yes... I love it... I just fucking love cock."

Adam didn't slow down, making her scream so loudly that the whole resort would have heard her, but she didn't care-- she just wanted to be fucked, and she loved every second of it.



Eventually, Adam came, shooting his load deep inside Imogen's fertile womb. She had lost count of how much sperm she had taken since her wedding day.

After recovering, Adam finally got them some food and sat down to eat; both still naked and drunk, yet they still kept drinking. Adam asked what her plans were for the afternoon, as he had planned on getting some more tattoos. He told her how much he loved the one she had on her lower back and should consider getting some more.

Imogen liked the idea, but confessed she had no money for it.

"I will pay for it," Adam said. "After all, I owe you for today." He winked at her, as she smiled back.

Adam already had a lot of tattoos and was getting another one on his calf. When they got to the tattoo studio, still drunk, they browsed through designs.

"This would look great on your thigh." Adam pointed to a large butterfly with the saying 'The best is yet to come'.

Imogen loved it, but also pointed to another one which said 'Sometimes your goals fall before you fly', with a bunch of doves flying. "I like this one, too. Which do you like better? I am too drunk to decide," she giggled, struggling to stand up straight.

Adam also liked both, so he told her to get the second one on the back of her shoulder. Imogen loved that idea, considering he was paying. "I owe you big time for this," she whispered into his ear, with a cheeky wink.

Imogen's tattooist, Angus, was a slightly overweight, rough, wild-looking biker type, with his body and neck completely covered in tattoos. He had a long, goatee-type beard. Imogen still felt quite relaxed in just her tiny bikini, as he began to work on her.

For the remaining of the afternoon, they both had separate tattooists working on them in private booths. Imogen never even stopped to think about what Tom would think, or even if this would deter her from additional modelling; she was too drunk to even contemplate the consequences.

Imogen was so relaxed, she wasn't even aware that while Angus was working on her, he had untied both her bikini top and bottom, and she was completely naked, lying on the recliner table. Angus was in awe of this beautiful slut on his table. Her breasts were pushed out to the sides, and her legs slightly spread apart, allowing Angus full view of her ass and partial view of her what seemed to be a waxed pussy as he worked on her.

When she had gotten her first tattoo a few days prior, Nigel had informed Angus about Imogen, hoping that she would one day be a famous porn star. And this afternoon, Adam had even told him how much of a slut she was, having just fucked her. Angus had taken all this in and having her lying on his table, wanted to give her some extra tattoos. He knew that what he had in mind would be perfect for a slut and porn actress.

Angus leaned down close to Imogen, and whispered in his husky voice, "Can I give you a couple of extra tattoos while I am going, sweetheart?"

"Yes," Imogen whispered, drunk and half asleep. "But, I have no money."

"I have other payment options, sweetheart." Angus smiled.

"Okay," Imogen whispered.

He had her roll over onto her back, where he saw her breasts in all their glory, and found that her pussy was, indeed, waxed.

Angus tattooed 'Dirty Girl' under her tits, and 'EASY TARGET' in small writing on her pelvis. As he was doing the pelvis tattoo, he was also fingering her wet pussy, as she moaned in pleasure.

As soon as he put his tools down, he looked down at the beautiful model, dropped his pants, and lined his old, hard cock up to her open pussy. She didn't hesitate, as he said, "This is my payment for the bonus tattoos."

Imogen just lay there and took it, as he fucked her relentlessly, squeezing her tits as they bounced wildly. He didn't last long, until he pulled out and came on her tits. She didn't even get an orgasm from him. Imogen just sat up, laughing so hard, almost hysterically, seeing the funny side of it all, "Oh my god, I am such a fucking slut."

Adam took Imogen back to his room at the resort, and fucked her a couple more times for the next hour, until they decided to hit the bar and party all night, as Adam had the night off working the bar.

Imogen found a short black miniskirt, with slit openings up the sides, held together with two pieces of string-- still no underwear was available. A small halter-neck-top that barely contained her tits, and was completely open at the back, and a pair of heels completed the outfit, which showed off all of her tattoos.

Arriving at the bar, again full of rowdy guys on end-of-football-season trips, all eyes were drawn to Imogen, the young, sexy model wife, who at that point, didn't have a care in the world. But she was in desperate need of some cocaine, as she had used all she had that morning.

As Adam went to the bar for drinks, Imogen was immediately surrounded by guys chatting to her. What she didn't know was that the guys had found her porn video and had been watching it, knowing she was staying at the resort. For the next couple of hours, Imogen danced and drank without caring; guys had their hands all over her body and tits all night-- and she was loving it.

She needed a bathroom break and found it hard to get away from any of the guys. Two guys she had danced with, followed her; she knew they were married and were there with footy mates for a good time. They followed her into the ladies' room and offered her some cocaine.

Imogen smiled, knowing she needed it more than ever, and accepted as they laid it on the vanity countertop. As she was bent over, inhaling the drug, she felt a hard cock pressing against her entrance. Looking up in the mirror at him, starry-eyed, she smiled, as he pushed his cock inside her.

"Oohh... yes fuck me," she moaned, as she pulled the other guy closer to her, and after digging out his cock, began stroking it, and then bending over further, took it into her mouth.

"Aaggh fuck, the slut performs just as good as she does in the video," the guy being fellated grunted.

Imogen didn't take in what he had said, as she was too drunk and lost in the moment.

They both fucked her as they swapped positions, releasing their loads in her mouth and pussy.

Imogen, clearly high and extremely drunk, staggered back into the bar, where there were about fifteen guys remaining. She was so drunk, she had forgotten to tuck her tits back into her top, and she had cum on her face.

A guy stood behind her, and began massaging her tits, while kissing her neck. Another guy got his phone out and played the video of her being fucked by Ben and Carl, holding it in front of her to watch.

"Ohhhh," she started to giggle, holding a hand over her mouth, laughing. She slurred, "That's me, hehe... wow, I look so hot being fucked, don't I?"

The guy behind her massaging her tits, then had his cock free, and her skirt was up around her waist, while he rubbed the head of his cock along her wet folds.

Watching herself being fucked on the video turned her on so much, she just pushed herself back onto the stranger's cock, pushing it deeply inside her, as she rocked back and forth on it. She was mesmerized by the video, not even thinking about where they got it, she just watched the two large Black cocks fucking her, while a cock was slamming into her from behind.

She was bent over the bar when another stranger took over fucking her from behind. She ended up on her back, being fucked by someone else, as beer was poured down her mouth and all over her body. Imogen didn't care, she was too drunk to care about what they did to her, she just laughed and moaned, enjoying every moment.

She didn't know how many of them fucked her, when Adam, finally, came to take her back to her room. She had lost her top and heels, and just had her skirt up around her waist as Adam held her up in his arms, carrying her back to her room.

He laid her on the bed, looking down at her naked, used body. She really was perfect in every way. Gorgeous face, tall, athletic, tanned, blemish-free silky skin, firm breasts both with nipple piercings, and waxed pussy. Even her navel piercing and tattoos and dyed black hair made her look so sexy. A model who didn't need to sell herself so cheaply. He could not believe how someone so beautiful could deprive herself in such a way.

He looked over to the floor, where her wedding dress was laid out, crumpled and torn, covered in cum stains. 'She even has a new husband' He could see she was being used by these men, but it was not his place to get involved.

All he saw lying on the bed was a slut; he felt sorry for her, and just hoped she would wake up the next day with regrets. But he knew he would never regret fucking her so much that afternoon.

He left the room, knowing that Simon would be back for her the next morning.
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