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A MODEL ARRANGEMENT


 


 


 


Jackie was just putting the finishing
touches on her resume when her laptop made a horrendous whining noise, the
screen flickered, and then completely died. “Oh, no, no, please. . .”
But no amount of praying, pleading, or rebooting helped, the sorry old computer
was dead.


Jackie was too tired to even have the energy to cry.
She’d been working two horrible jobs, a waitress at a truck stop and a
cashier at a discount store. Neither job gave her enough hours for benefits,
and she was tired of being propositioned and groped by slobs at the truck
stop, and on her feet running the cash register.


She rubbed her neck and took a sip of wine, the last
bottle she had, one of the few things she had managed to salvage from what was
left of her household. Her cheating husband Robert had run off with his
secretary, leaving Jackie with nothing but a mortgaged house and lots of unpaid
bills. Worse, the asshole had fled to some country in South America, which
meant that the creditors were coming after her. When she had found out that she
was responsible for not only golf clubs, but women’s shoes that her ex-husband
had bought for her lover, she had cried, but only after she’d bent the
golf clubs. Looking back, she should have tried to sell them.


Now, two years later, she was barely making ends
meet. Jackie had a college degree, but her interest in going to law school had
waned after she had met Robert. She had worked some after getting married,
mostly volunteer work, to keep busy and meet people. But Robert’s job had them
moving, so she’d never really had what you might call a career, and after the
divorce, when she needed to get back in the workforce, she had very little in
terms of a work history or skills. And companies weren’t exactly lining up to
hire a middle aged woman with limited experience.


Maybe it wasn’t so bad that her laptop crashed, her
resume was a mishmash of random jobs anyway. It wasn’t even clear to her what
kind of job she could apply for other than the kind of work she was doing now.


She finished the wine and pushed away from the cheap
kitchen table. She went to stand by the fan, it was hot in the apartment, and
she tried not to run the window AC unit in the bedroom too often, since she had
to pay her own utilities. It was time to go to work anyway.


 


 


The parking lot at the truck stop was
filled, as it almost always was. Today Jackie had the four to midnight shift,
which sucked, because tomorrow she had to be at the store at eight, which meant
that by the time she got home, showered the grease out of her hair and made the
forty five minute commute to her other job, she’d get less than six hours
sleep. That might have worked in her twenties, but she had just passed the
other side of forty now, and it was wearing her down.


Jackie gave herself one last glance in the visor
mirror. She wore a little makeup,  some of the truckers gave her better tips
because she still had her figure and a pretty face. She didn’t flaunt it, no
tight blouses or short skirts, just a non descript blue waitress dress. Still,
she knew that she looked pretty good; about the only benefit she’d had from not
having had to work full time for years was being able to spend a lot of time at
the gym, doing yoga, and swimming in their nice pool, which had kept her in
great shape. Damn, she missed that pool.


Inside, she slipped behind the counter and into the
kitchen to punch in. Nancy, one of the day shift waitresses, was just getting
ready to punch out. 


“How’s the crowd?” Jackie asked.


“Pretty harmless today. Don’t work too hard.” Nancy
gave her a tired wave and headed out.


Jackie stood behind the counter for a minute to take
stock. Three workmen were sitting in a booth; they were not in her station but
she gave them an automatic smile anyway when she passed by, just being
friendly. She heard one of them say, “Why couldn’t we get her as our
waitress.”


Jackie felt their eyes on her ass, but she had
learned to ignore comments like those. They were harmless, and to tell the
truth, they actually made her feel good, knowing that men noticed her,
even wearing a dull uniform and ugly flat black soft shoes. It had been over a
year since her divorce had been finalized, and she hadn’t been with a man since
then, not physically. She’d had two dates, both disasters. She just hadn’t been
mentally ready. 


Physically, she was more than ready, she was
so horny sometimes she couldn’t think. But she wanted to avoid a quick roll in
the hay. Well, maybe she would be open to a roll in the hay, or even a few, but
only with a good looking guy. And there were fewer and fewer good looking guys
her age that were available.


Four men entered the restaurant, better dressed than
the usual customers, nice slacks and shoes, wearing button down shirts. Salesmen
maybe. They took a booth in her section. After they sat down Jackie brought
them water.


All four men looked up from their menus to look at
her. The man in the corner, handsome, with a square jaw and dark eyes, said, “I
hope the food is as appealing as the waitresses.”


Jackie blushed a little, but simply said, “What can
I get you gentlemen to drink?”


“Something long and cool, like you,” said one of the
other men.


“You mean hot,” said the first man, and they all
laughed. 


“Ha-ha,” said Jackie, lightly. She was used to this,
it was a truck stop after all. She stood there calmly, waiting for them to
order their drinks. 


Finally one of them said, “Iced tea,” and everyone
nodded.


“I’ll be right back with your drinks,” said Jackie.
As she turned away from the table, the man on the outside slipped his hand out
over the edge of the seat, brushing her thigh as she walked by. Jackie
shivered, stepping away quickly. It could have been an accident, but it made
her uncomfortable. It was one thing to want to be with a man, it was another to
be groped by an asshole.


In the kitchen she filled a tray with four glasses and
a pitcher of tea, dreading going back to the table. The manager, Jules, came
through the swinging door. He was a big beefy guy, a little creepy; Jackie had been
warned about him making the moves on the waitresses, but so far he had left her
alone. 


Jackie didn’t want to serve the table, but she also
didn’t want to foist it off on another waitress and put her in the same spot. She
stuck her head in Jules’s office. Jules was looking through the drawer of a
file cabinet next to the door.


“Excuse me, Jules? There are four guys at table
eight, they make me uncomfortable, could you just maybe stand out front while I
serve them? Just so they see you?”


 “Did you say anything? Lead them on?”


“Of course not. I just asked what they wanted to
drink.”


“Just ignore it,” said Jules.


“One of them might have groped me.”


Jules’s eyes narrowed. “What do you mean, might
have groped you?”


“I was walking by, I felt a hand on my leg.”


Jules turned so that he was almost up against
Jackie, forcing her to step back until she hit the wall. “Like this?” said
Jules, and he ran his hand over the side of Jackie’s thigh. 


Jackie was so stunned she froze. She couldn’t even
look down. 


“Or like this?” said Jules. Jules slid his hand
around to the front of her thigh, his fingers tightening briefly, and then
pressing between her legs. 


Jackie should have knocked his hand away, she should
have slapped his face, but all she could do was shake her head violently. 


“Well, it couldn’t have been much of a grope,” said
Jules, his hand still in Jackie’s crotch. “Get back to work.”


Jules didn’t move. Her knees shaking, Jackie had to
squeeze out from under him, her movement only serving to drag her inner thighs
across Jules’s hand. She escaped to the kitchen, breathing heavily. She didn’t
quite know what to do. She needed the job, but no job was worth this. She could
report Jules, but that would surely get her fired, and it would be her word
against his.


Another waitress came into the kitchen. “Table eight
is wondering where you are,” she said.


Jackie picked up the tray of iced tea and marched it
over to the four men. The man who had touched her had a cocky grin on his face,
and she knew immediately his wayward hand had been no accident.


All of the men were ogling her as she reached over
to set the glasses down one by one. She poured three of the drinks, knowing
they were staring at her chest as she bent over the table. As she got to the
man who had groped her, she said, “I think you need to be cooled down most of
all, so I’ve got something very special for you.”


The man laughed and said, “What is it, baby?”


“This,” said Jackie, and she poured the rest of the
pitcher of iced tea in his lap.


The man yelped and swore, jumping up, banging his
hip on the table. Jackie calmly said, “Maybe you should keep some ice cubes in
your pants.”


She set the tray on the table and walked out the
door.


 


 


At home, she’d cooled off a bit, glad she
had quit, but she was also feeling a little foolish, now what was she going to
do? The rent was due in two days, and she was a little short. She might be able
to get a few extra hours at the store, but she didn’t get paid for four more
days there.


She plugged her laptop in to finish her resume, then
remembered her laptop was dead. She’d have to finish it on her small phone
screen. As she was calling it up she checked her email, and there was a message
from a job site she had checked out, a reminder about the last day of a job
fair. Jackie had already seen the announcement, but at the time she knew she
couldn’t make it due to her work schedule.


Well, she suddenly had some time on her hands. The
fair was open until six, she could still get there. She went into her closet
and took out her best business style clothes, a black fitted skirt, a crisp
ivory blouse, and a blue jacket. The skirt was a little short, not really what
she’d wear to an office, it was more of a party length. Her heels were also a
little high, but she didn’t have anything else; she’d have to find a way to buy
some new clothes if she was going to go on interviews for professional jobs.


Jackie looked at herself in the full length mirror
behind the closet door. She looked more like she was going on a date than a job
search. She made one change, putting on pantyhose even though it was hot out.
Her bare legs looked good, but she didn’t think it was appropriate, better to
be a little more conservative. Still feeling not quite right, she fixed up her
makeup and headed out the door.


 


 


The job fair was being held in the Chamber
of Commerce building. The parking lot was fuller here than it had been in the
truck stop, a lot of people looking for work. Maybe Jackie should learn to be a
trucker, at least they seemed to be working.


Inside it was blessedly cool. Jackie walked up and
down each aisle, stopping now and then to pick up a brochure. As she read each
one she started to get depressed. Most of the jobs, even the entry level ones,
required not only a college degree, but some level of experience.
Unfortunately, working as a waitress or a cashier didn’t seem to qualify.


After an hour she had only found three places to
leave her name and contact information. She’d be happy to have any of them, but
the long list of signups suggested there would be lots of competition. Jackie
moved on, getting more and more depressed.


It was nearing the time when the job fair would
close, and Jackie was staring wistfully at a sign in a booth proclaiming all
the great benefits the job offered, medical, dental, a retirement plan. Three
weeks vacation! Jackie hadn’t had a vacation since she had started working. She
sighed as she fingered the company brochure, some kind of industrial business.
Job seekers were lined up three deep at the booth.


“I think you need a security clearance to work
there,” said a voice at her elbow.


Jackie turned and found herself face to face with a
very handsome younger man. Looking up, that is; he towered over even Jackie’s
tall five nine height. He was wearing a blue silk suit coat over crisp linen
pants. He didn’t look like either a job seeker or a company rep, although he
was carrying a small leather portfolio.


His bright blue eyes met hers, and Jackie’s heart
gave a little flutter, he was so boyishly good looking, although she was
practically old enough to be his mother. 


“Are you applying for a job?” she asked.


“Me? No,” he laughed. “Just browsing.”


“Oh.” Jackie wasn’t sure what that meant. The young
man didn’t turn his attention to the booth, he just kept looking at Jackie. Her
curiosity got the better of her. “You always come to job fairs to just look?”


“I guess you could say that.” He grinned and offered
his hand. “I’m Brock.”


Jackie shook, her long fingers lost in his big hand.
“Jackie.”


“Hello, Jackie. Are you looking to work for a defense
contractor?” Brock nodded toward the booth.


“Is that what they do?”


“Yes, that’s why you need clearance.”


“How long does that take?”


“It depends on the job and the level of clearance.
At best a month, but it could be six.”


“Six months! I need a job right away.”


“What kind of work have you done?”


“I’ve been waitressing, working as a cashier. Not
quite what they are likely to be looking for.”


“Their loss,” said Brock. “Those are honest jobs.”


Jackie liked him immediately. “Since you
were—browsing—did you see anything that might work for me?”


Brock said. “Actually, I might have. Let’s take a
walk.” 


Jackie stepped away from the booth, but after a few
steps she noticed that Brock wasn’t with her. “Are you coming?”


“I just want to see you walk,” he said.


“What?”


“Humor me, okay? Just a few steps.”


Jackie shrugged, not sure what his game was. At
least he hadn’t fondled her, and she couldn’t imagine why a guy his age wanted
to look at her ass in a skirt. She headed off down the aisle, and after a few
steps decided to just keep going.


“Hey, wait!” Brock caught up to her. “Sorry, I know
that must have sounded weird. Let me explain.” He looked around. “Come over
here where we can have some privacy.” He led her to a gap between two empty
booths. “I already have a job that I love. I’m actually here looking to hire.”


Jackie frowned. “Where’s your booth?”


Brock grinned. “Booths are really expensive, I’ve
found that I can get great candidates just by wandering around.” He stepped
back and gave Jackie a long look, nodding.


Jackie found herself a little self conscious, but it
was tempered by the fact that Brock was so handsome. What woman didn’t want to
be checked out by a good looking man, even one much younger? Especially one
much younger.


“Have you ever done any modeling?” asked Brock.


“What? No, why?”


“Because that’s the job, and I think you’d be a
great model.”


Jackie turned away. He was just selling some kind of
scam. “I don’t have time for this,” she said.


“The money is good,” said Brock.


“Does that line really work on women?” asked Jackie.


“It’s not a line. Here, I can prove it to you,
look.”


Something in his voice made Jackie turn around.
Brock had opened the portfolio and had set it on the table of the unoccupied
booth. He stepped back and pointed to the portfolio.


Jackie glanced at it. In one pocket was a number of
mail order catalogs. The top one she recognized, from a garden company. Next to
it, in a transparent sleeve clipped onto the three ring binder, was a large
photo of a pretty middle aged woman.


“I represent a new agency that supplies models to
various catalogs,” he said. “Some of them are for clothing, but a lot of them
are the kinds of catalogs you see every day, house products, outdoor items.
Ever see a piece of furniture in a catalog, and a pretty couple sitting on the
couch? We supply the models.” Brock pulled the catalogs out and laid them out
on the table. “These women,” he flipped through the sleeves, “are some of our
models.”


“So you’re a modeling agency?” Jackie asked,
flipping through the photos of the models, all women who appeared to be in
their thirties and forties.


“Yes, but a very specialized one. We don’t do runway
shows, big magazines, or perfume. Just catalogs like these. And we also
specialize in the types of models. No teenage waifs, just attractive,
successful looking slightly older women, most of them thirty five to forty
five. Pretty women. Like you.”


“It still sounds like some kind of scam,” said
Jackie. “What’s the name of the agency?”


“Real World Results,” said Brock. He handed Jackie a
business card. “One of the  company founders used to work for a regular
modeling agency, the other founder worked for an ad agency. They found out that
a lot of the models might be pretty, but they don’t always sell the product. In
other words, people may notice them but not remember the product, or even if
they remember the ad, don’t necessarily buy the product. So they had this idea,
what if they could guarantee to the customers that the ads would sell more
products with their models?”


“That sounds like a tough guarantee. How can they
know the ad will work?”


“That’s the genius,” said Brock. “They test it. They
do the shoot, and have potential customers react in real time, and modify the
shoot as needed. I’ve seen it work.”


“I’ve never done any modeling,” said Jackie. “But
thanks anyway.”


“It doesn’t matter, you have what it takes,” said
Brook. “You have great posture, beautiful features, a wonderful figure, and you
even have a good walk. I’m telling you, you could do it.”


“That’s not the kind of work I’m looking for.”


Brock waved his hand at all the job seekers. “You
want to compete for them, to sit behind a desk? But you have what they don’t,
you’re beautiful, and have the attributes we need.”


Jackie looked at the crowd, buttoned up business men
and women carrying their job worthy resumes, many of them probably already
employed, just moving up. Brock was right, it was going to be hard to compete.


Still, modeling?


“A basic shoot takes a day and pays five hundred
dollars,” said Brock. “And if you take part in the product testing, the pay can
go to three thousand.”


“Three thousand dollars? For a day?” That was
more than she made in a month working both jobs.


“Yes. Of course, it’s can be grueling work, you
might not be able to work every day.”


Jackie laughed out loud. Grueling? She was on her
feet twelve hours a day, slipping in fryer oil, dealing with groping customers
and bosses. How could modeling be grueling?


 


 


That night, at home, Jackie couldn’t
believe she’d agreed to go on an interview for the modeling job. She’d just
stepped out of the shower, and was carefully examining herself in the mirror,
fully nude. Like most women, she was very critical of her body. She was
realistic enough to realize she looked good for her age, very good in fact; her
tummy was still flat, her skin well taken care of. She lifted her arms out to
the side; no flab at all. She could still wear a sleeveless dress and look
great, although she hadn’t had a reason to dress up in a long time. Even her
full boobs hadn’t sagged. 


Still, she noticed the not so good, the small lines
outside her eyes, the crook in her nose she’d never bothered having fixed, a
tinge of early gray in a few strands of hair. She lifted her leg up on the
vanity, the harsh light unmasking tiny blue veins. 


Was this the body of a model?


On the other hand, it wasn’t like she was going to
be naked. The sample ads she had seen in Brock’s portfolio showed women holding
a rake in a garden, or putting together some furniture. Who would even look at
the model?


Besides, it wasn’t like she had a lot of other
options. Her leg still on vanity, her thigh visible in the mirror, the same
thigh that the customer had touched, the same thigh that her asshole boss Jules
had grabbed. Why did it have to be a sleazy customer and manager? Why couldn’t
some hot stud have had his hand on her thigh, a welcome hand? 


The harsh lights of her cheap apartment weren’t
conducive to such a fantasy. Jackie dropped her foot back on the floor,
grounding herself in reality, and turned off the light, plunging the bathroom
into darkness. As she turned, the towel on the door hook brushed her breast, a
soft caress. Like a lover, she thought. That was the touch she wanted, soft.
Yes, it might build to an intensity, even a roughness, but it would be because
it was driven by their heat, not because she was being taken against her will.


She stood in the darkness, the towel against her
breasts. No, not a towel, the gentle touch of her lover. Now not a touch, but a
kiss. She gently swayed from side to side, the towel brushing her nipples, the
rough fabric a tongue. A handsome stranger. She lifted her arm, as she would to
pull him to her teat, the vision suddenly so real her nipple hardened, in his
mouth. A stranger in the dark, he could be anyone she wanted, or her first real
lover back in college, or the man who worked with her ex husband who she had
secretly fantasized about but had never so much as touched. Or more recently,
the most handsome man she’d met in real life, Brock. So young, the age at which
she’d discovered the real joys and excitement of sex. A reminder of the fun
loving, exploring life she’d missed, the life she’d given up because she’d
married a man fifteen years her elder.


She was back in time, not with an old boyfriend, but
younger in her body, with a younger man, with Brock, his luscious lips on her
breast. She pulled him tighter, closer, able to skip over their age difference
because she was imagining herself as a younger woman. 


In the dark she continued to rub herself against the
still damp towel, the wetness of his mouth on her. “I’ve always wanted to be
with someone like you,” she heard Brock’s voice. “A beautiful older woman.”


Where had that come from? That wasn’t what
she wanted him to say. And yet. . .she’d seen how he had looked at
her, watching her walk, checking out her body. Of course it was because he
wanted to see how she’d look as a model, but what if he had wanted her for himself?


“I want you so bad,” he said, and there was a hand
on her thigh, it was her own, and yet it could have been Brock’s, it
could have been the welcome touch she so desired. She fell back against the
counter, her legs spreading for balance. The man in her mind, the man who could
have been Brock, pressed his body between her legs, trapping her against the
vanity. She felt containers fall behind her as he lifted her up onto the cold
counter. 


He must have fallen to his knees before her, because
there was a new sensation on the inside of her thighs, not hands, but lips,
kisses, up over her hip, onto her belly.  . . She shivered, her belly
always make her think of—she pressed her hand flat against her stomach, a
woman’s secret need, hard wired into her body, the desire for creation. Then
the kisses traced their way down her other thigh, so what if it was her own
hand, it could have been his lips, it could have been Brock, wanting her. . .


A gentle touch on her labia was enough for it to
swell, opening in welcome. She was already wet, her fluids overwhelmed the
wetness of his mouth, yet she wanted more. Her fingers curled into his
beautiful hair, her other hand pushing inside, a poor substitute for a real
tongue, yet the vision and the darkness made up for it.


Jackie hadn’t been licked in years, she missed it so
much. . .


Her fingers spread herself open, curling, pressing against
her g-spot, then coming up, outside of her lips, just as a tongue might,
finally landing on her clit, and she gasped, it was so real, she wanted it to
be real. . .She rolled her fingers in circles, just the way she liked
it. Even if you don’t know, I can teach you, you wanted experience, I can
show you how to please me. . .


Her orgasm hit like a train, smashing her against
the wall, bottles and hairbrushes flying everywhere, clattering, ringing,
barely registering over the rush of her blood, a flood from her loins to her
brain, thundering in her ears.


Much later, when she had gingerly stepped away from
the sink, she wondered how she’d face Brock in the light of day at the
interview.


She didn’t turn on the light, but instead collapsed
onto the bed, naked, sated, yet as reality rushed back at her, unfulfilled and
wanting more. 


Her last thought before falling asleep was that it
was never too late to start something new.


 


 


 


 


Two days later Jackie stood in front of the
same vanity, the lights on now, the evidence of her fantasy cleared away, the
jars of lotion neatly stacked, the hairbrushes aligned. And she was fully
dressed, getting ready for her interview with the modeling agency. 


She’d considered canceling; if Brock was going to be
there, she was sure she’d redden with embarrassment. She’d been thinking about
him non stop, she’d even masturbated again, in her bed, unable to shake him
from her mind. She’d never imagined herself with a younger man, and yet now
that was all she could think about. Not only Brock, but men she’d had crushes
on in college, men she’d slept with before marriage. But mostly Brock, perhaps
because she’d just met him, he was fresh in her mind.


Yet it wouldn’t be right to cancel, it wouldn’t be
professional, and if she was going to ever get a better job, she needed to
start acting like a professional. Of course she’d have to work her way up, but
all she needed was a start, an opportunity.


Besides, Brock was probably just the scout, he
wouldn’t be at the interview.


She stressed about what to wear, she hadn’t bought
anything nice since well before her separation from Robert. Everything seemed
so inappropriate for an interview. She’d need to see if she could get some of
her skirts lengthened, which made her laugh, Robert had always wanted them
shortened. . .


She finally decided on a sleeveless summery dress
with a v neck, not plunging, but showing a workplace appropriate level of skin
below her neck. Knee length, slim, her legs would look good even in low heels.
She was sure that young waif models showed up in ragged jeans and tee shirts
and got all made up by stylists, but she had to make a better impression than
that, after all, the job wasn’t hers yet, and she wasn’t even sure she wanted
it.


Maybe she’d catch a glimpse of Brock, not enough to
embarrass her, just to refresh her memory. . .


She spritzed on the last of her good cologne,
grabbed her purse, and headed out the door.


 


 


Brock had warned her not to expect much
about the location of the agency, and Jackie was glad he had, because otherwise
she might have turned around and gone home, job or no job. The address was in
an industrial warehouse district. The exit off the freeway had dumped her smack
into a sea of factories, large buildings, smokestacks, and oily fumes.


She passed big burly men loading and unloading
trucks. When she finally reached the address she wasn’t sure she was in the
right place, it was a large old factory building, the original sign painted
over, an Offices and Lofts for Rent sign scrawled in its place.


Jackie sat in her car in the parking lot, the engine
idling, getting up the courage to either go in or go back to her apartment. But
she had nothing waiting for her at home, certainly not a paycheck. She was
dressed for an interview, but she didn’t have another one lined up. It was this
or nothing.


A flash of color caught her eye, a row of flowers in
a window box. Someone had tried to pretty up one of the rented doorways. It
made her think of herself, an older women dressing up, looking her best. Taking
it as a sign, she shrugged and got out of the car.


Jackie followed the landing to the window box,
thinking it was the modeling agency, but discovered it was a real estate
company. She checked the slip of paper in her hand with the address, she was in
the right place, but it said, Suite 210. Suite, yeah right. 


There was an open doorway marked Stairs, and inside
a row of signs, one of them for Real World Results. Taking one last look out
the door, Jackie anxiously climbed the cold steps to the second floor. 


The third door on the left had a bronze plaque with
the name of the agency. Taking a deep breath, Jackie opened the door.


It was nicer inside than she expected, sparsely
furnished, but very new décor, two chrome chairs a sofa, and a chrome coffee
table. A wooden desk sat at the other end of the lobby, with two doors behind
it. There was no one in the room. On the desk was a small sign that said, Please
ring, next to a buzzer. Jackie pressed it, and within seconds one of the
doors opened.


Brock.


He looked even better than Jackie had remembered
him, if that were possible. His face broke into a big smile when he saw her, he
actually had dimples, his hazel eyes dancing. He was wearing a sea green polo
shirt, two buttons open, the form fitting shirt hugging his lithe frame.


“I’m so glad you came,” he said, extending his hand.


His fingers were warm and strong, and Jackie tried
not to stare at his lips, the lips she had fantasized about between her legs,
kissing her most private parts. “Thank you for the invitation,” she said, her
voice a little shaky.


Brock’s hand seemed to linger over hers a heartbeat
longer than necessary before he let go. “Please excuse the sparse interior,” he
said, “and the lack of someone to greet you personally. We’re still hiring.” He
nodded toward the back room. “Come on, I’ll show you around.”


He took Jackie by the arm and guided her toward the
door. “You are probably wondering why we’re located in this area. We decided to
have our offices in the same building as the studio, so we wouldn’t have to
staff two separate locations, and so the photographer and ad designers could
see the models as they interviewed. The studio needs big space and high
ceilings, so these old factories are perfect.” 


The door opened into a huge industrial looking
space, air conditioning vents and bright lights overhead. Along one wall, three
rooms had been partitioned off, a conference room, a glassed in room, and a
third door. Two men hunched over a drafting table in the glass room, glancing
back and forth to a large computer monitor mounted nearby. At the far end of
the room another large space had been created, with a high ceiling, but with one
wall totally open. An array of lights on poles, light boxes, and tripods filled
the room. A man in jeans was setting up some lights.


“That’s our studio,” explained Brock. “We do our
interior shots here, but most of our ad work is done in the field. This is
mostly for mockups, and of course, the model tests.”


It certainly looked like a real studio to Jackie,
although she’d never actually been in one. “Are these all your employees?” she
asked.


Brock laughed. “No, the rest are scouting out a
shoot. Although there aren’t too many more, our in house photographer, her
assistant, two setup guys who work part time, and the ad producer.” He led Jackie
toward the closed door.


Jackie couldn’t help but notice Brock’s rear as she
followed him. Even though he wasn’t wearing skin tight pants, it was pretty
obvious he had a nice set of buns. She forced her mind back to the job at hand,
although when Brock held the door for her and she saw nothing in the room
except a desk and a few chairs, she shook with the realization that she might
end up in there alone with Brock.


“Are you going to be conducting my interview?” she
asked, trying to hide her nervousness. Silly, she was still projecting; Brock
only wanted to see if she could do the job, he probably got a bonus for every
model he found.


“Just the preliminary one,” he said, ushering her to
the chair in front of the desk. “Obviously you’ll have to talk to Stefan—he’s
the lead ad man, and if all goes well, have a practice shoot. Don’t worry, he
won’t bite. I won’t either.”


Yes, but will you nibble? thought Jackie, her
eyes drifting toward Brock’s kissable lips.


Jackie sat down as Brock nudged a wedge in the door jamb
to prop it open a few inches. “What’s that for?” she asked.


“Company policy,” explained Brock. “It gives us some
privacy, but we also do that so no one claims that something—inappropriate—was
done to get a job.”


Jackie’s eyes widened. Inappropriate. . .he
meant sex. Women offering or giving sex to get a job. Was that her
competition? Women willing to have sex with the interviewer to get hired? Offering
themselves up to Brock?


She’d never dreamt of doing such a thing. And yet,
now that Brock had mentioned it, all she could think about was a woman alone
with Brock, giving him a blowjob. Not any woman, but herself, on her knees. . .


She swallowed hard, compounding her sinful thoughts,
they same way she’d have to swallow his. . .


Stop it.


Brock was looking at her oddly, his head crooked to
one side, but the hint of a smile on his lips, as if he knew exactly
what she was thinking.


To hide her anxiety, Jackie looked down, crossing
her legs, her hands demurely in her lap. Her dress hiked up on her thigh, the
damned material too clingy. She tried to edge the hem down unobtrusively to
cover herself. She felt foolish, Brock wasn’t going to be looking at her legs. . .


But when she looked up he certainly seemed to be, he
was still standing by the door, the same smile on his face. She swore he was
checking her out. Well, of course he was, that was his job.


Finally Brock sat down, not behind the desk, but in
the other chair nearest Jackie. “I just have a few questions,” he said. “If all
goes well there will be some forms to fill out, but right now I just want to
get to know you a little.”


“Okay,” said Jackie, still not able to relax. Brock
was so close their knees were almost touching. She glanced at the door;
although cracked open no one could see in unless they were standing right next
to it. If Brock tried to make her do something. . .


What a stupid worry. The door was ajar so she
wouldn’t do anything, not Brock. Again she wondered if that really happened,
did woman want this job so badly they would offer themselves up for it? 


Or was Brock so irresistible that women used that as
the rationale for throwing themselves at him? How many other woman had sat in
this very chair, thinking or doing just that? 


And why had they started the propped door policy?
Was it because something had actually happened in this office? Jackie squirmed
in the chair.


Brock was speaking, Jackie missed the first few
words. “. . .tell me a little about yourself.”


Jackie gave him the short version, not going into
detail about her situation, only to say that she was divorced. “I’m a hard
worker,” she said in conclusion. 


“I’m sure you are. Why were you at the job fair?”


“I—I was working two jobs, but one of them wasn’t
working out, so I was looking for another second job.” That was close enough to
the truth.


“What would you be willing to do for a great job?”
asked Brock.


Jackie frowned. What did that mean? Was he expecting
her to offer up something personal? Sex? She’d never do that for a job. Or
would she? If she was really desperate? 


If only Brock wasn’t so cute. If he was a sleaze,
she’d never even think about it. But she had fantasized about him, damn it. And
he was so close. . .what would he do if she just leaned over and
kissed him?


Probably jump up in surprise and kick her out, she
realized. A man like him, he probably had a girlfriend, maybe a bunch of them.
What would he want with a woman her age, even if she did look pretty good?


“If it gave me a great opportunity, I’d work hard to
prove myself,” she said, truthfully.


Brock seemed to consider. “That’s a good answer. We
want people who are willing to go the extra mile. Not just for us, but for
themselves, for a great reward. Have you ever wanted something so bad you can
taste it?”


That’s how bad I want you, thought Jackie.
Suddenly the room seemed very warm. “Not about a job,” she admitted.


“But that’s how we want to make you feel. That you
want what we offer so badly you’d do anything.” Brock’s eyes twinkled.


Jackie couldn’t tell if he was flirting with her, or
testing her, or just really excited about his company. “That will depend on the
opportunity, I guess.”


“Good. I promise you won’t be disappointed. Now, I
need you to stand up.”


Jackie stood, and Brock said, “I couldn’t really do
this at the job fair. If you take this position, you’ll have to get used to
being at the center of attention. I want you to just stand there. Don’t pose,
just be yourself.” Brock got up and slowly walked around the room, his eyes
never leaving her. “Don’t turn around, just look forward,” he said.


Jackie felt immediately uncomfortable, but that was
nothing compared to what came next. Brock sat on the edge of the desk. “I want
you to turn around slowly,” he ordered.


“What?”


“Just do a slow turn. I want to see how you move.”


Jackie did, feeling Brock’s eyes on her, she was on
display. She immediately thought about her ass, how did her ass look? Did the
dress make her hips too large? What was he looking for?


“That’s fine for now,” said Brock. “You can sit back
down. I can tell you are a little nervous. This is something you’ll have to get
used to. Once you are on a shoot, everyone will be looking at you all the time.
You’ll get accustomed to it after a while, but if you come across as nervous in
the early shoots you might not get another chance. You might want to practice at
home in front of the mirror.”


The mirror. Why did he have to say that? The
last time she had been thinking of Brock had been in front of her mirror, she’d
been naked, dreaming of him, of his mouth on her pussy. . .


Brock was speaking, again she missed some of his
words. “. . .as I said before, we are a rather unconventional agency.
We take a big financial risk funding the entire ad creation and shoot. If a client
uses a traditional agency, and the ad is a bust, the agency, the models, the
photographers, everybody still gets paid. But if one of our client’s ads don’t
succeed, we get nothing.”


“I still don’t understand how you make that work,”
said Jackie.


Brock leaned back in his chair, lacing his fingers
behind his head, a position that highlighted his toned arms. “We find a way to
test the product being advertised. Obviously we only take on clients where we
can find a way to do that. For instance, if the ad is for a new soft drink, we
have possible customers watch the ad, and then track their buying habits. If
they but that soft drink, we know the ad worked.”


“Sounds very smart,” said Jackie. “What other
products do you do ads for?”


“Alcohol, clothing, you name it.” Brock looked her
right in the eye. “If you are very good, and willing, there are also some—special
ads, that pay big bucks.”


“Like what?” Jackie was thinking he meant sports cars
or boats.


“It’s too early to think about that. Let’s see how
you do in the test shoot,” said Brock. 


“Are we done with the interview?” asked Jackie,
surprised.


“For now.”


Brock led her back out to the main room. While
Jackie had been in the interview, the studio had been reset; a plain blue paper
backdrop was suspended between two poles. A burly guy was setting up lights on
tall stands. A young woman with tattooed arms and jet black hair held a camera
and smiled as Jackie approached.


“I’m Lysa,” she said. “I’ll be doing your test shoot
today.”


“Lysa’s the best,” said Brock.


“Just stand in front of the blue backdrop,” said Lysa.
She pointed to a spot on the floor. “See that tape? Right there.”


Jackie set her purse down on a chair and stood on
the tape, not sure what to do. She put her hand on her hip.


“No, don’t pose,” said Lysa. “That’s for runways.
This is all about posture, and comfort in front of a camera.”


“I’ve never done this,” said Jackie.


“Just relax. Keep your eyes open, but stare at
something in the room, but not the camera or the lights.” As soon as Jackie
looked away, she heard the snap of the shutter. “Good,” said Lysa. “Now, look
at something else.” 


Jackie followed Lysa’s gentle directions, feeling
more comfortable, yet still a little insecure about how she was supposed to
look. Every time she got too self conscious, Lysa caught it right away and made
her look elsewhere.


“Now, I want to see how your body reacts to your
mind. Part of modeling is getting into a mood, and your body creates a look, a
sensation. You don’t will your body into position, your body goes where your
mind is.”


The beefy assistant set a tall leather chair next to
Jackie. Lysa went on, “Now, lean up against the chair. Close your eyes. Good.
Feel the cool leather. Now I want you to paint a picture in your head, a happy
memory. . .do you like ice cream?”


“Sure,” said Jackie.


“Great. Now think of a hot day, the cold ice cream,
cooling your skin, just like that smooth leather.” 


Jackie could picture it, a nice dish of her
favorite, coffee chip, the first bite sending a chill up her arm. . .click,
click, went the camera, flickers of light bursting through her closed lids, the
flashes.


“Great,” said Lysa. “I can see it.” She took a few
more shots. “Now, let’s shift. Open your eyes for just a second to break the
mood. Okay. The leather isn’t cold anymore, it’s getting warm, your arm is
heating it up. The ice cream has melted. What’s making you so hot? Your whole
body is getting warm, the heat is spreading. . .close your eyes and
imagine it.”


Jackie was looking right at Brock when she closed
her eyes, his face painted on her eyelids, and damn if it wasn’t him that was
making her hot. She smiled, why not go with it? They wouldn’t know what she was
thinking about. She flashed back to her thoughts of Brock, in her bathroom,
kissing her thighs . . .


Click, click, went the camera, but the sound barely
registered, Jackie was into her fantasy, and she swore that the leather was
getting hot, she was sweating, her heat spreading. . .


“Jackie?” Brock’s voice, close.


She opened her eyes and almost fell back, confused,
Brock was standing right next to her. “I’m sorry,” she stammered.


“No problem,” said Brock. “You really got into it.”


Lysa was looking at the photos on her camera screen,
and there was a new woman with her, also young, long blonde hair, in tight Capri
pants and sneakers. The two women were nodding.


“That’s Cecily,” said Brock. “Stefan’s assistant.
Take a break.” He left her and went over to join them.


Lysa held out the camera to Brock and he flicked
through the shots. “What do you think?” he asked.


“She needs a little seasoning, but it’s all there,”
said Lysa. “She might even be good for, you know, the special shots.”


“I think so too,” said Brock, smiling. He turned to
Jackie. “You passed the first hurdle. Come look.”


Jackie looked over his shoulder at the photos. She
normally didn’t like her picture being taken; she wasn’t shy at all, just not
photogenic. She couldn’t believe her eyes. The woman in the photos looked like
someone else, cool and elegant in the first few shots, yet hot and almost
sultry in the others. It was her, in the same clothes, the same makeup, the
same everything, yet she looked completely different. “Wow,” she said. “That’s
all from—”


“Just thinking,” finished Lysa. “You just have to
imagine it, and it can come true.”


“I never thought I’d be a model,” said Jackie.


“It’s never too late to start something new, have a
new career,” said Brock


That was exactly what Jackie had told herself the
night before. “What next?” she asked, growing a little excited.


“You still need to see Stefan, but he’s not here
today. You can go now, or you can do the advanced shoot now. If you get by
Stefan you’d have to do it anyway, so this would save you some time.”


“Sure.”


Brock turned to the blonde woman. “Cecily, were you
able to set it up?”


“Not a full group, just who we could gather up.”
Cecily gave Brock a fake pout. “You should have given me more notice.”


Brock laughed. “You always say that. It’ll do. Come
on. You too, Jackie.”


Jackie grabbed her purse and followed him. She was
surprised when he and Cecily led her back into the lobby. “Where are we going?”


“Just over here.” He opened the other door in the lobby.
The door led into a small room, the only furniture a sofa and a wooden chair.
Both of them faced a large mirror on one wall. The other walls were blank.


“This is our advanced screening room,” explained
Brock.


“What’s being screened?” asked Jackie, thinking that
perhaps the mirror was a screen of some kind.


“You are,” said Cecily.


“What?”


“It works like this,” explained Brock. “That
mirror—it might be a regular mirror. It is if you want it to be. I’m
going to leave the room, and you can do whatever you want in here. You can sit
on the chair, or lie down on the sofa. You can face the mirror or the walls.
You can keep your eyes open, you can take a nap.” His eyes sparkled. “Or—you
can imagine it is a two way mirror. There could be people on the other side of
that mirror, watching you. Mostly men, but a few women. These are customers for
the ad you are in. We want them to buy whatever you are selling, so we want the
men to be attracted to you. And we want the woman to want to be you. To
feel like you. To want the men who are watching you to watch them, like they
are watching you.” He waited a moment for it to sink in. “Do you understand?
It’s like what Lysa was making you do, it’s all in your head. Your body will
follow.”


Jackie wasn’t sure. “So there’s no one there?”


“I didn’t say that,” said Brock. “There might be, or
maybe not.”


“I think there is,” said Jackie, looking askance at
the mirror. “I heard Cecily say she had a group.”


“Who said she was talking about this?” said Brock.
“Like I said, there could be, or maybe the room is empty. Or it’s just a
mirror.” He smiled. “You can do this. You want to do this. You wanted an
opportunity, here it is.”


He left the room, leaving Jackie with Cecily. Cecily
touched her on the arm. “I’ll tell you a little secret,” she said
confidentially. “It helps if you think they are all hot men, and they all want
you. They can even be naked.” Cecily’s eyes sparkled. “You can be too.”


“In my mind, you mean,” laughed Jackie, thinking it
was a joke to get her to relax.


Cecily leaned close to Jackie’s ear. “No one said
you couldn’t do it for real.” She squeezed Jackie’s arm and left.


Jackie glanced at the mirror door, feeling. . .she
wasn’t sure how she felt. The idea of an audience behind there was a little
weird. And where had they found an audience? Some of the workmen outside? On
the other hand this could be just another test, like the photo shoot. That had
certainly worked well enough; Jackie had been amazed at the photos. Maybe all
she had to do was sit here, take Cecily’s advice, pretend in her head that
there were a bunch of hot guys on the other side of the wall, checking her out.
She’d get in the mood, her body would do the rest. Jackie was good at fantasies,
she certainly had enough practice alone in her bedroom.


She looked at the sofa, decided against it. Instead
she sat on the hard wooden chair, facing the mirror. She set her purse on the
floor, crossed her legs. She realized she was posing, so she looked up in the
corner of ceiling, and then closed her eyes.


She didn’t think of a bunch of naked men in the next
room, that was too outlandish, no matter how good looking they might be.
Instead she imagined herself at a fancy party. She hadn’t been to one in years,
but there was this one time, right after she had got married. She was with
Robert, they had stopped by on the way to the theatre. She was wearing a little
black dress, it fit her perfectly, her legs toned in her tall heels, elegant in
simple white pearls and an up do hairstyle. Richard had gone off for drinks,
leaving her looking at a piece of sculpture. Across the room five men, all in
tuxedos, one more handsome than the next, were looking her way, at the
sculpture she thought. One of them made a comment, and there were nods and
smiles, chests puffed up. Richard was a good looking man, but he had nothing on
this group. She took a step to let someone pass, and when she looked up she saw
the men’s eyes all following her, they weren’t looking at the art at all, they
were all focused on her.


One of the men raised his glass to her in a toast,
and one by one the other’s did as well, their intent evident in their stares,
she was the art they were interested in. Jackie blushed, she’d never thought
about cheating. She rarely even looked at men since she had been with Richard,
and yet, at that second, she felt so wanted, so desired. There were dozens of
beautiful women in the room, and yet these five impossibly handsome men only
had eyes for her.


Her flush had spread to her neck, her arms, she
looked away, but her eyes went back to them again and again, even after Richard
had returned, and if the sight of her husband bothered the men, it didn’t show.
All during the rest of her time there she was aware of them, of the signal they
were sending, you are so beautiful, we all want you. . .


In the car on the way to the theatre she had mauled
Richard, giving him a blowjob as he drove. It was crazy, driven not only by her
guilt at thinking of those other men, but her unquenchable need for sex, that’s
how excited she had been. Richard had thought it was about him, and she never
told him her secret, letting him finger her as he drove. It wasn’t enough, she
closed her eyes and pushed his hand away, her fingers slipping under her dress,
the dress the men had seen her in, thinking not of Richard, but those men,
their hands on her, their mouths on her, their cocks inside her. She screamed
in the car as she came, Richard laughing. She hadn’t cared.


That’s how she sat on the chair, pretending she was
in the car, that the men were somehow looking at her again, through the
windshield, she was in her elegant black dress, and they wanted her.


She couldn’t believe how quickly it came back to
her, the feelings, the sensations, she swore she could remember the chamber
music playing at the party, she could hear it. If she hadn’t been in a strange
room, if there wasn’t a possibility that there really were people watching her,
she would have touched herself, she would have relived it all.


Instead she swayed on the chair, the images of the
tuxedoed men parading before her, one by one, now two at a time, now all five,
asking her to choose, she couldn’t choose, she wanted them all. . .


She didn’t know how long she sat there, but the door
quietly clicked. When Jackie opened her eyes Cecily was there, a knowing smile
on her lips. “You did great,” said, taking Jackie’s hand. “Come on, I bet you
need to use the bathroom.” She leaned close to Jackie’s ear. “It’s very
private, there are no mirrors. In case you, you know, need to finish whatever
you were thinking about.”


Jackie reddened, just as she had that night so many
years ago. “I don’t know what—”


“Shh,” said Cecily. “I did the same thing. I
pretended…I don’t have to tell you. Lysa is right, they can see it in your
body. How do you think I got this job?”


 


 


 


 


 


Two days later, Jackie was back at the
agency. She still hadn’t met Stefan, he was traveling, but Brock had called to
tell her that he’d seen her images and she could do an ad they were testing.
Jackie hadn’t asked exactly what images Stefan had seen. Or if that mirror had
been two way, and she’d been photographed there as well. Even if they had, it’s
not like they had seen anything except a dreamy woman with her eyes closed.


A dreamy woman who had to fight the temptation to
keep from masturbating in the bathroom that Cecily had shown her to. Is that
what Cecily had meant? Or had Cecily done something else in that room in front
of the hidden audience?


The studio was a bustle. Lysa, Cecily, and the big
assistant, whose name was Jake, and two other men whose names Jackie didn’t
catch all rushed around. Brock was not there, and Jackie realized she was
disappointed. Cecily pointed Jackie to a small area behind two portable
partitions, indicating the outfit she was to put on, a breezy white dress.
Jackie hesitated, there was almost no privacy, anyone walking by at an angle
could see her. 


“You get used to it,” said Cecily. “Don’t worry,
it’s nothing they haven’t seen, no one will even pay any attention.”


Still, Jackie turned around shyly as she unbuttoned
her blue blouse. Stepping out of her skirt, she reached for the dress, but
Cecily stopped her.


“You can’t wear that dark bra,” said Cecily. “It
will show through.” She held her hand behind the dress fabric. “See?”


“I’m sorry,” said Jackie, at a loss. “Do you have
bras?”


“Don’t wear one,” said Cecily. “It will look better
anyway. If they want a bra they’ll tell us.”


Jackie hesitated, her hands over her breasts. She
had puffy areoles, and when her nipples hardened, either from a chill or from
being aroused, they stuck up like flagpoles. Cecily was holding the dress out
to her. Feeling foolish, Jackie dropped her hands, Cecily had certainly seen
other models change.


Jackie slipped into the dress. It was airy and
light, bits of her skin visible beneath the fabric as she moved. Cecily fooled
with the hem, straightening and tugging. Finally she stepped back. “It looks
good on you. Now the shoes.” Cecily handed her a  pair of strappy summer
sandals.


Jackie stepped into the shoes, feeling sexy in the
almost revealing dress which fell to a little past mid thigh. She hadn’t gone
braless in a dress for a long time, not since she’d gone to that gala four
years ago. Right now she felt a little naked, the gauzy fabric brushing her
nipples. Please don’t let them get hard, she prayed.


“Who’s the designer of these clothes?” she asked, to
take her mind off her body.


“A company called Always Ready Designs.”


“That’s an odd name,” said Jackie.


“Not if you think about it,” said Cecily.


Jackie was about to ask her what she meant when Lysa
peeked around the partition. “Ready?”


“Almost,” said Cecily. She pointed Jackie to a chair
and picked up a hairbrush.


Jackie had been wondering if they were going to do
her hair and makeup; she’d done nothing, as she’d been told. Cecily gathered
Jackie’s hair behind her ears, then quickly, but very deftly, applied some
primer, touched her brows with a thin pencil, and ran an almost empty thick
powder brush over her cheeks.


As Cecily was reaching for the lipstick, Jackie
asked, “Is that it? I thought models got all made up.”


“We’re not selling makeup, dear. You’re supposed to
look like the dress worked, not that you had to make it work.”


“Huh?” Jackie couldn’t ask any more questions
because she had to purse her lips for the lipstick, which Cecily applied
liberally. When she finished she ran her finger along Jackie’s lips, an oddly
sensual movement, and Jackie could have sworn that Cecily had left a smudge of
color on the edge of her mouth, but before she had a chance to look in the
small table mirror, Cecily had spun her around in the chair and was pointing a
hair dryer at her.


“Cover your face,” said Cecily. 


Jackie put her hands over her face and Cecily
directed a powerful stream of cool air at her hair, lifting it off her scalp.
“We want kind of a whirlwind look,” said Cecily. “They used to use fans during
the shoot, but that’s out of fashion now.”


Jackie thought she must look a mess. “Are you sure
this is what they want to see?”


Cecily set down the blower and used her hand to
touch up Jackie’s hair. “Don’t think of how you look, think of how you felt the
last time you looked like this.”


“Caught in a windstorm?” 


“That’s one place. How about someplace quiet,
inside, your hair all wild, but you don’t care?”


Jackie could only imagine one other place that could
happen, in bed, after wild, frenzied sex. Like the sex she’d had years ago,
with her first college boyfriend, Bradley, his hands in her hair as he had made
love to her. No, as he had fucked her, it was never love, both of them
knew it, and neither one cared. The entire relationship had been about sex,
about out of control, no makeup, no masks, just pure, raw, sex.


She reddened, her fingers going to her hair,
remembering Bradley’s hands on her.


“Exactly,” said Cecily. “And now you know why I
didn’t apply blush. You just keep that thought in your head, and your cheeks
will pop out.” She smiled. “Just like your nipples are. They’ll eat it up.”


 


 


Jackie was in a daze during the shoot,
trying to keep her nipples from hardening. She tried looking everywhere, but
Brock and another man had shown up at some point, standing behind the camera. He
was as handsome as Brock, as if that could be possible, with dark hair and
eyes, with the wavy hair she loved. She had to look toward the camera, and so was
forced to look their way. 


Then she realized they might be doing it on purpose,
dangling all these handsome men out there as she was supposed to be just
sitting at a bar—they had created a set of an outdoor club—having a drink. They
were getting her in the mood, so she could feel sexy. Whatever it was, it was
working, Jackie unable to decide what to think about, or not think about, the
men in her vision everywhere she looked.


Every so often one of the assistants would come onto
the set and adjust something, and Cecily would tell Jackie where to stand and
what to do. Actually, less what to do, and more what to think about.


“So you’re on vacation, see? On a Caribbean island. You’re
at this outside bar, it’s nice and warm. The bartender has made you a wonderful
rum drink—you like rum, right? If not, whatever you like. There’s two other
women at the bar, friends, they’re sitting a few stools away. You’ve got your
legs crossed—go ahead, cross your legs, you have beautiful legs, you must know
that, right? Anyway, you’re sitting sideways to the bar, your eyes closed,
feeling the ocean breeze.”


Jackie smiled,  Cecily was good at this. Jackie
could imagine the scene perfectly, even though she’d never been to the
Caribbean. She crossed her legs as Cecily had said, dangling her feet. “All we
need is the drink,” she said, picking up the empty prop glass.


“If we do the shoot for real, we’ll have one. So—the
bartender, a friendly woman, is mixing more drinks, and she says, ‘Those hot
guys over there are checking you out.’ You think she must be talking to the
other two ladies, but when you look up you see she’s looking right at you. You
can’t help it but you spin your stool around a little and take a casual glance
over the top of your drink. . .”


Cecily stepped out of the set, and Jackie did what
she had said, her eyes peeking over the glass, and damn if two other men
weren’t there, tall, muscular black men, one with a shaven head and an earring,
the other with a trimmed goatee. Both of them looked exactly like what she
might expect to see on an island. They must be models too, she thought, how can
there be so many good looking men in one place?


They were staring at her, the way men who got what
they wanted would stare, not embarrassed at all, more deciding if they wanted
her rather than her having any input in the decision. Jackie involuntarily sat
up straighter, she tried to glance away, but they had locked in on her eyes,
and suddenly she was very self conscious of how she looked, would she pass
their review? They were much younger than she was, and incredibly sexy, and
though she was fully clothed, she felt so exposed.


One of the black men gave her a little grin, and
lifted his hand, not a wave, just—Jackie felt a rush of heat along her thigh,
as if he had reached all the way over and touched here there. She lost track of
everything, the photographer, the camera, the lights, even Brock. Jackie had
never been with a black man, she never had the chance, these two were so
alluring, especially the one with the shaven head. Her fingers tingled as she
imagined herself rolling her hand over his head, kissing him. . .


A cool breeze blew against her hot thigh, and someone
said, “I think that’s the best we can get,” and it was over. Jackie looked up
in a daze, everyone was moving, the four men talking amongst themselves and
walking off, not giving Jackie a second glance. Cecily and Lysa were huddled
over the camera.


Jackie looked down and was surprised to see her legs
were no longer crossed, they were actually spread wide open. When had she done
that? She quickly pulled herself together, feeling flustered. 


She felt a wave of disappointment, it must not have
gone well, that’s why they had stopped the shoot. What had she done wrong?


Cecily came over and said, “That was great, Jackie,
you can go now.”


“But. . .it was over so quickly.”


“It’s just what’s called a block out shoot to help
us get the set and the model positioned correctly for the real thing.”


“Oh.” Jackie watched as they started to break down
the set. “It didn’t go well, did it.”


“No, really, it was fine,” said Cecily. 


“I can do better,” said Jackie. “I was getting into
it, the mood, you painted such a great picture for me.” She tried to smile.


Cecily gave her a long look. “You really want to do
this, don’t you?”


Up until that moment, Jackie hadn’t been entirely sure,
she was just taking this one step at a time. It was all so new, so unlike
anything she had ever done. But even in this short time she had a sense she
might be pretty good at it. “I do,” she said. “I really do.”


Cecily glanced over her shoulder. “I shouldn’t be
telling you this, not before you meet Stefan, but. . .”


“But what?”


“How much did Brock tell you about what we do?”


Jackie shrugged. “The basics, you do both the ads
and the shoots, something about a guarantee about the ad working, but I don’t quite
understand how that works.”


Cecily bit her lip. “I like you, I do. And I think
you could be great at this. But to really make it, you have to be ready
and willing to do what it takes.”


“I know, long hours, all that. Believe me, I
understand hard work.”


“It’s not just that,” said Cecily. “Let me try to
explain. Let’s say you were selling perfume. You book our agency, put the
perfume on the models, let them walk around so that customers can get a whiff,
and see if they buy the perfume. Follow me so far? Except what if you want to
sell the perfume to men, to buy for their wives and girlfriends? So the models
don’t parade around in front of women, but men. You want the men to imagine the
models as their wives, get it? Then if they buy the perfume, you know the ad
worked.”


“You shoot ads of men sniffing women’s necks?” asked
Jackie, laughing.


“If only. That’s the point. That ad wouldn’t work,
which is why we don’t do many of those kinds of perfume ads. But now let’s say
you are a perfume company, and you want to convince women that wearing their
perfume will attract men.”


“Isn’t that what most perfume is for?” said Jackie.


“Yes, but in this case I mean, really attract
men. Like—.” Cecily looked around again. The two of them were alone on the set.
“Like you’re at this bar, and you want to meet a guy.”


Jackie was following. “Sure, meet a guy.” 


“I mean really, really want to meet a guy, just for
fun, for that night. . .” 


Jackie’s eyes widened. “Oh.”


“Exactly,” said Cecily. “A little night of
excitement. So you saw this ad, about a perfume, it leaves you with the
impression that if you wear it, you’ll get your night of excitement.”


“But how do you guarantee that the ad will leave
that impression?”


“Well, if the woman in the ad had the perfume on,
and real men reacted that way. . .”


“But it’s all fake, right? You use models? Like the
guys who were here before?”


“Not models, more like—test subjects.”


Jackie couldn’t believe it. “You see if they try to
pick up the woman, for real?”


“That’s almost right,” said Cecily. “But the real
success is if they do pick up the women. For real.”


“Oh my god,” said Jackie. “You don’t, I mean the
model doesn’t have to. . .”


“She can if she wants,” said Cecily. “That’s one of
the differences between the regular shoot and the advanced shoot.”


“What’s the other difference?” asked Jackie, not
sure if she wanted to know, still trying to wrap her head around the idea.


“About five thousand dollars,” said Cecily.


 


 


 


At home that night, Jackie lay in her bed,
the room stifling, her one little air conditioner had given out. She had thrown
back the sheets, and even with a fan running flush on her, she was still hot
after her shower. She had put on a long tee shirt to sleep in, but wiggled out
of it, and now, naked, she stared up at the ceiling, thinking about her day.


Her initial suspicions about the job being a scam
were back in full force, they were looking for models to. . .well,
Cecily had told her they could do what they wanted, it wasn’t like they were
shooting porn. Cecily explained that some of the models did nothing more than
block shoots and never went past that—or were never offered the advanced
shoots. Sure enough, Jackie had left the studio with a two hundred dollar check
for her work—Jackie had rushed to the bank to cash it, and the check was just
fine, thank you very much. Two hundred dollars for sitting on a stool, dreamily
staring at handsome men for a half hour.


And spreading her legs, she couldn’t forget that
part. Not that she’d done anything beyond that, but she had certainly been in
the mood. If she had a husband or boyfriend waiting for her she would have
jumped on him the minute they were alone.


Jackie had asked Cecily if she’d herself done some
of the advanced shoots, and Cecily had given her a knowing smile, and admitted
she’d done a few. But the advertisers were looking for older women, any cute
twenty something could get a man whenever she wanted. It would be hard to
believe that a pretty younger woman would need a special perfume to attract a
man. But a woman in her forties, well, if you could sell that idea. . .


That erotic black man who had smiled at Jackie—she
had taken him for a model, acting a part, helping her get in the right frame of
mind. Would he be the kind of test subject who would be at the advanced shoot?
The way he’d looked at her. . .what would she have done, if she had
been on a vacation, alone, sitting at a bar, and a man that handsome had
approached her?


She probably wouldn’t have been able to resist him,
especially if that’s why she had gone on the vacation in the first place. She
might very well end up in bed with him, maybe a one night stand, maybe the
start of something new and exciting. In other words, she’d be willing to do it
for real. Which seemed ironic, since she seemed to think it was crazy to consider
doing it make believe, for an ad.


When she thought about it that way, it seemed like a
no brainer, at least to try an advanced shoot. It wasn’t like she would be
forced to do anything. . .


The room was hot enough to make her easily think she
was in the Caribbean. The black man had come over to the bar, he’d flirted with
her, he’d made some comment about her perfume, how sensual it was. Jackie had
smiled, and yet when he’d leaned in to breathe in her aroma, her pulse
quickened. She could feel his breath on her neck, it wasn’t the fan, it was the
black man, he was whispering in her ear, his island accent erotically arousing. . .


He took her hand and led her to the beach, the
moonlight glittering off the water, no sounds except the gentle waves. She
kicked off her sandals and let her toes sink in the deep sand, caressing her
feet, as she followed him to a row of empty lounge chairs, each half covered
with a moon shaped umbrella. It seemed the most natural thing in the world to
lie down with him, their heads under the canopy, only their legs visible to the
empty beach and sea.


She could barely see his face in the darkness, yet
even in the short time since she’d first seen him she had memorized his
features, and her fingers traced them now, along his chin, across his strong
cheekbones, toying with his earring. Her fingers brushed his smooth scalp,
she’d never suspected a man with no hair could be so exciting.


She couldn’t wait for him to kiss her, so she made
the first move, her mouth reaching for his full lips, her hand wrapping around
his head. Everything seemed so natural, not planned, just the way it was
supposed to be. No, the way she wanted it to be; this was her show, a
set she was creating. She sat halfway up and let the straps of her dress slip
from her shoulders, finding his hands in the dark and placing them on her
breasts. 


They were both naked, just as she was now, and again
she took his hand, and spread her legs for him, offering herself up. His was so
big it covered her entire pussy, he just held it there, pressing down
forcefully. Her whole body naked, except for her most private part being wonderfully
protected and claimed at the same time.


In her bed, her fingers slipped between her legs,
but she could not mimic the sensation, so she kept it in her mind as she
touched herself, not at all surprised that she was already swollen, just as she
was sure she’d be if it had been real.


It was real enough. Cecily had been right, she
really was good at this, she wasn’t in her apartment, she was on that beach,
under that canopy, the black man’s hands were on her, in her. . .


And now it was more than his hands in her, her legs
spread for real, wanting him so much she almost cried with the desire, it had
been so long since she’d had a man in her, and when he entered her she gasped,
even with her wetness her folds had not been stretched this much for so long,
maybe ever. Even his girth wasn’t enough, even his hot breath on her neck, she
needed more, faster, so her fingers dove to her clit, almost panicked in her need,
and within moments she exploded, pushing her hips up, up, then slamming down,
her fingers wet with her juices and then, blissfully, with his seed.


 


 


 


 


“You’re sure you want to do this,” Cecily
asked, as Jackie sat down on the makeup stool, once again behind a partition,
four sections this time. They were no longer in the studio, but outside, at a
real outdoor bar, an old resort hotel undergoing renovation. The hotel looked
terrible, boarded up windows and weedy gardens, but the crew had done magic
with the pool bar, stringing new lights, painting, even bringing in dozens of
bottles of booze for the backdrop. 


Jackie felt like she already knew Cecily well, the
young girl in a way a mentor and a confidante. “I do,” she replied. “At least
this shoot, I don’t have to, you know, right?”


Cecily reached out and held Jackie’s shoulders. “I’m
so glad! And yes, you only need to go as far as you want. Just remember, in
here,” she tapped Jackie on the side of the head, “you want it to be as real as
you can make it. That’s what the camera will see.”


“I’ll remember,” said Jackie, nervous yet excited.
“What’s the product? The perfume?”


“No, something even better.” Cecily removed the
plastic covering hanging over a coat rack. She held up a dress for Jackie. It
was a breezy blue and white pattern, yet had a defined silhouette. Sleeveless,
its thin shoulder straps dropped down to a wide scooped neck. 


“It looks so island,” said Jackie, standing up so
she could hold the dress against her.


“You’ll look beautiful and sexy in it,” said Cecily.
“I had it hemmed just the right length for you. Put it on.”


Jackie slipped out of her clothes, no longer shy in
front of Cecily. “My bra is going to show again.”


“No bra,” said Cecily. “It will ruin the look.”


Jackie couldn’t disagree. She unsnapped her bra and
slipped into the dress. Jackie looked at herself in a mirror leaning against
the corner of the partition. The dress could not have fit her better. It was
loose and tight at the same time, hugging her hips, yet giving off a free and easy
air.


Cecily handed Jackie a pair of shoes, strappy
sandals like the last time, yet this pair was lighter, the straps thinner. Jackie
slipped them on, yet felt almost barefoot. The short heel made her legs look so
much better in the dress, giving her calves a little pop. 


“Sit back on the stool,” said Cecily. “Cross your
legs.”


Jackie did, feeling like she was on a real island,
cool and ready to party.


“Nice,” said Cecily, smiling. “If I were a guy I’d
be all over you.”


Jackie laughed. “You’d look even better in this.”


Cecily shook her head. “I don’t have your boobs, or
your hips. And I mean both in a good way. I’m too straight up and down, that
dress is meant to highlight nice curves.” She looked at Jackie appraisingly.
“How do you feel?”


“Cool and calm.”


“Hmm, that’s no good. I mean, not for the shoot, we
want you to be more like hot and—sultry. You know what I mean?”


“I think so. Less find a party time, more party
with me time.”


“You got it.” Cecily fiddled with Jackie’s neckline
and straps. “We can’t show more chest with this design. That’s so cliché anyway.”


“It’s all in the head, right?” said Jackie. “Maybe I
can just think my way there.”


“I have an idea that will help,” said Cecily. “But
only if you are willing.”


“What?”


“You’re okay with no bra, how about going commando?”


Jackie stared at her, thinking, no way, she
hadn’t gone without underwear—ever. 


But then she thought, why not? It would certainly
put her mind in a mood.


She grinned, hitched up the dress, and slipped out
of her panties.


“Now you’re ready,” said Cecily.


The question Jackie had was, ready for what?


 


 


 


On the surface, the first part of the shoot
was very much like the one in the studio. Lysa was the photographer, a few
assistants moved props and umbrellas around in between preliminary test shots.
Yet underneath it all was a sense of energy, a heightened expectation, an
understanding that this was the real thing instead of a practice.


Or maybe that was just Jackie, projecting her own
feelings. She’d never been the one to want to be noticed. Yet here, with not
only the camera but all eyes focused on her, she reveled in being the center of
attention. She still had to remember not to pose, yet it was hard not to puff
up, seeing all the eyes on her.


After a half hour or so she managed to relax a
little, pretending she was at a seaside bar in a warm tropical island, just
like she had in her fantasy. She sipped at her drink, which had just a hint of
alcohol in it to make it seem all the more real. The empty hotel in the
background, the overgrown gardens, all faded away in her mind, an out of focus
backdrop to her mental image.


All she needed now were a few men to make it even
more real. . .


As if in answer to her thoughts, a deep voice said,
“Can I get you another drink?”


Jackie spun her stool to face the bar. A bartender
had appeared, and not just any bartender, but the handsome black man she had
seen at the studio shoot. A flush ran up her neck, this was the same man she
had fantasized about. Impossibly, up close he not only looked better than he
had in the studio, he looked better than he had in her fantasy. How could that
even be possible? Yet here he was, in all his splendor, his tight, muscular
body evident even in his gauzy white linen island short sleeve shirt, setting
off his beautiful ebony skin. He even had a hint of an island accent.


Jackie finally got her wits about her, but when she
spoke her voice was barely recognizable, a breathless squeak. “Sure.”


“Another of the same?” Laughter danced in his eyes.


“What do you suggest?” Vaguely Jackie felt movement
off to the side, the photographer repositioning herself to get a better shot.
Jackie didn’t look, she couldn’t pull her eyes away from the black man.


“Here in the islands,” he said, “we have both light
rum and dark rum. Which do you prefer?”


Jackie gulped. “I’m not sure.” She struggled to
recover her composure, he was that alluring, giving off a sensuality she’d
never experienced. “I’ve only had light rum.”


His smile was dazzling, his chuckle deep and
understanding. “Perhaps you need to expand your horizons.” He began to make up
a drink. “This one is very good, I promise. It has just a few ingredients, and
yet when you taste it, you’ll be surprised.” He handed Jackie the drink. “It’s
called a Dark and Stormy.”


Their fingers touched, his hand covering hers,
condensation flowing over her fingers from his heat. 


Jackie took a sip of the drink, her eyes never
leaving his over the top of the glass. The concoction was surprisingly smooth.
On one level it was just a man handing her a drink, yet on another level, the
drink represented his body, a symbol of her first taste of a black man.


She forgot all about the camera, where she was,
there was nothing but her and this beautiful man. “What’s your name?”


“Demont. And you are?”


Jackie didn’t know if was playing a part, and really
didn’t care. Maybe she should make up a name, after all, she was playing
a part. She could be anyone she wanted.


But in the end, what she wanted to be was herself.
“Jackie.”


“Jackie. How do you like your very own dark and stormy?”


She smiled. “I like it very much.”


“I’m glad. Now how do you like your drink?”


Before Jackie could reply someone behind her said,
“You don’t have to choose between dark and light rum. You can have both.”


She turned at the familiar voice. Brock. 


For a second she thought the scene was over, but out
of the corner of her eye she caught movement of the crew. Brock looked amazing,
his blue eyes gleaming with some hidden secret. He looked even younger in his
tight jeans and loose top, he could have been a billionaire entrepreneur or  the
owner of the resort. 


“Both?” asked Jackie.


“Demont, why don’t you make Jackie a Hurricane?”


“I haven’t finished this drink yet,” said Jackie.


“Don’t worry, you won’t be giving anything up.”


“What’s in a Hurricane?” asked Jackie.


“It has both light and dark rum,” said Demont.


“Oh.” Jackie’s eyes darted from Brock to Demont. She
knew this was all pre-arranged, it had to be, right? They had practiced this.
They were just talking about drinks. . .


Yet as she watched Demont’s sure hands deftly mix
the drink, she couldn’t help but think of a different meaning. Not of black and
white rum, but a black man and a white man. She’d fantasized about both of
these men, but not at the same time. She’d never been with two men at once.


And yet here they were, in some ways men of her
dreams, a cute young stud, not a boy toy, but a glorious reminder of not only
her youth, but of her beauty, the excitement that a man so young and good
looking would want her. And the other man so erotic she could faint.


Maybe after the shoot. . .


But that was ridiculous. They were playing a part.
As soon as the work was done, they’d disappear, just as they had in the studio.


She covered her disappointment by taking a big gulp
of the drink Demont had made for her. It was smooth and sweet, it didn’t taste
like alcohol at all, and before she realized it she had downed half the glass.
Suddenly it hit her like. . .


“That’s the hurricane part,” said Demont, grinning.


“Wow,” said Jackie, looking approving at the glass.


Brock covered her hand with his on the glass and
tilted it toward her mouth. “You’re at the eye of the storm, you need to ride
it all the way through.”


Jackie hesitated, but Brock kept tilting the glass.
It was going to spill all over the outfit if she didn’t drink. . .


She grabbed at the glass with her lips, Brock
practically forcing the drink down her throat. The last few drops dribbled out
of her mouth.


Before she had a chance to wipe them off, Brock
leaned forward and kissed her chin, his tongue caressing her skin, licking up
the rest of the drink. Jackie was so stunned she couldn’t move, but then the
sensation flowed over her, his lips so close, his scent. . .


She didn’t know how it happened, whether it was
Brock or her who made the first move, but all at once she was kissing him, the
tip of his tongue darting into her mouth, as if offering her the rest of the
drink, offering himself. The glass was taken from her hand, she didn’t know by
whom, she didn’t care. Nor did she care about where she was, who was watching,
what pictures were being taken. She was being kissed by this incredibly
handsome young man, and she had never felt so desired.


Brock’s lips broke from hers and she gasped at the
loss, pulling him to her. His mouth travelled a sweet path to her neck,
planting little kisses, his breath warmer than the sea breeze.


“You smell wonderful,” murmured Brock into her neck.
“Is this some special perfume?”


“That’s another shoot,” she whispered.


“Shoot? What are you talking about?”


Jackie smiled, he was teasing, trying to keep her in
the mood. But when she opened her eyes there was no one else on the set, the
crew was gone. “Where is everyone?”


“We’re right here,” said Brock. “Me and. . .”
He stood Jackie up and turned her  around, his body pressing against her.
Demont was leaning over the bar. “Your dark rum.”


Demont took her face in his huge hand. “You are a
most beautiful woman,” he said, and kissed her.


Jackie swooned, the kiss was that good, she would
have fallen if Brock had not been holding her up. Her mouth opened, grasping
for Demont’s full lips.


“This is a beautiful dress,” said Brock in her ear.
“It’s so. . .practical.” His hand came around to cup her breast, the
thin material nothing between them. But even the small barrier must have seemed
too much for Brock, because he slipped his finger under the edge, riding down
her cleavage. Jackie gasped as Brock’s hand rolled over her nipple. Brock
pulled her away from the bar, and she was forced to stand helplessly under
Demont’s gaze as Brock fondled her.


Jackie had never been so excited in her life while
still clothed. She was being publicly and brazenly touched, while another man, a
tall, powerful, erotic man, looked on. Not with jealousy, just a simple
enjoyment of seeing her being taken.


A small part of her mind wondered about the
photographer. Was Lysa still somewhere around, taking pictures of Brock’s hands
on her breasts? Yet another part of her didn’t want to know, or didn’t care.


Her nipples stiffened under Brock’s hands, so sure
for a man so young. She’d always loved this, the foreplay, being touched under
her clothes in some ways sexier than being naked.


“You like that, don’t you?” said Demont.


She could only nod. She should have been
embarrassed, because of where she was, because Demont and others were watching,
because she barely knew these men. Yet all she felt was desire, and being
desired.


Brock’s other hand fingered the strap of the dress,
sliding it down her shoulder. She placed her hand over his. “Keep it on,” she
said quietly. Without letting go his hand she slipped her body around behind
his, and guided him in a turn, so that he was backed against the bar, and she
was pressing against him. “I want to see both of you,” she said.


Jackie spread her legs so that she could straddle
Brock, the movement hiking up her dress, the air blowing a tease onto her
thighs. When Brock reached down and lifted it even higher she did nothing to
stop him, her legs wrapping around his. Her thighs and her ass were now
uncovered, visible to anyone if they were still around.


Brock’s hands caressed her ass, lifting her onto his
hips, he was that strong. “A very practical outfit,” he said. “Did you
dress like this just for me?”


“For both of you,” she said. They were both so
handsome she didn’t know who to look at, Brock with his soft skin and blue
eyes, and Demont with his powerful physique.


“What do you want?” asked Demont.


The answer was right in front of her. “A hurricane,”
whispered Jackie.


“See?” said Brock. “You don’t have to choose between
black and white.” He pulled Jackie’s head forward and buried his lips against
her neck, planting kisses and running his tongue along her shoulder. 


Jackie’s eyes were on Demont, and he smiled
knowingly. Jackie wished she could reach his lips, and Demont must have read
her thoughts, because he leaned over the bar and put his finger over her mouth.
Jackie kissed it, then took it in her mouth, sucking it gently at first, then
with greater urgency, connecting to Demont through his hands.


Brock’s hands were busy as well. Jackie felt his wrists
moving against her stomach, but he wasn’t touching her, and she wanted to feel
his hands on her. She reached down to guide him, but at that moment Brock
shifted, and she gasped as his erection pushed against her uncovered pussy. He
was rubbing her through his clothes. . .


No, not through his clothes, had had unbuckled his
pants and let them slip down, it was his naked cock pushing against her, she
could feel his skin. . .


Suddenly she wanted to feel all of Brock’s skin, and
her hands fumbled with his top, pulling it over his head and groaning in
frustration because she didn’t want to release Demont’s fingers from her mouth.
She finally had to, her vision momentarily blocked as Brock’s shirt passed by
her eyes, and when she could see again Demont was gone.


No! She wanted him back, she spun her head but at
that moment Brock thrust his hips forward and so help her she was so wet he
slipped inside her, her pussy swelling open. It should have been impossible,
she shouldn’t have been ready, he hadn’t touched her, hadn’t spread her, she
hadn’t had a man in her in so long and yet with one thrust his cock was in her,
forcing it’s way past the tight opening and into the wetness beyond.


Jackie gasped, all the while thinking, no, no, I
can’t let this happen, he’s a stranger, there are people here, there is someone
taking pictures of this, and oh god I’m not on birth control. Yet she was
caught up in a delirium, this young beautiful man was inside her, as it was
meant to be.


She hadn’t even seen his cock.


Brock’s hands squeezed her ass, pulling her closer,
and Jackie thought just a few seconds, I’ll let this go on for just a
few seconds, rationalizing like crazy, even if people are around they are just
seeing us from the side, we could be dry humping, there’s no way they can be
sure, and it feels just so good, he won’t come in me, I won’t let him. . .


“You are so beautiful,” Brock murmured, covering her
mouth with his. Jackie thanked him with her kiss, her mouth opening just as she
had opened her legs and pussy, everything happening in the wrong order, so
fast. Where were the get to know you dates, the nervous first kisses, the
tentative fondling, the decision to go to the next step, the cuddling and
foreplay? All of that had been compressed into mere minutes, only now having a
real kiss, yet their joining seemed so natural, so predestined.


Her legs tightened around him, pulling him closer,
they were so connected he fucked her by just moving his hips back and forth,
yet perhaps because of that she was acutely aware of his cock in her, slipping
back and forth, yet never coming out. Brock’s tongue dipped into her mouth, and
she pulled at it, taking it deeper, but then he withdrew, Jackie trying
desperately to hold on, rewarded with an even deeper kiss, and all at once she
realized Brock was timing the movements of his tongue to his hips, his
penetration of her mouth mirroring his penetration of her pussy.


She’d lost all sense of time, she had to stop, he’d
been in her too long. Yet her body had demands of its own, no amount of
masturbation could possibly take the place of a real man inside her, and her
carnal needs overwhelmed her rational thought.


It has to be a dream, she thought. I can’t
be having sex with a man in public. . .


And yet the fullness of the cock in her, his scent,
the sound of their bodies mashing against the bar, all those sensations far too
real to exist in even the most explicit fantasy.


Jackie couldn’t breathe, she finally had to break
the kiss, her heart thumping, her chest heaving. “We have to stop. . .”
she managed to say, each word a dagger in her ecstasy.


“Don’t you like this?”


“I love it, I love it so much, but it’s wrong, we’re
in public. . .”


Brock shushed her with his mouth, and she succumbed
to his kiss, his thrusts deeper, his strong hands pulling her close. He used
his feet to spread her legs even more, then, grunting, he lifted her fully off
the ground, pulling her thighs around his hips, and she was suspended on him,
all her weight on his cock.


A shot of pain as his cock slammed against her cervix,
Jackie stunned, no man had reached so deep, it had to be the position, the pain
overwhelmed by the excitement of their utter closeness, the head of his cock
pressed directly on the opening to her womb.


Desperately she pulled her mouth free, just enough
to gasp, “I’m not. . .”


She didn’t get the rest out, because Brock’s growl
overwhelmed her, “You wanted this from the moment you met me, didn’t you? Just
like I wanted you.”


She couldn’t answer, she didn’t have to answer with
words, her body answered for her, screaming a yes, an utter need. At that
moment she would have said anything, promised anything, done anything to not
lose this connection.


A heartbeat pounded against her chest, hers or
Brock’s, she couldn’t tell, both. She was suddenly so aware of him, his
breathing, a lock of hair on her forehead, his belly pressed against hers, each
of his fingers digging into her ass. Yet nothing else registered, not where
they were, who else was there. Just him.


And so she knew exactly when he was ready, she felt it
well up in him, his passion flowing through every point of their contact.


“Say it!” he demanded.


She didn’t have to ask what he meant, but the
conservative part of her, the old Jackie, tried one last time. “No. . .”


“Say it!”


Her resistance and prudence was being showered by a
firestorm of desire, and this time she could only shake her head, words were
impossible.


“Say it!”


Years of needs and dreams and missed opportunities
and longing rushed over her in a torrent, sweeping away the last vestiges of
rational thought. “Come in me!” she breathed. “Please, come in me!”


Brock buried himself in her, the head of his cock
tight against the entrance to her womb, Jackie holding her breath, not wanting
the whisper of air in her lungs to keep her from experiencing every possible
sensation, and she swore she felt his eruption into her, his seed shooting into
her very depths. She held on as long as she could, every one of Brock’s spasms
a gift, her mouth open, her fingers in his hair, her neck digging into his, her
breasts smashed against his chest. 


For the first time in her life she felt a man
actually come in her, not just knowing he was, but feeling it, and
though she’d never had an orgasm without her clit being rubbed, she came now,
her pussy contracting around his cock, her toes curling in her shoes, her
entire body shaking. Her attempts to hold still so she could feel Brock come
were blown away, her legs jerking, knocking glasses off the bar, a voice
screaming out, Jackie only vaguely aware it was her, not knowing what she was
saying, not caring, having the most intense and fastest orgasm of her life.


Oh god oh god oh god she’d just let a man come
inside her, unprotected.


And yet when Brock started to pull away her arms and
legs locked onto him, not wanting to lose anything, not his touch, not the
closeness, not even, so help her, even a drop of his seed.


Her orgasm seemed to end, but then she felt his last
spasm, and another wave took her, and then another, each only slightly less
powerful than before, miniature torrents of release. 


Brock slowly let her down, but when her feet touched
the ground she almost collapsed, she was that spent.


Strong hands saved her, powerful arms wrapping under
her shoulders. Brock slipped out from under her and Jackie looked down to see
who had held her up. Two muscular black arms were intertwined with hers. 


Demont’s deep voice resonated in her ear. “Perhaps
you should rest.”


A persuasive pressure on her back bent Jackie over
the bar. Demont took her hands in his and pushed them forward, stretching her
out, locking her forearms on the dark wood. She turned her head, a glass coming
into view, the Dark and Stormy.


She let her weight fall on the bar, she needed the
support. A large hand on her back held her in place, not that she wanted to move.
Her dress was still hiked up over her hips. Two hands grasped her thighs,
spreading her legs apart, Jackie gasping, yet unable to resist. With one hand
on her back and another on her hip, who?


It dawned on her, Demont was holding her down, and
Brock was spreading her legs, offering her up. . .


She twisted her head, but she was unable to turn,
her check pressed against the hard bar top, drips of the spilled drink pooling
near her lips. Without thinking she opened her mouth and let out her tongue, lapping
the drink, the warm sweet concoction a welcome nectar to her taste buds.


She was spread wide by Brock, for Demont, and for
the world to see. She’d never felt so exposed, never felt like such a slut,
never even imagined she could ever be such a whore.


And yet she wouldn’t possibly have it any other way,
not at this moment, not in this perfection of fantasy come to life. 


“She’s ready,” said Brock.


“Good thing you got her started,” said Demont.
“She’s going to need it for this. . .” and as he said this he lined
up the head of his cock on Jackie’s slit and rammed into her.


Jackie was swollen wide open, wet with her juices
and Brock’s cum, and yet it wasn’t enough, it wasn’t nearly enough to prepare
her for the massive assault of Demont’s cock driving inexorably into her. Her
lips pressed together, her eyes squeezing shut, no man could be that thick. Her
mouth opened in a wordless O, the remnants of the Dark and Stormy flooding off
the bar into her mouth. Between the slit of her lashes she caught a glimpse of a
flexed black forearm reaching for her, the Dark. Then a demanding hand was in
her hair, pulling, the Stormy.


A massive presence was over her back, covering her
with pent up power. “How do you like it?” Demont’s lips were inches from her
ear. “Slow and easy. . .” He pushed forward into her, almost gentle,
if it were possible to be gently fucked by a cock so thick its fullness brought
tears to her eyes. “Or. . .”


She expected him to say hard, and shove into her,
and she braced herself, her muscles clenching, but Demont only withdrew to her
entrance. Jackie’s legs shook, anxiously frightened of his impending drive, but
Demont waited. 


“Hard,” she gasped. 


“I can’t hear you.” The same gentle, flirty voice as
when he had mixed her drink, but now with a hard edge to it, Demont
transforming into someone else, just as she was transforming from an every day,
divorced middle aged woman into a veritable slut.


“Hard,” she said, louder. Yet her words were more
sure than her body, still tense, not sure if she could take it.


“Hard what? Is the bar hard? Is it hard to stand up?
What, exactly?”


The words were torn from Jackie’s mouth, no, they
were born in her loins, and forced through her lips. “Fuck me hard!”


“That’s better,” said Demont, and he drove his
massive cock into her, smashing Jackie’s hips against the solid bar. She
yelped, bouncing backward, just as Demont rammed into her again, and Jackie
cried out, but Demont didn’t stop, one hand in her hair, the other on her hips,
thrusting relentlessly. Jackie felt helpless, she’d never been taken like this,
no man had ever fucked her this hard, this brazenly.


“Nice pussy,” grunted Demont.


“Nice ass,” said Brock, laughing.


“We’ll get to that,” said Demont.


Jackie shivered, no, this can’t be
happening, another man fucking her, a black man, another virtual stranger,
and she hadn’t seen his cock either. How did she end up here, her legs
spread, tottering on her heels, her pussy offered up, licking a spilled drink
off a bar, being fucked like a wild animal by a wild animal of a man, filled
with lust.


Filling her with lust.


All at once Jackie remembered the photographer, and
now she wished there was someone taking pictures, taking a video. She’d
want to see this, she couldn’t believe it, without the proof she’d think it was
all a dream. There was no way this could be happening, two of the hottest men
she’d ever laid eyes on, decades younger than her, giving her exactly what she
imagined every woman at some point dreamed of, a gentle sweet intercourse and
then swinging to the other extreme of a hard demanding fuck.


There was no way she could come again, she was so
spent, yet as Demont drove into her, her clit was pressed against the hard rail
of the bar, and it lit her like a stick of dynamite, a whole case of dynamite,
detonating an explosion. A long wail escaped her lips, an inhuman sound, but
that’s what she was now, nothing but a sexual animal, prey, being consumed.


Demont slammed all the way into her, her pussy lips
stretched beyond belief. “I’m going to come in your cunt,” he growled. Jackie
hated that word but it rolled in her head now, riding her orgasm, it was what
he was doing, he was coming in her cunt, her cunt, her cunt. . .


Her totally unprotected cunt, his cum
shooting deep into her, her orgasm ending in a clarity which focused on only
one thing: Demont’s seed filling her womb.


Exactly where it was supposed to be, because that
was the law of nature, this is why animals fucked, for the female to be
impregnated.


Jackie’s hand fell to her belly, feeling the heat,
as if she could touch the magic transpiring deep inside her most intimate
parts.


Too soon the wonderful presence left her pussy, yet
she was so stretched open she could feel the breeze on her inner lips. For long
moments she didn’t move, her legs still spread, her head on the bar. Slowly the
sights and sounds around her came into focus, the glass on the bar, her fingers
digging into the wood, the smells of alcohol and sex.


Jackie was suddenly aware of what she must look
like, bent over the bar, her dress scrunched up, her pussy glaringly spread, her
hair and makeup messed. Embarrassed, she closed her legs, pushing down the
dress as she turned.


Droplets of perspiration had run into her eyes. She
had to blink just to see anything. Demont and Brock were standing there, staring
at her appreciatively. Both men were now naked. Jackie couldn’t help but stare
in return. Demont’s chest was broad and muscular. Her eyes followed his body
down, and she finally got to see his cock. She drew in a breath. Even half
erect it was the thickest cock she had ever seen, and it extended well away
from his body, framed by the most powerful pair of thighs, like an Olympic
sprinter. No wonder he had driven her so hard into the bar.


Brock had a totally different body, lithe, a real
six pack leading to a wonderfully thin waist. His cock was half erect, pointing
upward at her, its helmet large and smooth. 


Demont laughed. “Like what you see?”


Jackie blushed, which she realized was odd, how
could she possibly be embarrassed after what she had just done? “Very much,”
she answered honestly.


It occurred to her how quiet it was, and when she
looked around she was stunned to see that no one else was there; Lysa and the
crew had disappeared. Still holding her dress tightly to herself, she asked,
“Where is everybody?”


“Oh, around,” said Brock, mysteriously.


“Why?” asked Demont. “We not enough for you?”


“That’s not it, I just—.” She wasn’t sure if she
felt better about no one else being there or disappointed. “The photo shoot—”


“Don’t worry about that,” said Brock. “They’ll have
all the shots they need.”


What did that mean? Jackie wondered. But
before she could ask another question Brock put his hand on her shoulder,
pushing her down.


“Time for round two,” he said.


Brock was stronger than he looked, and Jackie’s
knees bent, but Demont said, “Wait.”


Brock shrugged and let Jackie go. Demont said to
Jackie, “Come here.”


She couldn’t resist his order, even his voice
demanded obeisance. Her legs moved her toward him.


“Closer.”


Jackie moved to within inches of Demont, her eyes barely
reaching his chin. She strained her neck upward, his presence matching his
height, towering. “Do you like your dress?” he asked.


The question was so unexpected Jackie hesitated.
“What?”


“Do you like it?”


“It’s nice, I hadn’t thought much about it. My mind
was on other things.”


“It seems to have done its job,” said Demont. “Now
it’s just in the way.” His large  hands came up and grasped the material just
above her breasts, and with a powerful jerk he tore the dress in two all the
way to the bottom.


Jackie cringed backward, grabbing at the dress, the
two halves hanging precariously by the thin straps. Her lip quivered; somehow
this act was even more an assault than the hard fucking.


For a moment everything froze, Jackie holding onto
her shoulders to keep the straps from falling, Demont simply staring at her.
Jackie could sense Brock behind her, waiting.


“Do it,” said Demont.


And as before, Jackie didn’t have to ask what he
meant. She was still mostly covered up, not even all her breasts visible. Yet
the flimsy, ripped material was all that protected her from being totally
naked.


Jackie was breathing almost as hard as when she had
been getting fucked. There was something about the position she was in, the
expectations. Not only Demont’s, but hers. She was standing in the eye of the
hurricane, the brief respite before the storm crashed down upon her.


It was being held at bay only by two thin straps of
fabric.


This was Jackie’s one vestige of control, this
decision on when the storm would hit. Not if it would hit—she’d walked
right into the hurricane. No, she’d rushed into it. 


And now Demont wanted her to run into the strongest
part yet.


Jackie’s fingers tightened around the straps, so
little, yet representing so much. She grasped them like a lifeline, and then
slowly eased them down along her shoulders. 


And let them go.


The two halves of the dress fell to the ground,
pooling around her ankles, and now she stood completely naked and at risk, her
breasts heaving with her breaths, her still wet pussy in the open air. She wore
nothing but the thin strappy heeled sandals.


Brock moved around to Demont’s side, and the two men
took in her body. Jackie’s first urge was to cover herself, but she forced
herself to stand still. How poorly her body must compare to their perfection;
she knew every one of her blemishes and little marks, the tiny mole on her
thigh, the narrow lines around her eyes. Surely the two men would look away,
now that she was naked, all her flaws in plain sight.


She so wanted them to approve of her, to find her
attractive, not just an available pussy bent over a bar.


Yet her insecurity started to win out, and she cross
her hands over her breasts, pulling her legs together.


“Don’t do that,” said Brock. “You are so beautiful.”
Jackie’s eyes opened wide in disbelief. “I want to look.”


“She is,” said Demont. “But enough looking.” His
eyes bore into Jackie, telling her what he wanted, or rather, telling her to
admit what she wanted. Slowly she lowered her hands. Demont stepped
forward, so close that the tip of his cock brushed her belly, Jackie
immediately struck by how it had been inside her just a short time ago, just
below the skin of where it now rubbed.


She knew what he wanted, and sunk to her knees, her
lips trailing along his chest. The hair below his stomach tickled her mouth
open, and Demont’s cock seemed to rise to greet her lips. She opened her mouth
as far as she could, and took the head inside, filling her mouth with a
wonderful mix of his scent, her juices, and their sex.


She moved down the shaft, deeper into her mouth, and
though Demont was not fully erect she could not take all of him inside her, so
she mouthed him, his cock right at her throat, forced to breathe through her
nose. 


His cock began to thicken, pushing outward on her
lips, and then, impossibly, against her cheeks. She had to move her neck
backward as he hardened, otherwise she would have choked. Farther and farther
back she leaned, and she lost her balance, tottering on the thin heels.


A hand steadied her, she didn’t know whose, because
her face was so close to Demont’s stomach. The hand took hers and wrapped her
fingers around another  hard shaft. 


And there she was, falling to her knees, sucking on
a thick black cock while another stiffened in her fingers.


A moment ago she had been demurely trying to hide
her body, and now she was on the ground, a slut once again.


Strong hands were in her hair, moving her head back
and forth. She couldn’t escape even if she wanted to; no cock had ever felt so
good in her mouth. Even with her age and tiny blemishes, she was making these
godlike bodied men hard. For the second time.


Jackie had never felt so much a woman.


“My turn,” said Brock. “I want that beautiful mouth
on me.”


Jackie glanced up to see Brock smiling down on her,
a cocky smile, but she didn’t care, and why wouldn’t he be cocky, he’d fucked
her, and she was on her knees with a cock in her mouth and another in her hand.
Reluctantly she let Demont loose, yet her disappointment was short lived,
replaced by the sensation of Brock’s smooth silky skin against her lips. His
cock was like him, long and sensuous, with a hint of a curl.


Jackie reached for Demont, but he moved away and
around her, grabbing her hips and yanking her up. She yelped around Brock’s
cock, the ripped dress catching on her ankles, as Demont bent her over. Brock’s
cock stood straight up, almost along his stomach, and Jackie drove her mouth
down on it as she was bent at the waist.


Brock lifted her chin with his hand. “Look at me,”
he said. “I want to see your beautiful eyes.”


Jackie did as she was told, loving how Brock’s
features changed. At first he had that cocky grin, and then his mouth opened,
his eyes glazing in a faraway look even as he still watched her.


She was turning him on, and she loved it.


Strong hands were on her ass, squeezing, prodding,
opening. She felt Demont’s thighs against hers, she’d never thought about a
man’s thighs as being sexy, but his drove her wild, thick as branches, all
muscle and power and energy. She pushed herself back so she could feel them on
her skin, her hands reaching back to wrap around them. It was impossible, they
were that big.


Demont’s shaft was between her legs, below her
pussy, and he dragged it up, along her open slit, the head sliding along her
pussy lips, opening them, collecting her juices. She held her breath, wanting
him inside her, but to her dismay he kept going, up and up, finally stopping.


At the entrance to her ass.


Her mind recoiled, her ass puckering, she’d never
had anal sex, only a finger one time, she had been drunk and barely remembered anything
except that she didn’t like it. She’d never done it again, not even with her
husband.


“Don’t worry,” said Demont. “You’ve got plenty of
juices, it’s all natural lube.”


That’s not what Jackie had been thinking about at
all, and yet when Demont lowered his cock again back to her pussy the large
head pushed up against her clit and she shook, her eyes closing, her mouth
tightening on Brock’s shaft. Demont didn’t linger, his cock moved down across
her opening, and then, blissfully, pushed inside her, Jackie actually hearing
the slurp of her juices, her body seeming to know what it had to do, her fluids
coating Demont’s member.


Then his cock was back at her puckered asshole, and
she shook her head, no, but no one noticed or didn’t care, and it was
hard to move your head with a long throbbing cock impaling your mouth. 


The pressure on her ass increased and Jackie
subconsciously shifted forward, Brock’s cock hitting her throat, and she
gagged, pulling back, pushing her ass onto Demont.


She squeezed her eyes shut, cringing in expectation
of the pain, but it never came, the head of Demont’s cock pressed against her
opening, but not going in.


Once again, he was waiting for her. To succumb, to surrender
to her desire.


To beg.


This was almost too much, even if she wanted to
there was no way, he was just too big, too thick. She couldn’t think straight,
her mouth filled, Brock’s hands in her hair, pulling her forward, face fucking
her.


And then, as if Brock understood, he stopped, his hand
wrapped around her head, just holding her in place.


A momentarily lull, but this one was a false respite,
it was just another part of the hurricane’s eye.


Like a moth to flame, like looking under the bed
when she awoke with a nightmare after hearing a sound, Jackie had to know.


Slowly she eased her hips backward. 


It was like pushing against a thick log, there was
no place for it to go, her opening so small. The pressure built, her ass
resisting, and yet bit by bit Demont’s cock entered her, the pain incredible,
overwhelming.


She screamed, her agony muffled by Brock’s cock, her
body jerking forward, her throat locking up in protection, forcing her focus to
her mouth, her gag reflex taking over. The momentary shift in her thoughts must
have relaxed the other muscles in her body, because as she instinctively jerked
away from the assault on her throat Demont’s cock speared through her barrier.
A sudden incredible pain brought tears to her eyes, but then, incredibly, it
was over, followed by the most indescribable sensation, a fullness she’d never
experienced, an entry into her depths that went beyond having a cock in her
pussy.


She swooned, the feeling so utterly new and
different, the decadence and sinfulness and taboo and pain and pleasure all
combining into the most amazing sensation she had ever experienced in her life.


And that was before Demont started to fuck her ass.


He grabbed her hips and buried his cock in her, and
she let out a long moan in response, mumbling words of nonsense. She had to
free her mouth from Brock, she couldn’t even concentrate enough to suck, or
even hold him in her mouth; Demont’s thrusts demanded all her attention. If
breathing had been something she had to think about she would have suffocated
there and then.


“Your ass is so tight,” grunted Demont. “I’m going
to have to fuck you really hard to get it in all the way.”


Jackie’s mind screamed a denial. It had to be in
all the way already, there was no way to take any more, she was so full. . .


And yet, as before, she had to know.


She reached back for Demont’s cock, and to her
amazement she could wrap all five of her fingers around the part of his shaft
that still had not penetrated her. Her mind recoiled at what he had left even
as her body craved more.


Brock pushed the head of his cock against her lips.
“You look even more beautiful with a cock in your mouth and in your
ass.” 


Jackie’s eyes opened dreamily, not caring if he was
telling her the truth, not thinking about the ridiculousness of a woman bent
over, being fucked in her ass and her mouth at the same time. She kissed the tip
of Brock’s cock in thanks, and took him back in her mouth.


Demont grasped her hips and with each thrust slipped
deeper into her nether region. Jackie was delirious, fighting for control,
trying not to bite down on Brock, realizing she was sucking him harder and
harder. 


Brock grabbed her hair and pulled her off, Jackie
thinking she had hurt him. But he was grinning down on her, his cock quivering
just out of her reach.


“I want to see the look on your face when Demont
gets it all the way in,” said Brock.


Jackie’s eyes opened in surprise and arousal as
Demont tightened his grip on her hips and slowly pushed forward. Jackie felt
like she was going to explode, being filled beyond capacity, a balloon about to
pop.


“You want all of it, don’t you,” said Brock. It
wasn’t a question.


Jackie could only jerk her head in a nod, her lips
pressed together.


“She has to beg for it,” said Demont.


Jackie bit her lip so hard she thought it would
bleed. She wiggled her ass, but Demont had stopped his thrust. “Please,” she
whispered.


“Please what?” said Demont.


“Please give me all of it!” She was holding her
breath, the words came out in a rush.


“That’s better,” said Demont, and he pressed
forward, Jackie thinking he had to be all the way in, yet still he
inched forward, deeper, deeper. . .


“Oh my god,” she moaned, as she felt his hipbone hit
her ass.


“She took it,” said Brock, amazement in his voice. 


“That’s not all she’s going to take,” growled
Demont, and he pulled back.


Jackie felt the tiniest bit of release of the pressure,
then Demont thrust forward so hard Jackie thought she was going to break, his
cock was hitting some part of her anatomy that sent a shock through her entire
body. And then he was fucking her with abandon, long hard strokes, his cock
coming almost all the way out and then slamming in her to the hilt, his balls
slapping her thighs.


She was out of her mind, she couldn’t think
straight, all her nerves firing, overwhelming any conscious thought. Yet
pervading it all was a pleasure she had never experienced, a pleasure she had
never imagined possible.


 Then, out of the delirious haze, Demont’s voice,
breathless himself, with a final demand. “What do you want?”


Jackie tried to speak, but no words came, and she
had to fight to get her vocal cords to work. She knew what he wanted, and she’d
never wanted anything so much herself. “I want you to come,” she pleaded. “Come
in my ass!”


Demont grunted, granting her request, thrusting
deep, and blissfully, held himself inside her, all the way, and Jackie’s nerves
were so alive she felt his spasms, his thick fluid going who knows where, deep
inside.


She froze, or tried to. Her body began to quiver,
relishing the sensation of the hot cum exploding in her ass.


Demont grunted again, and suddenly Jackie was
desperate for action, she needed to be doing something with her body, her
mouth, and so she wrapped her lips around Brock’s cock and began sucking him wildly,
wanting to give, needing to take even more.


Her fingers frantically sought her clit, and at the
first touch she exploded, her sphincter muscles tightening around Demont’s
cock, milking it, her own spasms sucking every bit of his seed. Her mouth
opened in a soundless scream. Brock grabbed his shaft and pulled the skin,
once, twice, three times, and then erupted in her mouth, thick gobs of
delicious saltiness, and Jackie instinctively swallowed, her first taste of cum
in years, the unique tang had never felt so good on her tongue. Her lips closed
as she swallowed, and Brock’s next shot caught her on the upper lip, and she
quickly opened her mouth again to capture the rest, letting it completely fill
her mouth before swallowing every remaining drop.


She had to let go of her clit, she was so sensitive,
so she shoved her fingers in her pussy, riding her orgasm to the end, her
tongue running over her lips to capture the remnants of Brock’s cum.


Demont pulled out of her ass and she slowly stood
up, her legs weak. Brock grinned at her and ran his finger over her lip. “You
missed this,” he said, and she sucked on his finger like a long lost lover.


“Now that,” said Demont, “was a good fuck.”


“You should try it from this end,” said Brock.


A rhythmic sound crept into Jackie’s ears, and
slowly her mind put two and two together. Applause. She looked beyond
Brock and a distinguished black man was walking toward her, clapping. Tall and
broad shouldered, he exuded confidence and power, his suit immaculate and
fitting him like a glove. His skin was a different shade of black than
Demont’s, with prominent cheekbones and a strong chin.


Behind him stood three other men, much younger,
Brock’s age, two of them white, one black. They looked like a football team,
buff in their tight shirts and pants. They were clapping too.


“That was beyond expectations,” said the man in the
suit. 


Jackie barely had her wits about her, the shocking
realization that these men had probably been watching. She was too stunned to
cover herself, not that she had anything left to hide.


“I’m Vincent,” said the man in the suit. “I own the
company that makes the dress you wore.” He looked down at the torn garment. “I
must say, I’ve never been so happy to see one of my creations so utterly
destroyed.” He looked back at Jackie, smiling. “It seems to have achieved its
purpose.”


“What?” asked Jackie.


“Once we run this ad, every woman will know that
she’ll get exactly what she wants if she wears that dress,” he explained.


“The ad? You mean—you can’t!”


“Of course we can, you signed a release, remember?
Don’t worry, the retail version will contain just a hint of what the dress
might lead to. We took those photos when you were still clothed. But for
certain select customers, we’ll show a bit more. Much more, actually.  Of
course, you’ll be well compensated.”


Jackie didn’t know what to say. Could she trust
them? Then she gave a little laugh. She’d just let two strange men fuck her.
“I guess so,” she said.


“There are three conditions,” said Vincent.


“Conditions?” All this was happening so fast Jackie
could barely follow the conversation, everything unreal, standing naked next to
two equally naked men, talking about a modeling job.


“First, you have to agree to be our exclusive
model,” said Vincent. “I’ll pay you plenty, because I won’t have to waste time
auditioning any other woman. There’s no way anyone could top that, don’t you
agree, gentlemen?”


“No argument here,” said Brock.


“I may have to try her again,” said Demont. 


“Don’t listen to him,” said Vincent. “He just wants
seconds. Or should I say, thirds. You’re the first woman he’s wanted more of,
so I know he agrees.”


“What’s the second condition?” asked Jackie.


“You have to do something else,” said Vincent.


“What?” For some reason, Jackie was shaking with
anticipation.


Vincent jerked his head toward the three young men.
“Them.”


Jackie heard the words, but the comprehension didn’t
register in her brain until her body flushed with excitement. She was shaking
her head, there was no way she was going to—


“And one last thing,” said Vincent, ignoring her. He
slowly took off his jacket and carefully laid it over the barstool, then deftly
began undoing his tie. “You have to agree to model a new line of clothing I’ve
been dying to introduce.”


Vincent paused, the eye of yet another hurricane,
and just as Demont had waited, so too did Vincent. They had uncovered a
weakness even beyond her love of sex, her insatiable curiosity.


“What clothing?” she asked, not sure if she wanted
to know, yet realizing she simply had to.


“Maternity dresses,” said Vincent. “Sexy ones. The
kind you wear when you are pregnant, and still want to get fucked.” He pressed
himself against Jackie, forcing her back against the bar.


A million hormones erupted in Jackie’s body,
endorphins flooding her brain. Years of unspoken desire, frustration, and need
subsumed her entire being, the most ancient and natural response of a female.


Wordlessly, she reached for Vincent’s belt, her eyes
on his as she freed his cock. Then she did the most natural thing in the world:
she spread her legs in welcome.
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