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      Abby is a college student in desperate need of some extra cash.  When Theresa - a photographer - contacts her, Abby is given an offer she can't refuse.  It's an hour of easy work worth hundreds of dollars.  But the photography session isn't everything Abby expects.  Theresa has another offer for her - a much riskier offer.  If Abby takes it, she may not have to worry about money for quite a while.  But she may end up questioning her straightness by the end of the heated session.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Mailing List

        

      

    
    
      
        Are you interested in being the first to know when I release my next story? Interested in a free book promo or two? Then click the link below to join in on my mailing list. No spam, just romance goodies!

      

      
                    

      

      
         Click here to join my mailing list!

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Model

        

      

    
    
      I rolled my eyes as I scrolled through the endless job listings on my phone. The little glossy screen broadcasted a blur of text and ‘apply now’ buttons as I zoomed past the many familiar listings; listings I’d already applied toward and never heard back from.

                  I was running out of time. My first month living on my own, and I was already beginning to sweat over the impending due date of my very first rent payment. Though it was only a summer rental of a single bedroom until campus opened back up, I knew that it didn’t make the expectation of punctual rental payments any less real, nor did it make the prospect of a late payment any less consequential.

                  I huffed, and ran a hand through my hair—long, thick locks of blonde hair, lightened by the time I’d spent at the beach during my last week of Freshman year—a short road-trip gifted to the students in my dorm hall who’d all scored above a particular GPA on their first college year. But now, the vacation was over, and the reality was beginning to weigh down on me like the hot humidity of the long, bright afternoons that passed by outside. I closed my eyes and thought of my home town, and my parent’s house—only now had I realized how much I’d taken it for granted. Now that I was stuck a thousand miles away, unable to fly back for the summer, I was in for a brutal awakening of how the people in my college town had to live if they wanted to afford to live near campus.

                  With the quiet, distant but constant sounds of my various flat mates moving about in the kitchen downstairs or various bedrooms in the older four-bedroom home, I continued to scroll through my phone, as though I might find one magical, fateful listing. I bit down against my bottom lip, and sank into my soft pillow, as anticipation racked my mind.

                  “Come on,” I exhaled. “There has to be something—anything.” I knew that, should I have to borrow money to fly back home and then back to campus in August, my parents would never let me hear the end of it. I had to make something materialize quickly.

                  But a magical, fateful listing failed to turn up yet again. I sat my phone on the old nightstand that looked as though it had been paint-stripped for some future restoration project that had never happened; small strips and chips of pale lime paint, aged over what must’ve been decades of irrelevance, decorated the sides and top of it. I grabbed a can of soda that had been sitting atop it, with a paper towel folded placed beneath the sweating aluminum can. I remembered the college senior that I’d been renting the bedroom from. She had warned me against leaving ‘sweat stains’ on the ‘antiques.’ “It’s expensive, the nightstand—well, it will be when I remodel it and give it that mid-century look that brings top dollar,” the young woman had said, with wide, attentive green eyes. She had wisped a few rebellious brown strands of hair back toward her ear and added, “Are you into that sort of thing?”

                  I lied and gave an excited nod, afraid I might not secure the bedroom if I were honest. “Great—maybe when you’re up there sometime you could finish stripping the paint?” She’d asked me.

                  Needless to say, the nightstand remained unfinished, and I couldn’t imagine a timeline where this would be any different. I’d thought to ask Jennifer—the college senior—whether I might be able to find odd jobs like paint-stripping for a bit of money, but the last thing I’d wanted was to give off the impression that I was already coming up short on rent. I knew that there was a list of students just salivating over the idea of a single bedroom for six hundred dollars a month in the area.

                  I sighed and looked up at the ceiling. It had been bad enough that I was broke until my student loans returned in the fall, but I’d been feeling rather lonely, too. I had made a small number of friends during my first year of college, but none that I felt close enough to text or call during the summer. They were associates more than anything. And the idea of boys had been so far from my mind, that I would have forgotten it, if it hadn’t been for the agonizing and relentless episodes of desire that had been flooding my body for the past couple of weeks. I didn’t know whether it was the summer heat that slipped in through the frames of the windows that left me feeling so internally warm and aroused. It seemed that ever since I’d moved into the shared house I’d been more aroused than ever with no easy solution. Privacy was hard to come by.

                  I lay down on my bed, in my t-shirt and denim shorts, trying to decide whether to go around the corner and buy a coffee from a café I’d grown to like during school months. I knew I shouldn’t spend any more money though. I felt my chest rise and fall, and my slender frame felt heavy under the depressing circumstances. Yet somehow—even in that very moment—my body continued to feel lustful and bothered.

                  I sat up and set my hands in my lap; I thought about the boys I’d seen on campus all year, but I just wasn’t drawn to any of them.  Not the way I felt I should be, despite the pulsating desire that ran through my veins.

                  But I hadn’t just noticed boys on campus.  I had noticed the girls, too—fit and curvy, and more beautiful than I could ever hope to be. I looked at myself in the mirror, and noted my soft features—my light brows, soft, pink lips and introspective sapphire eyes. Boys back home seemed to find me attractive—attractive enough to flirt with and even date. But on campus, I felt a ghost disinterested in boys.

                  I thought of the few secret experiences I’d had back home, and the desire continued to flood my body, like a tornado building itself into a formidable force. My brow furrowed and my eyes grew desperate, as the need for release continued to swell deep inside. I thought of the boy I’d dated senior year of high-school—Jason—his copper-colored hair, emerald eyes, and the coarse skin of his fingers, as they traced my skin. I remembered the way he’d ‘gifted’ me awkward oral sex the week after my eighteenth birthday—a ‘late birthday gift,’ he’d said with a grin. “Now that we’re both eighteen, I guess we’re legal,” he had said to me. “I guess we can go all the way.”

                  “I guess so,” I had said. But I’d had little desire to do much with Jason.  He figured going down on me would put me in the mood, but it just felt strange. “You sure took a long time,” he had mentioned afterward—a remark that he had no reply to, except to nod and shrug. Once school ended and we graduated, Jason and I broke up, leaving me wondering if we were even in a serious relationship to begin with.

                  I grabbed my phone from the floor, where I’d accidentally tossed it. I saw a message notification on his phone.  I opened the message only to find a rather curious and suspect text reading: Hi Abby.  I’ve been looking through your photos… the ones you posted last year. I like what I see. I’m a photographer and want to shoot you for a spread. Text me back if you’re interested.

                  At first, I was unsure just what photos the stranger had referred to. Only after seeing a referral link that the person had embedded in the text message, had I realized that the photographer had been speaking of a social media profile I’d set up the summer before I headed off to college, back on a website I no longer used. On it, I’d posted a few bikini photos of myself posing—the typical ‘selfie’ fare that was set in a bathroom and self-shot on my cell-phone. The photos were not any I was particularly proud of—in fact, I’d completely forgotten of their existence. And yet now, somebody had noticed them and seemed to enjoy them.

                  I assumed the photographer was some pervy dude more than a serious job opportunity.  But I decided I’d have a little fun with it.

                  More bored than curious, I decided to text the stranger back: You want to photograph me? Like, for your job? Who are you?

                  After a moment of suspense, I heard back rather promptly: My name is Theresa.  I’m in town, just north of the University. Are you actually by the college you said you were headed to on your profile? Anyway, if so, let me know. I’m paying eight-hundred dollars for an hour of work. I’m pretty busy, so let me know fast. No worries either way.

                  My eyes widened into saucers. “Eight hundred dollars?” I whispered, with a grin and a healthy dose of skepticism. One hour of work could easily supplement the three-hundred I had left for rent, and allow me a bit left over, too.

                  What kind of photos are we talking about? And, like, are you a professional? I knew already that, save for something unthinkable and outrageous, I was probably going to take Theresa up on her offer.

                  My phone vibrated and I saw the text across the screen: I’m a professional, don’t worry about that.  I work for a magazine that shoots college girls who pose like you did on your profile—in bikinis and sometimes lingerie shoots. ;) It’s tasteful though, and it’s easy money.

                  I read this and wasn’t sure what to think. The realization that a photographer wanted to shoot pictures of me posing half naked would normally be suspicious.  But Theresa was a woman herself, and I was desperate for cash. I typed out a message and deliberated on whether or not to hit send.  I’ll do it. When and where? And um, what should I bring or wear or whatever?

                  My breath was shallow and fast. I shook my head, as I waited on the response from the stranger. This is totally a scam… it has to be, right? What if I get there and it’s like, some dude trying to steal my credit card info or something? Or worse… I knew I should be guarded and aware of the potential downfalls. But the sound of eight-hundred dollars for an hour of work, made me ready to do just about anything for the photographer—a commitment that I hoped would not be taken to any extremes.

                  Theresa texted back the address, the date, and even a link to a modest website she had, showcasing a dozen or so photos of college girls posing, as she’d promised, in bikinis. However, there was nothing about the photos that seemed lewd or incredible; they seemed easy enough to achieve. And though I wanted to remain skeptical, I knew that for too long I’d held the attitude that something such as this was ‘too good to be true.’ I’m going for this, I thought. Why should everybody else get to make easy money but me? I smiled, already imagining what I might spend the extra three-hundred dollars on after paying rent.

      [image: ]
* * *

                  I pulled up to the nondescript brick building downtown. Down a small, poky alleyway was a series of parking spaces. I pulled into one and stood as the sound of bus horns and traffic whirred nearby, and the scent of smoke and fried foods reminded me that I was far from the pristine tree-dotted streets of campus. I looked one more time at the side of the brick building that held the address on the side. It appeared to be a loft or workspace, with a large garage door and a small, very plain pale-lavender painted metal door beside it. I took a deep breath, and looked about, unsure what exactly to do. Only now had it sunk in that the person I’d agreed to work with had been a total stranger—somebody I’d never even spoken with on the phone.

                  I grabbed my phone from my khaki shorts—part of the ensemble the photographer had asked me to wear, the other being a white camisole. I found the text messages from the other day and decided to call the photographer, using the number attached to the messages I’d sent.

                  After a few rings, I started to feel the sensation in my stomach that I’d been duped after all. Fuck, what is wrong with you? How are you going to get scammed like this? I sighed as I continued to look over my surroundings.

                  “Yeah, hello?” A man’s voice then spoke on the other line, smooth and quick. Already, I became nervous and suspicious; there was never any mention of a man being involved; instead, the photographer had identified themselves as female, and now, I found myself speaking to a man.

                  “Um, hi, yeah, uh…” I started, rubbing the back of my neck as I fumbled over my words. “I’m here for the photo-shoot,” I said, shrugging. I felt foolish and ridiculous for even mentioning as much to whoever listened on the other line. For all I knew, a scammer had used some sophisticated method of making it look as though the text messages had come from some random stranger’s phone—the stranger who I was now calling.

                  After a long pause, the man responded. “Okay, you’re here? Are you out by the door and the garage? I’ll buzz you in and just pull it open, sweetheart.”

                  “Um, okay, thanks,” I said, rushing over toward the steps that lie just beneath the doorway. I heard a clink and decided to give it a try, pulling on the door. Lo and behold, it swung open, revealing a fluorescent hallway that a few yards ahead led to a front desk, with a young man sitting behind it. He gave a small wave and a wink, and I ended the call and slid the phone back into my pocket.

                  Immediately, I felt a rush of embarrassment at the man’s attention. He had short, blonde hair and wide green eyes that seemed to study me with a sort of effervescence. “Yes, you’re Abby, right?” She asked, looking down at something on her desk. “You look good—you showered, shaved your legs like they asked, right? Theresa is pretty fastidious about her models being well-groomed. You look like you’ll do, though.”

                  “That’s right,” I said, approaching the counter. “This is a photography studio, right? This isn’t some kind of a scam or something?” The man laughed and shook his head.

                  “You’re in the right place. I’ve told Theresa she needs a better looking place, but she’s stubborn like that,” he explained. “Go ahead down the hall to studio A-1,” he said, pointing ahead with a freshly manicured fingernail. “She’ll be in there in a minute; just have a seat on the set or whatever is in there.”

                  “Um, what kind of photography place is this, exactly?” I asked.

                  “Trust me,” the man winked. “You’re going to have fun; Theresa is going to just eat you up,” he added in an excited tone. The cryptic remark left me confused, but I didn’t press it. Instead, I headed down the hallway and found the studio door, pulled it open and headed inside, where a waft of cool air brushed against my cheeks.

                  The space was windowless, but bright, with a number of lighting stands arranged on the outskirts of the room—some were turned on already, others were off, and had colored films stretched across their glass.

                  I took a seat on a form that was in the center of the room and covered in spotted gray cloth. I felt the heavy fabric in my fingers, and ran my palm against the flat surfaces, which gave the impression of a leather ottoman or something similar hidden beneath the blankets. I wondered whether I should stay—every moment of the novel experience seemed too outrageous and unpredictable; my mind racing with questions, such as: what sort of photography are we going to do? And, who is this Theresa girl? I hope this isn’t too uncomfortable.

                  As if I’d summoned the girl with my mind, the photographer entered through a door at the back of the studio. At once, I took note of her—tall, athletic and gorgeous (not that I cared, of course). The woman was dressed well, in a black button down shirt that had the top few buttons undone, and revealed a white lacy camisole stretched over her full chest. The woman had piercing dark blue eyes that immediately gazed toward me the moment she entered through the doorway and saw me sitting in the middle of the room. She ran a hand through her short, thick auburn hair, and grinned with enthusiasm. “Wow,” she said. “You look even better than your pictures; you look like you’ve worked out a bit since you took the ones on your profile.”

                  “Um, sort of,” I said, hesitantly proud of myself.

                  “I’m Theresa,” she said, stepping toward me and extending her hand. At once, I felt my hand enveloped in her strong grip—warm and pulsing.

                  “I’ve got to say,” Theresa started. “I’ve had a lot of models since I started doing this last year, and you’re just… striking—those eyes—they could see through walls,” she smiled and continued in a smooth, deep voice. “Your boyfriend is a lucky guy.”

                  “Oh, um, I don’t have a boyfriend,” I corrected, feeling tingly all over.

                  “Really?” Theresa said, somewhat surprised. “I thought I saw a boy in some of your photos.”

                  “Oh, yeah, well, those are old photos,” I said, rubbing the back of my neck and recalling that the boy I’d dated toward the end of High School had taken most of the photos on my profile, and had even been in a couple.

                  “So you’re in college—you’re eighteen, right?” Theresa asked. “I hope you don’t mind, but I need to see your driver’s license so I can make a copy for my records.”

                  “Oh, uh, definitely—I’m nineteen,” I said, as I pulled my wallet from my purse and produced the laminated card. I handed it to Theresa, who smiled and said, “Well, if you manage to look this good in a driver’s license photo—you’re going to make some good money today. Excuse me for a second,” she said, and disappeared through the door she’d originally entered.

                  After a moment, the woman returned and handed the card back to me. She was holding a couple of clear, plastic packages of underwear. She set them to the side, on a bench, and started for her camera. After this, she walked over to me once again, with a sheet in hand and her camera in the other.

                  “Ok, I just need you to sign on this line. Just read through this—it’s a contract for the work you’re going to do, is all—no curve balls, I promise,” she said, with a quiet smile. “It just says that you agree to have your photos taken, and that I will own the rights to the content; and in exchange, you’re going to get eight hundred dollars for the hour of work starting at eleven and ending at noon,” she continued.

                  I scrolled over the sheet, content with the photographer’s explanation. My heart thumped in my chest and adrenaline oozed through my body, as the growing reality that I was about to start my gig sank in, and I reluctantly signed on the line at the bottom of the sheet.

                  “Awesome,” Theresa said, and set the paper on her bench.

                  “So, what I like to do is just start taking some routine photos here and there while I talk to you—sort of to get a feel for your personality and get the camera settings just right,” Theresa said, as she brought the camera to her eye and started to walk around me, as though an invisible circle had been drawn around myself and the posing area.

                  “So, you’re a student at the University, no doubt,” Theresa started. “What are you majoring in?”

                  “Um, I’m in biophysics,” I said.

                  Theresa clicked the camera a few times—the lens whirred and adjusted—and she laughed, “Forgive me if I don’t say anything—I don’t know the first thing about biophysics.”

                  I laughed and shook my head. “I don’t either… not yet anyway.”

                  The photographer grabbed a basketball, and bounce-passed it to me. I quickly caught the ball in both hands, and stood. “That’s it—excellent; you like sports?” Theresa asked.

                  “I played some softball in junior high, but that feels like a long time ago,” I laughed.

                  “Well, when you get to be my age, everything feels like a long time ago,” Theresa smiled, and took a few more photos.

                  “Um, how old are you? I would have pegged you as only a few years older than me, to be honest,” I said.

                  “Well, I’m twenty-nine,” Theresa said.

                  I laughed and cocked my brow. “You’re acting as though you’re ‘old,’” I said. “Get out of here with that nonsense.”

                  “Oh, she’s got attitude, I like that,” Theresa said, smiling and snapping a few more shots. She moved quickly around me, taking what seemed to be dozens and dozens of photos, judging by the endless clicks of the camera. Finally, Theresa pulled the camera down, letting it hang on the strap that was on her neck.

                  “Okay, let’s get that shirt off, huh?” Theresa said, smiling.

                  “Um, sure,” I said. My heart sped as I removed the sleeveless shirt, and felt the cool air sifting around my slender frame. My nipples stiffened in the chill, and Theresa brought the camera back up to take a few more pictures. In quick succession, I heard the camera take another dozen or so photos, before the tall photographer smiled and said, “Ok, let’s get the khakis off now, please.”

                  I felt a tinge of nervousness, but thumbed the band of the khakis. Something strange, deep inside me, felt aroused by the idea of taking off my shorts while Theresa was watching and pointing a camera at me. Though I didn’t see photos on the website of girls who were only in their underwear, I didn’t want to screw myself out of the eight-hundred dollars, either, by declining.  And at least Theresa was a girl, instead of some pervy guy.

                  “Um, here I go,” I said, tugging the fabric down, all as Theresa snapped photos. “That’s it,” Theresa smiled, enthused, and wandered quickly around me.  I stepped out of the bunched up fabric at my ankles, and felt the cool air of the studio against my skin.

                  “Perfect,” Theresa smiled, as she came in close and brought the camera down toward my waist—where I felt wet cotton between my legs in such a strange, kinky way. I bit my lip and asked, “What should I do with my hands?”

                  “Anything you want,” Theresa grinned. “Slip one of them in your undies,” she added, “go ahead and play with yourself a little, even.”

                  “What?” I asked.

                  “You know—let’s get those undies wetter,” Theresa said.

                  As I heard this, my body tingled with excitement. I looked down and saw a wet pool easily noticeable through the thin, white fabric.

                  “Is this, like, adult photography, or something?” I asked.

                  “Well,” Theresa started, as she remained focused on the photos. “I like to take some more mature stuff, yeah—this is as far as we go, though,” she explained. “Of course, you have the opportunity to make more money if you want to do more. But these introductory sessions are all about getting a feel for the model; you do some shots like this, make your cash and if you want to do more, that’s even better.”

                  I cocked my brow. “Um, like what exactly do you mean by ‘do more?’ And how much more do you pay?”

                  “Well, you get naked and touch yourself, the usual soft-core stuff,” Theresa explained, with a sort of nonchalance that suggested she’d done her job enough that the novelty of such things had worn off.

                  Meanwhile, I felt as though the breath had escaped my lungs upon hearing this. My eyes grew wide at the suggestion of touching myself for the photographer.  “I’ll pay two-grand for the next hour if you want to show me that pussy and play with it until you come for me,” Theresa explained.

                  “Two… two thousand dollars?” I gasped, stammering over the amount.

                  Theresa pulled her eye from the camera and nodded, “Yeah, totally. You’re going to be very popular if you do that. I can already tell, judging on how you look in just that.”  Her finger swept up and down my body.

                  “Um,” I said, hesitant, but desperate to secure the money Theresa had promised. I couldn’t imagine touching myself for a total stranger; I couldn’t imagine doing that in front of anybody, really. But the money—it was too good to turn down—even at the unthinkable prospect of touching myself in front of another woman.

                  “So, what should I do… you know, if I want to ‘do more,’” I asked.

                  “Well, just let me direct you; if you’re saying you want to go for it, that’s great,” Theresa smiled.

                  After a moment of further hesitation, my lips parted and, with faint breath, uttered the words, “Yeah, definitely. For two thousand dollars, I will.”

                  “Um, there’s something I forgot to tell you, though,” Theresa said. “You need to know what all it entails before you agree,” the photographer continued. “So, to do photos of you touching yourself and everything—that’s more like fifteen-hundred. Two-thousand is if you let me take video of it and, well, participate.”

                  “What?” I asked. My body continued to tingle under the white cotton fabric, ready for release—the conversation had somehow sparked such arousal; a response I never could have expected from talking about such dirty things with another woman. But Theresa, somehow, made me feel comfortable and relaxed enough to consider such outrageous things. Maybe, I wondered, it was simply the money—the fact that, with two-thousand dollars, I could get my own apartment for the next three months. For one short afternoon of lewd and, sure, absolutely filthy work, I could have the freedom and solitude I’d wanted from the get-go.

                  I wanted the two-thousand. But there was the little issue of Theresa’s remark about participating.

                  “So, when you say participate, what do you mean?” I asked.

                  Theresa set the camera down near-by. She turned a few of the lights off, and in-turn, switched on a couple of the colored lights, until the room lit up in a series of soft, ambient hues of red and purple. Suddenly, the atmosphere felt like I’d entered into some sort of fantasy or dream; a dream where anything was possible, and anything could happen. I sat back on the edge of the blanketed posing form, and watched as Theresa finished setting up. The tall, athletic photographer came over and sat next to me, now, towering over me. “So, participate means that I give you oral, and maybe eat you out a little; you come and then you give me oral. And that’s it,” Theresa explained.

                  “So, we’re talking full-on adult film, now,” I said.

                  “Yeah, pretty much. But, like I said, that’s totally up to you. I’m not here to pressure you into any of that. You’re probably straight, and the last thing you imagined doing today was doing any of this with another girl; I get that. That’s why you have the eight-hundred dollar option of just taking a few suggestive photos and being done.”

                  “So, have other girls done this? The girls on your website? They’ve all done this stuff?” I asked.

                   “Some of them did—some of them took the eight-hundred and that was it. But, I’ve had a few straight girls do it just for the money. They always tell me afterward that it was easily worth the money. And, well, for me it definitely is,” Theresa added, with a grin and a wink.

                  My mind raced. My thighs pulsed as Theresa suggested all the dirty things I could do for the money; I didn’t understand why I felt so turned on by all of it, but I didn’t care. If anything, I figured, that only made the idea of showing off my body and letting it get devoured by the photographer even easier. And there was a strange, unexplainable excitement at the idea of seeing Theresa’s body, too.

                  My mind zoomed over endless thoughts, trying to sort out just whether I felt I could do it or not. Eventually, I came around to the realization that I could and I was going to. Though my heart pounded in my chest and my stomach turned to knots over the anxiety, I eventually bit my lip and nodded my head. “I want to do all of it; for two grand? I’ll do it.”

                  “How about a kiss to start, then,” Theresa grinned, and pressed her lips against my cheek. The photographer’s floral perfume swirled about my nose, and I took a deep breath, as the soft lips pressed against the side of my mouth. The kiss wasn’t bad—in fact, I felt somewhat excited by it.

                  Theresa then stepped back and grabbed the camera. She brought it toward me and a small light flashed red, implying that she’d started to record, as she brought it up to her eye. “So, let’s see that body, already,” she said.

                  I took another deep breath and smiled. In one impulsive motion, I tossed my intimates to the floor, bearing my naked body to the camera.

                  “Fuck, you’re beautiful,” Theresa grinned. The photographer licked her lips, which left me growing even wetter.

                  Theresa lowered her head, and the camera, down toward my thighs, zooming in to the wet space between them. “Why don’t you touch yourself for me a little—show me what you like,” Theresa smiled.

                  “Um, okay,” I said, hesitant but smiling, now. I reached my hand down and slid my fingers between my legs—something I’d done a million times before. Only now, it felt so public and so new to do it while Theresa filmed it. “Mm,” I moaned gently. Theresa nodded. “Yeah, that’s it—let the camera know how good it feels.”

                  I indulged her and continued to play with myself, first slow and soft, and eventually firm and quick. Theresa finally reached down and grazed my naked thigh with her hand. “So, this is Abby, and she’s ready to come, it looks like,” Theresa said, narrating to the camera.

                  “Is that right?” She asked, turning to me.

                  “Um yeah, I think so,” I said. Adrenaline coursed through my veins as Theresa then set the camera on a small tri-pod beside me. After adjusting it, she returned to her knelt position between my smooth thighs. With the light casting a scarlet tone over everything in the room, I watched as Theresa touched my aching flesh. At once, I groaned beneath Theresa’s breath. I was quiet—not wanting to exhibit the fact it actually felt good.  Too good, considering Theresa was another woman.

                  Theresa flicked and probed, and watched me with delight as I writhed; the cold air sending goose bumps over my body. “So needy and filled with want,” Theresa said, licking her lips. “Let’s see what she tastes like,” the photographer said, facing the camera for a moment, before returning to the feast before her.

                  I watched as Theresa moved her mouth toward my wet mound. At once, the photographer’s lips parted and wrapped over my folds. I winced and cried out with pleasure when she began to suck. “Fuck,” I groaned, as Theresa’s tight, wet mouth enveloped me while her tongue slid up and down my slit.

                  Theresa sucked deep and slow, as she brushed her tongue against my swollen clit. I balled my fists at my sides and grit my teeth. Fuck, it’s weird, but it actually feels good… it feels even better than when a guy does it… it wasn’t supposed to feel so good, I thought. My hips thrust as Theresa’s mouth sucked gentle and rhythmic.

                  “Fuck,” I gasped. My abs tightened and contracted, as the pleasure quickly built in my core.  I felt my legs trembling and growing restless as the new and dizzying sensation left me feeling on the verge of climax.

                  I couldn’t believe what was happening. Only an hour before, I’d been entirely straight, having never even thought about doing something like this with another woman. And now? I was spread eagle while an attractive young woman teased me with her mouth. And while it felt surreal and strange and even confusing, it felt amazing, too—so much so that I felt a tremor of embarrassment in crying out while the camera was running.

                  “So, Abby, since you’re so good at receiving, let’s see how you are at giving, shall we?” Theresa said, as she began to toss her clothes to the floor.

                  “Fuck,” I gasped. Theresa’s body seemed made for film—picturesque and curvy in all the right places.

                  Theresa straddled my face, the natural scent of her slipping through my nostrils and intoxicating me.

                  “Come on, Abby, let’s see that photogenic mouth of yours at work,” Theresa said, turning to the camera and grinning. At once, I grabbed her thighs and pulled her toward me. I took a deep breath and parted my lips. Next thing I knew, I was sliding them around Theresa’s wet shaved mound, until I felt her clit resting on my tongue.

                  This is too crazy… what the fuck am I doing? She tastes… good, actually… sweet but salty… holy shit.

                  “Oh,” Theresa moaned. “This mouth feels as good as it looks. Come on, faster,” the photographer added, thrusting her hips forward. She ran her hands through my hair as I moved my tongue faster, trying to match Theresa’s rhythm.

                  “That’s it,” Theresa said.  I couldn’t believe that being with another woman could feel so good, even for a straight girl like me.

                  “Just like that,” Theresa said, as she came against my face and gave a few final thrusts of her hips.

                  “Fuck,” I gasped, as Theresa grinned and exhaled with pleasure and fatigue.

                  “Sit up, for me,” Theresa instructed. I obeyed, and the photographer grabbed her camera and took a few shots, all while the video continued to roll. “Look at that cute, college girl,” the photographer said, before asking, “How did you like that, Abby?”

                  “Um, it was good,” I said, nodding and speaking quietly. The photographer ended the video and set the camera down. She turned back to me and shook her head. “Fuck, you’re a natural, you know that?”

                  “Thanks,” I said, as Theresa stood.

                  “I’m going to go get your check; you can clean up,” the photographer said. As Theresa dressed and walked out of the studio, I tried to come to terms with what had just happened.

                  Theresa returned with a check in her hand. I couldn’t believe that the photographer had actually paid me, and paid me the amount promised.

                  “Next time you want to make a little more cash, you come back, okay? I’d love to get you with another model, sometime,” Theresa grinned.

                  “Thanks,” I said. “Um, who do I contact if I want to?”

                  Theresa laughed, “You want to, don’t you?”

                  “Only for the money,” I protested. “I’m straight.”

                  “Something I should have told you earlier about those other straight girls that did this… they weren’t straight for very long,” Theresa winked.  “You’ve got my number. Why don’t you text me next Monday. If you’re still craving pussy—I mean money—you text me and we’ll work something out.” The photographer gave a little wave and turned for the back door of the studio, leaving me alone with my check.

                  I dressed myself and started for my car. I eyed the man at the front desk, who gave a curious grin, almost suggesting he knew exactly what sort of dirty things had just been done to me. I could still smell the memory of Theresa’s soaked flesh on my face, and as I exited the building and felt the warm sunny air on my skin, I smiled. What I would have expected to be a deep feeling of regret was instead a feeling of empowerment and even liberation. I wasn’t sure what it was, exactly.  All I knew was that I’d been intimate with another woman, and I’d come harder than any other time in my life.

                  As I got into my car, I recalled what Theresa had said. ‘They don’t stay straight for long.’

                  Whether I would eventually find myself craving more women, and only women from then on, was yet to be seen. But what had started as simply a quick buck seemed poised to turn into something so much more.

                  I smiled and started for the bank, knowing full well I’d be back at Theresa’s studio for more.
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      Bree Collins runs her own business taking family portraits.  But she's looking for something more exciting in her life and maybe something that pays a little better.

      When she applies for a job at a high-end photography company, she meets Ashley Valdez, a gorgeous woman that will be Bree's new boss if she gets the job.

      Bree can't keep her eyes off Ashley, and working with her will be a difficult task.  If Bree acts on her desires, she could lose her new job and Ashley along with it.
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      Tom and Sara are headed for a couple's weekend at the beach.  But the alone time with Tom has Sara on edge.  Sara has had conflicting feelings about their relationship since it started, but she could never figure out why.  When she meets Lauren in the little beach town they're visiting, Sara is hit with a wave of confusion.  The heated spark she feels with Lauren is the same kind of spark she should be feeling with Tom.  This weekend at the beach may not end up how Sara envisioned it.  But it may just help Sara realize who she really is.
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      Naomi works at her college library.  Every day that Jessica has come in, Naomi has taken notice.  Naomi is desperate to learn more about this beautiful girl.  Unfortunately, Naomi unintentionally gives Jessica the wrong impression and Jessica stops showing up.  Naomi is desperate to find out what's happened to her and set things straight.  One night, Naomi finally finds Jessica and that's when the truth comes out and their fun begins - in the library of all places!
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