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Dedication

To everyone who helped me write this. Especially my husband who encouraged me to explore my fantasies in print.


Part 1 – The Idea




Chapter 1

I had put a lot of thought into the outfit I was going to wear when Ben came home. On my non-working days, I tended to slob out a bit, loose-fitting, and often old clothing. With money tight, we didn’t go out much anyway, so there seemed to be no point in dressing up. Now, though, that seemed like a mistake, one I needed to rectify.

I didn’t want to look too dressy and certainly not too slutty. Sexy, yes, but not over the top, not in one of my cocktail dresses that Ben described as my ‘come here and fuck me’ outfits. Yes, I wanted him to do precisely that, but not until after the conversation I wanted first. As I slipped her arms into the straps of my black lace push-up bra, my stomach rumbled, reminding me I hadn’t eaten since breakfast. No, I wanted the conversation and dinner first. What came after, well, I wanted that too.

As I pulled the cups into place, I noticed my nipples had tightened in anticipation. I frowned at myself in the mirror. Given the thin white blouse I intended to wear would show a hint of my bra through the slightly translucent fabric, I didn’t want pointy nipples betraying my arousal too. Once I’d pulled the matching panties into place and snugged them up tight, I slid the tight black miniskirt up my legs and fastened the button at the top of the zip. The zip was next, but before I slipped my arms into the blouse. I sat down at the dressing table and quickly did my makeup. The outfit parodied my work clothes but was far too sexy for the office. I was sure Ben would pick up on the difference and not jump to the conclusion I’d been into work after all.

Again, I wasn’t going all out, just a little understated blusher, some muted color on my eyes, and I topped it off with a bright pink lipstick. I winced at my reflection. It wasn’t quite right. After wiping off the lipstick, I added a bright red one instead. Much better. I even gave my lips an extra coat, pretty sure where most of that lipstick would rub off. If Ben was true to form, then I could expect to be trying to rinse the lipstick color out of his underwear in the morning. Not that I objected to that, it was the turn-and-turn about I liked, and he always returned the favor.

My final decision was which shoes to wear. I knew Ben loved the way heels sculpted my legs, and for him, the higher, the better. I had some seriously high stilettos in black, which would work with my outfit, but it was too over the top. Not to say, too uncomfortable for the time I’d be spending on my feet in the kitchen. Instead, I opted for my kitten heels, only a couple of inches tall. They did improve the contours of my calves a little, but more importantly, they were comfortable.

* * * *

I heard Ben’s car pull into the driveway, so I hurried to the door. As he closed the door and turned, I was right there, my face angled upward to give him a swift kiss.

“Hi, babe.”

He kissed me, then did a quick double-take. His gaze flashed down and then back up, taking in what I was wearing. I saw his eyes widen and his pupils dilate. He liked the outfit, one I’d chosen with care. It was if anything, gratifying that he both noticed and liked what he saw. The blouse was a little thinner than I would have worn to work. A hint of the color of my bra, black, showed through the slightly translucent material. The tight and short black skirt clung to my butt, not that he’d seen that yet. I was bare-legged below, wearing my comfortable kitten heels, but they were dressy enough.

He liked what he saw, but his brow creased with a frown.

“Shit! What have I forgotten?”

I frowned back at him, not realizing what he meant. “Forgotten?”

“Are we supposed to be going out or something? Have we got someone coming around? That outfit is way too sexy for work, and in any case, it’s one of your lay-off days, isn’t it?”

I rolled my eyes. “No, silly. Can’t a girl look good for her husband?”

With a growl, he drew me closer, enfolding me with his arms in a tight hug.

“You always look good to me, babe.” A rapidly growing pressure against my stomach told me the truth of his words.

I pushed against him and backed away, watching him smile as his eyeline dipped, and he took a more leisurely look at me. I struck a pose and then spoiled it by giggling.

“You look good to me, but I’m still trying to think of a reason.”

“No reason. Okay?”

“Well, it’s not work, and I know it’s not your birthday, and our anniversary is months away. Are you sure we’re not going anywhere?”

“No, we’re not going out. This is all for you.”

“Do I have to wait?” He was grinning as he slowly stepped toward me. I laughed as I stepped back, keeping outside of his reach. I wagged a finger at him. “Yes, you have to wait. Nothing, not this side of dinner. You’ve got ten minutes to shower, and then dinner’s on the table.”

“I thought we were having a cold cuts salad?”

“We are, but I’m starving. Ten minutes.”

“But…” He took another step toward me, and I backed away once more. “Ten minutes. And consider yourself on a promise, but only after dinner. If you’re a good boy, I’ll be your desert.”

Without another word, he spun on his heel and dashed for the stairs. Our mutual code for oral sex worked like a charm.

While he was upstairs, I put the finishing touches to dinner. It was, after all, just a simple egg salad with slices of ham and a few boiled potatoes. Just because we were currently tight for money didn’t mean the dinner couldn’t look good, even if it was a cheap meal.

Ben took a little longer than ten minutes, but his grin on seeing my reaction showed me he thought the extra couple of minutes had been worth it. His freshly showered hair was still damp and somewhat straggly. Just the look he knew I liked. I’d never been a girl for the buttoned-down look. His jeans hugged his hips and were slim fitting all the way down to his bare feet. The polo shirt fit him like a glove, and he’d left all three of the buttons undone. In a woman, it would have been flirtatious, showing off a little cleavage. On a man, well, ignoring the always, sometimes, never rule about the buttons was just downright sexy.

“Come on, eat. I’m starving.”

Instead of moving to the table, he swept me into another tight hug and kissed me hard. By the time he broke away, I was a little breathless. “I said dinner.”

“No, you said eat, and I made a beeline for what I wanted to eat.” His hand dipped down to my ass, pulling me tight against his lower body, where his cock was obviously half-hard.

“Dinner.”

He pouted. “Yes, mistress.”

I rolled my eyes, but he did at least let go, and we both sat down. It felt like a shame to wash the meal down with water, but wine was a little above our pay grade right now. Being cut down to three days from full-time was cutting deep into our reserves. Luxuries like wine had gone from being an almost everyday occurrence to special occasions only. There again, other things hurt more, and at least I still had a job, and Ben was still full-time at his. We could keep our heads above water, well, you know what I mean.

“So, why the outfit? There has to be a reason.”

“Does there?” I knew he hated it when I answered a question with a question. Usually, though, he could see straight through me if I tried to be disingenuous.

“Yes, there does. Since it’s rather a sexy outfit.”

“Why thank you, husband mine.”

“Don’t try to deflect me. What gives? You got an interview somewhere else?”

“No, not an interview.”

“Not an interview? Then what? It’s obviously something.”

I took a deep breath. I could see that just doing that had drawn all his focus to me. He transfixed me with his stare, one I knew he used in the office to intimidate his colleagues. He wasn’t trying to intimidate me. No, he was just telling me, without words, that he wanted an answer.

“Do you remember, it must have been about three months after we married I confessed to a fantasy…”

He chuckled. “Which one? There were so many.”

“Cheek.”

“I seem to remember we filled most of them. Some were good, some the reality didn’t live up to the fantasy.”

“Which was true of yours too, and this one definitely didn’t live up to the idea.” I fixed him with a steely glare of my own. “Which, if I remember, was your fault because you couldn’t keep your hands to yourself.”

He frowned, generally puzzled. At that point in our lives, keeping our hands to ourselves wasn’t something either of us had wanted, not really. After all, the purpose of a fantasy was always to work us both up.

“Come on, babe. Tell me.”

“The photography one.”

“The one about you doing a glamour shoot? A topless set? Getting your tits out for a magazine?”

“You don’t have to be crude, but yes, that’s the one. Not the magazine bit, anyway. Just doing the shoot was the fantasy.” I paused for a second. “So, you suggested you took some pictures, but as soon as I got anywhere halfway undressed, you pounced on me.”

“I don’t remember you objecting at the time. You were more than hot to trot.”

I couldn’t help the blush that rose to my cheeks as I remembered that evening very well, very well indeed. Although we’d tried to do a photoshoot, it had very quickly become a very enthusiastic model helping the photographer to seduce her. No, not quite right. There hadn’t been any real seduction involved.

“Well, you looked so damned sexy standing there in stockings and garters and barely there panties, clutching your bra in front of your chest.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment. In any case, I felt sexy, too.”

“I’ll correct what I said. You didn’t just look sexy. You were sexy. Sexy as fuck. How I managed to keep my hands off you until you’d got the bra undone, I have no idea. Whatever happened to that underwear set?”

I giggled. “Well, the bra and garter belt are still upstairs. The stockings ended up in the trash, laddered to all hell. The panties too.”

“The panties?”

“You ripped them off me in your haste, you brute.”

“You weren’t complaining at the time.”

“I’m not complaining now, but I don’t want to replace any more underwear, so don’t think about a repeat performance.”

Before he could say anything, I lifted up a little in my chair as I hooked my hands up under my skirt, snagged the sides of my panties, and pulled them down. I think he guessed what I was doing as his eyes flared wide. It took only a second to kick my feet free, hook one heel back through the panties and lift them up so I could grab them without bending too far. A moment later, I dropped them onto the table at the side of my plate.

“There, you can’t rip them now, can you?”

He put his knife and fork down and started to rise to his feet. I wagged a finger at him. “No, stay there and eat, that was self-defense, or should I say lingerie defense, not an invitation.”

“Okay, but later…”

He had that innocent schoolboy look on his face. The one I can’t resist indeed hadn’t resisted on our way home from our first date, and before Ben, I never ever put out on a first date. I chuckled again. “You’re on a promise, remember.”

He quickly picked up his knife and fork again as a way of demonstrating the threat of him playing grab ass, and anything else grabbed, for that matter, was no longer present.

“So, what’s the connection between an old, spoiled fantasy and how you’re dressed?”

I swallowed hard again, knowing he was watching me just as intently as earlier. “Maybe because the fantasy isn’t quite as dead as you think.”

Ben seemed to rear back in shock. “You went and did it? Showed some photographer your tits?” His voice was rising, both in pitch and volume.

I winced. He’d taken that the wrong way. “No, I have not! And you know I don’t like that word. That’s twice you’ve used it.” I changed tack before it could blow up into an argument, one I didn’t want. Normally Ben didn’t have a possessive bone in his body, but the idea I’d done something like that behind his back had stung him. “I wouldn’t do that, sweetheart, not behind your back.”

“So what then?” At least he’d calmed down but was still suffering from shock. “You want me to take some more tonight? Is that it?”

I smiled. That was actually something I hadn’t thought of. It was also something that was speeding up my heart rate as my brain considered the possibilities. “Not what I had in mind, but I can see the possibilities if you play your cards right.” My smile widened. My husband had always been a sharp cookie, although he was on the wrong track, but not bad for someone who didn’t have enough information yet.

“At the risk of repeating myself. What then? You gotta make more sense.”

“Well, I guess because I’ve got more time on my hands, I’ve been thinking about it. Just thinking, nothing more. Thinking that if I didn’t act on the fantasy in the next couple of years, the puppies will start going south…” I lifted my breasts with my hands and pulled them up, pushing them together. Despite the fact my cleavage was covered by my blouse, it was still an effective tease.

“You’ve got a while yet.”

“Ben, I’m twenty-six. They’ll be heading south before I’m thirty.”

“Don’t do yourself down. I love your breasts.”

I gave him what I hoped was a sultry wink. At least he’d used the better word this time. “I know you do, sweetheart, and I kinda like them myself. Especially when you know…”

“When I what…”

“Play with them the way you do.” I was practically purring, leaning forward with my elbows on the table. The position would be showing a hell of a lot of cleavage if I hadn’t left the blouse done up. I could see Ben was thinking the same, and he paused for a second and licked his lips.

“Well, since I can’t afford to eat out at lunchtime on a work day, and the weather was nice, I decided to wander around downtown. It can get depressing sitting in the canteen just eating a ham or tuna sandwich with no one else there.”

“Okay…”

It was obvious I hadn’t given him enough breadcrumbs yet. To be fair, I didn’t think I could get there from what I’d told him so far.

“Anyway, I happened to walk past a small photographer’s shop. Well, shop cum studio, I guess. They had an advert in the window.”

“Offering topless shoots?”

“Well, the offer was a bit more tasteful than that. It was offering a boudoir makeover shoot, but we both know that means lingerie and, if the woman wants it, topless.”

“So you booked a shoot? Is that it?”

I shook my head. “No, I did enquire, but I didn’t go ahead.”

“Why not? I’d have supported you.”

“Thank you, sweetheart, but no, I wouldn’t book it without discussing it with you first, make sure of that support.”

He shook his head. “You could have, as long as you told me about it before you actually went ahead and did it.”

“So that green dragon wouldn’t rise like it did a few minutes ago?”

He had the grace to look embarrassed. “You surprised me, that’s all.”

“There was a bigger reason, though.”

“There was?”

I nodded. “The cost. It was expensive. You’re not just paying for the photographer, but there’s the hair stylist and the makeup artist to go with it. “

“How much?”

“The woman behind the counter told me the photographer is about a grand, and the hairstylist and makeup artist are two hundred each. If I wanted to do two completely different looks, so the two women would have to hang around, then their fees would double. The photographer would shoot two separate outfits. The extra cost covers if I want to change makeup and hair in between. You know, be natural for one and a sophisticated updo with the other.”

Ben nodded. “Steep.” Suddenly he grinned. “So, you’ve got dolled up for me to win me around to it?”

“No. Not at all. It’s too much money. We couldn’t afford it.”

“If you wanted to…”

“You’re sweet, but no, it’s too expensive. We’re on the breadline now. It would be an indulgence. One we can’t afford.”

Ben shrugged. “He should pay you to model for him.”

“That again is sweet, but no. However, that’s not the end of the story.”

“It isn’t?”

“No. That was Monday. Wednesday, I got a surprise.”

“You got your hours back?”

“No, not that nice a surprise.”

“Okay…?”

“It was raining a little at lunchtime, so I had no choice other than use the canteen. The others had gone out to a bar to grab some food. Remember, they’re mostly young and live with their parents. They don’t have to scrimp like I have to.”

“It’s only temporary.”

“I know, and I’m not complaining. Anyway, I’d been in there for about five minutes when one of the others came in.”

“I thought you said they’d all…”

“I thought they had, but Sean hasn’t. He joined me in the canteen.”

“Sean…?”

“You probably met him, or at least saw him at the Xmas party. Scrawny guy, only about five-six. If I put my heels on, I’d be taller than him. I’m almost the same height as him in my flats. I suspect he doesn’t outweigh me by much, either.”

“Dark hair, specs, and if it’s the same guy, really piercing blue eyes.”

“That’s the one. See, I thought you’d remember him. A nerd, and I doubt he’s ever seen the inside of a gym.”

“So, he’s no competition, but I’m not sure I see the connection.”

“There wasn’t one. We made small talk for a few minutes, and I could see he wanted to lead up to something.”

“Which was something to do with photography?”

I nodded, pleased my sharp cookie of a husband had made the connection.

“Yeah, turns out he’s a decent amateur photographer, very keen, very dedicated.”

“So you asked him if he could take your topless shots?”

“No, of course not. I didn’t ask. He did.”

“He did? How? I mean, how did he know?”

I took a deep breath. “Turns out he’s close friends with the photographer I’d visited Monday. In fact, he was there. Apparently, the guy has a CCTV set up that covers the shop, and Sean recognized me as soon as I walked in. The CCTV has a good sound pickup too, so they both listened in to my conversation with the salesgirl.”

Ben chuckled. “I bet him saying that was a bit embarrassing.”

“More than a bit.” I rolled my eyes and shuddered, remembering how I’d felt.

“So he suggested he could take the pictures you wanted.”

“Uh-huh. He did.”

“Fuck! The cheek of the guy.”

“Actually, he was very diffident and quite sweet about it.”

Ben shook his head. “This is surreal, just so surreal.”

“I know, right? I didn’t expect that at all, but he had a number of ideas about safeguards for me.”

“Such as?”

“Firstly, he gives me a signed declaration he won’t post the pictures anywhere, nor will he sell them. Cast iron, binding contract.”

“That’s good. What else?”

“Well, the second one, the main one, is I should be in an environment that I feel safe in.”

“Okay, I guess that makes sense, but where?”

“Here.”

“Here?”

“Yeah, here in the family room, the kitchen, and right here in the dining room.”

“Not the bedroom?” He quirked an eyebrow upward and grinned.

“No, not the bedroom, well, not exactly.”

“What does not exactly mean?”

“I’ll come to that in a minute. Essentially, he won’t touch me, won’t attempt to touch me, will keep his distance, and when I’m upstairs getting changed, he won’t even approach the bottom of the stairs. Once I’m ready, he might take a few pictures of me descending the stairs, but the closer I get to the bottom, the further he backs away. Social distancing as well as safety from another point of view.”

“But you said something that implied he would be upstairs at some point?”

“He will be, but not when I’m there.”

“Explain.”

“He wants to have some candid shots of me getting ready. He’ll be downstairs, controlling a fixed camera with a gizmo he wants to try out. He comes upstairs to set it up and again to remove it while I stay downstairs while he does so. Hence, he’s never upstairs when I am. Which is why I said not exactly.”

That’s a bit weird.”

I couldn’t help it. I giggled. “That bit is? The whole damn thing is more than a little weird, don’t you think?”

Ben shrugged. “Hey, it’s your fantasy.”

“I guess.”

“So, when does he think you should do this?”

“Well, obviously, when our off days coincide.”

“You mean this weekend? What am I supposed to do while my wife is taking her clothes off for another guy all over the house?”

“One, it won’t be all over the house, and two, no, not the weekend. It’ll be while you’re at work. In fact, the next time we’re both off on the same day is next Wednesday, but…”

“But what?”

I rolled my eyes at him. He knew my cycle as well as I did, but he hadn’t thought about it. “Because you know I find it hard to think sexy, let alone act sexy, when I’m on my period.”

“Ah, sorry.”

“It’s okay. It’s something I have to think about.”

“Wait a minute. You said act sexy? You’re going to act sexy for him?”

“Hello, Earth, calling Ben. Engage brain. Of course, I have to act sexy for him. Otherwise, the pictures won’t work, will they?”

His chuckle told me he’d been teasing. I just glared at him.

“So, if not next week, when?”

“The following Monday.”

“So you expect me to sit in an office full of people on Monday while my wife strips for a co-worker in my own house.” He raised the back of his hand theatrically to his head. “I feel a real dose of man-flu coming on.”

I couldn’t help smiling. My ridiculously healthy husband hadn’t had a day off sick in all the time I’d known him. He smiled back, and I could see a twinkle in his eye.

“So, just how far are you prepared to go in front of this perverted colleague of yours and his camera? Topless?”

“Well, it would hardly be a glamour shoot if I didn’t get the puppies out.”

“Full nude?”

I took a deep breath. It was something I’d spent some time thinking about. Sean hadn’t said anything about that at all, but it was obvious he was, and would be, hoping for it. “Maybe.”

“Maybe?” I could see that had rocked Ben a little.

“What I mean is, only if I feel comfortable and relaxed enough to do that. I haven’t agreed to do that. In fact, Sean never said anything about that. I suspect he’ll ask during the shoot, but no, nothing agreed.”

“I see.”

“Is that a deal breaker for you? If so…”

Ben sighed. “You know I trust you, right?”

I nodded.

He closed his eyes briefly, then opened them and looked straight at me. “You go as far as you’re comfortable with, as long as he agrees to one thing.”

“Don’t worry, he’s already agreed he won’t come close to me, let alone touch me.”

“No, not that.”

“What then?”

“I want a full set of the images after the shoot.”

“Do you now?”

“Yes. Non-negotiable.”

“Well, I’m sure he’ll agree to that.”

“You really want to do this?”

I took a deep breath myself, then nodded.

“Well, it’s your fantasy, so who am I to deny you…”

I’m not sure if he was going to say anything else, but he never got the chance. In the blink of an eye, I was out of my chair, around the table, and throwing my arms around his neck as my mouth found his, stifling any other words. The kiss lasted a long time, a very long time, and we were both breathless by the time I finally let go.


Chapter 2

As I broke the kiss and straightened up, Ben smiled and quirked his eyebrow. “Now, how about that photoshoot. After all, I don’t want to waste the effort, you’ve put into your outfit this evening.”

I allowed myself a chuckle. “How do you know I don’t already consider the effort to have been a success? You agreed to what I wanted, after all.”

He shrugged. “I’d have agreed if you were naked or wearing your trackies and a sweat top. I think it’s a hawt idea.”

He lunged for my panties, obviously intending to grab them and keep them from me. I, however, was both nearer and quicker and danced out of the way, holding them in triumph.

“If you want to take pictures of me, I’ll need these.”

“Not for long.” The promise freighted in his words made me shiver. Inside my bra, my nipples, tightened by the long kiss, hardened even more. His gaze centered on my chest, telling me they were noticeable through the two layers of thin fabric.

“Let me freshen up my lipstick, and check my hair, then I’ll meet you in the family room. I meant what I said earlier. You’re on a promise. So, I hope you can deliver.”

He groaned and rose to his feet. Before he could lunge for and catch me, I danced away and, with a little laugh, dashed into the downstairs clock, breathing heavily.

Once in the bathroom, I quickly pulled my panties up under my skirt. As I did so, my fingers brushed over my slit. I shivered at the contact and couldn’t prevent blushing a little at feeling how wet I was. Ben was going to get more than he was bargaining for! It didn’t take long to push and pull a few stray hairs into place, and a quick touch-up of my lipstick had me ready. I already knew I was more than ready. When I moved toward the door, I could feel my panties gluing themselves to my moisture, pulling with every movement of my legs. I gasped and let out a soft moan. I hoped the sound wouldn’t carry, otherwise, Ben might think I was doing something really naughty. I wasn’t, but there again, it might not be so bad if he thought I was. No, I wouldn’t do that to him. I didn’t want him to think I was starting without him. Nor, for that matter, did I want him to think I was getting turned on by thoughts of Sean seeing me topless. I was turned on, by Ben, for my husband and nobody else.

“I was wondering if I needed to send a search party.”

“Cheek.” That’s when I noticed my tall black heels sitting on top of the coffee table.

Seeing where I was looking, Ben tried hard not to look too sheepish. “I fetched them so you could change into them. You know how I think you look so good in those.”

“You want me to put heels on?”

“Yep, and then stand on the coffee table.”

“Why?”

“Because your legs look so damn good like that, and when I get my phone out, I’ll be able to shoot the whole length of your legs from below, even before that tight little skirt comes off.”

I closed my eyes and felt a shiver run down my spine. Despite the exhibitionism, or even because of it, the idea was getting me wetter. I could see the scene playing out behind my eyelids as Ben slowly got me to work the hem of the skirt higher and higher on my thighs, exposing my legs. Another shiver ran through me, and for a moment, my legs felt weak.

“Naughty boy.”

“No, naughty girl, who’s then going to be getting what she won’t get from any other photographer.”

“Oh, what’s that?” As if I didn’t know.

“A proper seeing to.”

“I see.”

“After all, you did put me on a promise, and I intend to collect.”

I smiled at my husband and then sat down on the chair and lifted my left foot up. “Would sir like to do the honors?”

It was his turn to shudder as he grabbed the shoes off the table and then dropped to his knees in front of me. As one hand eased my kitten heeled shoe off, the other hand closed around my instep. It appeared I was going to be getting a foot massage as well.

“No tickling.” I’m not even sure he heard my murmur. He knew what to do without tickling me, either accidentally or on purpose. As soon as he dropped the shoe, both hands enveloped my foot in a warm, sensual grip. I almost purred. Asking him to change my shoes for me had been an impulsive choice, no less so than him fetching my heels. The foot massage was a welcome side effect. His hands rubbed gently but with real strength in the flexing of his fingers. Within seconds I was lost in the sensual fog the massage induced.

As his hands caressed my foot, he slowly shifted his grip until he could press his thumb along the underside of my toes. A moment later, it pressed firmly against my big toe while the fingers of his other hand massaged my instep. I was in heaven. So much so I couldn’t restrain the moan of pure pleasure that bubbled up from somewhere deep in my throat. I was sure he could feel my leg trembling as my body savored the moment.

It turned out to be an all too short moment as he let go of my foot and, before I could recover, buckled the high-heeled stiletto around my foot before transferring his attention to my other foot. I let the released foot sink back to the floor as he lifted my other one.

“I was enjoying that.” My pout had little discernible effect on him.

“I know, but I want to enjoy you standing on the coffee table and stripping.”

“I am not doing a striptease. It’s supposed to be a photoshoot, you know, arty.”

“A stripper is called a striptease artist for a very good reason. She is an artist, and you will be too, babe.”

“Oh, yeah? What music are you going to choose?” His words were making my heart beat faster, although I had no intention of actually dancing my way out of my clothes.

“What music would you like?” His triumphant grin was almost feral.

“Not dancing. Told you that it’s artistic, you know, pose, click, pose, click, lose some clothing, click, not me clumsily trying to sway to a beat.”

“Okay, okay, you win. I can’t wait to get you posed on top of the coffee table, legs akimbo, wearing your heels and that skirt and nothing else. Actually, maybe one other item.”

“One other item?”

“Yeah, those panties draped artfully around one ankle.”

I shuddered at the idea of posing like that. The idea sent a wave of heat through me. I could picture it for myself, my back arched to push my breasts forward, Ben telling me to raise my hands to the ceiling, causing my skirt hem to jerk higher up my thighs. All the while, he was crouching lower and lower, angling his cell phone camera up under the skirt, using the torch or the flash to illuminate my pussy for each shot.

“You are seriously kinky.”

“I know, but it’s why you love me so much.”

I hadn’t been paying attention to what he’d been doing during the conversation. My body had, though, reveling in the feeling as he massaged my other foot. I hadn’t even felt him remove my other shoe.

His hands were wrapped around it. One foot massaging my instep and sliding down to my toes. The other Caressing my ankle and sliding higher onto my calf. Another moan escaped my lips as I started to concentrate on what he was doing.

Satisfied he had achieved his objective, he stopped the pleasure-giving foot massage and fastened my other stiletto to my foot before pulling me to my feet. My pout was as exaggerated as the last one and as ineffective. Taking me by one hand, he led me over to the coffee table, taking small steps and letting me get used to the heels. It always takes me a few seconds after I put them on, and Ben was perceptive enough to have noticed that before. Anyway, by the time he’d led me to his objective, I felt perfectly steady, and he placed one hand on my butt to encourage me to step up onto the table.

“Are you sure this is what you want?”

“You wanted a photoshoot, remember, a dress rehearsal as it were.”

I giggled. “Don’t you mean an undress rehearsal?”

He shrugged. “Something like that.” He paused for a moment. “There again, I get to do one thing the photographer doesn’t.”

“Oh, which is?” It was a disingenuous reply. I knew what he meant. Since he was married to the model, the session would continue well beyond the point where he put the camera down.

“Where the model gets to suck the photographer’s cock, before being fucked until she can’t walk.”

I grinned at him. “Promises promises.”

He went to grab my hand again to help me up onto the heavy coffee table, but I knew the skirt was too tight to let me make the move without adjusting it first. Dropping my hands to my hips, I inched the tight skirt higher on my thighs. Seeing what I was doing, Ben took a step back to watch but stayed close enough to help if I overbalanced as I stepped up. I flashed him a quick smile, knowing I was flashing a lot more than a smile below the waist, and put one foot up on the coffee table. Instantly the skirt slid up, almost as high as my butt cheek. In fact, I suspect that side of my ass was peeking out for him to see.

Completing the maneuver, I pushed the skirt back down into place and turned to face him.

Ben was pouting.

“What?”

“I wish I’d had my camera out right then. It was a sensational thing to see.” He paused for effect. “Better than any strip show I’ve ever seen.”

“Oh, and how many have you seen?” It was an arch question. I knew he’d been to strip clubs, indeed, had been to one about a couple of months ago on a stag do. He’d told me all about how seedy it had been when he got home.

He shrugged as he smiled at me. “A few, not many, but enough to know when I’m watching the headline act. Like I am, now.”

I laughed. “Good save.” Deep down, though, the warmth coursed through me, his compliments helping keep the pre-existing fire burning brightly. The foot massage had helped keep me on edge, standing here, elevated, knowing I’d just flashed my ass at my husband was working too. Maybe his comments about the exhibitionist side of me weren’t so far off the mark too. If I’d been having second thoughts about my upcoming photoshoot with Sean, they were dissolving away on a rising tide of passion.

That, though, was for the future. In the present, I watched as Ben pulled his cell from his pocket and set up the camera app to take some pictures. Pictures of me getting naked in front of him. “Tell me how you want me.”

He shrugged. “Riding on top of me, how else, although I wouldn’t mind a little doggie first.”

“Ben!” We both knew my glare was fake. I didn’t really like talking about sexual positions beforehand, but I guessed he was trying to get some redness into my cheeks. I didn’t want to admit he had succeeded. It wasn’t the first time I’d cursed my over-eager blush reflex, but I knew Ben found it both cute and downright irresistible.

He brought the cell up and pointed it at me. As he hit the shutter button, the flash fired, and I guess we both winced at the brightness. The flash on a cell isn’t that strong, but it was too strong for me, and I guess, for Ben too. He spun on his heel and moved over to the light switch, and twisted the dimmer higher. The room brightened by a considerable amount.

“That’s better.” He positioned himself and clicked again. This time the flash didn’t fire, so I guess the room was bright enough. “How about undoing that top button, babe. Getting ready to flash me some of that gorgeous cleavage.”

“Flattery will get you everywhere you want to go.” I tried to give him my sexiest pout as my fingers rose to the requested button.

“I bet you say that to all the photographers.”

“One, there are no other photographers. Two, there is only one photographer who isn’t required to keep to a no-touch rule.”

“You need to qualify that statement, babe.”

My fingers undid the button, and I pulled the two sides apart a little to show a bit more skin. “I do?”

“Yep, no other photographers… yet. Another button.”

I swallowed hard, realizing he was right. In a week or so’s time, I would be fulfilling my old fantasy, and indeed there would be another photographer taking pictures of me undressing, baring more than just some skin.

“Ah, that blush. It’s too good. Come on, get the rest of those buttons undone, show the camera some of that bra-encased chest.”

Now he mentioned it, I could feel the heat in my cheeks, no doubt an effect he’d hoped for with his comment. Nevertheless, my fingers fairly flew down the line of buttons until the blouse was open all the way to the waistband. He kept clicking on his cell, capturing my little striptease. Although I’d argued with him about calling it a strip, it really was. I was taking my clothes off in front of him to tease him to greater heights later. By the look of the bulge in the front of his pants and, by the way the lace of my panties seemed glued to my slit, not much later.

“Perfect, babe. Perfect, you look gorgeous, now lose the blouse. Toss it over onto the couch. You won’t be needing it again tonight.”

“Bossy!”

He shrugged again. “You’re the one who wanted me to play the photographer. He’s going to expect you to do as he says.”

“I’m sure he won’t be like that.”

Ben grinned and motioned for me to do as he said, pointing the camera at me as I slid the shoulders of the blouse down onto my upper arms. “A model is always supposed to do as she’s told by the photographer. I’m surprised. I hadn’t realized your exhibitionist fantasy was also about being ordered around. About being submissive.”

“It isn’t.”

“Lose the blouse, and paint that smile back on. You can pout or smile, but you cannot frown.”

Rather than smile, I pouted at him, hoping that would register my disapproval at what he was saying. My body, though, was reacting to the words. My core, already hot, seemed to want to melt, and I knew his words were driving my fantasy to a new height. It wasn’t the anticipation of what would happen after I stripped naked. No, that had been replaced by something else, the need to be photographed doing it. Did that need also include a submissive streak? Something I’d never known I’d had?

Even while my head was trying to process my reaction to what he’d said, my hands were busy, and I tossed the now discarded blouse away. It didn’t quite reach the couch, but I didn’t care, and I’m sure he didn’t, either. His cell tilted down a little, and I knew he was trying to capture images of my cleavage and my slightly exposed nipples through the thin lace. I’d checked earlier in the mirror. You could see them, but not in any detail. Mind you, they were tenting out the lace as I stood there, my chest heaving as I gulped in air.

“Nice, now spread your legs a little bit, give yourself a better balance.”

I cocked an eyebrow at him, aware that widening the gap between my legs gave him the chance of an upskirt picture if he ducked lower. Sure enough, as I did as he asked, he dropped to his knees and angled the cell up between my legs.

“Ben! No crude shots.”

Before I could close my legs, the flash went off. Not enough light in there. “Ow!”

“Don’t look down then, babe.”

That appeared to be all the sympathy I was going to get.

“Now, drop your hands to your sides and slowly inch the hem of the skirt higher.”

“How high?”

“Well, if it was up to me, I’d say as high as the ceiling, but I suspect you want a few more pictures taking before I wrestle you down onto the couch to have my wicked way with my model.”

“One, I seem to think this photoshoot was your idea, and two, I put you on a promise, so in what way would it be wicked?” I grinned at him, but my hands were obeying his words.

“To answer your question, about halfway up toward your butt. That’s good. Stay still like that.”

He dropped low again, but this time instead of looking at him, I stared at a point above him. That way, the flash wasn’t so blinding. I filed that information away for future reference. If Sean ended up using flash, then don’t look at him. Undoubtedly, a flash gun on a proper camera would be far more powerful than the puny flash on my husband’s cell phone.

“Are  you done with the kinky shots?”

“No, I’ll never tire of your luscious, long legs.”

I shuddered, he knew he didn’t need to flatter his way into my panties, but he was still being ultra-nice to me. My heart wasn’t slowing down at all.

“Time to lose something else, babe. Put your hands up under your skirt, snag the elastic of your panties, and draw them down. When they’re visible below the skirt, stay still while I shoot you from all angles.”

“No upskirt shots.”

“Okay. I’ll wait until you’ve dropped them lower than that and allowed the skirt to slip back into place.”

I wanted to glare and frown at him but remembered I was supposed to pout or smile. The pout was a wicked one, as close to a glare as I could get. Even so, my fingers tiptoed their way up my thighs under my skirt. I don’t know if he expected me to let the skirt hike higher by reaching for the waistband, but I didn’t do that. Instead, I grabbed the leg elastic on the outside of my thighs and gave them a sharp tug downward. They slid down about an inch, but I repeated the move until the waistband was low enough to grab without lifting the skirt and flashing everything. Ben had kept taking pictures throughout.

With a more secure grip on the elastic, I pulled them sharply again. The crotch was sticky and seemingly pasted to me by my own wetness. I heard the obscene sucking sound as they pulled free and felt it too. At least Ben didn’t seem to hear the sound. If he thought I was that wet, he’d have pounced, which would have been the end of the shoot. I didn’t want it to end yet, reasoning further exposure would get me even wetter, even hungrier to trot.

Once the panties were down onto my thighs, Ben held up his hand to stop me from moving, and I froze in place.

“Perfect. You look awesome like that. Totally fuckable, you know.”

I knew his crude words were designed to get me to blush again, and once more, I had to curse that over-eager flush response. I wasn’t sure if the blush added to or overrode the healthy flush of passion my cheeks were already wearing. There again, I felt hot all over. I was turned on enough that if he touched me, that would also be the end of the photos.

“Lower them another few inches. Pause, wait a second, now a few more inches. Great.” He grinned at me as I stood there with my panties around my knees. Bent over like this, he was getting a great cleavage shot too. Instinctively, with my top so barely covered, I stretched my feet a bit further apart so my panties would stay where they were and straightened up. I caught the pout from Ben but ignored it as I smiled.

I wasn’t that surprised when he dropped to his knees and angled the cell phone up between my legs. I kept looking forward rather than down at him as the flash fired again and again. I was certain from that angle, with the skirt still hiked up a bit, he was getting a great upskirt view of my shaven pussy. I shivered but stayed still as he took the shots he wanted. I wasn’t sure I wanted to see those pictures later, but I could tell he enjoyed taking them. His face was flushed, and I could see he was gasping for air. Not only that, but he had to keep reaching down and adjusting the front of his pants. I guess they were constricting his hard-on. My mouth watered. I wanted that erection.

After another few seconds, he straightened up.

“Got the shots you wanted?”

“Oh, yeah.”

“What could you see?”

He grinned up at me. “Everything you’ve got, babe, everything. The camera zoom is fabulous. You want to see?”

“Er, no, no, thank you.”

“Suit yourself, but you look amazing.”

I couldn’t help the very real blush coloring my cheeks. I could imagine what I looked like down there but had never looked at myself. Not even with a mirror when I was young enough to be experimenting. I didn’t want to start now. I’d seen enough of them in film clips on the occasions when we watched porn together, but those weren’t my personal honey pot. They were someone else’s.

“Right, let the tension out of your legs and let the panties fall to your feet. Good. Now step one foot out of them but keep them trapped around your other foot.”

I sighed. This was what he’d said he wanted earlier on, so I did as he asked and watched him frown.

“What?”

“They’re too low, touching the table, not draped around your foot so they are on show. Do you mind?”

He didn’t wait for an answer, just stepped up in front of the coffee table and crouched down. Before I’d really realized what he was doing, he’d grabbed my underwear and lifted them and put them where he wanted, around my ankle. As he looked up, I could see his nostrils had flared, drawing in the unmistakable scent of my arousal from my damp panties.

“Wet as well as fragrant. Nice.”

“Stop it.”

“It’s not me getting turned on by posing nearly naked. You must be soaking.”

“I might be, but you’re also getting turned on by the fact I’m the one nearly naked.”

He shivered and stepped back, and I noticed his hand snake down and adjust himself again.

“Time to get to the business end of this, now, babe. Lose the bra.”

He licked his lips as I flicked the straps down onto my arms and then reached around behind me to unclasp the thin garment.

“Slow down, Emma, slow down. Let me get the pictures.”

“You’re the one that said lose it.”

“Slowly, babe, slowly.”

I glared at him but managed to do it through a smile. I must have looked totally demented, but I did as he asked, or rather as he commanded.

I felt the fabric of the bra relax as I unclipped the fastener at the back. Drawing in a deep shuddering breath, I brought my hands around to the sides, feeling the shoulder straps cascading down to my elbows. At the same time, the fabric started to peel away from the upper slopes of my breasts. Ben was clicking away like a madman, trying to capture every moment of the big reveal. Despite Ben having seen, and more than just seen, touched and sucked and bit my nipples hundreds of times over the last few years, I felt suddenly shy. Almost as if he was the photographer, the stranger. I let out a whimper which turned into an earthy moan as I brought my hands down and revealed my breasts.

“Fuck, you look amazing.”

I shuddered and then dropped the bra. “One part of that sentence was correct.”

“Oh, which part?”

“The first part.”

Ben didn’t know it, but the photoshoot was over. It had achieved two objectives. First, I now knew, for sure, I wanted to do a proper one with a proper cameraman. Second, I was so turned on I was about to rape my husband if he didn’t give me what I wanted.

I stepped down off the table and stalked toward him. “Put that fucking cell phone down.”


Chapter 3

I didn’t think I gave him enough time to put the cell down, but in my aroused state, I didn’t care. I wanted my husband, anyway, I could have him. Somehow, he managed to put the cell phone down on a side table and halfway straighten up before I was on him. The force of my lunge forced him back a half step, but then his arms wrapped around me. I could feel the material of his shirt irritating my hand nipples. Lower down my skirt protected my skin from his jeans, but not from the rock-hard erection those jeans encased. It dug into my stomach as I started to shower his face with a myriad of kisses.

His preoccupation with what my mouth was doing on his face became apparent, making him a sucker for my next move. I pushed back against his arms while still kissing him. Having broken the embrace, I could bring my hands up against his chest and push. He took an involuntary half-step back, and I pushed again. This time the edge of the couch caught him on the back of the legs. One more shove, and he couldn’t stay upright as he fell back onto the couch. An oomph escaped his lips, but I don’t think I’d winded him. The momentary shock was enough for me to continue with the plan I’d formed before stepping down from the table.

His legs had parted as he sat down, and quick as a flash, I knelt between them, shuffling forward, my hands reaching for his fly. He went to stop me, his hands grabbing mine and then relaxing as he realized what I was doing.

“Emma…”

“Shush. Enjoy, sweetheart, you just earned this.” I made my voice s deep and earthy, almost gravelly, as I could manage. It kinda came out right, but not quite. I was panting in my own need. If he’d been quicker on the uptake and our positions had been reversed, I’d probably have cum on the first swipe of his tongue.

My fingers weren’t quick enough for my liking as I fumbled with his belt, button, and zip, and I gave a moan of pure frustration. In my haste, I only yanked his pants partway open before freeing his erection from his boxers. Before he could say or do anything, I’d leaned down, opened my mouth, and engulfed the top third of his length. As his cock slid over my tongue, we both let out a moan, this time of pure passion. Ben loved me going down on him almost as much as I loved him going down on me. The thought of what he’d do to me in return sent my core into overdrive.

I could taste his pre cum, and there was a lot of it. He must have been leaking it throughout the photoshoot. I didn’t care, I didn’t particularly like the taste, but I liked the act if that makes sense. Pulling back until just the head was in my mouth, I swirled my tongue around it, searching for and then finding the little hole in the end. Above me, he groaned, and then his hand descended to the top of my head. He didn’t push, but I knew what he wanted. I took him deeper again, deeper than before, and I could feel just how hard he was.

With most of his shaft in my mouth, I sealed my lips around it and sucked hard, hollowing my cheeks as if I was trying to suck his entire being out of the end of his prick. He gasped in appreciation. His free hand wormed between his thigh, his still-clothed thigh, and my naked chest, so he could cup my breast. I let out a hiss of my own appreciation, and this time he did push down on the top of my head. Involuntarily I took another inch of him into my mouth, gagging as the wiry pubic hair tickled my nose. Instantly the pressure eased, and I lifted up and off, gasping for air.

“Sneaky!”

“Sorry.”

I winked at him to show it wasn’t really a problem as his hand found the back of my neck and guided me forward and down once more. Sometimes he let me set the pace and depth, but this was not one of those times. He pushed down hard, in effect forcing me to take more of his shaft into my mouth than I would have chosen to. I moaned as his fingers twisted my nipple, sending another jolt of electricity to my pussy. I used one hand to brace myself against his leg, giving me a little protection against taking it too deep. My other hand scrabbled to lift the front of my skirt out of the way so I could touch myself.

As he increased the pressure on my captive nipple, I moaned again, which opened my mouth a little wider. It must have been what Ben was waiting for because he started to flex his hips. My eyes opened wide. This was new. My husband was fucking my face!

I tried to lift off, but he easily held me in place with one hand, his hips starting to thrust properly. Then he switched his other hand to my other breast and squeezed hard. My fingers found my slit, and I started to rub it.

By now, he was groaning, and at the same time, the combined stimulation was making me moan almost continuously. I knew my own orgasm wasn’t far off and transferred my attention to the top of my slit, isolating and then rubbing my clit. Ben wasn’t far away either, and as his thrusts became a bit more erratic, I hoped fervently he could hold off enough to let me get there.

Everything seemed to happen at once. We were both worked up from the photoshoot, more than I’d expected either of us to be. His cock flexed in my mouth, and I could feel it swelling particularly the end. I could imagine the little hole expanding, opening out as his cock started to throb. I couldn’t see it, but I could feel it. As the first spasm shot out of the end of his cock, he increased the pressure on my nipple. His savage twist on the sensitive nub was echoed by my own fingers reflexively squeezing my clit. My own arousal bubbled over, and I stiffened into my own orgasm with a cry that was muffled by the obstruction in my mouth.

Despite the fact my entire body was trembling as the waves of pleasure crashed over me, I could still feel each spurt as he shot ropes of his cum straight into my throat. I counted six or seven before he started to relax. His hand slipped off my breast, and I somehow brought my own sticky fingers away from my still pulsing pussy. His hand slipped off the top of my head, and I lifted up and off his still drooling cock.

My movement continued, my entire body moving up and then backward and down to sit on the carpet between his feet, looking up at him.

“Wow!”

“Wow, yourself, babe! That was fabulous.”

“Fabulous for you, maybe, but I was doing the work for both of us.”

He grinned at me, then let his tongue loll out in a suggestive manner. I shuddered, knowing he was offering turn and turn about. An offer I wasn’t going to refuse. My sensitive pussy needed a rest first, though, and my sensitive and sore throat needed a drink.

“Lose the skirt, and I’ll let you fetch us some water.”

“You want me to walk around in the nude?” Even as I asked the question, my hands had moved to the fasteners of the skirt and undone them. I slid it beneath my butt and down onto my legs.

“Of course I do.”

“With the drapes open?” I pulled the skirt off as he chuckled.

Then the import of what I’d just said hit me. The drapes were open, the goddam drapes were open, and I’d just stripped for my husband, standing on the coffee table, brightly lit with the fucking drapes open!

His chuckle descended into an outright laugh. I guess my expression must have been funny. I, however, did not see the funny side.

“Close the fucking drapes!”

He looked down at his slowly deflating cock, still hanging out of his trousers. “Like this? I don’t think so.”

I glared at him, but he made no attempt to cover himself, let alone get up. It appeared, in his post-orgasmic bliss, he wasn’t bothered if anyone had seen me or if anyone saw me now.

“Told you, you were an exhibitionist.”

At least the drapes were operated by a cord, and the cord was on my side of the room, just beyond the couch. Out of pure bravado, not that I felt particularly brave, I slid to the side and rose to my feet without trying to cover my nudity with my hands. Ben watched my progress with a gleam in his eyes. That gleam promised he wasn’t done yet, and I wanted him to deliver on that promise, but not until the fucking drapes were closed. At least with him sitting on the couch with his back to the window, nobody had seen the way I’d let my husband treat me., turning a gentle blow job into a full-on face fuck.

I maintained my glare as I sidled around the couch so I was, as much as possible, out of the line of sight from the window. Grabbing the cord, I swished the drapes closed and breathed a sigh of relief.

Ben laughed at my sigh.

“Not funny.”

“Babe, it’s fucking hilarious. Closing those drapes is only half the job. Think about the kitchen door and window when you turn on the light to fetch two glasses of water.”

“You’ll wear one.”

“Nope.”

Quick as a striking snake, his hand flashed out and grabbed my arm. Before I could react, he pulled hard, exerting more force than I had when I’d toppled him onto the couch. I shrieked as I overbalanced onto the arm of the couch before another pull spread-eagled me across his lap, with my ass up in the air. I could feel his cock, sticky with my saliva, pressing against my side. My eyes popped wide open at the realization I was in a perfect position for him to spank me. Not something he’d ever done, other than in play, and never hard enough to do more than sting a little.

His chuckle was back. “I guess someone might have enjoyed that photoshoot experience a little too much, hey, naughty girl?” Before I could wriggle away, his hand descended onto the middle of my back, pressing down and immobilizing my torso and, perhaps more importantly, my ass.

“Don’t you…”

“You going to dare me?” His tone was light and playful, but if I’d said dare, I knew I’d have invited him to do it. That’s why I’d bitten back on the final word.

I shook my head and brought my hands under my chest, ready to lever myself up. I knew if my attempt to escape was hard enough, he wouldn’t exert his strength and keep me there. It was, if anything, simply a matter of timing.

His hand did descend on my butt, but not as a spank. He gently started to caress my ass cheeks, giving both of them an equal amount of attention. It was incredibly arousing, and I relaxed. I guess he was watching for that moment because his hand left my ass, then returned hard. Well, not that hard, but the sound of the slap echoed around the room.

“Ow!”

“Shush. You’re fine. That was just a love tap.” His hand returned to its caressing movements once more. This time, though, I didn’t relax.

“No more, I promise.”

“Umm….”

His hand dipped to the junction of my legs, his fingers worming between my thighs to stroke the lower part of my slit. My breath caught in my throat, and without consciously thinking about it, I let my legs relax a little further apart. That gave him access to everything, and he took full advantage. As he started to rub my clit, I couldn’t prevent the moan that bubbled up. My head, lifted when he spanked me, dropped back down again, and I could feel my whole body trembling in response to the stimulation. Against my thigh, his cock twitched as it started to come alive too.

With Ben’s usual deftness, he opened me up and isolated my clit, running two fingers on either side of it while using the middle finger to press against the sensitive tip. My legs spread further, and Ben, realizing he didn’t need to hold me down anymore, slid his other hand from the middle of my back down onto my ass. As one hand worked on my clit, and his other hand caressed my ass, I was literally in heaven. I couldn’t stop my ass from bouncing up and down on his lap, unable to keep still. My entire body was writhing from pure pleasure.

Sounds were coming from me, but they weren’t intelligible. They were mewling sounds, interspersed with moans as deep inside, the second orgasm started to crest.

I lost it completely when Ben started to push his fingers into me, sawing them back and forward rapidly, finger fucking me as my senses let go. If anything, the second orgasm, despite its rapid onset, was even bigger than the first. It certainly lasted longer, although I lost track of time as my entire body shook and trembled from the sheer force of it.

Wisely, Ben let go and left me alone to recover as I tried to catch my breath. Somehow, I slid off his lap to land on the soft carpet. I think he held me a little to slow down my fall, but I ended up slumped at his feet, gazing up through blurry eyes into his smiling face. My gaze dropped lower, and I guess my eyes flared wider as I realized my husband was now erect again.

“Bastard!”

“She says to the man who just made her cum… again.”

I glared at him, but honestly, I was still trying to recover my breath.

“That spank was too much. Bastard!”

“Sorry, would you like me to kiss it better?”

I shook my head. Letting his mouth anywhere near my ass, or for that matter, his real target, my pussy, would have been too much right then.

He grinned as he tucked himself away and did his fly back up. Not that doing so was an easy thing for him to achieve with the hard-on he had. A moment later, as he rose to his feet and reached down for me, I realized we made an obscene couple. He was fully dressed and didn’t look a hair out of place while I was stark naked. I glanced down. Well, except for my heels, which had miraculously stayed on throughout. Not only that, but my lace underwear was also still wrapped around one ankle as if magically attached to me.

He lifted me into his arms, one hand dropping to my butt to rub at the place he’d spanked. Not that it was still sore, but I wouldn’t let him know that. The ass rub was nice.

“Come on, shower, and then I hear the bed calling an early night, I think.”

“You’re tired?”

“No, babe. I owe you an oral orgasm, and then I intend to fuck you in the comfort of our bed.”

“Assuming you don’t do that while we shower.”

“Thank you for inviting me.”

“I didn’t.”

“You sure did, babe, you sure did. Now, upstairs so I can wash your back and then your front, and then after all that, we can wash each other all over again.”

I shivered as he started to steer me toward the stairs. Instinctively I knew he would want to watch the play of my leg and ass muscles as I mounted the stairs in my high heels. I knew my ass would roll from side to side. That thought made me blush, but after two orgasms and the promise of at least one more, if not more than one, who was I to complain.

“I guess I’ll have to tidy up in the morning.”

“I guess so. Now upstairs, my exhibitionist little minx.”

I shivered. It appeared he hadn’t forgotten anything that had happened.

At the foot of the stairs, he let go of my hand. “After you.”

I shivered again. No, he hadn’t forgotten anything, and my anticipation was right. Maybe I was an exhibitionist, after all.


Chapter 4

“Are you sure about this? You could ring and cancel. He probably expects you to do just that.”

I could sense Ben’s concern was as much feigned as real. Yes, he was right. I could back out. Sean had told me I could even back out as he arrived, and he wouldn’t take offense. No, I wasn’t going to back out, not now, not ever.

“I’m fine, honestly.”

“You’re happy to get your tits out for someone else?”

I knew my husband well enough to know his crudity was deliberate. His way of deflecting my anxiety in a different direction at him. His left-handed way of being supportive without wanting to smother me with too much attention.

I ignored the crudeness. “There are three reasons I want to do this, okay?”

“Three?”

“Yeah, three. “One, it’s always been a long-held fantasy of mine.”

“I know that.”

“Two, Sean is cheap, well, basically free, and that’s important right now.”

“But not a pro.”

“No, he’s not a professional photographer, but I’ve seen some of his pictures. He’s good. Good enough for me. After all, I’m not being photographed for Playboy or for the web.”

“That I know too. The third reason?”

“You haven’t worked that one out?”

He shook his head as I started to blush.

“I want you to think back. When was the last time we made love so much in a week? Despite three days of abstinence for my rag days. I haven’t cum so often in that length of time, not since our honeymoon.” My blush was scarlet now, and Ben chuckled.

He checked his watch. “We’ve got time…” He stuck out his tongue between two fingers in an obscene mime.

“Stop it. No, we don’t have time. You need to be out of here in about ten minutes. Sean will be here about thirty minutes later. The last thing you want to do is leave your post-orgasmic but unsatisfied woman still sweaty and stinking of sex when a stranger walks into the room with a camera in his hand.”

“I don’t know, might make some of the pictures a bit more interesting.”

“Ben!” My glare just made him laugh harder.

“Not funny.”

His laugh faded away. “I wasn’t trying to be funny.”

“Not happening.”

“Okay, okay. I get the picture. Just promise me one thing.”

“Which is?”

“Don’t get so carried away, you’re not hot to trot the moment I get home. Once Sean’s left, I expect you to be commando for the rest of the day. Ready and willing, and above all wet for me the second I walk through that door.”

I shuddered at the thought of my husband football, tackling me to the ground, and fucking me without bothering to close the front door.

Five minutes later, ahead of schedule for once, he’d kissed me goodbye and headed out the door.

I swallowed hard, a lot of my bravado dissipating into the empty room. Sean would be here in about half an hour. Not long after that, it would be showtime. Quite literally.

* * * *

I don’t know if I expected Sean to be on time or whether I was hoping he’d be late. It turned out he was right on time as he rang the door chimes.

“Hi.”

“Hi, yourself, beautiful.”

“Stop that. Remember, I’m a married woman.”

“No, not true.”

“Sorry?”

“You are a beautiful married woman who wants to try her hand at modeling.”

“One set, just once, not exactly trying my hand. Coffee?”

“Please. White, no sugar. Do you mind if I fetch my gear in? It’ll take a couple of trips, at least.”

“Sure. I’ll be in the kitchen.”

His flattery had me a little flustered, so I was glad of the excuse to get away, even if only for a couple of minutes. I hoped he hadn’t caught the blush on my cheeks and didn’t think he’d got to me. If he had, I hoped he realized I was taking it as teasing and nothing more. Not, I repeat, not responding to flirting.

When I stepped through from the kitchen, Sean was just bringing in a couple of long black bags. He’d already decanted three, no four large aluminum boxes from his car.

“You were right when you said a lot of gear.”

He shrugged. “Lights, flashguns, umbrellas, cameras, and lenses. Yep, it adds up to a lot of gear.”

“Expensive too, I bet.”

“Each item, yes, but I’ve collected them over a long period of time. The nice thing about most of it is the interoperability. Most things either fit standard-sized connectors or can interchange with older components. If I want a new lens, it fits on the old camera body, and vice versa.”

“I see.” I giggled. “Actually, I don’t. Most of what you said just went over my head.”

Seeing as Sean knew from work that I wasn’t any kind of an airhead, he gave me a sharp look.

“Right, I need to unpack and set up the static camera upstairs and make sure that’s working. Then while you’re getting ready, I can set up down here. That way, I keep my end of the bargain. I’m not upstairs when you are. Okay?”

“Sure.” I swallowed hard. Actually, having that intrusive camera in the bedroom was the bit I was least looking forward to.

“So which…?” He gestured toward the stairs.

“First on the left. You’re not going to put it right in the middle of the room, are you?”

“No, I’ll tuck it into the corner so it covers most of the room. Look, I didn’t say you had to face the camera, right? The motor is silent. You shouldn’t even need to remember it’s there. Five minutes, ten tops, and then I’ll need to test it, okay?”

Knowing he’d be doing this, I’d made sure not to get any part of my outfits out before he got here. There again, knowing he would be doing it and him actually doing it were two different things.

I watched as he grabbed some things I recognized, a camera and lens, a tripod, and a flash gun. Some things I didn’t recognize were a bulky-looking turntable thing and a remote control that appeared to have a small screen built into it. I blushed as I realized what remote control meant. He needed a way to control the camera, to see what the camera could see. It appeared that even though he was downstairs, he’d be able to watch me getting changed. Even if it was a two-inch square, tiny image of me.

As he headed upstairs, I suppressed a shudder and moved into the family room. The coffee table that had been in the center of the room was now pushed against the wall and loaded with a heavy-looking vase full of flowers. It didn’t just look heavy. It was heavy. I didn’t want Sean to get the same idea as Ben had had. No way was I standing on that coffee table while I took my clothes off in front of the camera. He was getting no upskirt shots, not that I’d be removing my panties in any case.

I’d put on an old house dress, a cotton one, this morning. Sean had asked me not to wear a bra so there wouldn’t be strap marks showing in different places from the bra straps of the one I’d worn at the start of the shoot. I could understand that and did as he asked, but pulled on a camisole before putting the dress on, just to give me the comfort of another layer. Mental comfort that is. Now I could feel my nipples had hardened and were rubbing against the silk of the camisole, irritating themselves as I moved. It kept them tight and erect, and I knew they could easily show through my clothing.

I let out a giggle as the solution to my anxieties hit me. When I went upstairs to change into the first outfit, I’d been worrying about Sean watching me change. After the first part of the shoot, it wouldn’t matter so much, but even before I’d properly posed for the camera? The solution was staring me in the face. I’d already prepared the outfit on a hanger, underwear, and all. All I had to do was grab the hanger and take it into the ensuite to get changed. Although the door was glass, it was frosted, so he wouldn’t be able to get a clear view through it.

I relaxed and drank my coffee, and it was another few minutes before Sean came down the stairs.

“Done?”

“Yeah. All set up, switched on, and working.”

“Won’t it switch off while not in use?”

“Nah, disabled that. Besides, the battery on the camera itself will run for about five hours.”

“And your, what should I call it, gizmo?”

“Mains powered, plugged into the spare socket in the corner. Hope you don’t mind?”

I shrugged. It wasn’t an issue for me. “Not a problem.”

He grabbed his coffee and took a long swig. “Nice coffee.”

“Thank you.”

“Listen, I can guess you’re a bit nervous about me using this remote control while you’re getting changed the first time before you face the camera for real.”

“A little.” I didn’t let on I’d come up with my own solution.

“Well, don’t be. When you go upstairs, I’ll take a couple of shots, opening credits if you like, then rotate the camera to point at the wall. When you’ve got changed, just call down the stairs, and I’ll rotate it back to take candid shots as you finish getting ready. You will already be dressed, so there is nothing to worry about.”

“Thank you, that’s good.” I chuckled. “I had, of course, already planned my own alternative.”

“Yeah, I saw the en suite and guessed you might.”

I blushed a little, realizing he was a step ahead of me. However, rotating the camera away was a nice touch. “Do you blame me?”

“Of course not. You need to be comfortable, so my little predilection for something more than posed shots shouldn’t interfere with you feeling comfortable. I assume once you’ve done the first set, you won’t be quite so concerned about your modesty.”

“Well, there wouldn’t be much point, would there?”

He let out a laugh. “Not really, no. I need you to feel relaxed and happy. I want the smile to be genuine, not forced. The rabbit in the headlights look is not a good idea. Unless you’re shooting book covers for crime novels.”

It was my turn to laugh. “The idea of seeing a lingerie-clad, frightened version of me on a book cover in the front window of every bookstore in this city does not appeal.”

He shrugged. “Not my favorite idea, either. Now how about you go and get ready while I set up my equipment in here. I thought we’d start in the family room because you’ll be more comfortable, and if you’re comfortable, the smile will be genuine.”

“Okay. How long do you need?”

“Twenty minutes tops.”

“I might need a few more than that.”

“No problem.” He held up his empty mug. “I’ll just help myself if you don’t mind.”

“No, the pot’s fresh. Help yourself.”

I left him where he was and hurried upstairs. As I entered the bedroom, I heard the camera shutter click and looked to see the camera set up in the far corner. I took a couple of steps into the room and heard the turntable whirr as the camera turned to track me. At least I could hear it moving. I smiled and waved at the camera to let Sean know that was enough, at least as far as I was concerned.

A moment later, the rig whirred for even longer as the camera tracked around before ending up pointing right into the corner. So much for a silent motor. I bit down a giggle. With the flash gun mounted on the top, it almost looked like a little boy with a dunce’s hat standing there.

“I’ve turned it away, okay?” Sean’s voice floated up from the bottom of the stairs.

“Fine, thank you.”

“I’ll leave it like that until you’ve put that blouse and skirt on. When you call out that you’re dressed, I’ll turn it back, okay?”

“Yeah, that’s good.” I smiled to myself. Sean had promised to be a gentleman throughout the shoot, and so far, he’d kept his word.

* * * *

Despite the camera being turned away and the mechanism that would turn it back being loud enough for me to hear, I was still nervous about it. I kept my back to it as I slipped off my housedress and then the camisole before picking up the bra and then the blouse. I kept glancing over my shoulder. Once I had my top half decently covered, I grabbed the panties that matched the bra and slipped into the en suite to make sure I wouldn’t need to go later. When I put the panties I’d worn for the morning so far, plain cotton ones, in the wash basket, I could feel they were damp. A quick check confirmed the suspicion. I was wet from the anticipation of what was going to happen. I was about to expose myself to a work colleague, effectively a stranger, and that idea turned me on!

The clean panties were snugged into place, and I glanced around the bathroom door to check the camera was still turned away. It was. Reassuringly, it didn’t seem to have moved at all. It was the work of moments to pull the skirt up my legs and fasten it. I breathed a huge sigh of relief, then remembered I needed to let Sean know he could turn the camera around and resume photographing me.

“I’m decent.”

The noises of him setting things up downstairs ceased. “Okay.”  His acknowledgment came floating back up the stairs.

After a few seconds, as I sat at my dresser and started to touch up my makeup, I heard the camera whirr as it turned into position. I didn’t need to listen for the click of the shutter. Instead, the flash made me jump. I was sitting side to the camera, and if I looked to my left, I could see the camera in the angled mirror on that side. I nodded to myself, he’d positioned the camera carefully, so it would capture me as well as part of my face and upper body in the mirror.

The mechanism whirred for very short bursts while, in between, the flash fired. I guessed he was focusing and angling the camera right where he wanted. The problem for me was the flash was making me jump, and the whirring noises also rattled me a little. I needed a steady hand for my eyeliner and lippy, and this just wasn’t working.

“Sean?”

“Yeah?”

“Could you not use the flash, please? It’s making me jump every time it fires. I almost took my eye out with my eyebrow pencil.”

“Oh, right. Hang on…” A moment later. “Was that better?”

I bit back a chuckle. I hadn’t heard a thing. “You took a picture then.”

“Sure did.”

“Much better then, thanks. Can you keep it still for a couple of minutes too? The noise is off-putting, and I really need steady hands.”

“Will do. I’ve got most of the shots I wanted anyway.”

For the next ten minutes, I concentrated on getting my makeup the way I wanted it and then teased my hair, already pinned up, into a better shape. I more or less forgot about the intruder in the corner until I rose to my feet and headed for the wardrobe to retrieve the jacket that would team up with the skirt. They weren’t a suit, the jacket belonged to another skirt, but the color matched well enough I could use it. The skirt differed slightly from the one I’d worn for Ben the previous week. This one had a couple of side splits that ran quite high. When I walked, they split open to show off my thighs. It was altogether too sexy a look for the office.

Now as I pulled the jacket on, the camera came back to life and tracked me as I walked across the bedroom toward the door. I blushed as I realized Sean must have been watching for the moment. It was a good job I didn’t decide to adjust myself inside my bra while I was standing. Otherwise, he’d have got an obscene-looking shot!

I glared at the camera as it whirred around to follow me and then, on impulse, stuck my tongue out at the lens. I heard a startled laugh from Sean and knew he’d probably caught that moment on camera.

“I’m ready. But then you already know that.”

“Just let me get to the foot of the stairs, so I can capture you as you descend.”

“Pervert!”

“No, full experience. Remember, that’s what you wanted.”

I held onto the banister at the top of the stairs and watched as he positioned himself at the bottom.

“Right, come down slowly, pause on each step, and please, remember to smile.”

Showtime!

End of Part 1


Part 2 - The Shoot




Chapter 1

I bit my lip for a second and then started down the stairs. He was right. I had agreed I wanted the full experience, well, minus the makeover elements. They would have been the icing on the cake but would have cost a lot of money. The experience I was getting, sans makeover, was, at least, free.

Two steps down, I knew I had a problem. The skirt was tight and, despite the side splits, was inching up my thighs. That was compounded by the height of my heels. I knew I wasn’t far off showing the tops of my hold-up stockings, and I still had a long way to go. Instinctively, I did what almost all women would do. I came to a halt, my hands dropped to my hem, and I tugged the skirt down back into place.

“Don’t do that.”

“What?” I knew what he meant. Sean was going to be perfectly happy to let me walk down the stairs with the skirt having ridden to the top of my thighs. By the time I was halfway down, he’d be able to see my underwear. There again, that was kinda the purpose of the shoot, wasn’t it? My question was disingenuous in order to buy me the time to straighten it properly.

“Don’t straighten the skirt. Let it ride up. The full experience, remember, show me those lovely legs.”

“Compliments will get you nowhere.”

“Compliments will help you relax and go with the flow. Now keep descending, and don’t adjust the skirt again.”

I stepped down, and the skirt rode up almost a full inch. I brought my other foot down level with the first and peered down at Sean. He gave me a thumbs-up and then quickly grabbed the camera again. Another step down, and then another, and then one more. I could feel the hem of the skirt brushing against my thighs above my stockings. I glanced down at myself, seeing the narrow band of bare flesh showing below the stocking. I knew, with the side splits pulling wider apart with each step, I’d be showing even more flesh. Sean was clicking away, just letting me descend at my own pace.

I got to halfway and paused again, drawing a shuddering breath. Once more, I couldn’t help myself and checked. At least the skirt’s upward progress was slower now, and although I was showing thigh above the stockings, it hadn’t increased at the same rate as in the beginning.

I glanced up from checking my legs to see Sean starting to back away from the bottom of the stairs. He was keeping to his word, making sure to keep his distance and avoid any accidental contact. I gave him a smile, and he lowered the camera and smiled back.

“That was great, but can you do something different on each step from now on.”

“Such as?”

“I want you to half turn as you step down, then turn sideways the other way as you bring your trailing leg down. That way, I get both profile views.”

“You mean you get to see both side splits of the skirt.”

“That too.” He grinned and lifted the camera again. I resumed my downward progress, trying hard to do as he said, knowing I was showing more leg than I usually would in this skirt. I just hoped when I got down to floor level, he wasn’t going to expect me to leave the skirt rucked up. As soon as I stepped clear of the stairs, I intended to smooth it back down. It might be a miniskirt, but it wasn’t a micromini.

The closer I got to the bottom of the stairs, the further Sean backed away. He continued to take several shots of me on each stair and some more when I stepped onto the hall floor. He made no comment as I smoothed the skirt back down my legs and looked around the family room. Sean had been busy.

Cables seemed to snake in every direction. I could see several lighting stands set up, a couple with umbrella-like appendages that I knew were reflectors, and the rest had huge translucent boxes mounted on them. I would later find out they were called softboxes, which was appropriate.

“Mind the cables. It can be a bit of a rat’s nest.”

“So I see.” I took a deep breath. “Where do you want me?” There was an accidental double meaning there, but I tried to ignore the slip.

“Well, if you don’t mind, I’d like to start with you on the other side of the breakfast bar. I’ll stay this side, and the lights will shine on your face.” Thankfully he had ignored that other interpretation too.

“Just my face?”

“Well, just your face to start with, then as we get a couple of buttons undone and you lean forward, well, you get the picture.”

I couldn’t help giggling. “No, you’ll be getting the picture.”

“True.” He chuckled too, and the exchange of humor actually helped me to relax. I picked my way over the cables that seemed to run everywhere. Once in the kitchen, I moved to stand behind the breakfast bar and, out of a feeling of devilment, bent at the waist as I placed my elbows on the counter.

“Is this the shot you wanted?”

“Well, it’s the shot I will want, but first, would you mind sitting on the stool there and crossing your legs.”

I blushed a little as I guessed I’d over anticipated his requirements. The blush heightened as I remembered the breakfast bar had no front, so below the level of the counter, he could see my lower half. When I sat on the stool and crossed my legs, that traitorous skirt would slide up and expose my legs to him. No doubt he’d get me to turn so that exposure was maximized.

“That’s perfect. Now just turn the stool so you’re a little side on to me. No, I meant the other way. I should have said that, sorry. That’s good. A few degrees more? Perfect.”

He shot off several pictures, one after the other, then dropped down so he was shooting underneath the counter. This time he needed the flash, so I was glad it wasn’t right in my eyes. I hated to think how much he could see under there, but at least my legs weren’t parted and pointing straight at him. He might be able to see underwear or at least a hint of it, but not much more than that.

“Now, stand up again, please. Push the stool out of the way. We won’t need it. I’d move it for you, but that would break the proximity rules.”

“It’s fine. It’s not heavy.”

“Now, stand up right in front of the counter. Great shot.”

Once again, he took several shots, with me standing still and him moving around a little to change the angles.

“Now, remember what we said about ringing the changes on your outfit?”

“You mean jacket off, blouse off, jacket on?”

“And then jacket off, bra off, jacket on, skirt off, jacket off, bra on, bra off. That was the sequence I seem to recall.”

“Yeah.” I was comfortable with the first bit but not so much with the topless bits. There again, those bits were the point of my fantasy, and this photoshoot was the fulfillment of that fantasy.

“Don’t worry, we’ll take it slow.”

I let out an explosive breath.

“I want you to come in here now. I’ve got most of my lights set up to illuminate the lounge chair.”

“I thought you wanted some over-the-counter cleavage shots.”

“We can do those later. For now, let’s concentrate on the other shots. Nothing to stop you from slipping the blouse on again at the end and only doing up a couple of buttons. That would make a superb closing shot.”

I shivered. The blouse wasn’t thick enough to completely cover my nipples if they were aroused. Such a pose would be pretty much obscene. There again, I’d have been topless in front of the camera for quite some time before that point, so would it really matter if he was taking cleavage shots with my hard nipples forming bumps in the front of the blouse?

By now, I was conflicted. Part of my brain was concentrating on the anxiety of showing my body to a virtual stranger and the unforgiving lens of the camera. The other part of my brain was thinking about how I was about to realize a fantasy I’d nursed since college. My body, though, wasn’t conflicted at all. It was like the cheering section of a strip club. Yelling at my brain to stop dithering and get them off. Honestly, the way my core had heated during this initial process, it wouldn’t stop with just topless. I needed to rein myself in.

I perched on the front edge of the chair and tried to paint a smile on for Sean. It was hardly his fault I was in such a mental mess. There again, if he wasn’t there, I wouldn’t be in such a mess. Maybe it was his fault after all!

“Relax, Emma, relax. So far, you’re doing great. The pictures on the stairs were fantastic, as were the shots of you perched on the stool. Now sit back, and let’s get things moving. Once things are happening, you’ll find it much easier to relax and go with the flow.”

I allowed my face to relax as I sat back, resting my arms on the arms of the chair. “It’s things happening that’s making me nervous.”

“Nothing will happen that you haven’t agreed to upfront. Now cross your legs, left over right.”

I did as he asked and continued to follow his instructions. He seemed to be getting me to cross and recross my legs a lot, but the penny didn’t drop. Of course, he was. Every time I recrossed my legs, the skirt rode a bit higher. Because I wasn’t paying attention to that, I hadn’t noticed. I was showing bare flesh above the tops of the stockings by the time I realized.

I guess that realization must have shown its presence on my face because Sean proved to be a wizard at redirection.

“Now, bring your left hand to the bottom button of the jacket and slowly flick it open. Good, that looks good. Undo the other button. As you take your hand away, casually drag the jacket open too.”

Since I wasn’t revealing anything with such an action, I went ahead and did what he asked, trying to remain graceful and, if possible, seductive. Sean, though was frowning.

“Problem?”

He grimaced. “I suspect I didn’t think this through properly. It’s not you. It’s what you’re wearing and the fact you’re sitting down. Would you mind if I reset and tried again, this time with you standing up? It’s the way the jacket drapes. I should have thought of it before, sorry.”

“If you’re sure?”

“To get the best shot, yeah, standing is going to look less awkward, less forced a pose, so please stand up. However…”

“However, what?”

“The background will be wrong, I need to move the chair out of the way, so I can frame you against a blank wall. If I do that, I’ll have to rearrange and change the angle of the lights too. So, would you mind moving right out of the way for a couple of minutes? Thank you.”

He was a hive of industry as he did what he felt he needed to. Shifting the chair was simple. Moving the lights turned out to be more complicated than I expected, but he managed with rather a lot of fiddling. Then he needed to move some of the trailing cables out of the way. He even took a shot of the blank wall I’d be standing in front of and then moved one of the lights again.

“Sorry about that, if you wouldn’t mind standing in the cleared space there.” He gestured to where the chair had been, and I moved to where he wanted me. If anything, the way he’d changed things had helped me relax. If he could make and then admit to a mistake, then I didn’t have to worry about getting a pose wrong. As he lifted the camera in front of his face again, my smile, this time, was genuine. I was starting to enjoy the experience for real. Mind you, once my clothes started coming off, I wasn’t sure how long that enjoyment would continue. There again, this was my fantasy. Why should I let nerves spoil it for me?

“Just quickly do the buttons on the jacket back up, and we’ll start again.”

“Okay.” I couldn’t help the giggle that bubbled up.

“What’s so funny?”

“Just the idea that you’re asking me to fasten something up, not undo and remove it.”

Sean grinned at me. “Best way to get you naked. They say the way to a woman’s body is to get her laughing.”

“Actually, I think the saying is about getting into her panties…” I stopped, my face going crimson. “Not that that’s on the cards today.”

“I know, but that coloring is awesome.” He quickly fired off several quick shots in succession. “And all the better for being entirely self-inflicted.”

I wanted to glare at him, but he still had his camera up in front of him, and I didn’t want that expression captured.

“Right, let’s undo the buttons again and gently sweep the two halves of the jacket apart. Now while you do that, just extend your left leg forward, point the toe towards me, and flex your knee a little by lifting your heel. Perfect, Now hold the pose, and pull the jacket right out to the sides.”

Instruction followed instruction, and I was relaxed enough to just go with the flow as Sean slowly got me to ease the jacket back off my shoulders and then slowly down my arms and finally off.

“Drop it on the chair, as we’ll need it again soon.”

I swallowed hard. Putting the jacket back on meant the blouse would have come off. Things would, at that point, be getting rather more serious.

“Now bring your hands up in front of you and just flick that top button undone. Perfect. Now drop your hands down to your thighs and pout at the camera. Oh, very nice, very Marilyn Monroe.”

He was never still, moving around to change the angle and occasionally dropping down into a crouch to shoot up. At least from this position, he’d have to go a lot lower to get an up-skirt shot, so I concentrated on keeping the pout he’d asked for while staring at a point on the far wall in between the two main lights.

“Now, another button. Good, you’re doing really well. Another one? Perfect, and another.”

Without really paying attention to what he was suggesting, I’d followed his words, undoing each button in turn. The blouse now hung open, down to below the line of my breasts, exposing my cleavage to both him and the camera. I swallowed hard and kept posing as he asked me to.

“As far as I’m concerned, there’s no really elegant way to untuck your blouse from your skirt and then remove it. Do you know of one that looks sexy?”

“In a word, no.”

“Right, I want to adjust my camera, so I’ll give you a little privacy. I’ll turn my back for a few seconds. You strip off the blouse and put the jacket back on, doing just the bottom button up, not the top one. We want the gape for the next set of shots. Let me know when you’re ready.”

I breathed a sigh of relief as he turned away. I did agree with him. I couldn’t see any way of removing the blouse and keeping my movements graceful and sexy. As a result, his offer not to let those movements form part of the shoot was very welcome. With his back to me, but knowing he could turn around at any second and see more than he was supposed too… yet, I moved as quickly as possible. The blouse hit the back of the chair, although I was mindful enough to make sure it wasn’t too crumpled. After all, it would be going back on at some point. Grabbing the jacket, slipping my arms into the sleeves, and doing up just the one button didn’t take long either. Thankfully Sean didn’t turn around during the entire time.

“Ready.”

“Good girl. I wish I could see you dressed like that in the office, especially when you bend forward, which I would like you to do right now.”

This time I couldn’t stop myself from glaring at him. The idea of wearing a bra under my jacket and no blouse was preposterous in an office environment. I’d get fired for dressing like that! Sean, though, just chuckled and started taking pictures again.

As he’d asked, I slowly leaned forward, making the jacket gap further and further open. I knew I was showing a lot of cleavage like that, but I knew those shots would look seriously sexy.

“What would improve these pictures would be if you hitched your skirt up a little and showed a bit more leg.”

“How much leg?”

He chuckled again. “About as far as your waist would be good.”

I just looked at him. Giving him a full-on glare.

“A couple of inches or so, nothing more. Excuse this poor photographer’s attempt at humor.”

He gave me such a hurt and innocent look I couldn’t help letting out a laugh of my own. Taking another deep breath, I reached down with both hands and slid the skirt higher on my legs. Probably more than he’d asked for, I was sure bare flesh was showing again, which it hadn’t been since I’d stood up. Sean, though, wasn’t going to complain. Nor was I. After all, these pictures were for me, well, for my husband, but the experience was all for me. No doubt Sean was enjoying the shoot too, and would enjoy looking at the pictures, but this was for me. Other people’s enjoyment was incidental. Although, I would enjoy the end product of my husband getting worked up by my recounting of events, as well as by the pictures themselves.

Of course, in leaning forward to reach my skirt, I’d had to lean even further. I could feel my breasts had shifted more fully into the cups of the bra, hence deepening the cleavage and improving both Sean’s and his camera’s view.

“Undo the button.” Sean’s voice had taken on a hoarse tone, and I glanced down instinctively. Sure enough, a bulge was showing in the front of his trousers. I’d expected that my display, especially the later, more wanton aspects of it, would turn him on, but so soon? Seeing Sean was getting aroused brought a flush of embarrassment to my cheeks, but I didn’t break the pose.

“Now undo the button, stay as you are, and let the jacket hang down.”

I tried to work out how to hold the skirt up and undo the button, but that would need three hands. If Ben was manning the camera, I’d ask him to do it, but there was no way I was crossing that line with Sean. In the end I let go of one side of the skirt, brought my hand up and flicked the button undone, then returned my hand to my thigh. Thankfully the skirt hadn’t slid down too far. I pulled it back up, not caring if I pulled it higher. Sean wasn’t the only one getting turned on by my exposure. It was starting to stoke my own fires, especially now Sean had a great view of my bra-encased breasts and my cleavage, bisected only by the flimsy center strap of the bra.

Sean shot off a few more shots as he moved in front of me. “Okay, straighten up now.”

I was glad when he said that—my back was beginning to ache a little from being hunched over.

“Now let go of the skirt. If I’m lucky, it’ll stay there. If not, well, never mind, just pull the two halves of the jacket apart roughly in line with the center of your breasts.”

“You mean just covering my nipples.”

“I was trying to be polite.” He grinned at me, and I couldn’t help smiling back.

As I adjusted the jacket the way he wanted it, I glanced down. Although the bra was black, it was lace, and given how hard my nipples were, they were obvious through it. When he asked me to remove the jacket, they’d be visible to Sean and his camera. In fact, they’d probably be visible sooner than that.

“Okay, that was good.”

I hadn’t even realized he’d been shooting while I’d been thinking.

“Now, let’s lose the jacket, slowly, slowly.”

I tried hard not to grimace, tried to keep the smile on my face as I drew a deep shuddering breath and shrugged the jacket back on my shoulders. I knew my breasts bounced, despite the confining presence of my underwear, but I couldn’t help it. The rapid click of his shutter told me he was capturing every movement. Pulling the jacket back off my shoulders and down my arms took every inch of my self-control. Part of me was getting anxious about the exposure, and part of me was screaming to strut my stuff and get it all out there. My core was on fire, pure liquid fire at the thought of the exposure. Just a touch between my legs would probably set me off.

I let the jacket dangle from my fingers for a moment, then swung it over so it landed on the chair, leaving me posing in my skirt and bra. A bra that covered but didn’t totally conceal the shape and color of my aroused nipples. I certainly didn’t have to pinch them to make them hard. They already were.

“Nice, very nice.”

“Thought you might say that.”

“Hey, I’m just telling it like it is. You look sensational. Now, ease that left bra strap off your shoulder. Let it dangle on your upper arm.”

Sean was moving fast. I guess the flush of passion on my face told him he could, or indeed should, move that fast. My breathing was fast, very fast, and shallow with it. I was pretty sure he could see my breasts heaving as I sucked in air. I’d expected to get turned on by this. After all, that was the purpose of my fantasy, but I was far more aroused than I’d anticipated.

“Good, now the other one, let them dangle. Perfect. How’s the bra for self-support?”

“Sorry, what?”

“I mean, if you slipped your arms out of the straps, would the cups stay in place?”

“Probably.”

“Then please do exactly that.”

I stared at him for a moment, knowing I was risking premature exposure. Then I have a mental shrug. If the bra did slip, he’d be seeing things he would be seeing in a couple of minutes’ time anyway. Thankfully as I worked the straps down and then clear of my arms, the bra itself stayed in place, hugging my breasts. I subtly arched my back, forcing my breasts out into the cups of the bra. My nipples wanted to complain about the constriction. They wanted to be free.

“Turn around, Emma, face the wall, and bring your hands up behind you to grasp the hook of your bra.”

My breathing was shallow and quite erratic as I did as he asked. At least he wouldn’t be seeing my traitorous nipples as they were released.

“Undo the bra, but keep hold of the two ends. Perfect, now just move your hands a couple of inches apart. Very good, now another couple of inches, a couple more. Spot on. Okay, drop the bra.”

My mouth was dry, so I swallowed to force myself to produce saliva. The bra hit the floor, dropped by suddenly numb fingers. I desperately wanted to bring my hands up and cover my breasts, but I forced myself to stand still while he took photos of my naked back.

“Okay, now, I’m going to turn away so you can pick the jacket up and pull it on. Just don’t button it up. I think we’re past that point, don’t you?”

“I guess.” I looked back over my shoulder and watched as he did as he said and turned away. Grabbing the jacket, I quickly slipped it back on and pulled it tight across my front. I let go of both halves and of course, the jacket swung open, exposing a couple inches of totally bare skin down to the waistband of my skirt. Taking hold once more, I turned back and then let go, making sure I was still covered, although the final denouement couldn’t be far away.

“You can turn back now.”

He did so, and I watched as his eyes widened. “Wow, I knew that would be a good look, but it’s not.”

“It’s not?” I wanted to frown but tried to keep the professional smile he’d asked for.

“No, it’s a fantastic one. You look amazing. Now just hold still.” Once more, the camera clicked several times.

“Now, try not to disturb the jacket, but I want you to grasp the closure of the skirt and then slowly undo it.”

“The skirt?”

“Yeah, let’s see what you look like with those long legs and panties underneath the jacket.”

I’d been expecting him to get me to reveal my breasts by removing the jacket. Apparently, he was kinkier than I’d expected or we had discussed. Still, seeing as I’d lose the skirt eventually, it didn’t really matter. The idea of standing in my undone jacket and a pair of lacy panties somehow tickled my fancy. My arousal ramped up even higher. As I slowly unzipped the skirt, I could feel my legs getting weaker. All this standing around in various states of undress was having an effect. It wasn’t the fact I was turned on that surprised me. Rather, it was how much I was turned on. This exceeded even my wildest fantasy.

I have to admit that if I’d been on my own, well, my hand would have been down my panties, and I’d have been cumming on my fingers inside a few seconds. With Sean in the room and the camera pointing at me, there was no chance of following through with that. The sheer wickedness of the thought pushed me higher still. My thighs were trembling as I let the skirt slide down to the floor.

I’d been keeping my movements as slow and as small as possible, but I’m sure that Sean managed to get his camera a glimpse inside the front of the jacket. Maybe not as far as a nipple, but not very far short of that.

I tried not to look directly at Sean as he dropped to the floor to shoot up the length of my legs. At least the panties were slightly more opaque than the bra they matched. Well, they were in terms of the crotch panel. If he asked me to turn and lift the back of the jacket, they didn’t conceal much of my butt. The trembling in my legs was getting worse, and I could feel myself climbing to the heights of something I couldn’t let happen in front of a man who wasn’t my husband.

“Jacket?” I asked, rather than wait for him to tell me to reveal my breasts.

“If you’re ready.”

Before the words had fully left his mouth, my hands dropped to the open edges of the jacket and jerked the two sides apart. I semi-shrugged as I took my hands back, and the jacket slid off my shoulders. I could see Sean had pursed his lips in a silent whistle as he clicked frantically on the button. He was taking picture after picture of my naked breasts and engorged, distended nipples. They ached to be touched. In fact, every bit of my exposed skin ached to be touched.

Naked above the waist as. I let the jacket fall to the floor behind me. Below, my dignity, my modesty protected only by the thin panties. I didn’t count the stockings and heels as protecting anything.

Somehow, I managed to stay still long enough to capture several more shots. Then with an almost animalistic cry, certainly no words, I turned on my heel and picked my way through the rat’s snarl of cables toward the stairs.

“Emma?”

“I’m done for now.” Somehow the words came out, but I could only hope they were as intelligible to his ears as they were inside my brain.

Once at the stairs, I hurried up them, forcing myself not to look to see if Sean was still taking pictures or, indeed, if his gaze was glued to the transparent back of my underwear.

Once inside the bedroom, I shut the door and leaned back against it as my body sagged with relief. Relief was the operative word. I needed relief. I needed to take the edge off.

The whirr of the camera in the corner as it moved to track me reminded me I still wasn’t alone.


Chapter 2

That camera didn’t just remind me. It made me jump. Somehow, I’d forgotten about it. I’d burst into the bedroom, slamming the door closed behind me, with just one thing on my mind. I needed to clear the arousal coursing through me, and the only way I knew to do that was to make myself cum. That was becoming an impossibility if Sean could track and photograph my every move.

The answer was obvious, and I  grabbed my clean underwear for the next outfit and bolted for the ensuite. Once inside, I dropped the clean underwear to the floor and just as quickly yanked down the black pair I’d been wearing for the last hour.

I wasn’t surprised when I found out how wet they were, literally soaked through with my juices. I was surprised they weren’t glistening from it. That idea provoked a shudder. Maybe the camera sensor was good enough to pick up that fact.

Now naked, not counting the stockings, I leaned back against the vanity and touched myself. That first caress, my fingers sliding through the moistness either side of my pussy lips, almost set me off. I let out a soft moan and then clamped my mouth shut so as not to cry out.

It wasn’t going to take me long, not given how turned on I was, and my legs were trembling again within seconds. My fingers brushed aside my labia and thrust inside. My hand rotating so I could bring pressure to bear against my distended clit. As I pressed the sheath of that back against itself, my fingers started to saw in and out. My free hand came up and clutched my left breast, squeezing it before isolating the nipple and squeezing it hard.

My body needed no further stimulation than that, and I could feel myself starting to crest that wave. The orgasm was brief but exceedingly powerful, and my legs threatened to collapse. If it hadn’t been for the vanity taking some of my weight, they would have given way.

As my breathing slowly recovered and my brain began to exert control, I moved over to the toilet and used the tissue there to clean myself up. There wasn’t much I could do about the smell of aroused woman that permeated the room, but at least perfume would mask that. My nipples, though, refused to go flat, and my pussy throbbed, but I knew I couldn’t hide out in here any longer.

Pulling the red panties for the second outfit up my legs, I snugged them into position, conscious I was already making them damp as my pussy continued to seep liquor. There seemed little point in false modesty now. Sean’s cameras had already seen me topless, wearing nothing but panties and stockings. Although these were different panties, I was still in the same state of undress as I had been downstairs. Besides, the rest of my outfit for the second part of the shoot was still hanging in the wardrobe, so I had to leave the ensuite to find it. Given shooting me while I changed into it was the entire point of the fixed camera in the bedroom, I needed to make sure Sean got the shots he wanted.

Taking a deep breath and resisting the urge to bring my hands up to cover myself, I headed out of the open door and back into the bedroom.

Fuck! Open door! I hadn’t pulled the door too behind me. Had that fucking camera seen what I was doing? Had I given Sean more of an eyeful than I’d intended? Fuck!

The idea that I’d masturbated in the middle of the day was certainly different. The fact I’d done so standing up was something new. Added to that was the idea of doing so with the door open and a camera on the other side of the doorway drove reality to a point so far beyond the edge of my fantasy I couldn’t even see that fantasy anymore. Of course, I had no idea if Sean’s fixed camera had caught me doing that, but I couldn’t be certain it hadn’t.

Part of me wanted to quickly pull the dress on to cover my near-nakedness, but another part of me wanted to make sure Sean got what he’d asked for. Steeling myself to ignore the camera, I left the dress on the hanger and sat down at my dresser to touch up my makeup and hair. I’d put my hair up in a messy bun for the first shoot. For this one, I was going to leave it down. Since my hair was quite long, I needed to give it a serious brushing to make it hang right. The constantly whirring camera and occasion shutter clicks told me Sean was watching my every movement. With the rhythmic movements of my arm, I was giving him a great set of side boob shots.

It didn’t take that long, and my makeup was hardly mussed at all, although I did need an extra coat of lippy. I bit back a giggle. I’d added an extra coat for my rehearsal shoot with Ben, but that was because I knew where the lipstick would be smeared. That wasn’t true today, well, not with Sean. I’d probably need to add an extra layer after Sean left, ready for when Ben got home.

I did, however, have a problem, one that was probably obvious to Sean via the tiny screen on his remote control gadget. If it wasn’t obvious now, it would be by the time I’d arrived downstairs. My nipples refused to lie flat. The flush of my chest and cheeks wasn’t from embarrassment, despite the fact I was letting someone take pictures of my half-naked body. No, despite taking the edge off with a quick climax in the bathroom, I was still turned on. A lot turned on if the truth were to be told. Try as I might, I couldn’t calm my rapid breathing, and my heart was still pumping hard too.

I tried hard to ignore my arousal as I turned my back on the camera and walked over to the wardrobe door. I knew the mirrored finish would show my front view to the camera just as much as I was showing the back view. Pulling the dress on took less than a minute. The bright scarlet dress hugged all my curves, but the skirt was floaty down to mid-thigh. What made the dress sexy, below the waist, was the side split up my right leg. I never wore stockings with this dress because it would show bare flesh above the stocking top whenever I moved. Today, though, well, stockings rather than pantyhose were de rigeur. The top, though, was where the seriously sexy stuff went down., literally. The halter neck dress was effectively backless down to below my waist. At the front, the two straps didn’t actually meet until below my breasts, exposing my full cleavage to view. There was no way to wear a bra with this dress. My traitorous nipples pushed out at the thin fabric, creating twin obvious bumps.

A quick check in the mirror, and I knew I needed to get moving. Showtime all over again!

* * * *

Sean’s reaction to the dress was even better than I’d expected.

“Wow, doesn’t begin to cover it! I know you described the dress to me, but you didn’t do it or yourself justice. That outfit is to die for. You look sensational, absolutely delicious.”

“Don’t overdo it with the compliments. You’ll make a girl blush.”

He chuckled, and I had to ruefully join in. I was already blushing. At least, though, this time, he hadn’t insisted on shooting me coming down the stairs.

As I looked around, I noticed he’d moved the lights, with several of them now in the kitchen rather than the family room. “The kitchen, really? What am I supposed to do, have a food fight?”

“If you want, got any open bags of flour?”

I rolled my eyes, not having expected him to come back at me quite so quickly. “No.”

“The lights are for backfill. I want to take shots of you sitting at the breakfast bar. The lights positioned in the lounge will light your front, while the breakfast bar itself will provide some nice contrast as well as reflections onto your face. So, if you wouldn’t mind perching on the stool, I’ll set up the lights.”

As I sat down where he’d asked me to, he fiddled with the lights. I took the chance to look down and make sure the plunging neckline wasn’t gaping too far. The dress had a tendency to do that when I sat down. Ben called it a peekaboo dress for that reason. I didn’t wear it often, but when I did, my husband was very attentive, in a good way.

The dress hadn’t gaped, but the split had fallen open, showing about three inches of bare flesh above my stocking. I thought about lifting in the seat and adjusting it by pulling the loose fabric from underneath me, but by then, Sean was pushing a light meter into my face as he took readings, and I didn’t want to distract him. Besides, if he caught me doing it, he’d ask me to leave it, claiming, no doubt, artistic reasons.

“Just one more light to adjust, and we’re ready for your next performance.”

I glared at him, wondering if he meant my undressing in front of the camera, or the one upstairs, the one I’d tried to avoid him seeing. Sean, though, carried on, unperturbed. He flicked the switch, and suddenly, my bottom half was as starkly lit as my top half. I hadn’t noticed, but he’d positioned one of the big softboxes to shine at knee height, right under the open breakfast bar.

“Kinky.”

“Not really. If I’d used an ultraviolet light down there and you were wearing white… Now, that would be kinky.”

My subsiding blush fired up again. I’d only ever made the mistake of wearing white cotton to a nightclub once. Everyone had seen my underwear through the fabric, thanks to what were then ubiquitous ultraviolets.

Even while Sean’s comment had thrown me off on a mental tangent, I was still trying to process the paradigm shift in my own behavior. For the first shoot, I’d been quite nervous. Now I was feeling more brash, more self-confident. It hadn’t worried me to let him view my bare torso remotely like that, and now, I knew as soon as he said to lower the front of the dress, I’d be doing so willingly. Could a simple self-induced climax be responsible for that? Did an orgasm give me confidence? Hell, if that was the case, I’d have to try that more often!

While I’d been ruminating, Sean had completed his setup. I looked up to find him watching me.

“Sorry, did you say something?”

“I asked if you were ready.”

“Yep.”

“Then let’s get started, shall we, smile for me and look slightly off to the side rather than right at me. Now, lean forward. Let’s emphasize that fabulous cleavage. Perfect. Lean a bit more, great.”

I couldn’t help myself, glancing down to see how much I was showing. The answer was a lot, which, I guess, should have horrified me. Instead, I was so deep into the fantasy I scrunched my shoulders a little and bent over a little bit more, increasing the exposure.

“You’re a natural at this. You sure you’ve not done this before?”

“No.”

“Pity, you could have been making a lot more money doing this than shifting paperwork around a desk.”

I raised an eyebrow and laughed. “Compliments won’t get you anywhere, buster.”

“No compliments, just telling the truth. Now is it possible to loosen the tie at the back and make the dress gape more?”

I nodded and smiled at him as I straightened up. I’d made sure the Velcro fastener was as tight as possible when putting the dress on, so I knew I could loosen it. A minute later, I was leaning forward again, and this time the dress gaped considerably further. I’d only loosened it by an inch or so, but that was enough to show even more flesh. Displaying this much was pushing my arousal back to its earlier heights. I could feel my groin getting sticky again, my juices seeping into the tight panties. My nipples would be pushing against the top of my dress, but the dress was gaping away from them. If Sean moved to the side, he’d probably be able to see one through the v at the front of the dress.

That thought alone almost made me moan in pleasure, driving my excitement higher. I knew my face was flushed, but it wasn’t embarrassment, not this time.

“Arch your back a little, Emma. Try and think sexy thoughts.”

I glared at him for a moment, wondering if he was reading my mind. If it had been Ben taking the pictures, well, let’s just say he wouldn’t have been taking pictures by now. It would have been a toss-up over who would have jumped who first. That idea was very attractive to me, but there was one serious flaw, Ben wasn’t here. Actually, there was a second flaw, I wouldn’t have wanted Sean to watch me tackle my husband to the floor and ride him into heaven.

Whether my own thoughts distracted me or if my long-cherished desire to exhibit myself overrode my senses, but at that moment, the Velcro behind the back of my neck let go. When I’d loosened it earlier, I must have gone too far and left too little of the material hooks in contact with the loops. The simple act of stretching and arching my back put too much strain on the fastening. It gave way. The two halves of the strap parted, one hanging over my shoulder and slowly slithering down. The other side moving much faster.

Before the squeal, as I felt the material loosen, had died away, the left side of the dress had cascaded away, revealing my entire breast to Sean and his camera. As the shutter button clicked away almost continuously, the other side slid down to reveal a second distended nipple. As my hands rose to cover myself and correct the wardrobe malfunction, Sean spoke up.

“Don’t, please don’t just leave it like that.”

I was so used to doing what he said, what the photographer said. I did as he said, my hands dropping back to the countertop. The dress slid all the way down to my waist, exposing my heaving breasts as I gasped for air.

Somewhere at the back of my brain, a voice was warning me, trying to yell danger at me. The first shoot had meant I exposed my breasts for a couple of minutes, not more. This time around, only four or five minutes into the shoot, I was already topless. I ignored the voice and fought to control my breathing, not wanting Sean to realize how turned on I was. Mind you, the way my nipples were tight and hard and elongated, he had to know, he wasn’t stupid.

The sudden burst of adrenalin from the exposure slowly died away as Sean circled me, taking pictures from both sides, even ducking down to shoot up under the breakfast bar. Obviously, that shot captured the dress lying in my lap but didn’t show too much.

“Spread your legs a little, please. Let’s get that side slit stretched open.”

Well, maybe he was going to see more. I gave a mental shrug and did as he asked. At least if he was getting upskirt shots, he wasn’t concentrating on my naked breasts.

“Right, let’s move over to the sink, get you looking out of the window and see how natural light works.”

“Like this?”

He rolled his eyes and, I guess, bit back a reply. After all, it was a stupid question. Of course, he wanted me like this. I could see myself losing the dress right there in front of the kitchen window, leaving me standing there in just a thin pair of translucent panties and my stockings and heels. The idea was deliciously naughty. Naughty enough to turn me on even further. My nipples were aching to be touched and caressed, even pinched. I was so turned on that if he asked me to pinch my own nipples, I’d quite probably cum. Not something I wanted to do right there in front of Sean.

I took my time moving across the kitchen. Partly to regain control of myself but also because I didn’t want Sean to realize how loose the dress was once the neck was unfastened. It had caught at my waist because I was sitting down. If I’d performed the same trick standing up, the dress would have cascaded all the way down to the floor. Now I needed to surreptitiously hold it around my waist until I could trap it between my body and the kitchen counter in front of the sink. Somehow I made it that distance, short as it was, without having a further wardrobe malfunction.

Right, lean against the edge there, and peer out of the window. I want you to use your imagination for me.”

“Oh, how?”

“I want you to imagine a bare-chested gardener out there, working on your lawn. Someone who makes your mouth water. It could be your husband, or it could be Brad Pitt or a bodybuilder from down the gym. Whichever floats your boat gets you going.”

I giggled. “What makes you think I’d lust after a bare-chested man?”

“Okay, naked man, if you like.”

I shook my head, still grinning wildly. “Let me rephrase the question, what makes you think I’d be fantasizing about a man?”

The flush of passion in my cheeks was now overlaid with the pure scarlet of embarrassment. I was teasing him. I wouldn’t fantasize about another woman, never had done… yet. Teasing him, though, proved to be dangerous.

“Then, in that case, fantasize about a nice tight blonde, topless, doing your garden. While you’re watching her through the window, lose the dress, stick your fingers down the front of your panties, and touch yourself. Make yourself cum as you watch her breasts sway as she moves, her nipples aching to be kissed and sucked and bitten.”

“Sean!”

He shrugged. “Teasing you back, now stare out of the window and fantasize about whoever you like. Lean forward, and bring your right hand up to cup your breast from underneath. Don’t cover the nipple. Perfect. Now slowly inch back away from the counter. Let’s see if that dress will just drop clear on its own.”

It was clear Sean had noticed the looseness of the dress. Since it had already caught around my waist, I didn’t think it would fall, but nevertheless, I did as he asked. The dress slipped an inch or so as I pulled away from the counter, but it stuck again.

“Right, not quite as loose as I thought. Press forward against the counter again. Let’s try something slightly different.”

I trapped the dress against the kitchen units and waited for him to tell me what to do, conscious my breasts were jiggling in the open every time I moved.

“Right, drop your right hand down and give the dress a little tug as you lean away from the units. As you start to feel the dress slip, lunge forward and trap it. Let’s see if we can do this in stages and let the dress slip further and further, but not all the way down. Well, not straight away. It’ll still end up in a puddle at your feet.”

I understood what he wanted and tried hard to do as he asked. The first pull achieved nothing much. It just dropped the dress an inch or so. I did it again, and it dropped another inch. A third attempt, and I knew the dress was lower still. A quick glance down showed me the top of the red lace panties coming into view. Another tug and the dress would be gone.

Actually, in that, I was wrong. I did pull the dress, and it did clear my ass and start to slither down my legs. I pressed against the kitchen counter, and my legs pressed against the cabinet below that, catching the dress around my thighs.

“Perfect! Hold that pose.”

I guess Sean found the pose erotic, but I found it awkward and prayed he’d finish clicking his shutter and stop moving around me. I blushed again as I realized I was thinking that I wished the dress to drop down to the floor and expose even more of me. I wanted the exposure. Was the fantasy taking that much hold on me? My legs were weak, and once again, my thighs trembled as my thoughts raced into overdrive. I continued to stare out of the window, in my imagination, watching the three bare-chested gardeners working on my lawn. No way I was telling Sean I was thinking of three men, not one. No way I’d tell Ben that, either. Especially not when I was telling him how today had gone.

Sean moved behind me and crouched down. He was shooting pictures of my exposed ass, covered only by the thin red lace of my underwear. I tried not to shudder but couldn’t completely control the tremors.

“Ease away from the counter and let the dress drop.”

His voice seemed to come from even lower. I looked over my shoulder but couldn’t see him until I looked down. All the way down. The kinky little shit was lying on the floor, shooting upward.

“Just spread your legs a little, please.”

“Um…”

“No more than you’re comfortable doing.”

I think I shuffled my feet about six inches apart. “That’s enough.”

“Fine, I’ve got a great shot here. Just a couple more, and I’m done.”

He was as good as his word because a few seconds later, he climbed to his feet and moved around to take another shot of my side boob. Well, the whole side of me, since I was only wearing my panties.

“And we’ll call that a wrap. You were awesome, Emma, totally fucking awesome.”

I raised an eyebrow at him as he lowered the camera. The expletive had been unexpected.

“Sorry, but it’s true. Some of those pictures are totally amazing.”

“Only some?”

He shrugged. “That’s down to the photographer, not you. Some will be taken at just the wrong moment, so you’re moving, so the shot’s a little out of focus. Sometimes the lighting’s wrong, or the shutter speed, or just the framing.”

“Framing?”

“Yeah. Framing, what surrounds you, everything that’s in the picture that isn’t you.”

“Ah, right.”

“Go on, go change into the other outfit. I’ll reposition the lights for the third shoot. You’re doing really well.”

All the time he was talking, his eyes more or less never left my breasts. My nipples seemed to be responding to the visual caress. They were, if anything, even harder.


Chapter 3

I had a better handle on what I wanted to do this time. A better handle on what my body insisted I do. Climbing the stairs wasn’t easy. My legs were trembling so much they were almost shaking. I had to grip the banister for support. I only hoped Sean was busy moving his lights and wouldn’t notice. Once at the top of the stairs, I turned right instead of left and walked into the spare bedroom. I knew I didn’t have long because Sean would notice my absence in the field of view of his fixed camera.

I didn’t bother to shut the door. After all, Sean wouldn’t be coming upstairs. In the remote possibility of him doing so, I’d hear him on the stairs. Once inside the room, I sat on the end of the bed and let my body fall back to lie there. Immediately my hand snaked down over my stomach toward the junction of my legs. Legs that spread themselves apart with no conscious thought from me. My fingers stroked over the front of my panties, and I jerked as I tried hard to suppress a moan. The front of my underwear was soaked, I mean really wet. I could feel the way my pussy throbbed under my fingers. I was sure the red lace had turned a darker color there, but Sean hadn’t said anything. There again, why would he?

Pulling the leg elastic to one side, my fingers dove into the opening, plastering my own wetness back against my skin. Even before I slipped two fingers into my slit, my fingers were soaking wet from the juices trapped underneath my panties.

I wasn’t going to last long. Hell, the first time, it had been super quick. I could tell, this time, it would be spectacularly quicker. I proved myself right. The moment my thumb pressed against my clit, my legs started to shake even more uncontrollably. Two seconds later, the dam burst, and I could see stars as my entire body decided my legs were lonely and started shaking. Somehow I bit back on a scream and confined the audible portion of the orgasm to a couple of quiet moans. At least I hoped they were quiet, well, quiet enough that Sean wouldn’t hear me.

After a few more seconds, I pushed myself up onto my elbows and, from there, into a sitting position. I doubt the whole thing had taken more than a couple of minutes. If my panties had been wet before, they were wringing wet now. The trouble was I couldn’t discard them, not without walking in front of Sean’s remote camera in the nude. I wasn’t ready for that, although, in my post-orgasmic haze, the idea did have some attraction. Not enough, though. Knowing Sean would be getting a little antsy that I hadn’t appeared in his tiny viewfinder of the controller for the remote camera, I rose to my feet and forced myself to breathe deeply. At least the shaky feeling had subsided.

I forced myself to stroll into the bedroom, and immediately the camera mechanism started to whir as it tracked me into the room. I’d guessed right. Sean had been waiting for me.

Moving over to my lingerie drawer, knowing my breasts bounced with every step and making no attempt to cover them, I pulled out the final outfit. This was the most risqué of all, although the wardrobe malfunction on the dress had left me topless for longer than I’d expected with the previous outfit.

The white lace baby doll and its matching panties were where I’d left them, right on top of everything else. I grabbed them and tossed them onto the bed together with a pair of white stockings. The only thing missing from the outfit, excluding dignity and modesty, was the white heels at the bottom of my wardrobe. I made sure to tease Sean a little by bending at the waist in front of the open wardrobe to extract them. I could feel the lace of my panties tighten over my ass as I did so. When I heard the camera whir, I held the pose for a couple of seconds longer, knowing he was zooming in on my lace-covered butt.

Sitting on the end of the bed, I could feel the red underwear squelching between my legs, sticking to me. I’d already decided I needed to give Sean a bit more of a show, although I wasn’t going to show him everything. That decision predicated a sequence of undressing and then putting on the new outfit. Taking the stockings off, then the panties, then pulling the white panties on, then the stockings, and finally the baby doll. That would leave me with my breasts exposed right up to the end. I made sure to sit so that I was more side on to the camera in the corner. That way, he’d see my naked thigh and part of the curve of my butt, but the main private bits between my legs would be pretty much hidden.

That had been my plan, but the state of my underwear meant I wanted them off as soon as possible. Rather than seductively slide the stockings off one by one, my hands went to my hips. Taking a deep breath, I lifted up and slid the panties out from under me in a single smooth motion. I swallowed hard, knowing I had just stripped effectively naked in front of the camera. I could hear the shutter clicking, so I knew Sean was watching via the tiny screen on his remote.

Pulling the panties down further was an exercise in logistics, especially as I was determined to keep a modicum of modesty throughout the process. It was further complicated by how the soggy garment wanted to stick to me, not just between the legs, but as I pulled them down, stick to anything they could. I was shuddering by the time I got them down to my ankles and then kicked them off. They didn’t fly far and landed as a soggy ball. I blushed as I realized I’d been right. They were indeed a darker color in the center than they’d started out as.

The stockings were next, starting with the leg nearest the camera. That was quite easy, but it was more challenging to deal with the other leg without flashing my pussy where I didn’t want it flashing.

Pulling the white panties on didn’t take long, and I easily reversed the movement that had removed the red ones to snug them up around my lower body. Under other circumstances, I’d have wiped myself thoroughly before putting them on, but I couldn’t do that without revealing more than just a peek at my goodies. Seeing me doing that would have been a huge giveaway in respect of what I’d been doing while not visible to the camera. I didn’t want him to know that. Sure, he could guess, but if he didn’t get confirmation, then that was all it could be a guess.

Pulling the white stockings on should have been a straightforward job, but I wanted to give Sean a good long look. I caressed the gossamer thin nylon up my legs, taking my time with each leg, smoothing the stocking on so there were no wrinkles. The baby doll was next, tied loosely between my breasts, taking them out of his view for now. I was under no illusions about how long that would stay on once I got downstairs.

Makeup and hair didn’t take long. After all, my hair was already down. I just needed to brush it and, yet again, add another coat of lippy. I wanted to grab my robe off the back of the bedroom door but resisted the impulse. After all, what would be the point? The robe had no part in the shoot, so as soon as I stepped off the bottom stair, I’d be taking it off anyway. There was no point in false modesty, not anymore.

I gave myself a final once over in the mirror on the wardrobe door, knowing full well the camera behind me could see the reflection too. The baby doll covered my chest but didn’t conceal it. The gap down the middle showed off my entire cleavage and even the inside slopes of my breasts. The nipples positively shone like beacons through the thin mesh. Lower down, the baby doll didn’t quite cover the panties, and they were just as thin. I could see the outline of my slit through them. I was showing a lot more than before. My breathing started to speed up, and my already aroused nipples tightened more, stimulated by the exposure and the thin material rubbing against them. Behind me, the camera clicked away like something possessed.

For the third and final time today. Showtime!

* * * *

Sean had reached the bottom of the stairs before I reached the top. I wasn’t particularly surprised, but even so, I blushed. He was going to get a great view of the front of my see-through panties as I moved down toward him. It was unavoidable. I fought myself not to cover up, not to dive back into the bedroom and grab my robe. There was little point in modesty, what would now be false modesty, given I would be posing like this in a few minutes in any case.

“Take it slow, Emma. You look delectable.”

I giggled, trying to use humor to hide my embarrassment. “If you’d said edible, I’d have dived back into the bedroom.”

“Well, that too, although I’m assuming that’s off the menu.” His repartee was quick and only made me blush harder. As I took the first step down, he brought his camera up, and I could feel my own temperature starting to rise once more.

“Take it slow and easy, just like you did the first time.”

I stepped down another tread on the stairs and then another. I knew how much of me was on show, but it wasn’t bothering me. Well, not too much. Sure, I was still embarrassed, but that flush was waring with the healthy glow of arousal as my body continued to develop that exhibitionist tendency. I was well inside my fantasy world now, showing off to the camera. As I continued to descend, I could feel myself becoming ever more brazen about the display. Sean, wisely perhaps, kept silent and let me do things at my own pace.

“Perfect.” I was about four steps from the bottom when Sean lowered the camera and grinned at me. “I knew you’d look good like that, but not this good.”

I raised an eyebrow but didn’t reply, knowing any attempt at a brush-off would result in another overly fulsome compliment. “Where?”

“I’ve set up in the dining room.”

“Dining room?”

“He just grinned again. “Yeah, a slight change of pace, maybe.”

“Oh, okay.” I wasn’t sure what he meant by a slight change of pace, but I completed my descent and, as he stepped back, walked past him around the corner toward the dining room. I heard the shutter click a couple of times and knew he was taking pictures of my ass, only just about covered by the back of the translucent white panties. I licked my lips and swallowed but resisted the temptation to turn around.

The dining room had been transformed. As it was a smaller area, the rat’s nest of cables and stands transferred from the family room made the space even more cluttered.

“Mind your step.”

“So, I see.” The lights were all pointing toward the polished surface of the dining table. I guess he expected me to pose on top of the table. I shivered at the thought of him taking pictures from underneath. There was a final clue, the other side of the dining table—one of the chairs had been reversed, which would give me a step to get me up there. Quite how he thought I could pose standing on the table was beyond me. The ceiling wasn’t high enough for one thing.

I decided to confront him about the lack of height. “You do realize I can’t stand up on the table, not with the ceiling how it is. Let alone the light fitting.”

“Not a problem. It’ll only take me a minute to remove the light.”

“Don’t you dare!”

“Kidding!” He paused to let his attempt at humor sink in. “Actually, I don’t want you to stand on the table at all. I thought about you full length on the table while I moved around you.”

“Oh.”

“Consider it a sexy Sunday lunch, only without the cutlery… or plates… or any real food.”

“I’m glad about that last bit.”

“If you want, I can go and see what you’ve got in the refrigerator and see if that would do, spread over you.”

“Forget it.”

“I just thought you might like some food fetish shots.”

“In a word, no, not happening.”

“That’s three words.”

I could see two things from his expression, he’d been joking, and he was now impatient to get on with it.

“So you want me to lie down on the table?”

“If you don’t mind, not immediately. By all means, use that chair to climb up, but I’d like to start with you sitting on the front edge facing me here, with your feet crossed at the ankles. Leaning forward a little to show off that cleavage.”

I mock-glared at him and moved over to the table. I didn’t bother going around the other side and using the chair to climb up. Simply backed up to the table and levered myself up with my hands, the way you do when you’re climbing out of the side of a swimming pool. Sean, of course, took a couple of pictures of me doing that.

“Fabulous legs. White suits you even more than black.”

I tried to rein in my reaction, but my blush fired up at his compliment, and he caught that on camera too.

“Now, lean forward a little, a bit more, perfect.” He shot several pictures of me tilting over toward him. I could feel my breasts swelling forward as gravity aided my cleavage. Even I knew these would be great shots.

“How adventurous are you feeling?”

“Why? What is it you want me to do?”

“Can you loosen the bow in the middle there? Let the two sides hang a little further apart, and let your breasts hang further forward, giving you an even better cleavage.”

I sighed, not overly surprised at his request. A garment, especially a sexy one like the baby doll, which is fastened with a simple bow, could, of course, always be loosened. At least this one had straps over the shoulders, not bows there. Those could not be loosened to expose more of the tops of my breasts. “Okay.” I undid the bow, let an inch play out either side of my fingers, and then retied the bow, noticeably looser. When I leaned forward this time, my breasts threatened to spill out of the sides.

“Now, just slip one hele out of your shoe and let the show dangle off your toe. Try not to drop the shoe. Otherwise, we’d have to reset the shoot from the start.”

I did as he asked and eased my foot out of the shoe but kept it dangling, rather precariously, off my toes. He fired off several shots in quick succession. The lights seemed to be getting brighter, but I didn’t see him touch any controls. I guess he had another of his expensive remote controls somewhere on him.

“Right, time to switch positions. Put your shoe back on. I want you to lie down on your stomach.”

I licked my lips, aware such a position would emphasize the roundness of my butt. Still, it would take my highly erect nipples out of the line of his camera. Given how I was feeling right then, that was possibly a good thing.

I lifted my left leg and reached down to slip the shoe back on, inadvertently spreading my legs to do so. The camera shutter made me look up, and I could see Sean was focusing on the area between my legs. Having my legs like that stretched the sheer panties even thinner over my mound. He had a pretty good view of my pussy through the thin lace.

“Naughty.” I tried to be nonchalant about it, but it wasn’t easy, not with a guy staring at my pussy through the long lens of a camera.

“But nice.”

Despite the embarrassment, my arousal spiked higher, and I tried hard not to let Sean see how turned on I was wearing such skimpy clothing in front of a man who wasn’t my husband. I knew, too, I would be wearing a lot less in a few minutes’ time.

Swinging my legs up onto the table, I winced at the feel of the cold wood on the bare skin of my thighs but still rotated into a position lying on my stomach. Sean busied himself, moving a couple of the lights while I got myself as comfortable as possible. That wasn’t too easy because the chill of the hard surface penetrated through the thin lace, which was all I was wearing. At least, though, being wood, it warmed up fairly quickly. If the table had been metal or glass, I’d have been shivering and shaking from it staying cold.

“Comfortable?”

“Truthful answer… no, not really.”

“Oh, sorry. You want to move?”

“No, just get on with it, please.” I didn’t want to admit it, but the move had cooled my arousal by quite a margin. My nipples had stayed hard, though, but mainly from the cold, not from the fact I was turned on. In part, it was a welcome relief, but at the same time, I missed the adrenaline rush of being so stimulated.

“Okay, just stay still for a minute, please.” Sean busied himself walking around the table, the shutter clicking madly as he took pictures of my back from every angle. Who am I kidding? He wasn’t taking pictures of my back. He was capturing my butt and no doubt he’d got the zoom focussed as tightly as he possibly could. The way my ass stuck up into the air, lying like this, how could he not?

“Now, just spread your feet a few inches apart.”

I wasn’t sure about this, but I did as he asked.

“That’s good, a few more inches, good, still comfortable?

Glancing back, I could see Sean had positioned himself at the end of the table and crouched down. From that angle, he was shooting straight between my legs. “No.” I emphasized my denial by snapping my legs closed. I didn’t want him photographing my pussy through a thin layer of lace. With my arousal starting to climb again, that lace was in danger of turning soggy and betraying my heat level. In any case, if that lace became wet, it would turn virtually transparent, increasing the exposure of my slit through it.

Sean didn’t show any sign of frustration, instead moving around to the other end of the table and pulling out a chair, and sitting down facing me.

“Lift yourself up on your elbows, Emma, and smile for me.”

He might be asking for a smile, but I knew his camera wouldn’t be focused on my face. Rather it would be pointing straight down my cleavage, the pose exposed for him. In a sense, this was more like it for me. After the first two shoots, letting him see a little tit wasn’t something I was going to worry about. He’d already seen a lot more and would see even more.

I tried not to fold my arms in front of me, not wanting to block off what was obviously the intended target for his camera, but it wasn’t that comfortable without crossing my arms. I guess my smile began to slip as the strain started to show on my face.

“Right, Emma, roll over onto your back, and I’m going to take some shots leaning over you and pointing the camera straight down. Technically, that puts me a little close to you, but I’m only doing it to get the angle, no other reason. Okay?”

I nodded and quickly flattened myself, and then turned over. The baby doll dragged to the side a little, exposing a swathe of my stomach, but I wriggled and pulled it back into position while Sean just stood and watched. As soon as I was in position, he moved to stand right next to me and leaned over to point the camera straight down at my chest., He took a couple of shots like that, then moved a little lower and took another couple of shots before finally pointing his camera at my exposed panties.

I felt a little bit like a slab of meat, and for some reason, being objectified in that manner was a huge turn-on. It shouldn’t have been, but it was. As a result, my nipples were harder again, and I could feel my juices starting to lubricate my insides and even a bit beyond that. My breathing was getting a bit sharp and jerky too.

Sean’s next command wasn’t really a surprise as he moved around to the end of the table once more. “Open your legs a few inches. Oh, that’s good, just a few inches more, perfect. You look fabulous like this, a few inches wider. Excellent, go on, a couple more.”

My feet were now shoulder width apart, and I could feel the fabric of my panties had pulled tight across the gap between my legs. He’d had a good view of my pussy between my legs earlier, but he had a much better one now.

“Now, keep your legs like that and lift yourself up on your elbows so you’re looking at the camera.”

The table was a bit slippery, but I did as he asked, and, at least this time, the position was more comfortable than it had been when I’d been lying the other way. I didn’t close my legs, although that was a close-run debate in my head.

“Undo the bow, and just let the two sides hang down covering you, but not fastened.”

He was clicking away madly, capturing the moment of my dénouement. The two ribbons came undone easily enough without me having to pull hard. That would have been difficult to do, given my precarious balance. As it came apart so easily, I didn’t have to lift my elbows from the table at all.

“Grasp the two ribbons, and pull the two halves out to the sides. Show the camera those gorgeous breasts and those tight nipples.”

My breathing was getting labored again. I couldn’t help it. This was my fantasy on steroids. The edges of the baby doll dragged over my turgid nipples, further arousing them. I already knew I was going to be in trouble, but I couldn’t bring myself to stop. My body was voting my brain down, and the exposure was by no means complete. The baby doll would be coming all the way off.

“Just sit up for a minute, please.”

Sean snapped a few more shots, including a couple from the side.

“Now, lift your hands to your shoulders and slide the straps down onto your upper arms.”

He’d moved back in front of me again and continued to take picture after picture.

I watched him as he stared at me, breasts exposed, the baby doll perched on my arms, open and out to the sides. I knew what the next request or command would be.

“Take it off, Emma, take it off.” His voice had taken on a hoarse and somewhat gravelly tone. I couldn’t stop myself from glancing down at the front of his pants. He was sporting an erection, perhaps not fully hard, but there was a definite bulge. I shivered but did as he asked, tossing the now redundant garment off to the side.

“Lie back down, please, stretch your arms up above your head, and arch your back.”

I knew what that would do, pushing my breasts up like I was trying for my nipples to reach the ceiling.

My hands grasped the far edge of the table as I complied with his instructions, and I closed my eyes as thoughts and phantasms swept through my mind. I imagined myself being tied down on the table, my hands on the top edge, my spread feet to the bottom corners.

“Oh, that’s very nice, very sexy. Stay like that.”

I guess Sean was imagining something similar to what was running through my head. His voice was definitely hoarser than it had been a couple of minutes before. The thought of my body getting to him like that drove my arousal into overdrive.

“Strain a little more, arch a bit more, really push.”

As I tried to arch my back even more, my legs spread further open. I left them like that, not bothering to try and close them. There wasn’t much point. If he could see anything, then he and his camera had already seen it. My knuckles were as tight as I could get them hanging onto the edge of the table. The thoughts in my mind were swirling around, imagining several men, not just one, clustering around my bound, supine, and helpless body. I’d never had a bondage fantasy before, but this felt so damned real. I let out a soft moan and then colored up, hoping Sean hadn’t heard me. I wasn’t sure if he’d heard or not, but his next instruction ramped everything higher.

“Bring your left hand down, and just cup your breast. From the underneath, so you keep that luscious nipple exposed.”

“No.” I was saying I wouldn’t do it, but my body was in control. Even as I uttered that single syllable, my body gave my word the lie. My arm moved as if of its own accord, circling around, and then my fingers played a chord up my belly before splaying across the underside of my breast. I whimpered, but it wasn’t in distress.

“Fabulous. Now slide your index finger and thumb up so they are on either side of your nipple.”

I think Sean had realized I was losing control. That was confirmed when I did as he asked. I moaned again as my finger flicked against the side of my sensitive and sensitized nipple. He was close to me, focussing in very tightly as I teased my own nipple.

“Pinch the little bud. Pinch it hard, then slide your hand away.”

Not only was I not resisting, I was doing everything he said. I gasped as a jolt of electricity connected my nipple to my groin. I did as he said and pinched it. My back arched, and I moaned a lot louder than before. This time I didn’t blush at the thought of him hearing me. I knew he could hear me.

He was in total control now, and he took advantage of that, although he still didn’t touch me himself. I’m not sure how I’d have reacted if he had. Instead of touching me, he concentrated on capturing the sexual drama unfolding in front of him.

“Bring your right hand down to mimic your left. That’s great, perfect even. Pinch both nipples at the same time. Perfect.”

Through heavily slitted eyes, I could see he’d leaned back away from me. I guess that was to get both breasts in the frame as I did as he asked, torturing both nipples simultaneously. My moans were almost constant now as my body worked its way up to an orgasm. A climax it probably wouldn’t reach. I needed stimulation somewhere else to cum. I’d never cum from just breast and nipple stimulation in my life.

That stimulation was about to be delivered.

“Slide your left hand down your body, tickle, and tease yourself. Keep going, keep going.”

I shook my head from side to side, trying to tell him, no, I wouldn’t do that. I knew what he wanted, and my body knew too. My knowing fingers had no intention of stopping. He didn’t need to tell me more, didn’t need to give me any more instructions. My hand, my fingers were in control. I slid my hand down over my stomach, not even pausing for a moment until they encountered the waistband of my flimsy panties. Underwear that was now soaked with my juices. I knew, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that as soon as my fingers touched my slit, I’d explode into the biggest orgasm of the entire session. This time it would happen in front of Sean, not hidden away in a spare bedroom or an ensuite bathroom.

As I touched the elastic, I hesitated for a moment. Did I push my hand inside my panties and touch myself bare, or did I slide my hand over the top of my panties and let him see my fingers working. It didn’t make any real difference to me. I was going to cum whichever way I did it. Either way, the camera wouldn’t see the greatest prize of all, my pussy. Somehow, despite the quickening loss of rational thought, I knew there was another way, one that would allow me to show my pussy to the camera. The fact Sean would see it didn’t deter me.

Moving quickly, my right hand dipped down too, and I slid my feet toward my butt, giving me the leverage to lift my butt from the table. Then it was a simple matter to push the back of my panties down beyond my ass cheeks, sink back to the table, and then push the front down onto my upper thighs. My pussy was right there, out in the open. Sean made no sound as he concentrated on capturing the prize he hadn’t expected. I honestly wondered if he’d wear the shutter button out. Well, I thought that after the fact. In the moment, I concentrated on the luxurious feeling of my fingers stroking my pussy. My legs returned to their original position, and once more, thoughts of being tied, spread-eagled, on the table filled my mind. This time, though, it wasn’t photographers who crowded around the table. No, I was spread-eagled. It was the fingers of some of the men probing at my slit as I came.

I panted and yelled as the orgasm crested inside me. My entire body shook, my heels beating an uncontrollable drum-like tattoo on the table. Sean kept shooting. Somewhere in a dim recess of my mind, I heard the shutter firing again and again. I couldn’t open my eyes, let alone focus, as waves of pleasure rolled through and over me. In an even deeper recess of my head, I knew he was concentrating on the throbbing outer lips of my pussy, something I wasn’t supposed to show him.

It took me what felt like ages to come down from the high of the orgasm. It took me even longer to control my breathing and become fully aware of my surroundings and my state of undress, or rather my exhibitionist nudity. One thought started to burn in my mind, what the hell would Ben say when he found out when I told him I’d exposed everything to a colleague from work and his camera?

With a cry of pure anguish, I pushed myself upright and swung my legs together. Sean wisely stayed clear as I swiveled on the table, putting my legs over the side and dropping to stand on the floor. Somehow I had the presence of mind to pull my underwear up to cover my ass, and without a word, I bolted for the downstairs cloakroom. Slamming the door shut behind me, I made sure the bolt clicked into place, hoping Sean heard the noise it made and took that for the signal it was.

Not that the tiny room contained anything of real comfort. There was a single, very small hand towel in there, nothing more. It wouldn’t even stretch down to cover my breasts and my groin at the same time. Now I wished I’d had the foresight to stash a robe in here. After all, I had more than one. There was nothing to it. I’d have to brave facing Sean again, although this time, I’d have to have an arm crossed over my breasts and a hand pressed down into the wetness between my legs. Once I was past him, I could switch that hand to covering some, but nowhere near enough of my ass.

I tried to steel myself for the move, but it took several minutes for me to get fully in control of myself again. Before I could emerge, there was a knock on the door.

“What?”

“I wanted to make sure you’re okay.”

“I’m fine.”

“I fetched your robe down from the bedroom. It was hanging on the back of the door. If you crack the door open, I’ll pass it in. I promise I won’t try to look.”

That was more than I’d expected. I’d half-expected for him to be ready outside the cloakroom door, camera up in front of him, resuming the shoot. This time around, the photos would be of a very embarrassed woman trying to escape.

“I also brought my remote camera down. You’re safe and clear upstairs.”

“Thank you.”

I undid the bolt and stood behind the door as I cracked it open. Sure enough, a hand appeared, holding my silk robe. My toweling one would have been better, less sexy, and considerably longer, but beggars can’t be choosers. Besides, that one was in the bathroom, not hanging on the back of the bedroom door. I didn’t want him going through things up there.

Pushing the door closed, I quickly shrugged the robe on and made sure it was belted tight around my waist.

Opening the door, I found Sean had retreated across the room and was busy setting up a row of camera bodies next to a laptop. One of them would have to be the one from upstairs, but I hadn’t realized he’d used more than one down here.

”It’ll take me a while to transfer the images and burn the USB stick your husband wanted. I thought I’d get these transferring now and then pack up my lighting gear while everything’s transferring.”

“Okay.”

“I reckon on at least a half-an-hour before everything is done. You’ve got time for a shower if you want.”

The smell of sex was heavy under my nostrils, wafting up from inside the robe. A shower sounded like a great idea, but I wasn’t sure I wanted to be naked again while Sean was still in the house. The way his eyeline dropped and his gaze settled on my legs, still wrapped in the white nylon of my stockings, confirmed the shower could wait.

“I’ll just get changed.”

“Entirely down to you. After all, it’s your house, and besides…”

“Besides what?”

“The shoot is finished. You do what you want.”


Chapter 4

Despite my avowed intention not to get naked again while Sean was in the house, by the time I reached the top of the stairs, I knew the underwear would have to come off sharpish. They were totally wet, slick with my juices, and getting downright uncomfortable. A quick pass with my hand confirmed some of those juices had run down my legs and into the elastic top of the stockings, which also felt damp. I shivered, then blushed as I realized Sean had probably noticed that. After all, the hem of the robe didn’t come within an inch of the top edge of my stockings. Thank God he didn’t have the camera in his hand at that point.

As soon as I had the bedroom door shut, I checked the remote camera had indeed disappeared, then shed the robe. The sodden panties were slid off next, and I pushed the stockings down below each knee before heading into the ensuite. I had decided to forgo the shower, but on second thoughts, it sounded like heaven. There again, I would avoid washing my hair, just a quick wash, concentrating on the area below my waist, and that would do.

Ten minutes later, feeling a lot cleaner and a lot less smelly, I quickly donned a clean pair of panties and then a decent pair of jeans. If Sean was hoping to see any more of my flesh, he was going to be disappointed. I hoped he got the message. I was going to put on a bra, but my breasts felt swollen and tender. I knew the lining of a t-shirt bra would irritate my nipples and keep them hard and sensitized. As a result, I pulled on a camisole and then wore a thick t-shirt over the top. My nipples tried to push at the material but weren’t particularly noticeable. My little traitors had behaved a lot worse at work, and no doubt Sean, among others, had noticed.

A quick pass of a brush through my hair, and I was ready to face him again. I guess the whole process took about twenty minutes.

* * * *

“Hi, I hope you don’t mind, but I made coffee. You don’t take sugar, do you?”

I shook my head and smiled at him. “No, no sweetener.”

I glanced around. The house seemed remarkably tidy. Well, it was tidier than it had been since Sean had arrived. All his gear was now packed away, apart from the last of the camera bodies and his laptop. That was still sitting on the breakfast bar, whirring away. I guessed he’d already transferred the rest of the pictures.

Sean must have seen my glance at his gear. “About five minutes to finish the transfer, and then about ten to transfer everything onto a USB for you.”

“Oh, okay. Time to finish your coffee then.” I think the message was unmistakable, at least, I hoped it was. Finish the transfer, give me the USB, and go.

“Just about, unless you want me to show you some of the pictures…?”

I blushed. “If you don’t mind, no, I’ll look at them in my own time.”

“Fair enough.”

“Can I ask you something?”

“As long as I can plead the fifth if I need to.”

“Of course. I wanted to ask if you enjoyed your fantasy. You certainly looked like you did.”

I blushed even harder, but he’d worked hard to fulfill my fantasy photoshoot for me, so he deserved an answer. “At the time, yes, very much so.”

“Was it everything you expected?”

“Everything and more. I didn’t expect to…”

“Do what you did at the end there. I get it.” He had the grace to blush too.

“So, thank you.”

“It does pose another question, though, one I don’t expect you to answer immediately.”

“Which is?”

“How would you feel about being paid to pose like that?”

“Me?” My voice went up an octave. I almost squeaked out my question as a reply to his one.

“Yeah. You. No, I don’t mean by me.”

“Then what do you mean?” I’d quickly regained my composure, but he had puzzled me, hence the frown.

“Look. Let me put all my cards on the table here. I belong to a large photography club, all nice guys, but many of them would like models who are, shall we say, a little less inhibited than the ones they can get.”

“You mean prepared to go topless.”

“I mean prepared to do more than just go topless. You just did.”

My blush threatened to return. “Hmm…”

“Look, they’d pay well, and I know the two of you are hurting for money, what with the short time and all.”

“Well, we are hurting for money, that’s true, but my time in front of the camera was intended to be a one-time thing.”

“I know, and I’m not pressuring you, but the chance is there. Given how good you look, if you let me show them a few of your pictures, not the most explicit ones, but some of the others, I’m sure I could get you a lot of bookings. Professional ones, ones where you were paid.”

“Oh? Just as a matter of interest, how much money are you talking about.”

“Well, for a topless shoot, about fifty dollars an hour, minimum three hours to give you time to get ready. More for more after that.”

“Meaning?”

“Look, full nude would be a hundred an hour, same terms. To go further…”

“Further? It’s like getting blood out of concrete with you.”

“A hundred and fifty an hour if you showed pink for a decent part of the shoot. Two hundred if you masturbated to a climax. Seeing as you’re married, I wouldn’t consider suggesting anything further than that.”

I blushed harder again. I knew what he meant when he said further than that. No way I would be having sex in front of a camera, not even with my husband, let alone breaking my marriage vows with a complete stranger. “Meaning porn?”

He nodded. “Not even suggesting it. Sorry, didn’t mean to suggest I thought you’d go for that. You did ask.”

The idea of anything up to six hundred dollars for doing what I’d just done. Even half that was attractive. It would certainly fill in some of the holes in the household budget. Several sessions would be even better. There was a big obstacle to this, though, my husband and his likely objections.

“Look, although you’d have to sign a model release, they would give you a written guarantee that your images wouldn’t get posted online, and they would keep them for their own pleasure. Of course, some of the images might be passed around the club, but that could probably garner you even more business. In fact, a club glamour night session could probably earn you a grand or more.”

“A club glamour night?”

“Yeah, several photographers, possibly ten or twelve.”

I shuddered. The idea of me taking my clothes off in front of a dozen guys was definitely a very deep part of my fantasy. Indeed, I didn’t want to admit it to Sean, but I’d fantasized about that as I’d been lying there on the table, writhing in orgasm.

There was obviously something missing from what Sean was telling me. “What about you?”

“Me? I don’t think they want to take pictures of me.”

“No, what I mean is, what do you get out of it? Like an agent’s fee, maybe.”

“Ah, I see. Well, I was going to propose something else.”

I colored up again as I raised an eyebrow in question. Sean blushed, too, as he realized what I’d taken him to mean.

“No, not like that.”

“What then?”

“Well, what I was going to propose was, for every, say, two shoots you do for others, you do a repeat shoot for me. Whatever you wear, or don’t wear, or do in front of their camera, you do so for me. A shorter shoot, shall we say, just the highlights?”

“You mean the nude bits?”

“Well, the underwear and nude bits, yes.”

“So you want me to show you everything again?”

“Can you blame a guy? After all, you’re gorgeous.”

“I’m a married woman.”

“Which is why everyone will agree to a no-touching rule. The fact you’re married doesn’t mean you stopped being attractive. For that matter, the fact you’re a married woman might make you even more interesting to some of the photographers. They’ll be seeing forbidden goods, or at least seeing things they shouldn’t see.”

“You make it sound like a model is an object.”

Sean shrugged. “Objectification is kind of a prerequisite. However, answer me another question. Did you ever feel helpless and vulnerable today? I mean, really vulnerable?”

I thought about his question. I could see he meant it as a serious question, and as such, it needed a serious answer.

“A little, at times, but no, not really.”

He grinned and nodded his head. “To the outside world, the photographer has all the power, but in fact, the model is the one with the power. At any point, she can say, I’m not comfortable and terminate the shoot. The photographer can’t prevent her from doing that. She can’t be forced to do anything she’s unhappy with. The photographer can’t even ask for his money back. That’s even more true in a group or club shoot. If a model objects to what someone asks her to do, that photographer risks losing face in front of his peers. As such, group sessions often turn out tamer than expected—nobody wants to take risks.”

“I see, I guess.”

“One more thing, though, that’s important.”

“What’s that?”

“These photographers won’t come here. You’ll have to go to them. Some of them have studios, and some have garages converted into part-time studios. Some will, as we did today, use a family room. Some shoots will, however, be on location.”

“On location?” My voice was rising in pitch again. Not quite a squeak, but almost.

“Yeah. Don’t worry. There’d be guarantees in place. It might appear to be a public location, but it wouldn’t actually be public. It might be in a bar, but the bar would be closed. It could be an empty warehouse, but it would indeed be empty, similarly, with an office or a shop. There would be a guarantee that only the photographer or photographers booking you could see you. As such, the changing facilities might be more rudimentary than today, but you’d have some privacy, even if it was only behind a jury-rigged curtain.”

“Ah.”

“Look, I’ve laid out the proposition and the choices. I know you’ll have to talk things through with Ben. I won’t show anyone any of your pictures unless you agree to it. You have my word on that.”

Sean rose to his feet and moved over to his laptop. He clicked a few times and then pulled the USB drive from the laptop. “All done. I’ll leave this here.”

He closed the laptop and quickly stashed it and the last of the camera bodies in a bag he’d left there for the purpose.

“Emma, thank you for today. I hope you enjoyed it. I know I did. I enjoyed every moment, and I’m sure I’ve got a lot of great pictures. I hope you, and Ben, like them too. Once more, thank you. We’ll talk again about the other stuff.”

It took him a couple of minutes to ferry all his boxes, cases, and bags out to his car, and then with a wink and a wave, he was gone. I heard his car accelerate out of the driveway. I breathed a huge sigh of relief as I realized I was finally alone again.

First things first, I tidied up the kitchen and then retrieved all the clothing I’d left lying around and stuffed them in the washer. A quick trip upstairs retrieved the dirty underwear too, and that went in the washer too. The stockings, though, went in the bin, both pairs.

With the washer running, I plugged the USB into my own laptop and started transferring the pictures. If Ben and Sean thought I’d wait for Ben before looking at them, then they’d both be one hundred percent wrong.

I came twice more before I finished looking at the pictures. I needed another shower after that. I didn’t want my husband to know how hot I’d got. I wanted him to think I was that hot for him and him alone.

Continued in Part 3.


Part 3 - Pose for Two




Chapter 1

By the time Ben was due to come home, I had everything set up the way I wanted it, including me. I wore one of my summer dresses, one that buttoned up the front but was very short. I left a couple of the buttons undone at the top and also the bottom one. Seeing as I wasn’t wearing any underwear at all, it was a risky outfit. There again, I was sure my husband would be the only one to see me in it. Given he was pretty quick on the uptake, it wouldn’t be long before that dress was discarded.

I’d moved the USB from my laptop, where I’d just had enough room to download all the images, and plugged it into the socket on the back of the TV. I’d keyed the TV to the image I wanted Ben to see first and then switched it to standby. All that one of us had to do was press the play button, and the screen would come alive with the image of me caressing my breasts while just wearing the tiny white lace panties and the stockings and heels. The image was shot from low down, with my panty-covered crotch front and center of the image. Sean had captured that in perfect detail, the lace covering but not exactly concealing. You could see the outline, and more than just an outline, of my very wet slit peeping through the lace panel. I intended to start my confessional with Ben with a bang, literally.

His car pulled into the driveway, and I quickly stashed the TV remote behind a cushion and moved over to the door. As he opened the door, he was met by me curling my arms around his neck and crushing my body against him. He dropped his briefcase and reflexively hugged me in return, even as my mouth pressed against his in a deep kiss. That kiss prevented him from even saying Hi. Which was the idea.

When I finally let him break the kiss, I was grinning at him from a few inches range.

“Somebody had a good day.”

“Somebody had a great day, and now both of us are going to finish it off as a memorably great day. Upstairs, shower, and back down here.” It was obvious to him that I wanted more than just a kiss, but I wanted him out of his work suit first. It was the only prudent thing I’d done all day, I simply didn’t want mine, or our combined, juices soaking into his suit pants and forcing another dry-cleaning bill.

“Ten minutes?”

“Perfect. I’ll have the salad ready and the coffee hot.”

“Salad?” His hands ran up and down my back, and I knew he was trying to be subtle about confirming I wasn’t wearing a bra. Greeting him at the door while braless was an unspoken signal, telling him I wanted sex, that he was on a promise. He didn’t need to be subtle at all, not tonight.

“No, I’m not wearing one. Yes, you’re on a promise, but you need a shower… first.”

That was another unspoken signal, telling him I had every intention of wrapping my lips around his cock before the end of the evening. I wasn’t too fussy about him being clean, but it was better for me if he was.

“So, you’re going to tell me how today went, when?”

“After the shower. I promise you I’d tell you everything.” I stepped back, breaking his hold on me. My hands moved to the row of buttons on my dress and slowly and seductively undid the next one. As I spread the two halves of the dress apart, my cleavage was revealed to his eyes. He stepped toward me, but I wagged an admonishing finger at him. “Shower… first.”

“Yes, bossy lady. I take it the reality of the photoshoot lived up to the fantasy?”

“I’ll tell you later.”

“Tell me that bit, at least.”

I rolled my eyes. Ben was nothing if not persistent. I wanted him gone and then back as soon as possible. He just didn’t know that. “Yes, go.”

“Gone.”

He grabbed his briefcase and put it against the hall table, then headed up the stairs. I stood at the bottom and watched him climb the stairs. When he looked back, I deliberately licked my lips. It was his turn to roll his eyes, and he was chuckling as he turned into the bedroom and out of sight.

* * * *

He was true to his word, too. Back downstairs in under ten minutes. Sure, his hair was still damp, but he looked mouth-wateringly hot. I had a feeling of déjà vu. After all, I’d sent him up to get showered and changed in a hurry before I broke the news about Sean’s offer of doing the photoshoot I’d fantasized about. Now, after the photoshoot, I was doing the same thing, with the same eventual outcome in mind. There again, this time, I wasn’t going to wait for that eventuality. I’d plated the salads, but left the plates on the breakfast bar. Dinner could wait.

As Ben moved into the family room, I moved to meet him.

“Wha…?”

It was definitely déjà vu, but I didn’t care. What would happen next was anything but something that had happened before. A push on his chest moved him back toward the couch, and another push had him firmly planted in the middle. Exactly where I wanted my husband.

Before he could move, I leaned over him, placed one hand on the back of the couch next to him, and kissed him. I didn’t hesitate. My mouth was open as our lips met, my tongue flicking out to lick his lips, enticing him to open and let our tongues play. I held the kiss for several seconds, savoring the feelings coursing through me, then pulled away and straightened up.

“Emma…?”

“Shush. Just enjoy.”

He raised an eyebrow, but I just smiled and backed off. Actually, I moved to the side rather than away, ending up facing him from the side. He turned his head to look at me, still clearly puzzled. Before he could voice any more questions, I leaned down over his legs. Within a second, I was lying across his legs, in exactly the position I wanted to be in, my stomach planted firmly in his lap, my ass pointing up right in front of him. My legs were stretched out to his right while my arms were positioned on the couch.

Ben’s left arm came down to rest gently on my back, steadying me. He had no idea he was doing exactly what I wanted him to.

“I’ve been a naughty girl, and you remember what happens to naughty girls, don’t you?” My voice was as husky and gravelly as possible without sounding stupid. It was a cheesy line, the cheesiest, straight out of a bad porn clip, but it suited me. After all, I don’t remember ever asking my husband to spank me before. It needed the cheese, just to get my point across.

“Naughty, what…?”

Ben was clearly nonplussed. He hadn’t strung two words together since he’d arrived at the bottom of the stairs. I had my head turned so I could watch him over my shoulder. He was splitting his attention between the ass presented right in front of him and my face.

“As I said, I’ve been naughty. I think you should do something about that.”

He swallowed hard, and I could feel the stirring of his cock hardening beneath me. His right hand descended to my ass and gently stroked the two globes so presented to him. I practically purred. He was doing what I wanted him to do.

Reaching behind the cushion, I grabbed the remote I’d hidden earlier. I stayed still, watching him. His hand slid down from my ass onto my thighs and then down to the hem of my dress. A moment later, his hand started to slide back toward my ass, this time under the material of the dress. I breathed out a soft moan and wiggled to get comfortable, then hit the play button on the remote.

“A very naughty girl. Time for you to punish your naughty wife.”

We’d never played spanking games, and the only times we’d ever incorporate spanking into our sex life, it had been a couple of love taps while he took me doggy style. This was a whole order of magnitude more than that.

I’d timed the switching of the TV on perfectly. His hand had just reached my ass, under my dress, of course, and discovered I was commando. His attention was dragged away, though, by the sudden illumination from the TV and the image that quickly crystallized into perfect sharpness on the screen. Sean really was a good photographer. The picture, the one I’d chosen earlier, filled the screen. Right there, in front of my husband, was my pussy. Larger than life, constrained and covered but not concealed by the thin white lace of my panties. As I said, the shot was taken from down near the level of the table itself, and there was no doubt that I’d been aroused when the picture was taken. Beyond the immediate focus between my legs, and in somewhat softer focus, my hand was clearly playing with my breast, although both nipples were clearly visible. Clearly erect too.

“Fucking hell!”

“They probably do.” I moaned as his hand reflexively clutched an ass cheek. “Now, for the final time of asking, punish your naughty wife. That picture is most definitely naughty.” I clicked on the remote, and the next image appeared. This time you could see both my hands clutching at my breasts, one nipple hidden. The focus of the image remained between my legs. “This one is naughtier.” After a few seconds, I clicked again. This time my feet were in the picture, and I could be seen to be levering my butt up off the table. My hands were just about visible, clearly starting to push my panties out from under my butt. On the screen, the panties were already getting loose around my body. “Naughty enough to require a spanking?”

“Fuck!”

I knew he wouldn’t hit me hard enough to hurt. There again, I was telling him the truth. I had been naughtier than I’d intended, and I’d crossed the line he and I had agreed before I’d undertaken the shoot. I was supposed to keep my panties on. I clicked the remote once more, showing the final picture in the ones I’d selected. Sean had stood up for this one, so the panties stretched around my thighs didn’t interfere with his dramatic close-up of my pussy. If it had been video Ben would have been able to see the spasms running through me. Seen the way my pussy throbbed as I climaxed.

His hand gripped my butt cheek once more, hard. I gasped and then whimpered as he let go, and my body shook with the sudden release of tension. Then, Ben, understanding the opportunity he’d been presented with, as well as the request to do so from me, exploded into action. One moment his hand was under my dress, gripping my ass, the next, his hand had slid clear, grabbed the hem of my dress, and jerked it up to expose my naked ass to his eyes.

I whimpered again, knowing he would do as I’d suggested. Part of me wasn’t sure about that, didn’t think it was such a good idea. Part of me, though, relished the vulnerability such behavior would exhibit. Hell, I was vulnerable at this very minute.

I sensed rather than felt some tension in his hand as he pressed down on my back. His other hand wasn’t touching me. I had to assume it was hovering above me in preparation for a rapid descent.

“You were supposed to keep your panties on.”

“I know. I intended to” I almost sobbed out my answer, anticipation building inside me, my breathing getting more and more irregular.

Slap!

My entire body bounced on his lap. It didn’t hurt, didn’t even sting, and then a second later, the sting penetrated. My entire body felt like it rang like a bell, my butt shaking and bouncing around. I think only his hand on my back stopped me from sliding off his lap and onto the floor.

“Ow!”

“Naughty girls get spanked. I seem to remember this was your idea.”

In my mind’s eye, I could see him staring down at my naked ass, pointing up into his face. One cheek, the left one starting to look red. I half-sobbed, half-whimpered, and struggled to get my breathing back under control.

“Only dirty girls take their panties off for another man.”

Slap!

This time his hand came down on my right cheek rather than the already tormented left one. Once again, that delay between the sound of the blow and my feeling it, but I definitely felt that one. I don’t know if he’d used more force or been harder, but I felt it more. I howled but still writhed to keep myself on his lap.

“You behaved like a naughty girl. Now you’re receiving your just reward.”

I shuddered, Ben had always been quick on the uptake, and it appeared he was true to form this evening.

Slap! Slap!

This time the two blows came in quick succession, making my ass bounce once more. I was panting for breath, and I could feel my juices seeping out to coat my mound and my upper thighs. No doubt they were soaking into his pants too. His erection was squashed, trapped between his body and my hip. It had to be uncomfortable, but he gave no sign of that discomfort.

“Had enough? Have you been punished enough?”

His hand had dropped back to my butt, gently caressing and soothing what had to be reddened, hot flesh. It felt wonderful. Clearly, he’d seen enough spanking porn to understand this was a required part of it. There again, that was on film, not in real life. In real life, my butt felt like it was on fire, and it definitely wanted to tell me this was a bad idea. My pussy, on the other hand, was throbbing with need and demanding more and more.

I’m not sure I was capable of rational speech, but my need for atonement was very real. At the same time, my need for sexual satisfaction was visceral. I might have cum something like five times already today, but I wanted at least one more. Who was I kidding? I wanted as many more as possible, and this time I wanted those climaxes with my husband, not on my own.

I moaned softly, savoring his gentle touch, and closed my eyes and relaxed into his lap. Ben must have sensed that because his hand moved slowly down over the curve of my ass and to the junction of my legs. I let my legs relax apart, knowing he wanted access to my wet slit. Sure enough, his fingers swept along the line of my pussy, and I groaned as those sensations overwhelmed me.

I’d thought I wanted to cum, but I hadn’t realized I was quite so close. My body started to go rigid, and it was all I could do to gasp out, “Cumming…!” before the orgasm shook. Ben tightened the pressure on the small of my back and held me still, or at least as still as he could, as the spasms ran through me. I squealed again, and shook and shuddered my way through a strong orgasm, and then went limp across his lap.

I was still gasping for air, trying to come back down to Earth after the mind-shattering experience when Ben resumed.

Slap!

Slap!

Slap!

Slap!

Each blow made me jump, but I couldn’t summon up the reserves to utter a protest. Each smack was therefore followed by a low, earthy moan. Those moans told him I wasn’t objecting. In the end, he paused, and I waved a hand at him, telling him, without words, no more.

His hand returned to caressing my now burning flesh as I heaved in great lungfuls of air. It took me the best part of a minute before I could gasp out anything coherent.

“Bastard!”

“Hey, you’re the one who said you’d been a naughty girl and should be punished. I simply did what my dear wife asked me to do. I wasn’t the one being dirty, being naughty, crossing the line.”

“Hmmph!”

“True enough. Besides, you’ve not told me how far you went over the line. So far over the line, you can’t even see it. All the way over the line. I don’t know if I’ve punished you enough yet, or whether you should get more. Maybe so much more that you won’t be able to sit down at work tomorrow.”

My eyes flared wide as I realized Ben might have misunderstood me, saying I’d crossed the line. Maybe he thought, after what he’d seen, that I’d given myself to Sean. That I’d cheated!

“No further than you saw.”

He chuckled, and I relaxed, realizing he was teasing me. I’d heard the laughter in his voice but had concentrated on the words, not the tone. Now, as I played it back through my head, I breathed a sigh of relief. No, Ben did not think for one minute that I’d been unfaithful other than in the visual sense. I’d let another man see more than Ben and I had agreed up front, but he’d trusted I hadn’t gone further than that. That, however, didn’t stop him from teasing me.

“Bastard!” I was repeating myself, but I didn’t care. Ben just laughed louder.

“So, are you going to tell me about it?”

“Eventually.”

“Eventually? Why not now?”

I twisted off his lap. I’d come on his fingers. It was his turn to get a release. His hard cock, trapped like it was, had to be painful. As my knees hit the floor, my hands were reaching for his fly.

“One simple reason.”

“Oh, what’s that?” His grin told me he knew my answer, and my intention, especially as I’d now freed his cock from his pants.

“I can’t talk with my mouth full.” Before he could ask another question, one I didn’t intend to answer, whatever it was, I plunged my mouth down over his cock, taking as much into my mouth as possible.

Ben groaned, and his hand dropped to the top of my head, holding me there but not forcing me to take him deeper.

* * * *

I did tell him all the details, but not until much later. The dried and wilted salad went in the bin, and he ordered in a pizza. By then, I’d managed to cum twice more, and Ben had done so twice too. We cuddled up on the couch, and he stroked my ass through my thin robe.

“Still sore?”

“No, not really. Tender, yes, but sore, no.”

“Oh good.”

“Why?”

“Because I tend to screw that ass into the bed tonight.”

I shivered because I knew my still randy husband meant it. He cuddled me closer, and I rested my hand on his leg, gently stroking, letting him know I wasn’t averse to the idea.

“There was one more thing.”

“Oh?”

“Yes, a conversation Sean started while he burned that USB stick.”

“He wants another chance to take nude pictures of my wife?”

“Kind of, but that was more of a by-product.”

“He wants to shoot, what, video? Turn you into a porn star?”

I thumped his arm. “No, not that.”

“What then?”

“He suggested he could get me several model gigs with other photographers.”

“Gigs, as in proper shoots?”

“Yeah, proper shoots, although the photographers would be, like him, amateurs.”

“Oh, risky.”

“No, he’d vouch for anyone, but more importantly, I’d get paid.”

“Paid to take your clothes off? Don’t they call that a certain word?”

“No, I wouldn’t be stripping. I’d be posing. Artistic.”

“I was thinking of another, but never mind?”

I twisted so I could look at him. “Out with it, Buster.”

“I was thinking a couple of nastier words. Like Pornstar or whore.”

“Ah. I see. No, nothing like that. No video, ever, and no posting of images online.”

“How exactly would you stop that?”

“Don’t know, but they’d sign a contract that clearly specified no touching, no video, and nothing online, not even emailed.”

“And guys would pay?”

“Yeah, pretty good money, depending on where I drew the line.”

“How much?”

“Going rate is about fifty dollars an hour for topless, a hundred for full nude, a hundred and fifty an hour for showing pink, and two hundred for full-on masturbation. Minimum three hours for a shoot.”

“Showing pink?”

I made an obscene spreading gesture to give him the necessary context. Bless him, Ben blushed.

“And these shoots would be where?”

“Wherever the photographer wanted them to be. It might be in their home or studio if they’ve got one. It might be on location. One caveat, any location would have to be totally private, not overlooked.”

Ben fell silent for a minute, thinking through and digesting all the information I’d just downloaded. I wasn’t going to go ahead and do this without his wholehearted approval, but as far as I was concerned, my mind was made up. I just needed to get him to agree.

I let him think on in silence for a while, but as the silence got longer and longer, I started to get antsy.

“Questions?”

“A few.”

“Shoot.”

“Well, it sounds like you’ve made your own decision.”

“Well, money is tight, and I did enjoy today, so I’d be getting paid for doing something I enjoyed, and that would alleviate the budget a lot.”

“True, but tell me, what does Sean get out of this, an agency fee?”

“Of a sort.” I swallowed hard, knowing this would potentially be a sticking point.

“Meaning?”

“For every two shoots I do, he gets to do a free shoot himself. Not as elaborate as today, but a freebie nevertheless. I get to keep all the money.”

“Assuming he’s not raking something off the top beforehand. His mates, the photographers, might pay him twice what you get, and he keeps the difference.”

“He says not, and if I’m honest, I believe him.”

“You know him better than me. Where and when will these shoots be, including the free ones with Sean?”

“Wherever and whenever the photographer wants. However, they won’t impinge on my workdays, and I won’t do more than one a weekend, so we get time together. I could be out in the evening, though. Sometimes quite late.”

“And Sean?”

“Again, we’ll sort out a hole in the schedule for him.”

“What if there’s more than one photographer at a shoot?”

“The rate goes up. I could end up doing a club shoot. Sean says they, though, tend to be tamer. They won’t want to show themselves up by upsetting the model, so they don’t ask anything outrageous in front of their friends. The rate could go as high as a grand for a club shoot.”

Ben whistled. “As long as you’re prepared to strip naked and masturbate in front of a group of men.”

It was my turn to blush. “I guess, yes.”

“And would you?”

I decided to be disingenuous. “Would I what?”

“Be prepared to strip stark naked, lie back, and bring yourself to an orgasm while ten or twelve, or more men, feasted their eyes on you while absent-mindedly clicking the shutters on their cameras. Committing the image of you to their mental spank bank.”

I shivered again. “Don’t be crude.”

“It would be crude.” He shrugged.

Inside I was exultant., Ben’s tone of voice had changed during the conversation as if he was warming to the idea. I casually slid my hand up his thigh and found he was erect.

I chuckled. “I guess someone finds the idea arousing, if not intriguing.”

I squeezed his cock, eliciting a groan. “Come on, time for bed.”


Chapter 2

“Emma, please, just relax.”

I forced a wan smile. “Easy for you to say.”

“It should be easy. Greg is a nice guy, and he knows it’s your first professional shoot. He’s not expecting too much and knows he’s getting a discount for it. Stop putting the pressure on yourself.”

Sean turned his attention back to the road for a moment, and I took the chance to breathe deeply.

“Still, I’ve never met him…”

Sean chuckled. “Wasn’t that your original fantasy? To take your clothes off in front of a total stranger and his camera?”

“Yeah, but…”

“Yeah, but nothing. You’re going to be great. Greg hasn’t talked about anything else since we arranged this. Nor since he saw your portfolio.”

I couldn’t help blushing. Once I’d strong-armed, or rather blown, Ben into agreeing to me doing this, choosing the portfolio pictures had been embarrassing. There again, I was pretty sure Ben’s reluctance hadn’t been entirely genuine. It had simply been his way of getting me to indulge in his favorite sex act. In the end, Sean had come around and spent the evening with the two of us, going over which shots should be included and why.

I had vetoed most of the shots from the final session. They were too revealing, although Sean had argued a couple of the really revealing ones would have ensured top rates for me. I’d still said no, and Ben had agreed. Honestly, any picture showing even a hint of a nipple was a bit much for my husband. In terms of the portfolio, anyway. In the three weeks since that first shoot with Sean, he’d been at me like a rabbit, not that I was complaining.

I’d been nervous about this shoot until Sean and Greg had come up with a compromise. I could use Sean as a chaperone.

“Nearly there.”

“Okay.” I swallowed hard, trying to keep my nerves quelled.

“Remember, once I’ve made the introductions, I’ll sit in the corner and not say a word. The whole shoot is between you and Greg. He and I will only talk to each other when you’re getting changed. He’s a nice guy, and he’ll put you at ease. Remember, he has agreed to your stipulations, topless only, nothing more. He’ll stick to those limits. Can you?”

I glared at him. “Sean!”

He shrugged. “Just checking, that’s all. Besides, a flush to your cheeks will be good. It makes you look cuter than ever. We’re here.”

Here turned out to be a fairly unprepossessing brownstone in a row of similarly bland brownstones. All of them had been split into flats. Greg’s flat was on the second floor.

As I exited the car, Sean handed me the bag I’d brought with me. I had two changes of clothes in there for the shoot and an additional set for the trip home. I was already wearing the first outfit under my coat. The evening air was cool on my face.

The fact it was an evening shoot hadn’t sat too well with Ben, but there was nothing we could do about that. Greg worked full time, so it was evenings or weekends for Sean’s friend or not at all. At least he was someone Sean insisted was a good guy, someone who would allow a chaperone. Most of the others Sean expected to book me wouldn’t do that.

Sean followed me up the steps, then leaned past to ring the buzzer for the second-floor flat.

“Hello.”

“It’s us, mate.”

“Come on up, door’s open.”

The front door gave a click, and Sean pushed it open, then held it in place to let me precede him. The foyer was narrow and wood-paneled, making it dark and somewhat foreboding. I guess Sean sensed my hesitation.

“No elevator, I’m afraid. We have to use the stairs. Two flights and his door is the one on the right.”

“Oh, okay.”

Sean gave the impression of being a perfect gentleman by standing back to let me go first. I was pretty sure he was getting a good look at my ass, although my long coat covered it. When I glanced back over my shoulder, he was indeed staring at it.

“Pervert!”

“Not hardly. Truly perverted would require an adjustment.”

“What sort of adjustment?”

“Lack of clothing, for starters. I can think of a few other ways of making it better.”

I glared at him over my shoulder and then sighed and faced front and continued up the steep stairs. I didn’t want him to continue that conversation. I had a couple of ideas what he might suggest, very dirty ideas. The last thing I wanted to do was admit to knowing what he might have been going on about. Even so, filthy fantasies flooded my head. The idea of me climbing these stairs, naked, with my hands cuffed behind my back came from somewhere I didn’t really want to think where. Not that he’d suggested any bondage gear or arrangements. That idea came from deep inside the dark recesses of my own mind.

As we reached the second level, I knew my face was starting to burn as my blush reflex refused to subside. Sean tried to give me a minute to relax and let the blush fade, even though his chuckle didn’t help. Unfortunately, Greg was too impatient to wait. Whether he’d seen us arrive via the peephole in the door or simply grew anxious, I don’t know. Suddenly the door was open, and a stranger was staring at me.

“You must be Emma. I’m Greg. Come in, come in.”

I saw him look past me and raise an eyebrow at Sean, but he didn’t comment on my red face. I guessed Sean had shaken his head, warning him not to mention it.

The flat was more spacious than I’d expected, with lofty ceilings. It was light and airy and, for a bachelor pad, pretty clean and tidy. Not sure what I’d expected, but this was better.

“Please, let me take your coat.” Greg was trying to be charming and act the gentleman, but I knew just how revealing the dress I was wearing was underneath the coat. Sean stepped up the other side of me and took the bag from me, leaving me with two free hands and no excuse. It didn’t matter, not really. After all, they would both see what I was wearing soon enough, and even what I was wearing under the dress. It was an emotional barrier rather than a real one.

I steeled myself and reached for the belt, which came apart under my fingers with more ease than I expected. My hands weren’t shaking at all. Greg had stepped back to watch, and I could see he was enjoying the moment. Sean was watching too, and there was nothing for it as my fingers rose to the top button on the coat. I forced down a nervous giggle, thinking about how flashers reportedly wore long trench coats like I was. I’d be flashing, too, more than flashing.

The other buttons didn’t take long, then I took a deep breath and shrugged the coat back off my shoulders, revealing the teal green dress I was wearing underneath. Sean took my coat and moved over to sit by the window, my coat neatly folded next to him, my bag on top of that. Greg, meanwhile, was giving me a look over in the modified dress.

Sean had helped me pick out the dress but had insisted I modified it before wearing it for today. I wouldn’t wear it anywhere else after today, and in any case, I’d grown tired of it. Luckily I’m good enough with my sewing machine to be able to take up a hem or add a slit. I’d done both to the dress. In fact, I’d taken the hem up twice. The first time to Sean’s specifications, but Ben had suggested I go another inch as well. The side split showed off a lot of thigh above the scandalously short hem, and that had been cut as a v shape, so it never fully closed. The neckline was pretty high and didn’t show off cleavage, but a row of tiny buttons down the front would correct that in very short order.

Sean had told me to wear a dress without a bra so there were no strap lines. It seemed to be a standard photographer’s line, but I was beginning to suspect it was simply an excuse for me to get my breasts into sight sooner rather than later.

“Very nice. You are exactly as your portfolio suggested. If anything, you’re better in the flesh than Sean captured you.”

Sean sniffed but was smiling through it, so I guessed these two had stock repartees they used on each other. He spoke up. “Right, I’m going to sit here and say nothing. Treat me as part of the scenery. Greg won’t get me in shot, so please don’t look at me unless Greg tells you to. You okay? Ready to begin, Emma?”

I nodded and flashed him a quick smile, remembering he was here as a silent chaperone. I was sure he was itching to have his camera with him, but that wasn’t allowed. Besides, he wasn’t paying to take my picture., Greg was. I turned my attention back to the other guy.

Greg was fussing with his camera for a moment and then switched a couple of lights on. It wasn’t blindingly bright, but it was pretty bright. I shot a look out of the window, concerned about people seeing in, but with the houses built on tiers on the slope, the houses opposite were lower. There were no windows overlooking his, well, not on this side of the valley. I had to hope nobody had a high-powered telescope in the blocks of flats a mile or so away on the other side of the valley. After all, with night falling, this room was probably the brightest-lit room of all.

“You ready?”

“Yeah.”

“Good, just stand still and smile for me while I get my camera dialed in. Then I’ll want you to sit on the dining chair in front of the lights.”

When we’d entered the flat, I’d noticed the chair in the middle of the room and the fact the lights were pointing right at it. It appeared I was going to start there. As soon as I sat down on such a chair, this dress would ride up. Standing still, you could already see the tops of my black stockings and the bottom ends of the garters. I’d worn a full set this time, and the dress didn’t come within two inches of the nylons.

Greg shot off a series of quick shots, standing portraits, changing settings on the camera each time as he peered at the small screen on the back.

“Right, all set. Would you move over to the chair, please? Just sit down, nothing extravagant, just heels and knees together, back straight, and smile. Thanks.”

It was an awkward position. It kinda reminded me of how we were supposed to sit at school when I was about five or six! Still, he was paying me to pose according to how he wanted me, how he told me, so I sat stiff and most definitely not relaxed. My smile was a bit forced, but I was, at least, smiling.

“Good, now can you just cross your right leg over your left, just at the ankle, no higher.”

I knew the dress had ridden up when I sat down, and given I was showing bare flesh above the stocking standing up, I had no idea how much extra I was now showing.

“Slide your right leg a little higher. That’s good, higher still. Bring it up as high as your knee. Very good. Comfortable?”

“If you mean the chair, no, if you mean the camera, I’m good.”

“We’re only using the chair to sit on to start with. Now switch your legs over, cross left over right, same height.”

Automatically my hands dropped to adjust the hem, knowing crossing my legs the other way would have made it ride up even more.

“Leave the dress where it is. Let it do its own thing. You look great, your legs are fantastic, definitely photogenic.”

Given this was supposed to be a topless shoot, it was a little disconcerting that he had crouched down to take pictures of my legs, revealed under such a short dress. Greg got me to recross my legs back the other way and then again left over right. I knew the hem rode up each time. I had a little epiphany at about that time and relaxed as a result. It was deliberate and probably the reason why Sean had got me to shorten the dress in the first place. There was nothing accidental about the leg show.

“Right, would you stand up now? Please stand to the side of the chair, then turn and face it. Extend your right hand and grasp the back of the chair.”

It wasn’t a comfortable position, and I couldn’t see how this pose would look anything like sexy. Greg disabused me of that with his next command.

“Lift your right leg and place your foot in the middle of the seat.”

What he’d got me to do before that had simply been preparation. Now if I lifted my foot to the seat of the chair, there was no way I wasn’t going to be flashing my underwear at him. Flashing panties, even though I hadn’t even undone a button at the top, not yet. I flushed, the embarrassment bringing heat and redness to my cheeks, but Greg was simply stood there, waiting patiently.

I took a deep breath and brought my foot up, planting my heel firmly just past the edge of the chair, letting my toe fall into place. My natural thigh gap accentuated the pose, and I couldn’t help glancing down to see just how far the ultra-short dress had ridden up. The answer was, a lot. From above, it covered the front of my underwear, but Greg wasn’t above at all. He’d moved around to the other side of the chair and dropped to his knees. He was shooting straight into the shadow line of the skirt and obviously had a clear view of my panties.

The pose went far beyond sexy. It was brazen, erotic, and even slutty. As a result, my exhibitionistic tendency was heading into the stratosphere. Under the front of my dress, my nipples had hardened and were rubbing against the fabric of the dress, not having the structural support of the bra to keep them still. Nor decently covered. The dress fabric was thin enough to allow them to tent it out. At least my panties were black and not in any way see-through. If I’d been wearing lace, he would no doubt be seeing far more than just an expanse of satin.

“Now, bring your hands up and start unbuttoning the front of the dress. Start at the top and undo one button. That’s really good.”

I was doing as he asked, treating his requests as commands. The smile was still in place, but my breathing had quickened. In fact, I let my lips part further just to keep my harsher breathing under wraps and concealed from the two men. I was sure Sean, with his overwatch position, had noticed, but I wasn’t sure Greg had. Not that I wanted him to.

“Undo another, good, now lean forward a little as you undo the next. One more, lean a bit more. Good.”

The instructions were coming thick and fast, and I obeyed them without comment or question. I knew I was showing him more and more, but that was the purpose of the shoot, right?

Another couple of buttons, and I had the dress open to a level just below my breasts. As Greg urged me to lean further and further forward, the dress gaped more and more. He had transferred his attention now. Of course, he had. Now his camera was shooting straight into my exposed cleavage. I knew he could see the inside slopes of my breasts but couldn’t quite see my nipples. Another couple of buttons or an instruction to pull the two sides apart, and that would change. My breathing was getting labored now, and I could feel myself getting wet between the legs.

“Bring your hand down and grab your foot.”

That forced me to lean much further. It was instinctive to keep my other shoulder raised, to offer him an unobstructed view into the gaping top of my dress.

“Use your left hand to undo those last two buttons.”

I was panting for breath as I followed his instruction. As I took my hand away, my finger caught in the open edge of the dress and dragged it away from the center of my body. It was accidental, or at least not consciously deliberate. My breast simply dropped into the opening, exposing itself fully to his camera lens. The shutter clicked as if in overdrive. I momentarily thought about dragging the dress closed or at least tucking myself back in, but I knew he’d tell me to stay still and leave myself, literally, hanging out there.

“Perfect, sweetheart, perfect.”

I frowned at the way he was overfamiliar but quickly let the frown morph into another smile. I was supposed to be posing for him, showing him my chest, and perhaps sooner than he’d expected, I was doing exactly that.

“Straighten up, don’t want you to get backache, do we? Now just lift the right side of the dress away, even things up.”

He wasn’t interested in getting anything symmetrical. No, he just wanted both breasts out in the open. Which, as I pulled the dress away from my body, was exactly what he got.

“Nice. You have perfect tit… breasts.”

I noticed his correction but gave no reaction as my exposed breasts bounced up and down as I gasped for breath. Just as with Sean, the fact I was exposed was sending my core into overdrive. More than overdrive, I was buzzing. I could feel myself throbbing like I was on a taut string. Having one leg elevated and my legs apart didn’t help. Those thigh muscles pulled on the adjacent muscle groups, and I knew, inside my panties, my outer lips were furling open, pulled by those self-same muscles.

I tried hard not to let a moan escape my mouth.

“Let’s have the shoulders down, now. Sweep them down onto your arms. A bit more, a bit more. Good. Now, just catch the straps on your fingers. Bring your leg down off the chair. Good. Now let the straps go. Let the dress cascade down your body.”

I made no attempt to cover up. There wasn’t any point. I’d already learned that lesson. In moments I was all but naked, covered only by the skimpy but at least opaque underwear. I’d learned something else, too, don’t count shoes and stockings as clothing. They didn’t count at all. I guess the garter belt didn’t either, certainly. As Greg circled me to capture every angle, he gave no instructions about removing them.

“Great That’s a wrap, Emma. You were sensational.”


Chapter 3

Greg pointed me in the direction of the bathroom so I could get changed. Sean handed me my bag. I’d more or less forgotten the silent man was there.

With the bathroom door firmly shut, I took stock of my situation. I desperately wanted to relieve some tension, but I wasn’t in the comfort of my own home, not here. I couldn’t take the risk of letting myself go, even if the bathroom door had a lock on it, one I’d secured on my way in.

There again, could I avoid it? My next outfit was a pale blue bikini under a gauze-like beach wrap. The top and the wrap were not a problem, but I suspected any moisture from me would soak into the bottoms. It would show as a darker patch. I wish I’d picked a different bikini. I gingerly reached down and touched the front of my panties. Even such a tiny, featherlight touch almost pushed me to the edge, my pussy throbbing wildly in complaint as I took my fingers away. That touch had confirmed I was wet, soaked into the black underwear. I was in trouble, for sure.

Stripping the soggy underwear down was an issue in itself. My outer labia wanted to stick to the fabric, and the sensation of pulling them away made my legs tremble. Once the panties had been discarded to the floor, I tried to reach for the snap on the garter belt, but my legs were getting weaker and weaker by the second. Giving in to the inevitable, I sat down on the toilet and grabbed a handful of tissue. Wadding the tissue u,p I pushed that against my traitorous pussy with one hand while I clasped the thumb on my other hand between my teeth to stop me from screaming. The touch against my sensitive pussy, now bare, was enough to push me over the edge.

It was hard to explain to myself, but it appeared that every time I posed for someone, and clearly, it didn’t have to be Ben or Sean, I needed to make myself cum. That masturbation didn’t take long, seconds at most. My entire body shook as the orgasm coursed through me, although, for once, the rational thought processes continued. Why did the act of posing, of exhibiting myself, get me so damned turned on? It wasn’t natural, well, not for a married woman like me. Was it?

As my breathing started to return to normal, I tried to take stock of myself. Disposing of the tissue was easy enough. After all, it was a bathroom. Using even more, to wipe myself as clean and dry as possible wasn’t easy. My pussy continued to leak moisture, even onto a third wad of tissue. I flushed, not wanting to block the guy’s WC. At least I didn’t have a sheen of sweat on my body. That was a bonus. I didn’t need to towel down. Even so, as I undid the garter belt and peeled the stockings down my legs, the latter came away damp. Part of me, at least, had been sweating.

The simple two-piece swimsuit didn’t take long to put on, and with a quick touch-up of my lippy, and a fast pass of a brush through my hair, I was ready. Ready in terms of costume, if not ready inside my head. I think I double-checked the bikini bottoms at least three times to make sure I wasn’t staining them a darker color with my liquor. I also needed to ensure I didn’t repeat the first shoot. My final outfit for the day was, again, thin and sexy, although not lace. I didn’t want to give Greg the same extra benefit I’d given Sean. No, Sean had impressed on me, only do what you’ve been paid to do. Greg had paid for a topless model, so therefore the bottoms stayed on.

* * * *

I felt somewhat self-conscious stepping out into the main room wearing just a bikini and a pair of heels while the two men in the room were fully clothed. While I’d been busy, they had, too, moving the chair out of the way and setting up a backdrop that was supposed to look like a beach and a sea with a bright blue sky above. To me, it looked exactly what it was, clearly fake, but at least it made more sense for a bikini shoot that the dining chair had. They’d even gone to the extent of lying the sand part of the backdrop cloth, so it covered a strip of floor and then laid a beach towel on top. Obviously, I was going to be posing on that towel. Duh! Obvious wasn’t the word for it, not with the lights angled to point down at the towel.

“That’s a nice swimsuit.”

“Thank you.” I smiled at him and tried to stay as calm as possible. It wasn’t easy. I knew this particular bikini covered the essential bits, but not much more than that. At least it didn’t have a string back, so it did cover my ass cheeks—to an extent.

“Please, kneel on the towel facing me, and we’ll get started.”

I shivered, wondering exactly how he intended to talk me out of my bikini top. I was also wondering if he was going to try and take it further, although Sean was there to help prevent such a thing. The nerves were warring with my exhibitionistic streak, but the exhibitionist in me was winning as I walked over to the towel, turned to face the lights, and knelt on the towel. Immediately Greg had the camera up in front of his face and was clicking away. From my point of view, at least the towel was soft under my knees, not hard and scratchy.

From kneeling, he progressed to me posing, sitting down, and leaning back on my elbows. They seemed more like holiday snaps than modeled photographs, but he was in charge. I tried not to glance at Sean at all, but he seemed quite bored with the shots Greg was taking.

“Would you lay down on your stomach, please? Stretch your arms up above your head and turn your head to one side as if you were sunbathing.”

I nodded and rolled over onto my belly. Of course, this pushed my ass cheeks up into the air. As memories flooded back to the way I’d offered myself up to my husband for punishment after the shoot with Sean, I could feel the heat rushing to my face. Heat was moving elsewhere, too, a different kind of heat. I’d made myself cum to take the edge off, but it appeared I had left a puddle of residual arousal behind. The front of my bikini started to feel moist as that puddle proved to be very real. That made me blush harder still, and I hoped Greg didn’t notice.

“Spread your feet about shoulder-width apart. Good. Now stay still.”

I was a little resentful at being told to stay still. After all, wasn’t I an experienced model now, having done a shoot with Sean? Well, I guess one shoot doesn’t make me experienced, but that was how I felt.

“Now, bring your arms back to your sides.”

That wasn’t the most comfortable position, and my arm hid my face. I thought that instruction was a bit odd. However, Greg was simply preparing me for the next one.

“I want you to undo the strap on your bikini and slip your arms out of the shoulder straps. As if you’re trying to avoid tan lines.”

Talk about stilted and cheesy! This shoot was going from bad to worse. At least, though, my ardor was cooling a little, and I didn’t think I was leaking any more moisture into the bikini bottoms. Hopefully, the gusset lining was soaking up any that had leaked. It was all I could do, hope. Nevertheless, I did as he asked, and when he asked me to, I stretched my arms out above my head again.

“Enjoying sunbathing like that?”

“Do you want an honest answer?”

That made him chuckle.

“Right, complicated bit. I want you to turn over, and try and clutch the bikini top to your chest. Try to, and fail, let it trail down one side, exposing one t… breast.”

I’d expected him to get me to bring my elbows under me and lift my head up to expose my cleavage. Apparently, Greg wanted to get ahead of that and go for the money shot. Well, the money shot in so far as the limits of what he was paying for.

I did as he asked, finding it hard to accidentally on purpose let one cup of the bikini top slip down. It was a move I’d practiced on many beaches during my youth, so it was hard to deliberately fail.

My mind flashed back several years to one particular incident on a beach during my freshman year at college. This hunk had come up to me while my friends were taking a dip, and I was getting some rays. He’d been a real beach hunk, a surfer dude with chiseled abbs and sun-bleached blonde hair. He’d been wearing his budgie smugglers rather than shorts, leaving even less to the imagination than my tiny bikini had. He’d struck up a conversation, obviously flirting with the girl lying there with her bikini top undone to prevent tan lines. He’d spent a good twenty minutes trying to get me to lift up a bit more so he could see underneath me. Then he’d offered to do the sun cream thing, and after I’d let him do my back, I was way too relaxed. He asked me to turn over, and I did, without thinking I was leaving my top behind. All I can say is he had soft hands, and within the hour, I’d found out he was a shower, not a grower, and the quick sex in his condo was exactly that, quick.

Despite that poor historical result, the thoughts had been naughty enough to get my arousal firing again. As I lay there on that soft towel, I glanced down at my exposed breast. My nipple was as hard as the proverbial bullet. I just continued to hope the pale blue bottoms weren’t betraying how turned on I was as my moisture soaked into them.

“That’s good, really good. Now, slowly drag the top down until you’ve almost exposed the other nipple. Hold it like that, hold it… now, pull it down so it’s around your waist.”

I lay there for a couple of minutes, conscious of Greg moving from my feet to above my head and then back again.

“Toss the bikini top away and prop yourself up on your elbows. Good. Just a little more upright. Very good. Now just arch your back.”

I wasn’t stupid. I knew why he wanted me to do that. It pushed my breasts up and out away from me and eliminated any sag. Not that I sagged very much, but at my age, there was, of course, a little. It was inevitable. I tried not to let them know he’d drawn attention to one of my vulnerabilities.

“Sit all the way up. Very good. You look awesome, by the way, truly awesome. Now arch again, just subtly. Point those bazookas at the camera.”

I raised an eyebrow at that but couldn’t help giggling at the absurd image that sprang into my mind. Sean chuckled, too but didn’t say anything. He had a simple job to do, be there, and he was doing it. A couple of minutes later, Greg got me to kneel on the towel and then sit back on my haunches. All the while, my breasts were pointing at the camera, but I wasn’t feeling it in the way I had been. Maybe it was the stilted and clearly fake setting, or maybe his inadvertent diversion of my focus onto signs of aging, which I’m sure he hadn’t meant, but something had cooled my jets. This time when he finished, I wouldn’t have any real trouble avoiding masturbating once I was in the bathroom.

I guess it wasn’t really working for Greg either, and I’m not sure which of us was the most disappointed about that, but he called it a wrap after another couple of minutes. I picked up my bikini top and headed to the bathroom.

“Coffee.”

“Please.”

“You want me to bring it to you or when you come out.”

I had no intention of letting Greg anywhere near me where there was a chance I was more undressed than I was contracted to be. “When I come out, thank you.”

“Is it okay if I take pictures from that point?”

It wasn’t officially part of the third set, but after the obvious disappointment of the middle set, I decided to throw him a bone. Cuddling a mug of coffee while dressed as scantily as I would be might make for some interesting pictures. Not quite as candid as the ones Sean had taken with his remote camera, but the idea was the same. “Sure, why not.”

“Good.”

As I strutted toward the bathroom, I swung my hips and put as much into the walk as possible. I wanted him to know I could still make the sexy moves, even if the beach backdrop and bikini hadn’t worked. I heard the camera shutter click from behind me, so I knew Greg was on the ball enough to capture the moment. I grinned back over my shoulder. “Naughty.”

“Not naughty, nice. You have a very nice butt.”

“Hmm…!” I hoped my smile gave the lie to my disapproving tone.

* * * *

When I emerged from the bathroom in my next outfit, I had to steel myself not to cross my arms in front of myself. The top was nothing more than fishnet, and you could see everything through the holes. Well, what I meant was you could see the bright white strapless bra that covered me. Nobody would pair these two items together. I only ever wore this top with a black bra. I’d never teamed the top with a short black skirt before, either, let alone the hold-up stockings. I mean, why would anyone wear a white bra with a black outfit like this? I had been pretty certain Greg had specified a strapless bra for one reason and one reason alone. I didn’t expect to wear it for long. It would almost certainly be the first item to be removed. When I did pull it out from underneath the top, I would indeed be showing everything.

In anticipation of that moment, my nipples had hardened again. They ached inside my bra., At least the panties wouldn’t show signs of moisture. They, like the rest of the outfit, other than the bra, were black.

“Wow, That’s awesome.”

Sean chuckled from where he, too, was standing in the kitchen clutching a mug of coffee. “You should come to work dressed like that.”

“How about no.” I shot him a dark look, nobody was supposed to know how he and I had met, and he had just let the cat out of the bag. I saw Greg’s eyes widen as the realization sank in, but he, perhaps wisely, didn’t say anything. Sean grimaced and gave a half-apologetic shrug to acknowledge his error. I don’t think Greg noticed the exchange between me and my chaperone. He was too busy changing settings on his camera.

He took the first picture just as I picked up the nearest mug. He took several more as I sipped at the coffee. That’s when I noticed the mug itself for the first time. I guess it was one of these heat color-changing mugs. There was a picture of a buxom blonde on it. Since the coffee was hot, her swimsuit had gone transparent, showing everything in explicit detail. I looked at the picture and rolled my eyes, conscious Greg was capturing every moment with a gleeful grin partly hidden behind the camera.

“Very funny.”

“Sorry, but I couldn’t resist. A babe drinking a babe. Perfect.”

I glared at him but then shook my head and put the mug down.

“So where am I posing this time?”

“The couch over by the window, please. Would you mind sitting down at the far end and folding your legs up underneath you?”

It was an obvious pose to get me to expose my legs, but I couldn’t really object. The short skirt would ride up as far, if not further, than the dress had earlier. This way, though, I could control the exposure.

Greg moved around, taking pictures from several angles, leaving me sitting still and a little bored. My arousal had waned a little following his infantile trick in the kitchen with the mug. However, as Greg asked me to lean back, I started to take more interest.

“Lean back and arch your back a little. Very good.” He lowered his camera after another couple of shots. “Lose the bra, please.”

I took a deep breath, having forecast that this would be his next move, I could hardly complain, could I?

I peeled the lower edge of my top from the waistband of my skirt and then slid my hands up inside. Greg’s camera was still lowered, he wasn’t taking pictures of me removing my bra, but his gaze was glued to my hands. Greg hadn’t specified a front loader, but I’d gone with a front-closure bra anyway. The clasp popped open under very little pressure from my fingers, and the two halves split a couple of inches apart with a pop. Not an audible one, but it was still a sudden release. I glanced up at Greg through my eyelashes, and he’d raised the camera again. The familiar rhythm of the camera shutter accompanied my movements as I slowly peeled the two cups out to the sides.

Once more, I was baring my chest for the camera, and once more, that simple fact was stoking my internal fires. I’d never considered myself an exhibitionist, but I was now five and a bit occasions from six where exposure had equaled arousal. The bikini set hadn’t been as good. Maybe I was even more of a show-off than I’d ever imagined I could be. Not only that but I was also getting paid to do something I was really enjoying. Well, my body was, at least. My breathing quickened, my heart sped up, and I could feel my groin starting to tingle and heat too.

The cups slid out to the sides as Greg pressed the shutter quicker and quicker. My nipples scraped against the edge of the fabric and then popped into view almost in unison. With the reveal done, I slid the bra down and then hooked it out from under my top before sitting back, letting the bra fall to the floor.

The top didn’t even attempt to cover me. It was just netting with far more holes than threads. My nipples quickly found a hole each and jutted through the mesh, leaving my breasts totally exposed to the air, the guys’ eyes, and, of course, the camera. Greg took shot after shot of my exposed chest, moving around me as I sat still, capturing every angle. That included standing behind me and shooting down over my shoulder. I shuddered as he did that, realizing that view, in particular, was obscene. The front view was sexy, but the top-down view, that had to be far more than just sexy.

“Swing your legs out from under you and then just shuffle a bit toward the middle of the couch. Good. Now swing your legs up to your right, and lay back. I want you full length on the couch.”

I gave him an arch look, not sure if his double meaning had been deliberate. Satisfied it wasn’t, I did as he asked.

“Stretch your hands out above your head, and don’t forget to arch your back. Really press those shoulders into the cushion.”

Stretching my arms up had a couple of effects on my wardrobe. The top, still untucked, rode up to open a gap of bare flesh between it and the top of the skirt. The skirt itself rode up to expose more thigh above the stockings. I closed my eyes and tried not to think of how I must look. The problem was, that was all I could think of. Unlike the bikini shoot, I was getting off on this one. I looked sexy, I felt sexy, and the photographer was treating me as if I was sexy.

“Now bring your arms back down to your sides, grasp the bottom edge of your top, and just roll it up a few inches. I mean, roll it, not push it. I want it to look like it’s deliberate teasing, not an accidental flash. Good. Now hold your left hand still but keep rolling it up with your right hand. Make it go higher that side.”

The roll of netting was more substantial than I thought it would be. The netting itself wasn’t, but after four or five turns, it was becoming harder and harder to move. Once it reached the curve of my breast, the force needed to keep it moving seemed to double.

“A bit further, a bit more. I want you to completely expose your right breast while keeping the left one covered.” He giggled. The netting could hardly be described as a covering. My right nipple popped from under the edge of the rolled-up top and quivered in place. The way the fabric had dragged over it had rubbed it into full arousal.

“Good. You look awesome like that. Now just lift your right knee, slide your foot toward your butt. Spot on.”

As Greg was now taking pictures along the length of the couch, he could see up into the opening of the skirt. I thought lifting the knee was a mistake as it blocked my breast from the line of his camera. He was, of course, concentrating on his little bonus of the sight of my underwear. He corrected his oversight as he moved around behind the couch again, shooting down.

“Slide your foot closer and closer, and just angle your knee against the back of the couch. Can you slide your left foot all the way out to the edge of the couch? Good. Very good.”

My nipples were going beyond the point of aching. They were positively throbbing with the need to be touched. Lower down, I knew my panties were on view. The skirt had ridden all the way up, exposing them. They were getting wet, too. I just hoped that wasn’t obvious. My breath came in short, sharp pants, and I had to force myself not to let a moan escape my lips.

“Raise your left arm above your head again, clutch the top of the arm of the couch. Bring your right hand in and cup your breast from underneath.”

My fingers were perilously close to a nipple that wanted stroking, caressing, pulling, pinching, and twisting. Every fiber in my body was screaming for release. Ten minutes earlier, I’d been slightly turned on, now I was ready to scream for release, and nobody had touched me. I’d hardly even touched myself! My hands hadn’t been within inches of my groin. One hand, though, was rather close to an aching nipple.


Chapter 4

I had a phony sense of déjà vu as Sean dropped me off on our driveway. Okay, last time I’d been on a shoot, no scratch that, the only other time I’d been on a shoot, I’d been the one at home waiting for Ben. Tonight, Ben was there, waiting for me to come home from a shoot somewhere else. Like it or not, there was a difference.

Sean didn’t hang around, accelerating back down the driveway and fishtailing into the road before I climbed the three steps to the porch. I guess he didn’t want to risk facing Ben. I didn’t have that luxury, and I’d got quieter and quieter on the way home from Gary’s as we got closer and closer to the moment I’d face my husband.

Sean had been nice enough about it, complimentary about my performance in front of his friend’s camera, but had dried up as my replies became increasingly monosyllabic.

As I reached for the door handle, the door opened in front of me. The fact Ben had been watching for me, probably since I’d sent the ten minutes out text, barely had a chance to register before his hand snaked out, sized my wrist, and dragged me inside.

“Wha…!”

I didn’t even get a chance to finish the word, let alone the sentence, before I was inside the house, the door slamming shut behind me. Within that split second, Ben had pirouetted me and pushed me back against the wall. I didn’t get another word out as he peeled my bag off my shoulder, dropped it to the floor, and seized both my hands. In one smooth motion, he had my hands pinned against the wall above my head.

The next moment, his mouth sealed mine with a hungry kiss. I let out a startled hmph sound but couldn’t even articulate a hello as he used his body to pin me there against the wall as his mouth, quite literally, devoured mine.

His kiss was all-consuming, passionate in the extreme. One hand easily held my wrists, locked in place above my head. The fingers of his other hand worked on the belt of my coat while his tongue thrust into my mouth, pinning my own tongue deep inside. Within seconds the belt buckle came undone, and he started on the buttons.

He broke the kiss so he could see what he was doing.

“Ben…”

“Shush.”

“Shush?” I think my repetition gave him a clue that I wasn’t ready for his all-out assault on my senses. I was reeling, but my body was screaming a very definite affirmative. If he wanted me like this, then my body wanted to be had. Even so, my brain wasn’t prepared to be shushed, not like that.

“Leave your hands there.” He stared into my eyes, his piercing gaze stifling any protest. All I could do was nod, and he let go of the tight grip on my wrists. With both hands free, he quickly undid the front of my coat and pushed the two halves out to the sides. He surveyed the peasant-style blouse I’d put on before I’d left Gary’s, preferring a somewhat more dressed-down look for traveling. Not that anyone other than Ben would be seeing it. The denim skirt wasn’t as short as most of mine, but it still only came to mid-thigh. Not quite a miniskirt, but not that much longer.

His hands rose to the middle of the top of my blouse, and I looked down as he jerked the blouse down, my breasts spilling out of the top. Although I’d had the strapless bra with me, I hadn’t wanted to put it back on. The blouse caught under my breasts, holding them obscenely pushed up, my nipples quickly regaining prominence. It appeared Ben wanted me right there in the hallway, or at least naked in the hallway.

Unfortunately for his plans, my hands above my head prevented him exposing more of my upper body. His mouth curled in a snarl of what I could only describe as frustration, but my ever-capable husband had a solution to the dilemma of his own making. His hands reached up, grasped my wrists, and drew my arms out and down to my sides. He pushed my hands flat against the wall, one on each side. The implication was clear, leave them there. He didn’t speak. I just gave him another short nod as my breath hitched in my chest.

Ben was never like this, but I wasn’t going to object. My panties were damp and sticky again, and it wasn’t from the photoshoot, although there was a residual element of arousal from that. No, this level of arousal was for him and for him alone.

Certain I was submitting to his onslaught, he let go of my hands, bringing his hands back toward my shoulders. Grasping my coat, he tugged it down to my elbows, dragging the sleeves of the blouse down, freeing my breasts completely. His left hand closed over my breast, squeezing the flesh and constricting my erect nipple against his palm. His grin was animalistic as he lowered his head and sucked my other nipple into his mouth.

Ben’s right hand moved lower, dragging across my belly and then down to the junction of my legs as he shifted backward to give his fingers access.

I whimpered as he pressed his hand against my mound before scrabbling the skirt upward, exposing my thighs and then the front of my underwear. Ben was never this rough with me, never had been anyway. He never needed to be. It didn’t matter how badly I’d teased him into a frenzy. He never exerted any real strength. He usually seemed content to go at my pace. Tonight, he was a man possessed, and the thing he wanted to possess was my body. I moaned as his fingers made contact with my pussy lips through the thin material of my panties. I knew he could feel both the heat and the slick wetness through the thin silk.

His mouth closed over mine as my hands pushed backward against the wall. Both his hands dipped down below my waist, leaving my breasts uncovered and unattended. They seemed to bemoan their loss, but their loss was my pussy’s gain. Ben didn’t stop stroking me. Instead, his hands grasped the waistband of my underwear and jerked them savagely down. They moved a couple of inches, but the combination of my previous and current arousal meant they wanted to stick to me. My husband wasn’t having any of that. No barrier was acceptable. I almost giggled as the movie line ‘Resistance is futile’ rolled through my head. My mind went to a strange place as I tried to remember which film that came from.

Having distracted myself, I was a sucker for his next move. He didn’t bother pulling them down onto my thighs. Instead, he rolled the waistband around his fingers and then savagely pulled them out, exerting his strength, something he never did with me. The thin silk ripped at the seams, and the shredded, ruined underwear feathered down my legs.

“Ben! They were expensive…!”

He shut me up again by sealing my mouth with his. His fingers found my now bare pussy and pushed into the warm wetness of my channel. Almost without conscious control, my feet shuffled apart to widen my thigh gap to allow him entry. My butt started to bounce on the wall in time with his fingers. Once more, he broke the kiss, and his head dipped lower, his mouth finding and sealing over my nipple, sucking hard.

One of my hands moved from where it was pressed against the wall to circle and cup the back of his head. He growled into my breast, and his hand left my pussy to grab my wrist and press my hand back where it had been. All the while, the two fingers of his other hand were sawing in and out of my pussy. I let him hold my hand there for a couple of seconds then I felt him loosen his grip. I kept my hand there as his hand dipped back down to join its compatriot. Throughout this, he didn’t speak, couldn’t because he didn’t let go of my nipple, which he’d now caught between his teeth.

I shuffled my feet further apart and held myself against the wall, letting him plunder my assets. I wasn’t used to being this passive, but all I could do was try to time my pelvic thrusts to undulate my butt and capture as much of those agile fingers inside myself. I came hard, but Ben didn’t stop, didn’t let me relax through the climax. Instead, he kept thrusting. I felt fuller and twisted to look down past his head to see he’d now introduced a third finger.

I moaned again, letting him know how I felt. Yes, in part, I felt used, but I was enjoying the experience. I mean really loving it, savoring the way he was being so masterful. The moan turned to a whimper as he let go of my nipple, leaving my breast throbbing with need. My nipple, slick with his saliva, seemed to harden even more as the cool air from the air conditioning played over it.

Ben’s left hand left my groin and moved to the side zip on my skirt. Releasing the fastening took seconds, no more, and it slid down to rest on his wrist. The fingers of his other hand hadn’t stopped their relentless thrusting movement. For that matter, my hips were still churning as my body tried to capture those pleasure-giving fingers. He took his hand away for a second and gave a savage jerk. I felt the skirt catch on my thighs, then slide down as I instinctively closed my legs a little to allow the skirt to fall.

His hands lifted to my waist and grasped the bottom edge of my blouse. I knew what he wanted and, without saying anything, lifted my arms above my head and shifted so my shoulders weren’t in contact with the wall. He pulled the blouse up above my head but left it wrapped around my hands, now high above my head once more. He didn’t need to say anything. He wanted me back in the initial position. I did as he wanted, standing there, naked, except for my shoes and the blouse obscenely wrapped around my hands, trapping them.

My chest heaved with each shuddering breath as I tried to process what Ben was doing to me. Stepping one foot out of the skirt, I tried to free my other foot, but Ben wasn’t waiting for that. He pushed his knee between my legs, levering them apart, spreading me for him. While I’d been processing what he’d done to me, he’d been busy. I hadn’t realized how busy. I hadn’t noticed or even heard him open his fly, but the next thing I felt was the burning brand of his naked erection pressing against my belly as he pushed me back into the wall.

He dipped lower, the tip of his cock dragging down over my mound and then into the gap between my legs. I whimpered again, unable and, for that matter, unwilling to object. Once positioned between my thighs, he started to straighten up. His cock pressed up, right on target, which was quite possibly a miracle in its own right. I shifted slightly to improve the alignment, and the head slid easily between my already receptive labia. I grunted my approval, and he surged forward, his cock sliding into the well-lubricated channel, filling me even fuller than his three fingers had. Fuller and deeper. My legs started to tremble, and it was clear that I wouldn’t be able to bear my weight for much longer, seconds, maybe.

With a scrabbling movement, I freed my hands from the tangle of my blouse and, ignoring his warning growl, brought my arms down to wrap them around the back of his neck. Ben surged into me, having pulled halfway out, then repeated the movement again and again. His movements were jerky, forceful, and so unlike the usual smooth fucking he would give me. I wasn’t objecting as another orgasm crested within me.

My howls of passion reverberated around the small square space of our hallway, and I blushed bright red, imagining our neighbors might hear. Not that that mattered. I didn’t care as my entire body shook and spasmed on my husband’s erect cock.

Ben leaned forward, pressing me against the wall, squashing me into place, holding me there while he continued to fuck me. I couldn’t move. All I could do was try and use my internal muscles to excite him further. I guess it worked because his thrusts became even more erratic, and then with a deep growl, he pushed all the way inside me, holding there as I felt each spurt as he emptied his balls as deep as he possibly could.

I mewled my pleasure, although a part of me was regretting not reaching that seemingly promised third orgasm. He relaxed a little, letting his softening cock slide down my channel and giving me a bit more room to breathe. My tortured buttocks were still taut against the wall, but at least there was enough room for me to pant for air. Ben slid all the way out of me and moved back even further, although my arms were still protectively wrapped around his neck. No way did I want to collapse into a heap on the hall floor. A well-fucked heap, but not the most dignified position.

“Fuck!”

Ben grinned.

“Why like that?”

He chucked then blushed as he dropped his eyeline, surveying the reddened marks on my breasts, and then cocked his head to one side to look lower at my ravaged sex. “I’ve been thinking of that all evening.”

“What, ravishing me?”

“Yeah. Something like that.”

“I’d appreciate some warning, next time, first. Not that I’m complaining. It wasn’t your usual approach.”

“I know, sorry.”

It was my turn to chuckle through a blush. “Don’t be. I liked it. Maybe I’ve been missing something I didn’t know I’d been missing.”

“Oh, what?” His grin showed me he’d caught my playful tone.

“A more forceful husband.”

“You want that more often? I think I can oblige.”

I unwrapped my arms from around his neck and punched him playfully on the shoulder. “Not that often, buster.”

“Okay, just every time you expose yourself to other men.”

I gasped.

“Think of it as the first part of your punishment.”

“First part?”

“Yep. The first part, the second part, was the one you volunteered for last time you posed.”

My backside throbbed in memory of the spanking I’d asked for, and he’d given. “No way, Buster. My sass is already sore.”

“Is it?”

“Yes.”

“Sorry. Maybe I’ll rub it better afterward.”

I fell straight into his trap. Obviously, I wasn’t thinking too clearly in my post-orgasmic haze. Unlike my husband. “Afterward? I just said, no spanking.”

“I didn’t say anything about spanking. I have something else in mind.”

He grabbed my hand and pulled me toward the family room. I glanced down to see he was half hard, not having softened all the way after his huge ejaculation. I shuddered but followed along as I realized he wanted more. I wasn’t averse to the idea either.

As we entered the family room, my gaze flashed to the window, but thankfully, this time, the drapes were fully closed. Important, since I was walking around naked, my blouse, skirt, and ruined underwear still strewn across the hall floor.

He led me over to the couch but didn’t let me sit. Instead, he sat down, easing his pants lower so his cock was less constricted. It was also noticeably harder than it had been seconds earlier. He pointed to the floor between his legs as he spread them apart. His meaning was absolutely clear. He wanted a blow job, despite the fact his cock still glistened with our mingled juices from the fucking he’d just given me. I didn’t pull away but didn’t willingly drop down either.

Ben simply kept hold of my hand and pulled me forward and down in a single motion. He wasn’t hurting me, but his meaning, his intention, was clear. He wanted a blow job, and he wanted it right now.

I swallowed hard and gave in to the inevitable, all the while knowing my reluctance was, in part, feigned. As I slid my hands up his thighs after landing on my knees, his cock throbbed in front of my face.

I moaned as I engulfed the tip in my mouth, expecting Ben to put his hands on my head and force me to take it deeper. He didn’t, letting me set the pace and depth. I was grateful for that, especially after the earlier roughness. I’d enjoyed that, unexpectedly, but I wanted this to be different. So, apparently, did Ben.

As he’d only just cum, that blow job lasted a long while.

End of Part 3


Part 4 – Location




Chapter 1

I huffed a sigh, and Ben looked up from the dining table where he was polishing off the steak I’d cooked for him. I’d not wanted anything heavy like a steak, so I had made do with a light salad instead. Ben had looked but, perhaps wisely, decided not to comment.

“You don’t have to do this. You’ve got the guy’s number you can call and back out.”

I sighed again and shook my head. “No. I’ve committed. If I back out without a very good reason, the bookings will dry up…”

“I’d say excess nerves is a good reason.”

“It’s not, and you know it.”

I’d done three more topless shoots since the one with Gary, and none of them had been with Sean watching and chaperoning. I’d also done a topless mini-shoot with Sean too, mirroring, as he’d put it, the highlights from the first two shoots. My way of paying him his commission. I’d have to do so again after this one. Since this was my first full nude shoot, I knew full well which would be the highlights he’d want to be taking pictures of. It wouldn’t be the last topless shoot, that was for sure.

“Are you sure, Ben?”

“Sure?” He swallowed his last mouthful of steak and waited for me to answer. The question was the elephant in the room.

“About me being naked.”

“Am I happy? No, what man could honestly say he’d be happy? Am I sure? Yes, I trust you, Sean trusts the guy, Martin, and although the location is a bit different, it’s not unreasonable. It’s not in a bad part of town, and we’re told it’s fully enclosed. All the windows are high up on the walls, so nobody will see you other than the photographer you’re posing for.”

“It’s still a big step.”

“You showed yourself that first time to Sean.”

“But he wasn’t a total stranger.”

“Not to you, but he was to me. It was also right here. He glanced down at his empty plate and chuckled. “In fact, if memory serves me correctly, it was only a few inches away from the delicious dinner you just served me. A dinner, I might add, your last modeling job paid for.”

I blushed bright pink, and Ben laughed. He was perceptive enough to know I wanted more than verbal comforting, so he pushed his chair back and stood up. A moment later, he’d taken the two strides to me and wrapped his arms around me, cradling my head against his chest.

“This shoot…”

“Is going further, I know, sweetheart, but at the same time, you’re going to be paid more than double just to show off that delectable tush of yours.”

“More than just my tush.”

“I know. I was trying to be polite.”

I giggled into his shirt. The idea of him being afraid to use the right words was absurd enough to make me laugh.

“That’s better.”

“You’re really sure?” I leaned back and looked up into his face. “If you don’t want me to do this…”

He smiled down into my upturned face and then leaned in for a kiss. I didn’t want to risk smudging my lipstick, so I turned my head away. He chuckled as he lifted one hand to cradle the back of my head. It was his way of letting me know my turning my head away hadn’t offended him.

“As I said, I’m sure. You always wanted to do some modeling, and now you can really push the boat out. I am not going to deny you the opportunity to do that. Just remember one thing.”

“What?”

“Travel home commando. Otherwise, I will not be responsible for what happens to your underwear. You complained about that, I seem to recall.”

My blush fired up again. He had, indeed, shredded my panties the first time I’d posed away from home. His urgent passion had stoked a fire that had taken several days to burn down. Not that I was complaining., After the next few shoots, he’d kept himself more in check, but this time, I was going further, and he was letting me know he intended to wait up for me. I was pretty sure he’d be hard most of the evening as he watched the clock.

“I won’t be too late.”

“I know, and I’ll be waiting. Now scoot, you’ve got a paying client, and you don’t want to keep him waiting. For a model, there is no such thing as being fashionably late.”

His hand left my back, snaked down my side, found my hand, and gave it a squeeze. Seeing as I was protecting my lipstick, there could be no goodbye kiss.

“Scoot.”

“See you later.” I forced a smile, but inside, the butterflies were taking flight again.

“I’ll be waiting. Count on it.”

“Oh, I’m counting on it.”

* * * *

Somehow my butterflies quietened down as I drove across town. At least the sat-nav took me to the right place. As I pulled in, in front of a large SUV next to a darkened warehouse, the car door opened, and a guy got out and waved to me.

“Emma?”

“That’s me, Hi.”

“I’m Martin. Very pleased to see you.”

“Hope I haven’t kept you waiting.”

He shook his head, and under the light of the streetlight, I could see his stock of salt and pepper hair was a little longer than most men his age. I’d peg him at early fifties, and that matched Sean’s brief description of him. He was a little thick-set but not really fat. I guess he looked after himself. At least he wasn’t gross. It would have been a challenge for me to pose sexily for a man who really looked gross.

“I’ve put my gear inside but thought it was better to wait for you out here.”

I grabbed my bag off the back seat and then locked my car. “How do you know about this place?”

He chuckled. “You mean, how did I get entry. That’s simple. I own it. The previous tenants left a month ago, and I’ve not re-let it yet.”

“Ah.”

“Come on, let’s get inside and get the lights on. You’ll see it’s a lot cleaner on the inside than on the outside. It might smell of paint a bit. I’ve had the decorators in, ready for me to list it for rent. They only finished up the day before yesterday.”

He opened the side door next to the huge roller door and reached inside to flick a switch. The lights came on, illuminating the box-like structure. From just outside the door, it looked cavernous.

“After you.”

The butterflies were back, but not in such big swarms. He was charming and seemed both genuine and harmless. He probably wasn’t the latter, but Sean had been adamant that not only could he be trusted, Sean wouldn’t consider booking me for someone who wasn’t. Given he owned the building, at least I was able to avoid asking the gauche question about money. Besides, a few yards into the building, there was a pile of the ubiquitous aluminum cases, and lying on the top of one was a plain white envelope. It looked stuffed.

“I won’t be offended if you count it. But I knew it might embarrass you to have to ask.”

“Thank you.” I had no intention of counting it in front of him.

“Now, he waved his hand expansively to cover the huge space. There’s a downstairs office next to the loading dock. Windowless, so it’s a perfect changing room for you. I’ve made sure there’s a chair, a desk, and a mirror in there for you.”

He paused as I nodded.

“There are offices upstairs on the mezzanine, but I don’t intend to sue them for any part of the shoot simply because that’s where the windows are.”

“I see.”

“I’m paying you to pose for me, not for the rest of the city.”

I swallowed hard, at a loss for words, so just nodded again.

“However, I would like to think about a couple of shots of you posing on the mezzanine stairs. About halfway down them, you won’t be visible from anywhere outside the building.”

“Okay.” At least I’d found my voice again, and it sounded normal. I’d half-expected it to come out as a nervous squeak. Thankfully it didn’t. It did, however, mean he’d be shooting straight up. Not just up, but up between my legs, no doubt at my exposed pussy.

I took a closer look at the stairs, they were a bare metal, pierced, almost filigree, and there was no back to them. Whichever angle and position he took with the camera, the shot would be obscene. I doubted those shots would include underwear, even if they included such simple things as a skirt.

“So, if you don’t mind, I’d like to start with the jacket and skirt combo over the camisole, as we agreed by e-mail.”

I forced a smile, hoping it didn’t look too wan. “That’s fine.”

“You remembered stockings, not pantyhose, right?” He glanced down at my legs, sheathed as they were in black nylon, showing below the edge of my knee-length coat.

“Yes, and yes, I am already wearing them. Hold-ups rather than garter attached.”

“That’s fine, better than fine, in fact.” He gestured toward the door of my changing room. I hadn’t undone the coat, so he didn’t know I was already wearing the combination he’d requested. I just wanted the chance to gather my thoughts and double-check my makeup and hair. It wasn’t windy outside, but I felt sure the breeze would have been enough to mess up the tight ponytail he’d asked for.

I dropped my bag on the floor of the room as I heard him close the door behind me. The room painted a bright white, was stark with so little furniture. The overhead fluorescent fixture shone, if anything, too much light into the space, almost dazzling me as it reflected from the newly painted walls. As he’d said, there was an old desk pushed against one wall, with a three-pane mirror perched on top. Other than the simple office chair in front of the desk, the only furniture was one of those temporary wardrobe rails on the other side of the room.

I quickly unpacked my bag, hanging up the items for the second shoot so the creases would fall out. Since the third shoot required no real clothing at all, I left those items in the bag and tried hard not to think about that too much. It would be nerve-wracking, but at least by getting naked in the two previous shoots, I’d probably be less self-conscious about emerging in little more than a towel.

I spread the contents of my makeup bag on the desktop and surveyed my reflection. The gentle breeze hadn’t actually disturbed my hair at all, and since I’d refused a kiss from Ben before leaving, my makeup didn’t need touching up. Nevertheless, I applied a quick coat of gloss to my lips and then shed the coat. Hanging that up took seconds, and I checked my reflection in the mirror before squaring my shoulders and trying to get into the correct mindset.

Think about the money. You’re getting paid to do this. Think about the money.

Sean had suggested it as a mantra, and surprisingly Ben had agreed with him when I’d told him about what Sean had said. It certainly helped, but I was about to show my nude body to a man I’d only met a few minutes earlier. And, of course, his unforgiving lens.

I shuddered and moved over to the door, ready to leave the sanctity of the small, bare office.


Chapter 2

“Wow. You look perfect. The pictures Sean showed us do not do you justice.”

I bridled a little at that. The me of only a few weeks ago would have objected to almost every section of that comment. The fact I’d posed topless for Sean and four of his other friends would have seemed anathema to the old me. There again, the fact Sean had shown those pictures to other club members would be just as embarrassing. I knew he had, in fact, Ben and I had helped select the shots to make up my portfolio. Without those pictures being shown, none of the other photographers, none of the club members would have been interested in shooting me.

His words carried unintended, as well as unwanted barbs. I forced a smile and strolled into the main open body of the warehouse. Since Martin had set his lights up surrounding an old work table right in the middle of the huge space, it was obvious that would be where he wanted me. Either standing, sitting, or, more probably, lying on it. It might be old, but I could tell it had been cleaned. He wasn’t going to run the risk of messing up my clothes.

“I picked the wooden table because the metal one would be cold against…” he paused and looked away, momentarily embarrassed, “…skin.”

“Ah. True.”

“There should be no risk of splinters. The table was never used for any cutting or anything like that. The surface was unbroken. I also had it cleaned.”

“Thank you.” I glanced around. There wasn’t a chair within the circle of light stands and reflectors. “So, how do we start?”

I tried to stop myself from blushing. After all, I was effectively offering to take my clothes off with that question. I don’t think I fully succeeded. I was sure my cheeks were pink, although the heat wasn’t intense enough for them to be red.

“If you don’t mind, I’d like you to stand in the middle of the table. Don’t worry. It will take a hell of a lot more weight than yours.”

I tried to think of a ladylike and elegant way of getting onto the table, but there wasn’t an obvious way. Resigning myself to it, I levered myself up backward to sit on the edge, then, keeping my legs together, swung my legs up. Rising first to a kneeling position and then finally standing up. I noticed Martin wasn’t, where Sean would most definitely have been, interested in candid shots. His camera was down by his side as he waited for me to get into position.

As he stood there, his head was about level with the middle of my thighs. Once my clothes came off, he would have the perfect view. I shivered and tried to hide it from him.

“Pose?”

“Just stand straight for a moment. Let me get my levels sorted and the lights where I want them. It’ll take a minute.”

“Okay.” I smiled down at him, then looked past him and peered around the rest of the room. Martin continued to move around, checking the position of each light, pointing the camera my way, looking at a reading, and then adjusting a light, then moving on to another. It took him longer than a minute, but at least it gave me a chance to take in my surroundings.

As well as the table I was standing on, there was a set of heavy-looking shelves along the back wall. Each shelf about three feet deep and possibly four feet high. The top shelf was well above head height. I wondered if Martin would want to take pictures of me on those. I swallowed hard. Not that I was afraid of heights, but I couldn’t see any way of getting up to the top shelf, not without clambering. Something that would be awkward in any of the outfits he’d asked me to bring. Doh! The outfits wouldn’t be a problem if I was already naked, would they?

There was another office in the far corner, and I could see that one was partially furnished too. By the limited view through the open door, there seemed to be a computer in there. At least a monitor, if not a full computer. That set off another train of thought, the one about the naughty, naked secretary at her desk. I tried hard not to blush but could feel the warmth rising to my cheeks from my own thoughts. It appeared, despite the apparent emptiness of the room, Martin had a number of possibilities open to him. Underneath my camisole and jacket, I could feel my nipples tightening at my own naughty thoughts.

“Right, I’m ready.”

Martin’s words pulled me back to the present and took me away from my daydreaming about possible poses, naked or otherwise.

“So, how do you want me to do this?” I tried to keep my words as free from innuendo as possible, and I think I succeeded. At least Martin didn’t react to them.

“Just walk to the other end of the table, then turn and walk back toward me. As you approach me, slide your hand to the middle of the jacket and flick the bottom button undone. I want to capture movement, not still shots. Almost every pose will be moving, okay?”

What could I say? He was the boss, at least in terms of assuming the pose. I tried not to blush at the idea of what movement would mean in a few minutes’ time. Since I wasn’t wearing a bra, my unfettered breasts would swing inside the camisole. That would generate a lot of interesting movement for him. “Okay.”

I turned my back and walked the eight or so feet to the other end of the table. Well, I tried to do more than just walk. I crossed my feet one in front of the other, taking small steps rather than strides, making my butt swing from side to side. The skirt was tight. That movement would be obvious.

I turned back to face him to see Martin was already all business. I hadn’t heard the shutter clicking. Maybe he had a higher-end camera body than the others I’d modeled for. In any case, his finger was working as I faced him. Remembering his instructions, I lifted my left hand to the bottom button as I sashayed and swayed my way down the length of the table toward him. I managed to release the button as I reached the halfway point. Since he hadn’t told her when to stop, I continued until I reached the very end of the table, standing right over him.

Martin didn’t say anything. He just angled the camera up so he could point it right up under my skirt. I flushed and tried not to blush any brighter. After all, an upskirt shot was pretty tame, given what I’d be doing later.

“Now, I want you to repeat the move, but this time undo the top button. When you stop, I want you to slip your hands onto your hips but inside the jacket so the jacket is pushed out to the sides.”

Since he wanted moving poses, he was telling me a lot of information with each instruction. It wasn’t complicated, though, but I knew, this time when I stopped again, the jacket wouldn’t be covering my breasts. The camisole would, but the twin peaks my nipples would be pointing into the thin fabric would be obvious.

Again, I strutted away, turned, and walked back toward him. Martin hadn’t moved, concentrating on getting the same angle as before. This time, as the second button came open, the two halves of the jacket swung apart, exposing the red camisole down the middle of my body. Once more, I moved to the edge of the table, right above him. I could tell by the angle of the camera he was aiming it higher. It didn’t need a rocket scientist to know he was pointing the camera at my chest as I reached inside the jacket and put both hands on my waist. I shrugged my shoulders to make the jacket open the way he wanted and then subtly arched my back to push my breasts out into the thin silk garment. Glancing down, I saw I’d been right about the indentations my nipples made in the fabric.

“Good girl. Now, I want you to keep your hands there and walk to the other end and back. Put as much work into the walk as you can. Really bounce those hips. Leave your hands where they are, holding the jacket open. Really shows off your t… chest.”

He’d almost said tits there but had corrected his crudity before saying it. I didn’t let myself respond but did as he asked.

“Now it gets complicated.”

“It does?”

“Yeah. Are you comfortable so far?”

I smiled down at him. “I’m fine.”

“Good. Now, I want you to walk to the other end of the table, shrug the jacket off, and hold it over your shoulder with one hand. Leave your other hand on your hip and turn and walk back.”

It was a very standard pose, one I’d seen in magazines and catalogs many, many times.

The camisole was a strappy one, so I was starting to expose skin to the camera, but he wasn’t asking for anything outrageous. There again, I couldn’t see what was so complicated about it. I did as he asked, ending up standing above him once more.

“Now, walk back to the other end of the table. When you stand still, I’ll stop taking pictures. Lower the jacket, remove the camisole, and put the jacket back on. When you walk back to me, I want you to hold the jacket a couple of inches apart, exposing some skin, but nothing too overt. Did that make sense?”

“I guess.”

“I’m not going to be taking pictures of you losing the jacket, then the camisole, and putting the jacket back on. So don’t worry about looking elegant or sexy while you do it.”

I swallowed hard, the moment of exposure getting ever closer. At the same time, he’d used the word sexy. Standing on top of a table in the middle of an empty warehouse, the last thing I thought about was my libido. I didn’t feel sexy about my surroundings. However, my nipples refused to lie flat, and there was some heat down between my legs. The situation was sparking my inner sexual being, even if the surroundings weren’t. I smiled, turned on my heel, and walked to the far end of the table. Glancing back over my shoulder, I saw Martin lower the camera, so he’d been truthful when he said he wouldn’t be going to take candid shots of me getting momentarily topless. However, he didn’t look away.

I was flushing crimson as I faced the far end of the building. There again, he hadn’t said he wasn’t going to watch. I played the mantra through my head once more. You’re being paid to do this. Think of the money. Think of the money. It helped, not a lot, but enough.

Facing straight away from him, I dropped the jacket down so I could grip it between my knees, then worked my hands around my waist, tugging the hem of the camisole out of the waistband of the skirt. I’m glad he wasn’t taking pictures. He’d been right. There was no elegant way of doing that. Especially if I didn’t lay the jacket down.

Taking a deep breath, I crossed my hands in front of me, grasped the now loose bottom of the camisole, and whipped it up and off over my head. My breasts bounced into the open, the cool air instantly increasing the hardness of my engorged nipples. Hell, they felt like bullets. As I dropped my hands down and slipped the straps off my arms, I glanced down. They didn’t just feel like bullets. They looked like them too. Ben had always said my aroused nipples were truly awesome, a sight to behold. Well, in a very short space of time, another man was going to see them displaying their awesomeness. A shiver ran down my back, and I could feel the way my pussy heated further at the thought. For a moment, I toyed with turning and displaying my bare chest to Martin, as if by accident, but realized I couldn’t carry that off. Not without looking like a complete idiot.

I grabbed the jacket from between my knees and slipped it up my arms. The camisole slithered down, and before I could catch it, it slid off the edge of the table, fluttering down to the floor.

Martin chuckled at my startled gasp. “Don’t worry about it. You don’t need it again.”

I guessed he’d got all the shots he wanted of the thin silk shielding my chest. Now he wanted more. He wanted the real thing. Adjusting the jacket into place, I grasped the lapels and pulled it tight before turning around. Before he could speak, though, I loosened my grip allowing the jacket to sway a couple of inches open. At the last second, I remembered to smile at him as I walked the length of the table toward him.

“Perfect.” He was all business again, and I allowed myself to relax, even though I knew full well his next set of instructions would probably involve me baring my chest.

That’s when Martin surprised me. “Now, I want you to drop down to your knees, then sit on the edge of the table. Don’t worry about looking sexy. No pictures until you’re seated, okay? Let your legs fall naturally. I want your knees at the edge of the table.”

“Oh, okay.”

Once more, he wasn’t taking pictures as I moved to the new position. That was probably a good job from my point of view, less so from his. I was sure I flashed him a glimpse, or even more than a glimpse, of a naked breast as I moved.

At least now, I was sitting on the edge of the table. I was closer to his height, only slightly above him. That didn’t stay like that for long as he dropped to his knees, the camera angling up into the gap between the two halves of my jacket.

“Now, complex move again. I want you to let your legs relax open while, at the same time, lean back a little, placing your hands flat on the table behind you. If the jacket gapes further open, let it.”

That little word, if, was a big one. There was no way that changing my center of gravity like that wouldn’t make the jacket open up. This time he continued to take pictures as I leaned back. Of course, the jacket swung further open. As I completed the move, I glanced down. The inevitable had happened. The tight jacket had pulled wide enough for my right nipple to peek around the edge. My left one was still covered, just. I thought about reaching to cover it up again but knew if I did, he’d simply tell me to leave it. After all, these were the shots he wanted.

It didn’t help that as I breathed, the edge of the jacket rubbed against the side of my nipple, increasing the stimulation to my already oversensitized nipple. I forced down a whimper and let my legs slide further apart until the tight skirt across my thighs stopped any further movement.

“Shrug the jacket back off your shoulders. Let’s see both of them rather than just one.”

I forced myself not to let out a whimper, but my heat level was rocketing as I became more exposed. The jacket went backward, and another man, another stranger, was looking at my naked tits again. I didn’t like other people using the word, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t use it to describe myself.

“let the jacket drop to the table behind you, and slip your hands out of it, then lean back again. Arch your back, sweetie. That’s looking good. You’re awesome. Excuse the crudity, but that rack looks incredible like that.”

I frowned at him, then forced myself to let the frown relax back into a smile. A smiling topless woman, being paid to get her tits out. Not for the first time, but this time, I was going to be exposing rather more than my breasts. Since I was now sitting down, I wondered how he would be doing that.

“Right, jump down from the table. Do you want any help?”

I swallowed hard. I wanted to say no, but the table was quite high, and I didn’t want to stumble. At least he was offering a hand. Given the no-touching rule, the question was a valid one. After a pause, I shook my head, then slid forward and let gravity pull me over the edge of the table, and my feet were once again on solid ground. The skirt had slid up my legs, exposing the darker band at the top of my stockings, but no more than that. Martin watched, without comment, as I smoothed the skirt back down.

“Retrieve the jacket and head over to the stairs while I move a couple of lights. If you can climb up about six steps, and stand there, looking out, with the jacket slung over your shoulder with one hand. Hold onto the banister with the other hand, and I’ll be ready for you in a jiffy.”

“Okay.”

I tried not to look back at him as I sauntered over to the foot of the stairs up to the mezzanine. I knew they would be solid, but they didn’t look that safe. I wasn’t that sure about my heels not catching in the pierced holes of the treads either, but there was little I could do about it. It appeared that my final dénouement was going to happen right there.

When I gingerly started to climb the stairs, I realized the pattern of holes wasn’t as bad as I’d first thought. I guess someone had thought about it because the regular-sized heels on my shoes were larger than the holes, so I wouldn’t slip the heel through and pitch myself off the steps.

I climbed the six steps as he’d asked me to and turned around on the stairs. Of course, I had my jacket in my hand, so I used it for a bit of cover. Not that there was much point in modesty. He’d already seen my breasts, and my nipples had betrayed my excitement. I watched him set up two of the lights angled up toward me. As he returned to the table to retrieve his camera, I swung the jacket around behind me and assumed the pose he’d asked for. I also arched my back just a little bit to thrust my bare breasts forward and up. When he looked up at me, my reward was a nod and a smile.

“Very good pose. You’re quite a natural at this.”

“Thank you.” I allowed my smile to broaden. After all, he’d just paid me a compliment. Sean, Gary, and the other photographers had showered me with what had seemed, at times to be a constant barrage of praise and compliments. Martin was cut from a different cloth. His praise was sparing but seemed much more worthwhile as a result. Then I thought about his words, and my blush reaction fired up. Did he mean me modeling, me posing, or did he mean something else? As in, I liked naturally showing my breasts to different men? That was altogether too close to the truth.

“Now move your left leg down one step, letting your right leg flex. Don’t try to be ladylike without putting too fine a point on it. Let your legs part, and the skirt ride up. Make sure to keep hold of the banister rail for support and balance.” He chuckled. “If I have to catch you, I will, but it would breach the no-touching rule. I’d also lose an expensive camera.”

I let out a snort of a giggle and extended my foot out and then down. Obviously, my right knee flexed and bent, and my legs parted. He hadn’t needed to add that part. As expected, though, the tight skirt rode up. If I climbed down another couple of steps, my stocking tops would be showing again. Martin, though, had other ideas.

“Right, without disturbing the skirt, lift your left leg back up to its starting point and extend the right leg down. If possible, let your legs sway further apart. Get some real tension on the hem of that skirt.”

“What you mean is make it ride up more.”

“Exactly.” He grinned up at me and then brought the camera back up.

I let out an exaggerated sigh and did as he asked. This time the skirt slid a couple of inches higher still. When I was asked to repeat the movement on the left again, it slid further. Another repeat with the right, and yet again back on the left, the skirt slid high enough to expose a sliver of bare flesh between the top of the stocking and the bottom of the skirt. I only had a couple of inches to play with before my underwear would be on show. Seeing as that was, as requested, thin lace, I would be showing rather more than a section of black fabric.

As my exposure increased, I could feel my body responding once more. My nipples were aching, almost hurting, and most definitely signaling they wanted to be touched, stroked, and pinched. Lower down, I was hot, and I could feel myself getting sticky. When I did expose myself, I would be showing a very puffy set of aroused pussy lips to the camera.

It was obvious the move from one tread and then back and repeat on the other side was designed to make the skirt ride up. I waited for what I thought would be the inevitable repeat, but he surprised me.

“Stand still, please.”

I did as he asked and looked down, watching him move around the stairs so he could shoot up from directly underneath. I realized as he did that from that angle he could actually see my underwear. Well, not directly, but he was now using flash to illuminate the area of his shot. I tried not to make a sound, tried not to move, but my legs were starting to tremble as my breath shortened. Things had now turned serious.


Chapter 3

“I want you to make a change to how you’re dressed. Do you feel stable enough to do so where you are?”

I swallowed hard, assuming he would want me to lose the skirt.

“Depends on the change.”

“I want you to slip the jacket back on but leave it open. Then I would like you to slip your panties down so they are wrapped around your left foot but not tangling your right foot.”

“Oh.”  The kinky shit wanted me to go commando under a skirt. He would be getting me to let it ride up higher and higher. If I stayed where I was, he would simply circle around behind and underneath me and use the flash to illuminate my naked pussy. I let out a deep breath as I thought about it. At least if I did as he asked, then I wouldn’t actually be aware of the precise moment he saw my bare pussy through the lens of his camera. That might be an advantage. It might be a disadvantage too. I wasn’t doing this to give him his jollies. I was doing it to get myself turned on so I could go home and fuck my husband until I couldn’t walk tomorrow. There was the money too. I couldn’t kid myself. I was doing this for the money and the improvement to our home sex life.

I guess I’d been expecting him to take pictures of my pussy, barely covered by the lace of my underwear. My ass too. He was suggesting something very different. There again, he had been taking upskirt pictures for a while. He probably already had pictures of my panty-clad pussy and ass. Part of me wanted to climb down, but I knew I’d probably disappoint him if I did. Since he was, after all, the paying client…

“I can manage that here.”

“Good girl, please go ahead. I will warn you, though…”

“Warn me about what?”

“This time, I will keep the camera trained on you. I’ll be moving around and underneath too. Just ignore me, please. Don’t look at the camera.”

Ignore the man taking pictures of me removing my underwear? Like that was going to be possible. For that matter, removing them while perched on the steep stairs wasn’t exactly going to be easy!

The first part, though, was straightforward. I moved to the middle of the step I was standing on and lowered the jacket behind me, reaching back with my other hand to grasp it from both sides. I was stable, so I swung the jacket up and slid my arms into it before pulling it over my shoulders and adjusting it. Unfortunately, the jacket lapels brushed against my nipples, sending a shockwave direct to my pussy. I couldn’t strangle the moan that burst from my lips. It wasn’t a loud one, but loud enough for Martin to hear it.

“You okay there?”

I panted out an answer. “I’m fine, thank you.” It came out a bit stilted, but I was fighting for my composure. I’m sure my face was scarlet, and I’m not sure how much of that was embarrassment at him knowing how turned on I was or how much was simply the passion of being so aroused. I glanced down to see him grinning from behind the camera. The damned pervert was enjoying this. I mentally shrugged. After all, wasn’t this what he was paying for?

Shuffling my feet a couple of inches further apart, I made sure I had a stable base for the next move. As I shifted, my lapel caught against my left nipple, sending another wave of pleasure crashing through me. This time, though, I managed to keep control of myself and didn’t let a peep escape. I could feel the wetness in my pussy threatening to spill out too. Seeing as I was about to show him my pussy, I didn’t really want that first glimpse to be of a pussy coated in my fluids. Not that I was going to have any control over that.

Martin had shifted around so he was underneath but just off to one side. He would capture a perfect upskirt shot as my panties slid down my legs. I could turn a little to make the shot less revealing, but I was sure he’d simply move to the other side or tell me to turn back. After all, this was the money shot or at least the first of the money shots. This was what he was paying me for.

My hands dropped to the hem of my skirt, and I slid the material higher, exposing naked skin above my stockings on both sides. The hem was now only an inch below my crotch.

Showtime! Think of the money! Think of the money!

My hands seemed to have a volition all of their own as I let go of my skirt and moved them up to grasp the legs of my underwear. I knew he’d expect me to go for the waistband, but that would pull the skirt too high. Instead, I jerked the thin lace down an inch or so. It came clear of my pussy without sticking, which was a pleasant surprise. I thought I was so wet the gusset would glue itself to me. Another jerk, and then a third, and the panties were past the widest part of my hips and fell down onto my wrists. Now only my hands prevented the force of gravity from completing the job.

Martin had been quiet, so I assumed he was content to capture the moment. I assumed if I was disappointing him, he would have said something and got me to change what I was doing.

I straightened up and let go of the scrap of lace. It slipped down my legs, and I wasn’t overly surprised to find they felt damp against the bare skin of my thigh. I was wet, but not as wet as I’d worried I would be. Not to say I wasn’t turned on. I was, very much so. Taking my underwear off in front of another man was a real turn-on. One I hadn’t experienced since that very first time with Ben. Before I met my husband. It had been something I’d enjoyed and anticipated with each new date. They hadn’t always known they would get lucky, but I’d known.

The panties slid down to the tops of my stockings and hung there, a couple of inches below the raised hem of the skirt. I moved my hands to push them further, but Martin spoke up.

“Wait! Leave them there. That’s a fantastic shot. Just stand still. In fact, shuffle your feet a few inches further apart so it stretches the lace. Wow! That’s such a sexy look.

My face was flushing again. I could feel the warmth. With my skirt hiked as high as it was, my panties wrapped around my thighs, and him shooting straight up and using flash, I knew he could see everything.

The camera continued to flash as I gently slid my feet wider and wider on the tread. I rationalized he could see everything already, and was paying for the privilege, so why not make sure the show was as good as it could be.

The camera must have flashed twenty times or more as I stood there, knowing how exposed I was. A couple of gentle whimpers escaped my lips as my body reacted to the exposure, but I don’t think they were loud enough for the photographer to hear.

“Okay, relax a little and let the panties drop to your ankles. Please try and keep the skirt where it is. You have fantastic legs.”

I was certain he said legs but meant something else, but I kept my thoughts to myself. As I slid my left foot closer to my right, the tension in the lace garment relaxed, and it whispered down over the smooth nylon sheathing my legs. I grasped the banister and stepped out of them with my right foot, remembering to leave them draped around my left.

Martin moved to stand in front of me. I couldn’t help glancing down. From my angle, I couldn’t see anything. The skirt was around my upper thighs, a couple of inches of bare skin above the stockings still showing. From his angle, I was sure he could see everything. From the way he kept pressing the camera shutter, no flash needed now, I knew I was right.

That exposure brought a rush of arousal deep in my core. My legs were trembling again as he took his obscene photos. I stood still, trying to keep control of myself while he shot his fill.

“Do you think you can reach behind you and undo the skirt?”

I caught my bottom lip between my teeth. Obviously, the skirt was going to be lowered next. That would feel like a flag of surrender as I showed everything to the camera. I did as he asked, reaching back and unzipping the skirt while trying, as much as possible, to keep it crumpled up as high on my thighs as possible. The waistband loosened.

“I can’t slide it down like this.”

“Then fold it up to form a band around your waist.”

I shuddered. That was an even more obscene look than my losing the skirt completely would have been. Panties around my foot, skirt around my waist, jacket gaping open showing my breasts. Everything about that picture would scream office slut. Hell, in that moment, that’s what it felt like for me. I could feel my pussy reacting to the idea, a potential orgasm building inside as the exposure wreaked its toll on my psyche. I didn’t want to cum standing here. That would be dangerous. Hell, cumming in front of Martin would be dangerous, but my body wasn’t going to give me a choice.

Dropping my hands to the hem at the sides of my skirt, I took a deep breath. Without giving myself time to think about the exposure, I yanked the skirt up past my hips. Everything down below was now exposed. I whimpered again, my arousal starting to crest. I stared out toward the other end of the building, trying to think of anything other than the exposure and my rising arousal.

“Slip the jacket off your shoulders, and catch it behind you on your hands.”

I just did as he said, standing still, trying hard not to give in to my own body.

“Just toss the jacket past me. The floor’s pretty clean.”

I was now standing on these open metal stairs, wearing my skirt around my waist like a belt, a pair of hold-up stockings, and my heels. I knew I looked like a slut. Given how I was feeling, I was pretty close to being one. I needed to cum, and I needed it badly. I didn’t want to do that in front of Martin, even if he had been a gentleman. I needed privacy, not where such an event might give him unwelcome ideas. I whimpered again.

“Just before you come down, can you please keep hold of the rail and turn around, push that perfect ass back toward me.”

That was a new one on me, the first time a guy had described my ass as perfect. It wasn’t a word Ben used. Sure, he liked my ass just as much as he liked the rest of me, but perfect?

I took my time, turning gingerly so I was now facing the steep flight of stairs. I pushed my ass out and arched my back, knowing that it emphasized my curves. Martin approached the bottom of the stairs and started shooting pictures straight up the flight of stairs. I realized he could see my pussy peeking out from between my legs. I bit back a moan and tried to act professional and unaffected. Exactly how much my act was fooling him was anybody’s question.

“Right, turn back around and come down. We’re finished with the shots on the stairs, but I do want to use them as a backdrop.”

Shit! I was looking forward to escaping, but it appeared Martin had no intention of letting me go just yet. At least he backed away, letting me descend the stairs into an open space.

“Can you pose just there, please, legs slightly parted, looking straight ahead and smiling, please? Perfect.”

Although I was looking ahead, I could see his camera lens was pointed slightly downward. I knew what the pervert was photographing. Probably in exacting close up too. All I could do was hope my wetness wasn’t too apparent, my pussy lips not shining from reflected light from the reflectors behind him.

“Good. Now stand still while I go behind you.”

He wanted more shots of my naked butt, then. I shuddered and tried to control my reactions. All I wanted to do was bolt for the privacy of that dressing room, shut the door, and cum on my fingers. It was the only way I knew to release the tension quivering in my core. If I didn’t cum in private soon, I’d probably disgrace myself by doing so in front of him. Not that Martin would think of it as a disgrace, I was sure of that.

Gulping in air, I let him get me posing in front of the stairs. The last pose was the most obscene. Standing with my legs straight but parted and leaning forward to place my elbows on the steps. My pussy was doing more than peep out from between my legs. By now, I could feel my juices coating the tops of my thighs. I was in serious trouble.

“And we’ll call that a wrap. Why don’t you go and put the denim skirt and t-shirt combo on, and I’ll set things up in the office over there?”

I wanted to run to the sanctuary represented by the temporary dressing room, but I attempted a more decorous progress. Walking was pure torture. My breasts bounced with every step, and my thighs rubbed together enough to stimulate my already overstimulated pussy.

I was gasping for air and completely conscious that Martin was watching my naked butt as I walked away. I couldn’t be sure, but it wouldn’t have surprised me if he’d been taking pictures too.

At last, the door was in front of me, and I pushed it open, moved into the room, and then pushed the door closed behind me.

Now with the illusion of privacy, after all the walls were thin, I let out a long low moan as I leaned back against the door. My left hand rose to cup my breast while my right dipped below my waist. As I straddled my legs around an imaginary lover, my fingers found my moist core. No, scrap that. They found my wet, swollen pussy. Just the brush of my fingers against it sent a shudder through me and expelled another deep moan from my throat. I clamped my jaws shut and tried to stifle the noises I was making.

My finger dipped into the wetness, causing me to buck on my hand. My finger and thumb on my left hand closed on my nipple, and I pinched it hard. A moment later, my butt bounced against the door as the release hit. Somehow, I have no idea how I didn’t scream as the orgasm smashed through me. At least, I don’t think I did. I probably couldn’t be as certain about it as I thought I was.

It took a lot of effort to lock my knees, so I didn’t slide to the floor in a heap. It didn’t feel like my jelly legs would support me, but somehow the emergency lock-out stopped me slumping down. As I fought to regain control of my breathing, and, for that matter, my body, I weaved across the room and slumped into the chair. Leaning forward, I caught my head in my hands and concentrated on my breathing. I knew I was flushed, and drenched, not just in sweat. At least, this time, I’d had the foresight to put a box of tissues in my bag.

Cleaning up turned out to be a chore. My traitorous pussy thought the brush against my lips with a tissue was simply more stimulation. Seeing as the next set was going to start without underwear. I’d agreed to that on the basis I’d have already broken the ice, so to speak. The trouble was the outfit consisted of nothing more than a denim miniskirt below the waist, and I really didn’t want any dark stains on the material. The thin and tight, actually a size too small, t-shirt would demonstrate my arousal by making my nipples prominent. I didn’t want any other tell-tales.

Maybe I shouldn’t have agreed quite so readily to going commando for this set. Still, it was too late now. I could hardly explain to Martin why I was suddenly wearing panties, could I?

At least my breathing had quietened down as I pulled the t-shirt over my head. I’d checked the outfit before, and it looked sexy. Now, with nipples that refused to go down and flatten, the shirt looked obscene. There was no other word for it, obscene. Not only were they prominent through the tight material, but it was also stretched so thin you could make out a hint of their darker red color. Suffused with blood as they were, they definitely drew the eye. I took another look in the mirror and tried to prevent a shudder.

That shudder sent my breasts bouncing, and I let out a whimper. This set would start sexy and then ramp right up from there. Given what had happened at the end of the first set, I could see trouble this time around. Seeing as the third set involved nothing other than thin, white, and very see-through lingerie, it would get even worse before I could go home!


Chapter 4

Pulling into the driveway at home, I breathed a sigh of relief. The car had started making some kind of knocking noise during the journey. I had no idea what it could be, but at least the money Martin had paid should cover the repair cost. Especially as he’d insisted on adding a hundred-dollar tip for going, as he put it above and beyond.

I hadn’t done anything to warrant that, and I’d protested, but he’d insisted.

As I exited the car, I remembered how Ben had been so forceful with me, pushing me against the wall and stripping me right there, just inside the front door, after I’d come home from my first paid shoot. Although he’d toned it down for the subsequent shoots, I wondered if he had similar plans for tonight. After all, it was the first time I’d posed naked. I shivered at the thought, my arousal level still high after the three naked sets, spiking again. If that was what he wanted, then I was all for it.

All was quiet as I approached the door, unlike that particular time when he’d slammed the door open and literally dragged me inside. I whimpered at the memory, not just at the memory, but a little in disappointment too.

The house was dark as I opened the door and pouted to myself. Still, if he was asleep, then it gave me a chance to wake him up in the nicest way possible. I salivated at the prospect of wrapping my lips around Ben’s flaccid cock and him waking up to find me sucking hard on him.

I closed the door, staying as quiet as possible, glad the hinges didn’t squeak. Slipping my heels off so they didn’t make a noise on the wooden floors took only a moment. On bare feet, I tiptoed into the family room, checking to see if Ben was lying asleep on the couch or if he’d gone up to bed.

I peered through the darkness, making sure the couch was empty. I pouted again. I was going to have to creep upstairs to find my husband. I’d assumed he’d possibly fallen asleep waiting for me. I didn’t think he’d have gone to bed before I got home. Still, him in bed would mean I could get at what I wanted easier. My mouth flooded with saliva at the thought, and my pout morphed into a smile. Ben was about to get woken up in the best possible way.

Only he wasn’t.

I heard the click of the light switch a moment before the room flooded with light. “Wha…?” I scrunched my eyes closed to kill the glare, but that moment was all he needed. Ben wasn’t asleep at all. He’d been almost hiding in the shadows, and I’d walked past him!

Before I could react any further, he was right behind me. His hands caught my shoulders and pushed me forward. I’d been standing at the end of the couch, and the sudden push caught me completely unaware. I jack-knifed forward, my legs catching against the arm of the couch, my upper body rotating over it.

I squealed in shock and heard a chuckle. The chuckle I knew so damned well. I might have been planning on surprising my husband, but he’d neatly turned the tables on me. I was inelegantly sprawled over the arm of the couch, my ass up in the air, my face against the cushion before I could say, let alone do anything.

I’d put the denim miniskirt back on to travel, but after all the exposure and my being turned on by it, I hadn’t had a clean set of underwear to wear. That hadn’t exactly been an oversight, but one Ben had asked for and was about to take advantage of. His hands grasped the hem of my skirt and jerked it upward, exposing the backs of my thighs and then my buns.

“Naughty girl, commando, just as I expected.”

“Ben!”

He chuckled again, and I couldn’t get enough leverage to prevent his next move. My legs were pushed apart, and he moved into the gap. I knew, with sudden clarity, he was going to fuck me right there, right then. My entire being shuddered at the thought, and my pussy flooded with moisture. My arousal had tapered off during the drive home. Finding the house dark had sparked the fantasy of surprising my sleeping husband, and that had sparked my arousal. Finding him masterful once more and me vulnerable just completed the cycle.

I felt his thighs press against my inner thighs and realized he had not only been waiting for me but had done so naked, made me wriggle against him. A second later, the hot end of his erection pressed against my outer lips, and I gave a deep moan. He pressed into me, my pussy dilating to accept the intrusion. I wriggled to try and get more comfortable, but he wasn’t going to give me too much time for that. He thrust forward, continuing to press deeper and deeper into me, moving slowly but inexorably toward the point where he’d bottom out. Since I was face-planted into the cushion, I had no leverage to push back against him.

My feet left the floor, reducing my chance of resisting or pushing back even further. Not that I wanted to resist. It felt good, so damned good, to feel him inside me like this. Of course, with the angle, he was pressing against the sweet spot, and before I could control it, the orgasm crested inside me. This time I didn’t need to keep quiet about it. I let rip as my entire body shook. I don’t think my scream would be loud enough to be heard outside the house, but it reverberated off the walls. All he’d done was push into me. He hadn’t even started to fuck me yet!

“Someone was a bit worked up!” His chuckle seemed like an echo to my orgasmic squeal.

Ben didn’t give me time to recover, didn’t ease off, and let me breathe at all. No, he started to fuck me properly. His thrusts were hard and fast. It was all I could do to get my arms underneath me to stop myself from getting a fabric burn on my face as his thrusts shoved me forward and then pulled me back. His hands held my waist, keeping me at the perfect height for him. I was little more than a ragdoll in his grasp. My feet couldn’t find any purchase, my toes scrabbling for the floor, and only occasionally finding it. My stomach rested on the soft, giving arm of the couch, which sagged and rippled with every movement. My arms were folded under me now, so at least my face was clear of the cushion. Even so, I had little control over my body’s movements. I’d never felt this helpless during sex. It didn’t matter. I reveled in it! Loved it!

The first orgasm had barely died away before the second one started to peak. My pussy walls grabbed his thrusting cock, slowing but not stopping him as the climax crested. This time I managed to keep the volume down, but, if anything, the actual orgasm was bigger than the first.

“Wait, wait!”

He slowed and paused for me, allowing me to get my breath back, but not for longer than that. I’d barely tensed in order to move to allow me to find a more comfortable position when he started shoving his cock into me once more. It appeared my devious husband was ready for my move and had zero intention of letting me change the position.

I expected him to cum soon, thought he’d be ready quicker than he was, but he kept going, and going and going. I was started to feel a little sore. By the time his thrusts became irregular and jerky, a certain precursor to his impending orgasm, I was close to a third one by then and hung on. When the first spurt of his engorged cock flew into me, the sheer sensation of that was enough to make me cum with him.

Afterward, he collapsed forward over my back but at least allowed my legs to sink back down. They were shaky, but with my feet on the floor, I could take some of my own weight.

“Bastard!”

He gasped for air for a moment before replying. “Says the woman who just came three times on my cock! Irrespective of how many times she came in front of the photographer.”

“I didn’t.”

“In the dressing room, then.” It was a statement rather than a question. He knew me too well.

Even though he wasn’t asking, I held up my right hand with three fingers showing to let him know.

“Six in total? You, nympho, you.”

I forced a chuckle. “What can I say?”

He slipped out of me, our mingled juices spooling out onto my upper thighs. I pushed against him. “Let me up before we stain the couch.”

“Never worried you before.”

“That was the cushion. We could turn that over. This is the arm. Let me up.”

He pulled back, levering himself up and letting me slide down from where I was straddling the couch to land in a heap on the floor next to it.

“No, you don’t.”

Before I knew what he was doing, he’d hooked his hands under my armpits and hauled me to my feet. Somehow my legs supported me, but I swayed a bit. As a result, he kept hold of me.

“You, shower, and then bed.”

“Bed?”

“Yep. I have to get up in the morning for work even if you don’t.” He grinned. “There again, you have to pose for Sean tomorrow, don’t you? Full nude too.”

I blushed. That, after all, was the arrangement I had with the guy who was getting me bookings like the one with Martin. I just glared at him through my blush which just made his grin wider.

“Are you going to get dressed?” My raised eyebrow hopefully communicated Id rather he joined me in the shower.

“He turned me toward the stairs and gave me a little push in that direction. As I turned, my skirt dropped down to cover me. That was a good thing because his hand slapped my butt quite sharply.

“Ow.”

“Is that a good enough answer for you, minx?”

“That stung.”

“If you don’t get that naked body in the shower within the next two minutes, the next few will be on your naked ass.”

I glared at him, but when he took a step forward, I bolted for the stairs.

His words floated up the stairs for me.

“I’m going to lock up and kill the lights before I join you.”

I shuddered. It appeared he did fully intend to join me in the shower. I knew what that meant, and I knew what I wanted it to mean too. Shower sex was, without exception, followed by love-making in bed. I might have had six orgasms tonight, but it appeared Ben intended for me to have a couple more.

I was not going to complain about that, no way, not at all. My grin was wider than the proverbial cat as I completed the climb up the stairs.


Chapter 5

I couldn’t wear the same underwear for Sean as I’d worn for Martin. Since it was only the day after the evening shoot with Martin, those panties were in the wash. I’d prevaricated about what to put on, but in the end, I wore a matching white lace set under the business suit. These, though, had garters, so it was a different look. Well, it would be when the suit came off, which it would. In a sense, it was a combination of the first and third outfits. The shots Martin was able to get from underneath the stairs wasn’t something I could organize for Sean, so he’d have to settle for upskirt shots on an ordinary domestic flight of stairs. Still, given he would be photographing bare pussy I didn’t think he’d mind.

As I got dressed for the shoot, I realized wearing the lacy camisole over the top of an even lacier bra looked a little daft. I thought about losing the bra or just wearing the jacket over the bra without the camisole, then shrugged. At the end of the day, if Sean didn’t like the look, he’d tell me how to adjust it. After all, he was the one in control. I smiled at my reflection, knowing that wasn’t quite the truth. The model was the one in control right up until she surrendered it. I hadn’t done that, not yet, but last night it had been a close run thing.

I’d just finished applying another coat of lipstick when the front doorbell rang. It had to be Sean, right on time. I hadn’t realized I’d cut it so fine.

“Good morning.”

“Morning, Sean. Do you want coffee? I can make it while you fetch your gear in.”

“Thanks, yes. Not so much gear today. Don’t need as many lights.”

“Oh?”

He grinned. “More close-up work this time around.”

My blush fired up on the spot. “Sean!”

“Well, true, you knew that would happen.”

“How close is close-up?”

He held his hand with his first and second fingers about three inches apart.

“No way. That violates the rules!” I glared at him.

“I’m talking about focal length, silly. The shot will make it look like the camera is that close, but with my long lenses, I’ll be at least another few feet back.”

“You’d better be.”

“Hey, I’ll stick to the rules.”

“Hmm….”

I heard him chuckling to himself as he headed back to the car to collect his gear. I really wanted that coffee, myself, but making two wasn’t any bother.

I heard Sean close the door and called out to him. “I thought  you’d want to start with the stairs.”

“Good idea.”

“Sorry, I don’t have stairs you can see through, not like Martin was able to use.”

“I know, but I’m sure we can improvise. Besides, your stairs are probably safer. When Martin told me how he was going to get you to pose, I wondered if you’d do it. Seemed a bit precarious to me.”

I reappeared next to him with the two coffees in my hands.

“I’m not that much of a wuss.”

“Never said you were. I think you’re awesome for doing that and now this.”

I shrugged. “I was doing it for the thrill, but to be brutally honest, the money is freaking useful right now.”

“Good. So you want to drink your coffee while I set my lights to angle up the stairs.”

“They’re not going to be too bright, are they?”

“Nah, I’ll dial them down just to give me background. I will need you to look forward, not down, though. I’m going to be using flash.”

I swallowed hard, knowing what he was implying. He’d be using flash to illuminate what I was wearing under my skirt. No, not quite true. He’d be using the flash to illuminate what was under my skirt. Especially once I wouldn’t be wearing anything under there. I did not expect my underwear to stay on for long.

It didn’t take him long to set up his lights. This was his third time doing this, and at least he now knew where the sockets were and hence where to run the cables. He wasn’t doing anything with a remote camera, either. This time around, I would only be removing this outfit, and I’d be doing that, all of it, right in front of him. There was no need for a bedroom camera at all. He would be seeing everything anyway.

“Ready when you are.”

I bit down on a chuckle. “How about next Thursday, then?” Seeing we both had to work that day, it couldn’t be taken as anything other than a joke. A nervous one, but still a joke.

“How about not? Don’t think you want to be flashing those gorgeous legs all the way up to your armpits, not in our office.”

I couldn’t help the heat that rose to my face. It hadn’t been what I’d meant at all, but he’d taken it that way. As I moved into the hallway, I could see him grinning. He’d been joking right back at me. I tried to glare but ended up just shaking my head.

“How do you want me?” I paused for a second. “No, don’t answer that.”

“Okay, but in that case, you’ll need to be a mind reader to know you need to be six steps up the stairs, facing me.”

I moved past him and slowly walked up the stairs as he switched the lights on behind me. I was mentally counting them as I went, and when I reached the sixth step, I started to turn.

“Wait a moment. Let me get a shot of that gorgeous butt of yours. Push it back toward me a little and freeze. Perfect.”

“I don’t think Martin got a butt shot like that.”

“Then he missed a trick. That short skirt peeping out from under the hem of the jacket, drawn tight across those cheeks, makes a stunning shot. Especially when I’m shooting from below like this.”

I slowly pushed my butt back toward the camera, feeling the skirt tightening even further across my butt.

“Perfect, but can you just ease the skirt a couple of inches higher. See if you can show me a little bare skin above the stockings?”

Why did that surprise me? It shouldn’t have. All of these photographers I’d posed for had insisted on and then obsessed over the stockings, especially the length of thigh on view above the tops of them. After a moment, I reached down and eased my skirt up a little. Well, tugged might be a better word. It had pulled very tight across my ass. At least with it higher, it wasn’t quite so tight. Hopefully, that didn’t spoil the effect he was going for.

“Really good. Now, please turn and face me. If at all possible, keep the skirt hem as high as that.”

I did as he asked, aware of my own breathing quickening as he could now focus his camera up under the front of my skirt. I couldn’t look down, not without dazzling myself by looking into the lights, so I had no idea if he was crouching even lower or simply standing there, pointing the camera up.

“Undo the jacket, please. Let it open to the sides. Great. Hold it open.”

I licked my lips and painted the smile back on. I knew the lace of both the camisole and bra was thinner than I would normally wear with a work outfit like this. My nipples had hardened as my libido thought about the exposure to come. With the gentle flow from the air-conditioning, they hardened even further.

“Tell me, Emma, why did you wear the camisole and the bra?”

I tried to keep my smile in place. I’d more or less predicted this question would come up. “I wasn’t sure which look you’d prefer.”

“Actually, either, or maybe both. Tell you what take the jacket off, take off the camisole, and put the jacket back on. We’ll take a couple of shots of you in the jacket and bra, then you can lose the bra, and we’ll take a couple of shots like that, then put the camisole back on before you remove the skirt.”

I arched an eyebrow. It appeared I would be getting topless pretty damned quickly this morning.

“You’re the boss. But I thought you’d want me to lose the panties before the skirt.”

“Ah, no, once you’ve posed in the camisole and panties, you can switch the camisole for the bra, put the skirt back on, and after that, lose the panties. Ring the changes, you could say.”

It appeared I would be doing a lot of undressing and redressing on the stairs.

Before I started the process, I made sure I felt secure and anchored on the step I was on. I risked a glance down, straight into the bright lights. I was dazzled, but the vague shadow I saw had a camera up to his face. Sean was not just going to capture the poses. He wanted the shots in between. Not that, that surprised me. I already knew he liked the candid shots. None of the ones he had already taken would match the ones he’d get as I lowered my underwear, though.

I shrugged the jacket backward off my shoulders and let it slide down my arms. Keeping my movements slow and deliberate wasn’t easy, but it was made harder by trying to look seductive while I did it. Sean made no comment, letting me work at my own pace rather than bark instructions every few seconds. It was how Martin worked, and I’d found I’d enjoyed that more. I was enjoying this, too, as I let the jacket pool on the step above my feet and then reached down for the hem of the camisole.

As I pulled the camisole up, I suppressed a gasp. The way the lace rubbed against the bra rubbed my nipples against the bra too. They ached to be touched, and the movement of the fabric provided stimulation. My legs felt a little weak, but at least they weren’t trembling. I knew I was turned on, the exposure doing its trick on my inner photographic exhibitionist.

I had a moment of near panic as I pulled the camisole up and over my head. I was scared I’d lose my balance, but my head emerged from the lace I regained my equilibrium.

“You okay?”

Sean had been perceptive enough to notice. I gave him a beaming smile and a nod, then dropped the camisole behind me and squared my shoulders as I lowered my arms. It was a simple matter to arch my back a little, pushing my breasts forward into the thin lace of the bra covering them. I already knew my nipples were visible through the fabric from close up. Sean wasn’t that close, but he was using a zoom lens. I shivered and tried hard not to think about him feasting his eyes on my near nakedness. After standing still for a few seconds, I squatted down enough to be able to grab the jacket behind me and then pulled that on. I didn’t bother to fasten it. After all, it would be coming off again in a few seconds. I was right.

“Lose the bra, please, Emma.”

I swallowed hard and slowly slipped the jacket off. I kept my back arched a little just to emphasize my bust. Letting the jacket fall, I reached behind me, and my fingers found the bra clasp. Undoing that was a matter of half a second, not more, and I felt the tight lace go slack around my breasts. Although this was a reveal, it wasn’t like he hadn’t seen my breasts before.

I had an epiphany at that moment. I was turned on and knew the impending exposure would turn me on more still. However, I’d been turned on more than this the first time. It was as if familiarity with baring my flesh to the camera was diluting the appeal. The implication of that was obvious. To get that same feeling, the one I was doing this for needed me to go further each time I posed.

That thought was sobering, but I soldiered on. U used one arm to clasp the bra to my chest while I used my other hand to flick first one and then the second bra strap off my shoulder. I could hear Sean clicking away as he photographed my dénouement. I paused for a second, then swept my hands down and away, carrying the bra with them. I knew that zoom lens would be pointing straight at my chest, capturing the moment my nipples sprang into the open. I glanced down, knowing I would find my nipples turgid and erect. I could feel the way they ached to be touched. Still, it wasn’t the same as that first time. Indeed, it wasn’t the same as last night. Then I’d known I was about to expose all of myself to a stranger for the very first time. This wasn’t the first time I’d be losing everything in front of a photographer, and, of course, Sean wasn’t a stranger.

I tried to push those sobering thoughts down and concentrate on letting Sean capture the shots he wanted.

“Jacket back on, please.”

“Okay.”

Standing there in a work suit with the buttons undone and nothing else on above the waist felt novel. My nipples brushed against the jacket lining, exciting themselves even more.

“Right, lose the jacket, put the camisole back on, and then lose the skirt.”

Despite my little epiphany, by the time my skirt slid down my legs to reveal my very thin underwear, my legs were starting to tremble. My body wanted this, even if my mind was going elsewhere. I widened my smile and went with the flow, not even worrying about my stability, as Sean got me to shed the camisole, put the jacket back on, then, after all that, slide the skirt back up from where it had pooled around my ankles.

“Lose the panties, Emma. Slow and seductive.”

I could hear a little hoarseness in Sean’s voice. I’d noticed before that as my exposure increased, so too did the natural reaction from the men taking my picture. Sean couldn’t be immune to that. On our very first shoot, he’d got a bit of a view of me, but not much. My hand had been in the way. Now, he was going to see everything. In the first instance, up my skirt, but subsequently, full-on naked.

I shuddered, then slowly lowered my hands to the hem of my skirt and pulled it higher on my legs. Not too far, but enough to improve my access. I did the same as I’d done with Martin the night before, grabbing the lace to the side of the legs and then jerking the panties down a little bit.

I felt them slip down an inch or so, but that wasn’t enough. I pulled a little harder and then had to stand still as I felt I was about to overbalance. Nothing cools your ardor more than almost falling. I fought down the urge to let go of my underwear and grasp the banister with one hand. My movements had had one effect, though. My wrists were higher than they had been, rucking my skirt up higher on my legs. Glancing down, I could see rather more bare thigh than before. From the bottom of the stairs, Sean’s view must have been even better. It would be even more so when the panties were out of the way. I bit back a whimper, relief flooding through me as I realized I now had the panties down far enough to pull them all the way off. That relief warred with my arousal as that, too, mounted and flooded through me. I was about to expose my pussy to another man once more.

I could feel my body responding. Visceral, almost violent response as my fluids started to flow. My nipples had been hard enough to ache. Now they were almost painful. I let my mouth open as I gasped for air, the sudden arousal peak almost overwhelming me as I slowly drew the scrap of lace down my legs. This was what I was doing this for. I wasn’t modeling for vanity. I was modeling for the sheer pleasure the exposure brought me.

“Draw them down as far as your knees, then open your legs a bit further.”

I knew what he was going for, the view of my pussy up my skirt. The perfectly illicit shot of a woman going commando. Or, at the very least, suffering an underwear malfunction, depending on whether my panties were ins hot or not. I’d noticed they were damp. In that sense, I was glad to pull them down. If I’d left them in contact with my pussy for much longer, they’d have been sodden.

I did as he asked, then straightened up, letting the way my knees had parted stretch the panties out so they couldn’t slide down any further. The skirt hadn’t dropped fully back into place, showing bare thigh above the tops of my stockings. I knew he’d be able to see my pussy from there.

I whimpered, trying to keep my emotions in check, knowing the way the cool air from the air-conditioning playing up under my skirt was teasing my outer lips almost to the point of no return. Earlier, I’d thought I was cooling down. Now, there was no chance of that. I wondered how it would be possible for me to lose what little cover I still retained without climaxing. I knew I was in trouble, and Sean would get a bonus. He was only supposed to see a naked split peach, not get anything more than that.

I couldn’t help it, though. I wanted to get naked, wanted to show it to him, and at the same time, satisfy the hunger cresting inside me.

“Lose the jacket. Slowly, nice and slow.”

My breathing was getting labored, and a  moan bubbled up in my throat as I exposed my breasts to him. Obviously, this wasn’t the first time, wasn’t even the first time today, but I so wanted to grab them, squeeze them, and pinch my nipples. Somehow I resisted the impulse, but I have no idea how. I was panting, my mouth open, my skin flushed as I slowly closed my legs and let the panties flutter all the way down to my ankles. Stepping one foot clear, I left them tangled there on one heel and moved my other leg all the way to the side. The skirt stretched tighter between my thighs. Something had to give, and it abruptly slid a couple of inches higher.

This time, I knew he could see everything. There was no sense of modesty as I stood there, my breasts out in the open, my skirt little more than a wide belt around me. I didn’t think it was higher than my pussy, but it could only be an inch or so below it. This time the moan that burst out of my mouth was easily audible. I couldn’t help it. I was going to cum without touching myself.

My hands went to the small of my back and undid the zip. I wasn’t trying to be subtle, wasn’t trying to be seductive, not any more. No, I was overcome with the sudden urge to be naked, to show him everything, no up-skirt shot, no covering, no hiding of every part of me.

The skirt slid down my legs without him telling me to let it go. Once more, I closed my legs to allow it to fall all the way. This time I stepped clear of the garment, one leg after the other, then stood straight and tall, legs akimbo as he clicked feverishly on the camera shutter.

Unbidden, and without him saying anything, my hand slid across my belly, searching for and finding the topmost part of my slit. I rubbed, not even trying to hide what I was doing, and that was all it took. The slightest, most featherlike touch, and I went off like a bottle rocket.

“Fuck!”

Afterward, I wasn’t sure which one of us said it, him or me. I remember the word echoing around the hallway, but I wasn’t sure if I’d yelled it as I came or if he shouted it as he witnessed my explosive climax. I didn’t care as my legs gave way, and I sat down heavily on the stairs. At least I didn’t fall.

Sean left as soon as he’d burned a thumb drive with his pictures. I guess he was embarrassed about what I’d done. Hell, I know I was.

* * * *

Work was picking up a little, so we were all busy. Consequently, I didn’t get a chance to talk to Sean for a couple of weeks. I didn’t get any calls about new modeling gigs either, and I wondered if that particular bird had now flown the coop. Another week passed, and although Ben was paying me plenty of attention, I was sure my foray into modeling was done. The fantasy was dying, and, perhaps, more importantly, the income stream had dried up. I’d started it for the fantasy, but the money had become more important.

Then Sean collared me in the break room one lunchtime when everyone else had gone out.

“I thought you were avoiding me?”

I frowned at him. “I thought you were avoiding me. I’ve not been avoiding you.”

“Nah, just finding it harder to come up with more assignments for you.”

I raised an eyebrow, willing him to go on. He just sat back and watched me, a smile playing on his face. He wanted me to ask. I tried waiting him out, but I didn’t have the patience.

“Well?”

He grinned. “I’ve got an assignment for you if you want it.”

“Why wouldn’t I?”

“It’s a club assignment. A club night. Not just one photographer. I’m sure Gary and Martin will be there, so will several others.”

“How many guys?” I could hear my voice getting shriller as his words sank in. I took a deep breath to try and make myself calm down.

“About ten, I think. Maybe more by the time we set it up and advertise it around the club.”

I gave a full-body shudder, and I’m certain Sean noticed. Inside my work clothes, my nipples crinkled as they hardened. Whatever my brain thought about it, my body was responding to the idea of exposing myself to so many men, all at the same time.

“Shit!”

He chuckled and shook his head. “Remember what I said? The club nights can often end up tamer than a session with a single photographer.”

My mind was suddenly filled with a vision of me masturbating to a strong climax on the stairs as Sean took photos of the entire experience. I guess I colored up.

“It’s between you and me to determine what you’re comfortable with. There again, the club will have minimum expectations of you.”

“They will?”

He shrugged a very expressive gesture. “Full nude. Not necessarily anything beyond that. If you want to go further.” He had the grace to look embarrassed. Obviously, he, too, was remembering the finale of our last shoot. “If you want to go further, then that’s down to you. Nobody is going to expect you to do that.”

“But they wouldn’t object?”

He grinned. “Of course, they wouldn’t. They might even tip more at the end of the night.”

“Tip?”

“While you get dressed, in private, I might add, after the last shoot, they’d hold a whip-round for you to add to the standard fee.”

“Which begs the question.”

“You mean, how much is the fee?” I nodded. “Minimum a hundred per photographer, plus if you go further, a decent tip, maybe as much as another fifty percent.”

I quickly did the maths. That would be one hell of a boost to the current parlous state of our finances.

“What would I be expected to wear?”

He grinned. “Thought you might be interested. That’s down to me to negotiate with you. What you wear, and what sequence you take them off. I know what the club would like, but we’ll be open to dropping something you’re uncomfortable with or can’t supply. Open to ideas from you as well.”

“You expect me to tell you what I think I should take off for a group of guys?” I tried to glare, but behind my eyes, my mind was doing somersaults. My body, too. This sounded very much like the culmination of the fantasy I’d held so close to my chest for so long. Inside my bra, my nipples ached with need. The tops of my legs felt clammy, too, my core heating up.

“Something like that, yes.”

“Well, tell me the details, and I’ll think about it.” I tried to sound prim and proper, but I didn’t pull it off. It sent Sean into a pall of laughter, though.

When he recovered. “What you mean is, you’re already happy to say yes, even yes, please. You need to discuss it with Ben first, though. Am I right?”

This time the glare was more successful, sending Sean into another peal of laughter.

End of Part 4


Part 5 – The Club




Chapter 1

Ben had messaged me to say a meeting was overrunning, so he’d be about an hour late getting home. He didn’t know that suited me perfectly. It gave me the chance to prepare myself properly, as well as get the dinner going. I hadn’t achieved much at work during the afternoon, my mind a whirl as I planned how I wanted the evening to go.

I hadn’t told Sean, but my mind was made up before we even left the break room. This was my fantasy in full. It wasn’t about posing for one guy with a camera. It was about posing for a whole group of guys. I knew he was right about the safety side of it. Nobody would step over the line, not in front of their buddies. Too many witnesses. If anything, posing in front of the club was going to be a lot safer than posing for a single guy. Even so, I would have to play Ben just right for him to agree.

For that, I had my weapons at my disposal. First, a quick shower and a blow dry of my hair. I left that loose and wavy, giving me a soft look. Almost vulnerable, especially as normally on a work day, I left my somewhat severe ponytail in. Of course, that would be a dead giveaway to my husband, but not give him too much of a clue. The underwear was soft and comfortable, not overtly sexy, but at the same time, not too plain either. I was going for a fun look, letting him know if he played his cards right, his wife was up for some fun. To that end, the floral sundress perfectly set the mood. It was short, very short, even, but not indecently so. I had shorter, but only by an inch or so. They were more formal cocktail dresses, though, and I was veering as far away from tight and formal as I could get.

By the time Ben came home, I was ensconced in the kitchen, busy finishing dinner.

“Something smells good.”

I gave a little shriek. I’d been concentrating on cooking, so I hadn’t heard him come through the front door. About half the time, he’d call out, but the rest of the time, he’d just look to see where I was and, if possible, sneak up on me. Like tonight. His throaty chuckle sounded from right behind me just before his hands found my waist and pulled me back against his body.

“Stop, dinner’s nearly ready.”

He kissed my neck, knowing there was a spot just below my ear that could make me swoon.

“You look good enough to eat. Who needs dinner?”

I giggled. That line was so damned corny. Still, having my husband thinking along those kind of lines was exactly where I wanted him.

“You can do that once we’ve had dinner.”

His comeback was instantaneous. “Does that mean I’m on a promise?”

I twisted my head and gave him a quick peck. “No, it means you just put me on a promise. Now, go and change out of that suit. You don’t have time for a shower. You cut it a bit fine, buster. Dinner will be served in about two minutes.”

I kept catching Ben looking at me all through dinner, a quizzical frown showing he was trying to work out what I was up to. Every time I caught him, he’d look away. When he looked back, he was smiling and asking me an innocuous question about my day.

We’d always made it a point never to talk about anything serious over dinner. Ben scrupulously kept to that rule, despite his curiosity.

That curiosity was eating him out from the inside by the time we finished dinner. It had only been a simple rice dish, but I’d enjoyed it, and his plate was clean too. He positively flew between the dining room and kitchen as he cleared away. That was another little rule, whoever didn’t cook, cleaned up.

“Wine?”

“No thanks.”

He looked a little crestfallen at my response.

“But you can if you want.”

“I’m good.”

I grinned at him. “You’re going to be.”

He raised an eyebrow and then got the obvious reference as I moved over to sit on the middle of the couch. I never sat in the middle, always at one end. Ben was no slouch, so understood immediately that I fully intended him to live up to his promise. Instead of approaching me directly, he dropped to all fours in the archway from the dining room and then crawled to me.

I gasped, my insides quickly heating at the look of promise blazing in his eyes. I let my knees drift apart, the short skirt hiking higher up my thighs as he reached me.

He pressed the side of his face against the inside of my bare knee and brushed his five-o’clock shadow against the sensitive skin.

“That tickles!” My involuntary movement simply opened my legs wider, giving him the space he wanted. Quick as a flash, his mouth found my inner thigh, and he planted a row of tiny kisses on the even more sensitive skin. Each kiss was a fraction higher than the previous one. It was a highly inventive and effective tease. My breathing quickened, and I undulated in the seat. I was trying to surreptitiously pull my skirt out from under my butt, giving him even better access. His chuckle told me my attempt at being discreet hadn’t worked. Not that he had any intention of stopping me from baring more of my body to him.

He paused with his face only a few inches below my sex. He had to be close enough to smell that I was turned on. He gave no sign of that. “Before I continue, what exactly is it you want my agreement on?”

I tried to be disingenuous about it. “Who says I need you to agree to anything?”

“I think there’s a number of tells here. The deliberately understated sexiness of your appearance. The sexy dress, the readiness to engage in sexual activity straight after dinner. The flirty approach to every question. The way your nipples have been hard under that dress ever since I came home. Need I go on?”

I pouted.

“Well?” He paused and, while staring up at me, ran his fingertips up the inside of my thighs. It both tickled and excited me, and I shuddered under the stimulation.

“That tickles!”

“It’ll do more than tickle in a minute. Tell me.”

I sighed and looked down to watch as he pulled his hands away, returned them to my knees, and threatened to make another pass up my legs.

“So, what is it that Sean wants you to do?”

“I never said…”

“No, you didn’t say, but given you’ve spent the day at work and, when you got home, got yourself dressed as sexily in a subtle way as you could manage, what did you think I’d think? Besides, you just confirmed it.”

“Where exactly did you get your lawyer training?” I glared at him, but he just ignored my reaction and started tickling my inner thighs again.

“Ben! Stop!”

“Give in?”

I panted out an answer. “I give, I give.”

“So, what exactly does Sean want you to do? Keep talking, even while I get busy.”

My head dropped back as he lowered his head between my legs. His lips brushed against the inside of my left thigh, right at the top. His cheek was pressed against the gusset of my underwear. That pressure brought a gasp from me. It was a simple matter for Ben to twist his head and press his lips against the same spot. The gasp became a moan, and my legs spread further apart.

I felt his hands move to the outside of my thighs and then slide higher still. I knew what he was doing. He was moving his hands up to my waist to hook my panties down out of the way. I had no intention of objecting to that, no, not at all. In fact, I braced my hands on either side of my butt and lifted up. Not really enough for them to slide underneath me, but at least reduce the pressure.

He pulled hard on the waistband, and I tried hard not to think about the pair he’d shredded a few weeks ago. Still, these weren’t an expensive pair, so if the elastic went, no matter. The play of air across my now exposed pussy reminded me of standing on the stairs for Sean, the slight breeze from the air-conditioning touching me then. I murmured and let my legs close either side of Ben so he could pull my panties down past his head. A moment later, his lips were pressed against my naked slit, not before a muttered. “Start talking” reminded me of what he wanted in return for the pleasure-giving service he was delivering.

I moaned again as he nuzzled against my exposed slit. “Sean’s got another gig for me.”

I wasn’t sure if Ben mumbled an uh-huh at my slit or tried to say something. In any case, I plowed on.

“Full nude again, but this one is lucrative. God, keep doing that. That’s so good.” He’d extended his tongue and pushed inside my folds. It felt so dammed good. I tried to stretch my legs further apart, give him better access and open myself up to him to improve the depth of penetration. I couldn’t, though. Those damned panties were in the way. I bucked against his mouth and moaned. Ben chuckled but kept to his task.

“Full nude.”

He paused for a split second, then attacked me with increased fervor. I couldn’t stop myself from undulating as my hand came down to rest on the back of his head.

“More than one guy, though.”

I wasn’t really holding onto his head, so it didn’t take him any pressure to rear back away from his prize.

“More than one?”

I nodded, knowing he was watching my face. “Yeah, the whole club.” I gasped for air. “Now, please…” My hand was still on his head, and I pushed down. I wasn’t being subtle about it, and Ben got the message.

His mouth regained the contact with my needy pussy, and I groaned out loud as I bucked my hips. I wasn’t far off, and my husband knew me well enough to know that.

He thrust his tongue as deep inside as he could while continuing to move his lips against my labia. It was an effective move, one he’d used before. It never failed, and it didn’t this time.

I shuddered and juddered as I moaned through my climax. Ben sat back and watched my face as I stared at him, as the tremors continued to wrack my body. I could see my juices glazing his face as he smiled at me.

It might have been a full minute before I could speak again, but Ben remained patient. He could have returned to what he’d been doing. I was defenseless to stop him. There again, he knew how sensitive I’d be and was kind enough to just let me recover.

“How many?”

“How many what?” The orgasm had knocked the subject of the conversation out of my head.

“How many club members?”

I swallowed hard. “Sean’s not sure, maybe ten, maybe more.”

“So my wife wants to bare her spasming pussy to ten men at the same time. Don’t you think that’s a bit… well… slutty?”

I glared at him. “You calling me a slut?”

“No. Not at all.” My momentary anger had flared and now died just as quickly. He was still smiling. That was good. The last thing I wanted was for my husband to pick an argument with me over this. Although I’d told Sean I wanted to talk it over with Ben, my mind was made up. I was going to do this. I wasn’t going to discuss it with Ben. Rather, I was going to make sure he agreed with me by hook, or by crook, or, more likely, by sex.

“Good.”

“You want to do this?”

I nodded.

“Even though the last time you posed for Sean, you ended up climaxing right in front of him.” He glanced meaningfully at the stairs just past the doorway from the hall. My blush fired up. I couldn’t help it as I remembered that day.

“Are you sure you can handle it, doing the same? Orgasming right in front of ten men. After all, the exhibitionism will be that much more intense, given there’s so many of them?”

“There is another point here.”

“Which is?”

“What does my husband think about his wife flaunting herself in front of a group of men like that? What will he think if his wife can’t control herself and cums in front of them and their cameras?”

He grinned at me, and I relaxed a little. “Maybe I’ll be interested in reaping the benefits of having a highly turned-on wife when she gets home.”

“Oh really?”

“Yeah, really.”

He rose to his feet and sat on the couch next to me, keeping his legs apart. I glanced down, knowing what I would see. Once Ben had eaten me to a climax, he’d be hard. He was. No doubt he’d want that taken care of. Turn and turn about. My mouth flooded with saliva at the thought.

“One final question.”

“Oh?”

“How much will they be paying you?”

“A hundred each.”

I watched as he quickly did the maths.

“Fuck!”

“Only with you, baby, only with you.” I reached for the tab at the top of his zip. The conversation was over even quicker than I’d expected.

End of Part 5


Chapter 2

I’m not sure Sean thought the ensuing week was as much fun as I did. I enjoyed myself going over the possible shoot list with him. It was obvious the club members were feeding him the ideas.

“No, Sean, I am not wearing my wedding dress. I’m not going to ruin something I might well want to show my daughter one day if I have one. Besides, if I’m doing that, I don’t want to be blushing my head off at the memories of a dozen guys taking pictures up the skirt of me removing the garter without wearing panties.”

“Well, they weren’t asking for that.”

We were both trying to keep our voices down. The coffee shop wasn’t too busy. That was the advantage of being on semi-flexi time so we could take a late lunch. There were enough people in there to make sure we were as quiet as possible.

“Trust me, they would be. In every wedding shoot, I’ve ever seen, or for that matter at my own, the garter coming off is the main shot the lechers taking pictures want to see. I’ve actually seen a bride encouraged to push the garter higher and higher before she’s allowed to remove it. Not happening.”

“Okay, well, that’s one disappointed club member.”

“No guilt trips either. I agreed to the idea of the see-through lingerie for the final shoot, didn’t I?”

“True. Now how about this co-ed look?”

“They want me to dress as a schoolgirl? Who’s idea was that. No, don’t tell me. Do I look like Britney Spears?”

“You’re prettier than she ever was.”

“Flattery will get you precisely nowhere. Do you honestly think I could carry off trying to look like I’m eighteen? Besides, I don’t own a short plaid kilt, let alone a matching tie.”

“You could always get one from a charity shop, and if it’s too long, shorten it. Use the excess material to make a tie.”

“Are they that fixated on the look? Besides, do you realize exactly how much material you need to make a tie? It’s a lot more than you think.”

Sean nodded. “The majority favored that idea.”

“And the others?”

“Wanted to go with the secretary look. The same idea as the look you had for Martin. He spoke up against that, of course.”

“Of course, he did. Why would he want a repeat?” I fought against rolling my eyes.

“Besides, the club has got some props that will look good for a co-ed outfit.”

“What, a big black dildo?” I was being sarcastic and deliberately provoking him. We’d already agreed that toys were totally not allowed on set. I’d insisted. Well, Ben had insisted, and I had agreed with him. No way was I going to do anything more than touch myself. That was likely going to be enough to set me off.

“No!” He glared at me. “We’ve got a portable whiteboard on a stand and a desk that could be a teacher’s desk. A kneehole one without a modesty panel. You’d look really sexy sitting at that and then sprawled on top of it. The whiteboard, with some simple words and diagrams on it, or even graffiti, would make a very effective backdrop.”

“Hmm…”

“Actually, if you really hate the co-ed look, we could use the business look there. However, to do that, it would have to be a very thin blouse under the jacket, no bra. The skirt would need to be ultrashort too. A black micromini, and, of course, commando over stockings. We could put some form of sales chart on the board and position you with a pointer.”

“I’d prefer that, but what about Martin? Wouldn’t he feel cheated?”

Sean shrugged. “Actually, the desk and whiteboard as a backdrop for a business meeting was his idea. I suspect you’d find yourself sitting at the desk with him lying in front of you.”

“Oh.” I blushed, remembering exactly how the guy in question had got me to pose for him on the stairs in his empty warehouse. How I’d then repeated the poses for Sean on my own stairs at home.

“Would that be a problem?”

I shook my head. After all, we were talking about the guy who’d already seen everything anyway. “No, he’s a pussycat.”

Sean chuckled. “More of a pussy hound.”

“Stop it!”

“That leaves the middle set, though. That’s a bit more of a problem.”

“Why?”

“Well, if you were happy, I was thinking about switching the first and second sets around. The business presentation one could be the second set, and we’d move the other one up as the first set.”

“You mean the leggings and sports bra one.”

“Yeah. Shoot that first. That way, you can travel to the venue in the outfit, and you’d be ready to go.” He paused for a second. “Less time for you to let your nerves get the better of you.”

“You mean less likely I’d chicken out.”

“There is that, of course.”

“Which would make you look bad.”

“Hey, I’m not thinking about that.”

He looked affronted, so I smiled to show I hadn’t meant it to be a barbed comment, more a flippant one. “Didn’t mean it like that. Just pulling on your chain.”

“The point is, the guys were kinda hoping you’d wear light color leggings, not black ones. Commando too.”

“Kinky.”

“Not really, but if you bought leggings that were a size smaller, so very, very tight.”

I blushed again. I couldn’t help it. Leggings that tight would show every detail, back and front.”

“Not the bra?”

“That would need to be size smaller too. Zip up front if at all possible.”

“Definitely kinky. That shoot will be over in about two minutes flat.”

He laughed, and I looked around to make sure we weren’t being overheard. I didn’t come into this coffee shop very often, but I did use it. I didn’t want gossip spreading. Especially since I was here with a man other than my husband.

“They’d want you to take it slow, especially if it was the first shoot of the night.”

“Hmm... I do foresee one problem, though.”

“Which would be?”

“If I wore a bra top that tight, the strap marks would be visible for ages. Don’t think that would work well with the subsequent shoots. Similarly with the waistband of the leggings.”

“Ah, good point.”

“In any case, I’ll have to go shopping between now and next Tuesday.”

“Why?”

“Doh!” I glared at him. “One, I don’t have a skirt that short, and I’m not ruining one of my work suits to accommodate it. Second, I don’t have a white blouse that thin. Finally, I don’t have leggings or a sports bra in those colors, let alone those sizes. What woman buys leggings a size too small?”

He chuckled again. “One who wants to show off her fabulous ass, that’s who.”

“Stop it.” I knew my blush had failed to subside. Images of me dressed in leggings that were way too tight for decency kept flashing through my mind. “Showing off a damned sight more than my ass.”

I thought for a moment. “Well, we can minimize the tight clothing marks.”

“How?”

“By me being a little early and not wearing that outfit to travel in. The bra straps would be the worst marks, so you’ll have to make sure the guys ask me to take that off first.” My blush intensified. I was telling him that the whole group would need to ensure my breasts were out in the open very quickly. I don’t think they’d object to that, but I didn’t really want to be the one telling Sean that.

“That’ll work.”

“I’m not sure I want anyone lying down, shooting up under the desk for the second set, either. They’d be in shot for everyone else.”

Sean nodded. “True.”

I let him sit in thought for a few moments, hoping he hadn’t noticed my deliberate subject change. I realized I’d also tacitly agreed to the various outfits I’d be wearing. No, that wasn’t quite right, the outfits I’d be wearing and removing in front of a group of twelve men. I hadn’t told Ben yet that another couple of members had signed up. Still, the additional two hundred dollars would help cover the cost of the extra clothes I needed to buy.

“So we’re sorted, then?”

He nodded and smiled.

“Good, because we’d better get back to work.”

“One further thing.”

“Shoot.”

“Well, if the guys are impressed with your performance… no, that came out wrong, sorry…”

“Just say it.”

“A couple of them are asking if you’d be willing to pose again a couple of weeks later.”

“Oh, are they?”

“Yeah.”

“Anybody I know?”

“Gary and Martin are among those keen, but then they’ve already seen how good you are in front of the camera.”

“But Gary hasn’t seen everything yet.”

“You might think he’s eager, but to be honest, several of the others are even more keen.”

“Well, it won’t be two weeks after this shoot.”

“Why not?”

My blush was for a different reason. “I shouldn’t need to spell it out for you. Time of the month.”

“Ah, right, got you.”

“Well, we’ll have to see when.”

“And if. It depends on if I’m as comfortable as you seem to think I will be.”

“You’ll be fine. You’ve got the confidence in spades.”

“I might have, now, but on the night…”

“You will not fall over in a heap of nerves.” He grinned at me. “If anything, the opposite, I suspect.”

“Opposite being?”

“I think Ben will be very happy you’re going on the shoot. Not just for the increased, well, libido, but also because that night he can get a rest.”

“You cheeky little shit!”

Sean just laughed and ignored my glare as he drained the last of his coffee. I’d finished mine a few minutes earlier. The pastry I’d had in lieu of lunch was sitting quite heavily too, so to be brutally honest, I was glad to get out of there and back to the office.

Mind you, I would have to relay the conversation to Ben once I got home. After all, he would be the one I’d be dragging around the shops at the weekend. He’d be the one approving the purchase of clothing I’d be removing in front of other men! All I could do was hope he’d be discreet in his comments while we were in the shops.

I didn’t think I’d tell Ben about Sean’s snide comments about our sex life. Hell, I wouldn’t need to. Sean might be guessing, but Ben was already getting as much as he could handle. That side of our marriage was on a definite upward trajectory. Thanks to my escapades in front of the cameras, we were getting down and dirty even more often than we had on honeymoon. Seeing as that had been at least once a day, and usually twice or more, I’m sure you get the picture.


Chapter 3

“You sure you’ll be okay.”

I grinned at Ben. “I’ll be fine. Promise.” At that moment, I wasn’t feeling fine. My nerves were stretched taut at the idea of the photo session I was about to do. I knew if my husband sensed how strung out I was, he’d hold the door closed and not let me go.

“Promise me one thing in return?”

“What?

“You’ll be waiting for me when I get home.”

“Of course.”

“And the moment I walk through that door, you know what I’ll want?”

“What?”

I knew he was being disingenuous. Every time I’d been on a glamour shoot, he’d fucked me within minutes of me getting home. Hell, it was more like a minute, maximum two, before he was on me.

“Fuck me when I get home. I mean, really fuck me.” I forced a giggle, trying to hide my nerves. “None of your kinky tricks tonight. I just want a straightforward, feet in the air, fucking.”

“Fine. In that instance, your wish is my command. Mind you, one thing.”

“What?”

“Come home commando, braless too. If I’m going to fuck you senseless as you walk in the door, I don’t want to have to rip my way through underwear to get at you.”

I shuddered. He had done that once or even twice. “Okay.”

He gave me a quick peck and opened the door to allow me to head to my car. I had two bags, so both hands were full. One bag containing the three outfits, and the other one, my makeup case. That was brand new, something he had spotted in one of the shops at the weekend and treated me to. It was way too big, but if I did keep going, the variety of makeup I’d need would grow exponentially.

I should have known him better. He wasn’t just being a gentleman. As I turned to leave, I realized, with both hands full, I couldn’t protect myself.

Slap!

“Ow! Ben, the neighbors! Anyway, no marks.”

He chuckled. “That was a simple reminder to keep it honest. Give them value, baby. Give them what they want, then come home to me to get what you want.”

His words were freighted with promise, and I smiled back over my shoulder but made sure I stayed clear of his hand. I really didn’t want any of the guys taking pictures of a reddened butt simply because my husband got handsy. No, belay that. I didn’t want anyone taking pictures like that, full stop. No, take it one stage further. I didn’t want a reddened butt, full stop.

As I pulled down the drive, I realized my perceptive husband had probably known how nervous I was. His intervention had done wonders and calmed those nerves right down. Now, as I headed up the street for the three-mile cross-town drive, I wasn’t nervous. Hyped up and anticipatory, yes, but not nervous anymore. No, not nerves, more arousal. My body was anticipating the exposure and letting me know that exposure was going to be good, well, interesting at least.

Sean was waiting for me outside the address he’d given me.

“Hiya.”

“Hi. Everyone’s here.”

“Everyone?”

“Thirteen guys waiting in there.”

“Thirteen? Not a lucky number.”

Sean rolled his eyes. “Silly, I’m the fourteenth.”

“Ah. Right.”

“Now, how do you want to play it. Obviously, you know Gary and Martin. You know Zeke too, after the shoot you did at his.”

I nodded. So far, that shoot had been my least favorite. I hoped tonight wasn’t going to knock that one off that perch.

“But the others you don’t know. Do you want me to introduce them all to you?”

I shook my head this time. “No, no thanks. I’d never remember the names.”

“Okay. Well, then, I know how to play it. The first time anyone asks you to adopt a specific pose, or adjust the one you’re holding, or…” he coughed, “… take something off, they’ll tell you who they are.”

I shrugged, I wasn’t sure I wanted to know all their names, but I couldn’t just give them numbers, could I?

“So, I’ll take you in. Let everyone say hello. Most of them will, of course, stare at you, but you need to expect that. Then I’ll show you through to the changing room, and you come back out when you’re ready.”

I gave him the most winsome smile I could manage. “Can I really stay in there for three days?”

He opened his mouth to say no, then realized I was teasing him again. He rolled his eyes and offered to take my bag.

“No, let me carry it. That way, nobody can offer to shake my hand.”

“Good thinking.” He looked quizzically at the makeup box. “That’s new.”

“Present from Ben. I love it.”

He chuckled. “I’m so glad he’s on board with this. It would be awkward, if not impossible, if he wasn’t.”

“The latter, sunshine, the latter. No way am I going to do anything he doesn’t accept.”

“Of course. I didn’t mean to imply…”

I nodded toward the door, and the conversation died as my nerves threatened to resurface.

Sean wanted to hold the door open for me, but a quick nod of the head told him to go in first. Three minutes later, I was in the dressing room, breathing a big sigh of relief.

* * * *

Being alone again gave me a chance to take stock. I hadn’t heard Sean say anything or seen him signal, but none of the guys there had approached me to introduce themselves. He must have given a hand signal. There again, the way they’d just looked and not approached might be the default, and they needed Sean to say or do something to do it differently.

I made a quick headcount as I walked through the room. There were, as Sean had said, thirteen men there, not including Sean. Actually, I wasn’t sure I could include Sean at all. I hadn’t asked if he was paying tonight. If he wasn’t, which, I guess, would have been reasonable, then he wasn’t going to get an additional free show as well.

I’d recognized Gary, Zeke, and Martin, of course, but the other guys I’d posed for weren’t there. Gary had grinned. Obviously, he was looking forward to seeing more than he’d seen before. Martin had, of course, seen it all, but this was a new situation for him. His gaze was more appraising than Gary’s had been. Zeke just stared. The other men varied in age from mid-twenties up to late fifties, I guess. They, too, had stared, most of them looking me up and down. I felt like something on a factory line, but I guess I shouldn’t be surprised about that. Hopefully, things would warm up, and I’d thaw, and more than just thaw, as things got started.

The changing room was well equipped, with a large mirror, with the ubiquitous lights around it. It was a step up from every facility I’d used to date. A large desk in front of the mirror was fronted by two chairs. I guessed they sometimes had two models at a time or maybe two alternating. One posing, the other getting ready. I shuddered. The idea of posing with another woman didn’t sit well as a concept.

I dropped my bag on the table and unpacked it. The clothes were already separated into three outfits. All I had to do was spread them out, and I eyed the ultra-tight leggings with a little distaste. They did make my legs and butt look sensational, but they did so by being a bit revealing. The light grey leggings went partly transparent if I squatted in them. No doubt that was the effect they were going for. I was also concerned about the light color. If I wasn’t careful and reacted to the shoot in my normal way by getting turned on, then there would be a darker, moist patch right at the top of my legs. I wasn’t sure I wanted that to happen, but I was at a loss as to how to prevent it if it happened. Hell, when it happened, I knew I was going to get turned on.

After glancing over my shoulder to check I had shut the door behind me, I stripped off the loose clothing I’d worn when leaving home. Not that it took long. As was now becoming the norm for shoots, I wasn’t wearing a bra, so I only had the dress and a pair of cotton panties to remove. I slid my arms into the zip-up sports bra but didn’t zip it up all the way. Slipping my shoes off, I sat down to push my feet through the leggings and then started the wrestling job. Pulling them up my legs to my knees was a struggle. Pulling them up over my thighs before smoothing them into place over my ass took time. At least I didn’t quite break a sweat, but I almost did. Buying leggings a size small might do wonders for my figure, but they really squeezed everything. The slip-on trainers completed the look, and I sat down to touch up my makeup. Finally, after another five minutes of primping, I knew I couldn’t delay things any longer. I pulled the zip on the bra all the way up and checked the effect. That was obscene in itself. My breasts were pushed together and up, creating as much of a cleavage as a push-up platform bra did. Wow. I’d have to remember this, even if the bra, being a size smaller, was somewhat uncomfortable. I’d put up with the discomfort if this was the end result.

It was time to exit the changing room and go earn my corn.

I tried to suppress a giggle at that last thought. The absurd image of a sexy-looking chicken in leggings pecking at a pile of corn filled my head. The giggle burst out, and as I reached the doorway and grabbed the handle, the giggle performed a purpose of its own. As I stepped back out into the main room, I was grinning, a nice wide, inviting grin. I hoped they’d all think it was a deliberate display of professionalism. In fact, it was my own absurd mindset playing a trick on me.

* * * *

“Here she is.”

I smiled at Sean, realizing he’d been waiting for this moment.

“Please, guys, give our model a big welcome. After all, it’s bound to be a little daunting for any woman, especially such a beautiful one.”

The dozen or so men all clapped, although a couple had to juggle their cameras to do so. I blushed and tried to keep my smile in place as Sean gestured for me to move toward the center of the room. I could see where I would be posing. That’s where the lights were all clustered, pointing toward a slightly raised dais, which was topped by an oversized yoga mat. Doh! Of course, it was. I suppressed another thought, just how obscene some of the standard yoga positions would look once I was fully naked. I just hoped nobody started barking out instructions to take up those positions. I had a vague idea of what a downward dog looked like, but beyond that, nada. I didn’t do, never had done, and probably never would do yoga, despite how I was dressed. No, I was dressed like this by request not from my own choice.

I stepped up onto the dais, knowing the guys behind would have had a great view of my ass as the material of the yoga pants stretched under pressure from my movement.

It was time to exert at least a modicum of control. “If anybody expects me to ask the fateful question, how do you want me? I’m not going to.” I was surprised at how firm my voice sounded. I kept my smile in place as the guys all chuckled, although I suspect most of the laughter was dutiful rather than full-throated and meant. Still, at least it broke the ice a little.

Sean stepped forward, which didn’t surprise me. “Right, if we’re all ready?” There was a chorus of assents. Well, grunts and nods as much as words. At least there were no dissenting voices.

“For Emma’s benefit. While you were getting ready, we all drew cards, choosing the order we’d give the instructions for how you should pose. Phil drew the short straw and will go first, and then we take it in turns for about a couple of minutes each. Okay?”

I swallowed hard and nodded. I knew why he’d singled out the first guy as the unlucky one. He got to pose me fully clothed. The guy who picked the highest card would be the guy posing me naked. Okay, they’d all be shooting me, but he would be the one controlling how I posed. I could feel a little heat in my face, both embarrassment and a little chagrin that my nudity had been the prize in a game of cards.

The guys had all been spread around the dais, but as one guy stepped forward, I assumed that had to be Phil. The rest seemed to all move to from a semi-circle in front of me. I guess they didn’t want to be in each other’s shots. It made sense. At least I knew the space behind me was empty of men, giving me somewhere to look and hopefully face when it came time for clothing to be lost.

“As Sean said, I’m Phil. Now how about a nice beaming smile to start with? Just keep your hands by your side. Look straight at me. That’s good. Now, advance your left foot, and shoot your hip.”

“Shoot?” My mouth was moving faster than my brain. By the time the words had come out, I had realized he wanted a hip shot position, which would naturally emphasize my figure. Without waiting for him to reply, I pushed my hip all the way out to the side. “I can’t shoot anything, nobody’s given me a gun.”

The laughter this time was far more real than the forced chuckles earlier.

Phil joined in the chuckles and then started his monologue again.

“If you don’t mind, I’d like to get a rear view. So, please, turn around, and grab the back of the chair in front of you. Thank you.”

The instructions were simple enough, and I’d noticed the dining chair positioned toward the far side of the little dais. I’d assumed it was for me to sit on, but Phil had a different idea. As I faced the chair, I realized I had two choices. Grab the chair and turn it so the back was closest to me. That way, when I grabbed it, I’d be standing upright. The other alternative was to lean forward a little, spanning over the seat of the chair. I didn’t need to be any kind of a rocket scientist to know which way Phil wanted me to go. Bend it was.

It wasn’t much of a bend, and he could have achieved more by getting me to place my hands on the seat of the chair. I pushed my butt out toward him, and, not incidentally, everyone else. I could feel the already tight material tightening further. I didn’t think it had gone tight enough to go a bit see-through, but it wouldn’t take much more.

Sure enough, Phil asked for the obvious. “Now, drop your hands to the seat of the chair but keep your legs straight. Bring them together, if you will. Let’s see that lovely thigh gap. Now drop a bit further, place your elbows on the seat. Keep those knees locked out.”

I tried to blot out any thoughts about how much I was revealing, especially so early in the shoot. Not that it mattered in the long run. After all, before this shoot was over, I’d be naked in front of them. Those thoughts had a delicious tinge to them, and I could feel my nipples starting to respond to my thought pattern.

“Time’s up, sorry, Phil. Good job, though. Who’s next?”

“That would be me. Hi, Emma, my name’s Paul. Please lean over a bit further if you would.”

“If I lean any further, my face will be pressed against the chair.”

“If you’re happy with that, please do so.”

I bit back a gasp, knowing the yoga pants would be stretched semi-transparent if I did as he asked. Seeing as I wasn’t wearing underwear, that would expose more than my ass. I hadn’t intended to volunteer to do it, but it appeared the first thing these guys would be seeing would be my ass.

Inspiration hit. “I don’t want to ruin my makeup this early in the shoot.” I kept my voice light and was rewarded by a low rumble of chuckles from most of the guys. Paul didn’t seem to mind. He was smiling when I glanced back at him.

“Well, drop as low as you’re comfortable with, please.”

For a moment, I thought about continuing the joke by standing upright again but thought better of it. Such a sudden move might spoil any number of pictures, even if it did generate a laugh. In the end, I dropped lower, knowing it increased my exposure through the too-tight yoga pants, and cradled my face in my hands, with the back of my hands touching the seat of the chair. I locked my legs out, ramrod straight, and tried not to think too much about how thin the stretchy material had become.

“By the way, how soon do you want to ruin your makeup?”

“I’d rather not.”

“Hold that position, please. You look awesome.”

I bit back a snigger, then let it out. “You mean my ass looks…”

He took the cue. “Awesome.”

“Tell me, just how tight are these yoga pants?”

“Nice and tight. Well-stretched.”

From the cacophony of shutter clicks behind me, I knew they were all taking the chance to capture that shot.

Paul didn’t give me further instructions, so I stayed still for about another minute, then straightened up. “Sorry, getting uncomfortable.”

I wasn’t getting uncomfortable in terms of my back. No, Standing still gave me too much time to think, letting my fantasies start to play. I could feel the heat building, and I really didn’t want a wet patch starting to show. I probably wouldn’t be able to prevent it in a little while, but preferably not yet.

“Sit down, then, Emma. Take a moment. My time’s up anyway.”

I turned back to face them as l and sat back into the chair. The lights were bright and straight into my face, and I had to force myself not to squint. It seemed everyone was closer than they had been. I swallowed hard and kept the smile in place as another man stepped forward. At least Gary was someone I knew. I suspect he’d have preferred to be later in the sequence. He’d already seen and taken pictures of my breasts. I’m sure he’d have been happier with the big reveal.

“Can you cross your legs, please, Emma. Nice. Now tuck your left thumb into the waistband of your yoga pants and drag them down a little.”

I was comfortable with him, so I decided to be cheeky. Keeping my tone light, letting him know the question was a little flirty. “How far?”

“About as far as your toes would be good.”

I gasped, he’d neatly turned the joke back on me, and he hadn’t even hesitated. He’d been a lot more reticent during that first shoot when they’d just been the two of us, with Sean sitting watching. The group emboldened him, so I needed to be careful. I guess everyone thought my goggle-eyed look was funny because they all had their cameras up with the shutters clicking.

I took a deep breath and pulled the waistband down on that side, showing off another tranche of bare flesh.

“Can you match that the other side as well, please?”

He wasn’t asking for anything wrong, so I did as he asked, making sure my thumbs were level. I couldn’t help glancing down to check I hadn’t revealed anything important. I hadn’t, so I breathed a sigh of relief and looked back up again. Would it have mattered, really? I was going to be exposed soon enough.

“Now turn your head to the side, and stare into the distance. That’s great. Can you pout instead of smiling? Look a bit wistful, maybe?”

By the time Gary and the three that came after him had finished, the chair was gone, one of them had removed it, and I was sitting on the floor, leaning back on my hands. My knees were parted and angled up so my feet were flat on the floor. A couple of the photographers were crouched down in front of me, their cameras pointing straight at my crotch. I tried to blank them out as the next guy. I forgot his name the moment he told me it. He told me to reach for the zip on the sports bra. I guessed they’d already decided who would be one who’d get me to expose my breasts.

Honestly, it was rather tight, so losing the bra would help my breathing no end. Besides, it was getting sweaty under the lights. It was time to pay the piper.


Chapter 4

“Now, draw the zip down an inch if you would.”

I tried not to catch my lip in my teeth. It would be a sure sign I was nervous. As a result, I tried to keep the smile in place without it becoming wooden and false. My fingers found the tab, and I took as deep a breath as I could manage. That wasn’t that deep. At least the tight stretchy fabric did a good job of concealing just how hard my nipples were underneath it. I jerked on the tab, and the fabric noticeably loosened. A quick glance down confirmed I’d possibly taken the zip further than he’d asked. In any case, there was more cleavage on view than there had been the last time I looked.

“Take your hand away for a moment and sit up straighter. Maybe arch your back a little. Let’s push those t… puppies out a little.”

I caught his mistake but quickly decided to ignore it. They were tits, after all, so calling them that right here, right now, wasn’t as offensive as it might be in other situations. He grimaced an apology and brought his camera back up in front of his face. I sensed Sean had made to move forward to interrupt, but when I didn’t really react to the slip, he stayed where he was. While his willingness to defend was good, it could have been embarrassing. Not many wall flowers would be prepared to strip naked in front of a whole group of men.

As he asked me to lower the zip another inch, my breathing quickened. I knew how much cleavage I was now showing without having to look. In a word, a lot. My nipples were starting to ache. They were that hard. My arousal level, already at a high level, climbed further, and there was a good chance I could embarrass myself here.

“Good, now undo the zip completely, but don’t let the cups fall away to the side. Give us a good cleavage shot.”

Undoing the zip the last little bit was relatively easy, if a bit fiddly. Stopping the two halves of the garment springing apart and exposing my breasts completely wasn’t so easy. With the top being so tight, its natural inclination was to fly out to the sides, not the shot he wanted. Well, not yet. Just a full-length cleavage shot showing off the inner slopes of my breasts. I tried not to shudder and keep hold of the somewhat slippery fabric while at the same time keeping that hopefully seductive smile on my face.

The clicking of shutters rose in volume again as I took my hands away and hoped the two halves of the top stayed in place. To be fair, I suspected the photographers were hoping for the opposite, to see the fabric slip and expose my nipples. It felt like they wanted that to happen, too, and I suppressed a moan, not wanting them to realize just how turned on I was.

“Hi, I’m Chas. It’s my turn with you now.” He chuckled, and I choked back another shudder. “Now, come up onto your knees and arch your back further than before, and slowly peel those two sides back and away.”

I thought the previous guy would be the one to talk me into being topless, but it appeared I’d been wrong. This was the moment. I whimpered a little and then forced my momentary frown to morph back into a smile. My hands found the two open edges of the sports bra, and I took a deep breath even as I arched my back. It wasn’t a comfortable position, but I knew how it emphasized my breasts and made them look stunning.

As I peeled the two haves to the sides, I heard him give another command. “Slowly, sweetheart, slowly.”

I wasn’t overly happy with the use of the endearment but ignored it and concentrated on doing what he wanted as slowly as possible. The taut fabric scraped across my nipples, and I had to fight hard not to let out a more audible moan at the sensation. It seemed to take an hour, but it was only a few seconds, and then the zip teeth scraped over the tips of my nipples. That brought forth a shudder I couldn’t help, and the shiver popped them out into the open. I knew they wouldn’t want me to move slowly now, so I completed the process of drawing the cups off to the sides much more quickly.

I panted for air as the shutter noises rose to a crescendo. Chas gave me no more commands, letting his camera do the talking and giving his friends their chance to do the same.

“Lose the top completely, if you don’t mind.” He chuckled again. “You won’t need that anymore.” He paused. “Now drop your arms to your sides and hook your thumbs into the waistband of your yoga pants.”

I shrugged the sports bra off my shoulders, knowing the movement made my now naked breasts bounce in front of the group. It slid down my arms, and I let it drop to the floor behind me. Personally, I thought keeping the straps stretched around my wrists would have been a better shot, but they were the ones framing what they wanted. They were the ones paying me.

“Drag the pants down another couple of inches, please.”

I swallowed hard and did as he asked. I couldn’t go much further without exposing my butt. As soon as I did that, I’d be in danger of exposing a lot more, and not just my ass! A few minutes ago, I’d been decently dressed. Now I was topless and about to show everything to a whole group of guys. I didn’t know all their names. Let alone remember the names I did know, and they were all about to be feasting their cameras and their eyes on my secret places. No wonder my arousal was spiking so damned high!

The yoga pants felt like a tourniquet just above the widest part of my hips. I pulled my thumbs clear just to let the blood circulate properly. I guess Chas realized why I’d done that because he didn’t complain. In any case, another guy now stepped forward.

“Hi Emma, I’m Hal. I guess I won the lottery on this session.”

“Oh?” I knew what he meant, but I wanted him to actually say it.

“Can you ease the yoga pants down over your butt, please?”

I could feel how wet I was and knew the front of the yoga pants had to be damp. I knew, too, my hard nipples would draw almost as much attention. They ached for attention, and I hoped nobody had the bright idea for me to lift my hand and cup one of my breasts. Any contact could easily push me over the edge into a climax. I knew they knew I was turned on by exposing myself. That had to be obvious. It didn’t mean I wanted them to witness that particular conclusion.

Knowing the view they would want, especially as they were all clustered in front of me, I slid my hands around behind me and ran my hands down over my ass. I shivered at the contact, aware that movement shook my breasts. Somehow, I suppressed the whimper that would have betrayed how excited I was. Moving my hands down, they encountered the rolled-up waistband of my yoga pants, and I grasped the stretchy material. I assumed they wanted a slow reveal, and when Hal didn’t tell me to move quicker, I carried on slowly, easing the yoga pants down. I heard a couple of murmurs of appreciation and knew the top of my slit had emerged from the cover. A stray waft of air washed across my labia as the pants were eased lower. That air current, even though it was soft, was cool against the wet flesh I was starting to expose. This time I couldn’t prevent the whimper from escaping my lips.

“Very nice. Now push them down onto your thighs.”

The act of removing the extremely tight yoga pants had rolled up the waistband, creating even more of a tight tourniquet around my thighs. I waited for the inevitable command to open my legs. That command, though, would have to be refused as the tight band of fabric wouldn’t release enough to let me do that. I could feel my legs trembling from the effort of staying up on my knees, and I guess that communicated to the guy giving the instructions.

“Sit back down, sweetheart. I can see those pants are way too tight. Roll them down past your knees.”

His order came as a huge relief. I wasn’t sure how long I could have stayed in that position. He thought that was because the pants were too tight. In fact, the real reason was I was close to cumming, and my legs were threatening to give way from that. Yes, the pants were restricting, but I could have stayed there. Sitting down offered me relief from my real symptoms, but I knew it restricted the view they had of my pussy. I needed to correct that in order to prevent them from being disappointed.

Rolling the constriction down past my knees was a bit of a struggle, but at least now they were on thinner territory. It became progressively easier.

“I’m Terry, by the way. Why don’t you lose those pants completely and then stretch your legs out toward us.”

Time was passing faster than I realized, and they’d switched again. It only took a few seconds for me to do as he’d asked and toss the yoga pants behind me. Stretching my legs out, I looked up into the cameras and smiled. The next command was obvious, spread my legs open, showing them everything. The new guy had a slightly different idea, but I knew he was merely prolonging the tease, delaying the inevitable.

“Place your hands behind you and lean back.”

From my earlier experiences, I knew this was a bit of an unimaginative pose, but he was the one calling the shots. The next command was the obvious one.

“Spread your feet about a foot apart. That’s nice, now a bit further.”

“How far?” It was the first time I’d spoken for some time. I was surprised my voice wasn’t in any way shaky.

“About a mile would be good.”

The others chuckled at his fast riposte, and I glared at him for a second before letting the smile return. I knew what they wanted. Apparently, it was called showing pink. Having my legs stretched far apart would pull on my outer lips, opening them and showing inside.

“You’re the boss.” I didn’t move slowly this time. One moment my feet were about a foot apart. The next, I could feel my muscles stretching in my groin as I spread my legs as far apart as possible. When I was nineteen or so, I could have done the splits, but now, a little older, I couldn’t quite manage it.

The shutter buttons clicked in unison, and they were obviously getting the money shot they wanted. A moment later, his next instruction proved that assumption wrong.

“Lean back on your elbows and bend your knees, then lift your feet up into the air. Keep your legs spread like that, perfect.”

I couldn’t help the blush. It was obvious in this position, I was rotating my pelvis so they could see everything. With my legs up in the air and spread so far apart, they could see straight into me. I had to suppress another shudder. The position was too precarious to maintain with my legs in the air like that.

I panted for breath, straining to maintain the position while at the same time keeping a rigid cap on my own excitement. I wouldn’t have to touch myself to climax. Just anticipation and exposure would be enough. I had to force those feelings down.

“And we’ll call it a wrap. Let our model rest, okay guys?”

Sean’s voice cut through the sounds of shutters being pressed. I’m not sure everyone was happy with that, but I know I was. I shot him a grateful smile and let my legs sink back to the surface, breathing heavily and still fighting the need to cum.

Somehow I managed to rise to my feet, step down from the little dias, and make my way back to the changing room. Walking stark naked through the group was a trial in itself, but they respectfully parted to let me through. Just before I reached the door, I sensed there was someone behind me. Seam chuckled as I came to a stop. “Thought you might want to take these.” As I half-turned, he handed me my clothes. Behind him, I could see the others watching the byplay.

“Thank you.”

I made sure the door closed in his face and then leaned back against it as I tried to will my body to calm down. It had been intense. I knew if I let my fingers touch any of my erogenous zones, I’d definitely be screaming in ecstasy, and I really didn’t want to do that here. No, I wanted to save up that particular event, or series of events, for when I got home. Ben thought he was on a promise. He just didn’t know how explosive that promise was going to get.


Chapter 5

Getting dressed for the next set provided me with a dilemma. Since this shoot would be commando, I knew the moment I sat down behind the desk in such a short skirt, I’d be flashing. Did I want to flash a very wet pussy at this group of guys? Or did I want to wipe it dry first? The answer would be simple but for one simple fact. The slightest pressure against my labia, such as using a tissue to wipe it dry, would likely set me off like a bottle rocket. I couldn’t risk the noise I’d make when I came. I didn’t want Sean et al. bustling in to check I was okay, simply to find me naked and in the aftershock of a seriously big orgasm. Far too embarrassing.

In the end, I left it alone. Even if I’d muffled my moans and shrieks, the orgasm would simply provide just as much lubrication as was already there. In all probability, more. Trying to ignore my arousal only seemed to prolong it. Drawing the black stockings up, my legs simply set them trembling again. Slipping the white blouse on over my braless breasts just irritated my nipples with the soft fabric. That blouse, on its own, was borderline obscene. I checked my reflection in the mirror. It was very much a ‘free the nipple’ garment. I could see every detail, including the goosebumps on my areolae.

Pulling the skirt up my legs reminded me just how short the tight charcoal-colored garment was. Buttoning the jacket over the top of the blouse at least concealed my breasts for now, not that I expected the jacket to remain buttoned, or even on, for long. After a couple of minutes of reworking my makeup and an extra coat of red lipstick and I was as ready as I was going to be. At least I wasn’t naked anymore, and the time I’d spent had allowed me to calm down a little, not much, but enough to feel in control again.

Showtime!

As I opened the door and stepped back out into the studio proper once more, I watched all heads swivel to look at me. They’d reconfigured the room while I’d been busy, shifting the dais to one side and moving the desk and chair into the vacated space. I guess, given the cabling, leaving the lights where they were made sense.

“Can you wear that combination to work next week, Emma? You look awesome.”

I smiled at Sean’s compliment. “No chance.” I glanced down at where the tops of the stockings didn’t even reach the hem of the skirt while I was standing straight. “I suspect it would breach every dress code in the book.”

A chorus of chuckles ran around the room, letting me know everyone was tuned into the conversation. I guess it wasn’t news to the other club members that Sean and I worked together. After all, we had to have met somewhere.

Sean smiled and then winked. “We have a different running order this time around, so Terry will be starting off, even though he was the last one last time. The luck of the draw.”

I glanced at the guy Sean had mentioned, and he nodded toward the chair and desk combo they’d set up. There was an open laptop sitting in the middle of the desk, but I could see it wasn’t switched on.

“Please stand next to the chair and put your hand on the back of it. Stand straight but extend your left leg forward a little. That looks good. Extend it a little further. Thank you.”

A quick glance down confirmed the tight skirt had ridden up. All they’d need to do would be to get me to swap legs, and it would ride up even further. I tried not to think about that. They knew I was supposed to be commando under the skirt, so would expect to confirm that fact soon enough.

“Now just scissor your legs a little, end up with the right one forward and the left one back. Just unbutton the jacket as well, thanks.”

I let myself follow the instructions and tried not to think too much about the level of exposure. Another glance down showed the skirt had now hiked up more than another inch. The amount of leg on show was obscene. The jacket swung open, and as Terry got me to change legs again, it billowed out even further. Every one of them could now see exactly how thin the blouse was. My entire cleavage was on display through the thinnest of garments.

“Sit down, please, Emma, and draw the chair up to the desk as if you are working there. Place your hands on the keyboard of the laptop.

“But the laptop’s not on.”

“That’s so we can add in the image the particular photographer wants. A spreadsheet or a letter.” Terry stopped and chuckled. “Or even some nice girl-on-girl porn.”

I gasped and twisted my head to glare at him. ”I don’t watch porn, and I don’t swing that way.”

“Anything like that can be done in post-production. If anyone asks you to stare at the screen with your tongue out, you know what they’ll be photoshopping into the image.” I wasn’t sure if he was trying to make me blush, but if he was trying, he succeeded. I was bright red as I slid into the chair and pulled it closer to the desk. A moment later, I realized what he’d really been doing. He’d used the porn joke to distract me, and I hadn’t been watching what happened with the skirt or the open jacket. The skirt had ridden even higher as I sat down. Anyone directly in front of the desk would only have to stoop to see my slit. The jacket had caught on my arm on the left side and opened up to reveal my entire breast, including the nipple. I glared at Terry, but he grinned and stepped back.

One of the others stepped forward and took charge. They were very smooth with these changeovers. As he spoke, I settled back into the routine of posing. There was little point in trying to correct the accidental exposures. Within minutes, I’d be here naked, anyway. A couple of the guys had already crouched down in front of the desk. Although I caught my bottom lip in my teeth as though I was nervous about what they could see, in reality, my arousal was spiking. It wasn’t a blush coloring my cheeks. It was pure passion. If I wasn’t careful, when they asked me to spread my legs as wide as the desk would allow, I might well climax with no other stimulation. I whimpered and shuffled my feet apart, deliberately flashing my pussy without being told to do so.

I hear a couple of pleased gasps, so before the guy posing to me can tell me to, I deliberately push my knees up against the sides of the kneehole in the desk. That’s it, they’re spread as far apart as they possibly can be. I let out a little whimper knowing that anyone on the right level in front of me can see my entire pussy. The skirt is far too short to hide anything. It might as well not even be there.

The guy in charge of my posing stays silent for about half a minute and then asks me to stand up. I can almost hear the sub-vocalized groans from the others, but he has a very different idea about my exposure.

“Lose the skirt and the jacket, please, Emma, you won’t need them. Then please climb up onto the desk on all fours.”

My highly audible gasp startled laughter from the majority of the men present. That gasp only served to attract their attention to observe the shudder that ran down my body. Ignoring the stockings and heels, the moment I shed the jacket and skirt, all I’d be wearing was the thin, virtually transparent blouse. I’d be effectively naked. Perched on all fours on top of the desk, I’d be showing everything. If I’d thought my arousal had been high earlier, it was climbing the mountain now. I would have to be very careful what I touched and where anything touched me. It felt like the slightest brush against anything on the deks would push me over the edge.

Rising to my feet, on legs that felt very weak, I slowly pushed the jacket back off my shoulders and let it slide down as far as my elbows. My breasts were clearly visible through the bouse, with my erect and diamond-hard nipples pushing out into the thin fabric. I didn’t need to look down to know my areolae had crinkled up, and those goosebumps would also be visible through the fabric.

Dropping the jacket to the chair behind me, my hands moved to the middle of my back, and it was the work of a moment to undo the hook and eye at the top of the zip. Well, it should have been, but my hands were trembling with suppressed desire, and it took longer. It seemed an age, but it was probably only three or four seconds, but I finally had it undone and jerked the zip all the way down. The skirt was tight, and if anything, the lack of underwear made it harder to wriggle down without the smooth satin or lace between it and my skin. Stepping out of the skirt, I knew they could see my pussy out in the open. The blouse didn’t hang down far enough to cover it.

A new voice spoke up. “Up on the desk, please.” I guess someone else had taken over, giving me poses to follow.

I turned side-on to the desk, and there was a general movement as the men gravitated to that end of the desk. When I lifted a leg up onto the desk, they’d all have a great view of my ass flexing, and with my legs apart, they’d see my pussy in even greater detail. I whimpered again and then decided to sit on the desk and swivel my legs up before turning over and up onto all fours. It didn’t show as much during the process, but once in position, they could see everything below my waist.

A ripple of appreciative chuckles went around the room. They’d all seen through my maneuver. It didn’t really matter. My pussy was peeping from between my legs, and that’s the end of the desk they’d all congregated. I debated quickly, spinning to face them, but didn’t bother. They’d only ask me to turn back and then take up an even more lewd position.

I knew they would be able to tell I was turned on. My moisture started leaking out onto my thighs, making them feel damp. I shuddered as I realized I’d only been given instructions on posing by what, three guys? They’d already got me naked below the waist, and I had nine or ten guys who’d be telling me how to pose with everything on display to them. How the hell was I supposed to keep a lid on my own reactions? I was in deep, and it couldn’t get better. I had no idea how I could stave off an orgasm right in front of everyone. I whimpered, partly in distress and partly because my train of thought had kicked me into overdrive. I could feel my legs trembling under the stress of my own heat.

It was a different voice that continued. With them all gathered behind me, I had no idea whose voice it was. “Now, slowly slide your knees out to the sides, lowering yourself toward the desk.”

They weren’t trying to get me lower. No, that was a side effect. What he was asking was for me to spread my knees further apart in order to widen the gap at the top of my legs. I let out a low, earthy moan and hoped the sound didn’t carry as I carried out his instruction. I knew the gap between my legs was close to, no, was, obscene, and I could feel myself nearing the edge.

“Lift your chest up by straightening your arms, arch your back. That’s good. Just spread your knees a bit wider.”

I could feel the muscles in my groin stretching, and as they stretched, they pulled my outer labia further apart. My moan this time was louder than before, and I knew they’d heard me when there was an excited buzz of low-voiced conversation behind me.

“I can’t hold this position much longer!” My plaintiff cry was true, but mainly down to my need to cum if I didn’t release the pressure by reducing the exposure.

“Okay, sweetie, lay down flat and bring your legs together, then roll over onto your back.”

I panted for air as I complied, then released. With the thin blouse on, they could now see everything. I clamped my legs together and felt a couple of drops of my liquor squeeze out onto my thighs. When I opened my legs again, which they’d be asking for soon, my thighs would shine under the lights. I choked back a sob and waited for the next instruction. How the group manipulated me had ignited all kinds of thoughts in my head, not nice ones, sexy ones, naughty ones.

“Sit up and lean back on your hands, open your knees about a foot apart. Take your feet out about the same distance. Can you balance on one hand?”

“Sure.” I wanted to shrug but stayed still.

“Good. Bring one hand in front of you and slowly unbutton the blouse.”

Two minutes later, the blouse was lying over my elbows behind me, my breasts were thrust forward, and my legs were splayed open, exposing everything. What did I do? What do you think? I came and came hard.

My grunts, moans, and groans echoed around the room as my hips bounced and churned on the top of the desk. My eyes squeezed shut as the tremors ran through my body, everything shaking and bouncing around, even my feet. There was a drumming sound in my ears, and I realized, belatedly, that was my heels drumming on the wood.

Thankfully, they cut the shoot short at that point and allowed me to walk past them to the changing room once more. I had no idea how I managed that particular walk of shame. I did hear several camera shutters firing off, taking candid shots as I left them. At least, since they were behind me, they couldn’t capture the flushed nature of my face. That was bright red, a combination of the passion from the orgasm and sheer mortifying embarrassment.


Chapter 6

It was almost midnight as I pulled into our driveway. I wasn’t sure what to expect from Ben. I hadn’t done anything more than I’d said I would, and nobody had touched me, but my disheveled appearance, and the way I reeked of my own sex, would tell him, without words, that I’d crossed at least one line. As long as I didn’t let him smell the inside of the car. I reeked of sex, but the car positively stank, despite me having the aircon cranked to its highest setting. My juices had vaporized and filled the car. Worse still, I was still secreting, and those liquids had seeped through my clothes and into the seat.

He opened the door for me before I reached the porch. At least I’d managed to close the car door and not let him see or smell that. There was a look of concern on his face. At least it wasn’t a glare.

“Are you okay?”

I forced a weak smile and nodded. He stepped aside and let me in.

Once inside, he closed the door and turned to look at me. “Emma?”

“Get me a drink. Coffee would be good. Whiskey might be better.”

“Why, what the hell happened? Who…?” His concern was morphing into anger, and I saw the green monster trying to break free.

I held up my hand to forestall him. “Nobody did anything. Oaky. Nobody as much as touched me.”

“But you look…” His nostrils flared. “ And you smell like…”

“Like what, baby? Like I came?”

He nodded.

I swallowed hard and held up four fingers.

“Four?”

“Yeah. Once during the second set, twice during the third set, and then once more when I was alone in the changing room. That’s why I need a drink.”

“Fuck!”

I smiled weakly again. “Your naughty girl of a wife came three times in front of thirteen men.”

“Thirteen? I thought it was going to be ten?”

“Extras, baby, extras. Does the number matter? They all saw me naked, anyway. Now, give me that drink, and I’ll tell you about it.”

I glanced down at the front of his pants. Despite his shock and obvious concerns, he was hard. Rock hard by the look of him.

I stepped close to him and cradled the side of his face with my hand. “Get me that drink, baby, and I promise I’ll answer every question.” I giggled. “And then you can punish your naughty wife and fuck the living shit out of her. I don’t want to be able to walk in the morning. Is that okay for you?”

He pouted. “I thought you wanted me to pounce on you as you entered the door.”

I smiled into his eyes. “Or that. Up to you, but I would really like that drink.”

Ben’s eyes suddenly started to sparkle, and I realized I’d made a slight mistake. My words could be taken a different way than the one I’d meant. One moment he was standing there passively, listening to me. The next, his hands were on my shoulders, pushing me down to my knees. There was pressure there, yes, but not too much. Only slightly more than a gentle steer in the direction he wanted me to go. I was in no doubt, though, that he was intent on getting what he wanted, and the drink I was going to get wasn’t whiskey or coffee. To be honest, that suited me too. It had only taken me fifteen minutes to drive home, and I was still on a sexual high. What he wanted seemed appropriate to me, too. It meant he’d last longer later. I let conscious thought flee as I dropped to my knees on the hard wooden floor of the hallway.

I started to reach to the front of his pants, but Ben slapped my hands away. I mean slapped, for real. I looked up at him in confusion.

“Naughty girls get taken.”

I shuddered. It appeared Ben was being rather more masterful than normal, and he wanted to take me, not make love to me, or even just to my mouth. I whimpered but stayed where I was while he unzipped and then wrestled his pants and boxers down onto his thighs. His cock sprang out, almost hitting me on my cheek, before bobbing, erect, right in front of my face.

“Leave your hands by your sides.”

I swallowed hard and dropped my hands down, opening my mouth as the realization sank in. I usually used a hand to control the depth he could penetrate my mouth. That was to subdue the gag reflex. Ben didn’t want me to blow him. He didn’t want me to control any part of it. He wanted to fuck my face, probably hard and fast. Ben didn’t want one of my usual, loving blowjobs. No, he wanted something altogether more primal, more animalistic. My husband was reclaiming me.

His hands gripped the side of my face as he dipped his hips and then pushed his cock forward. His aim was true, straight into my open mouth. It scraped over my teeth, and I opened wider so it wouldn’t be painful. He wasn’t letting me tease him with my tongue, either. Pushing that down to the base of my mouth, he kept on pushing in. I knew my eyes were big and round, but he didn’t stop. We always worked up to this point, but not tonight. Tonight he was, as I said, taking me, reclaiming me. My arousal peaked again, rising to match that of my husband. It had been high already. I’d just cum four times, but it had subsided a little as I drove home. This greeting, if it could be called that, pushed me right back up again.

I felt him bump against the back of my tongue, and he mercifully stopped. Obviously, he was still my Ben, not that intent on punishing me. Even so, my mouth was full, a lot fuller than it would usually be at this stage of a blow job. He pulled back out until just the tip was in my mouth, then thrust hard again, going, if anything, deeper than before. I couldn’t help gagging, but that didn’t stop him. My mouth flooded with saliva, and as he pulled back again, I had to swallow to prevent myself from drooling onto the thin cotton sundress I’d worn to travel in.

This time as he thrust in, I tried to close my lips around his intruding cock, and apply a little suction. Above my head, he moaned in appreciation, and I tried to look up at him. His expression was set in a rictus of a snarl, showing me just how much he wanted, no, needed this. I whimpered around the blockage in my mouth, and he groaned again as he made eye contact.

That was it, enough for him. No more foreplay. He started fucking my mouth for real at that point. I tried to bring my hands up to hold myself steady against his thighs, but he almost snarled. “No hands!” I moaned around him and let my hands drop back to my sides. He clearly meant for me to have no control over this, no control whatsoever. I didn’t think he would have a lot of control, either. I couldn’t taste anything that suggested he’d masturbated during the evening, so I expected him to be quick.

He pulled my face forward harder still, and this time I felt the heck of his cock hit the top of my throat. I gagged. Of course, I did, and I couldn’t prevent the drool that flooded my mouth from leaking out. The whimper was different, too, a mix of passion and distress, and I could feel my eyes starting to tear up. Ben wasn’t backing off, and he did it again and then again.

I felt a couple of drops of my spittle land on the exposed part of my upper chest, and I moaned around his cock. He pulled out a little further, giving me a respite, allowing me to swallow the excess saliva. Then he thrust in again. He didn’t let up, and after another minute or so, I’d managed to get my gag reflex back under control. I couldn’t stop the drooling, though, nor the way my eyes were watering. He wasn’t hurting me, not really, and what he was doing was turning me on, but it wasn’t something we usually did, which, I guess, was no bad thing.

His thrusts were building up, getting harder and, at the same time, more erratic. He was getting close. Good, because the way my throat and mouth were being buffeted wasn’t sustainable. Without thinking about it, I lifted my hand up and squeezed my left breast. I moaned, then when he didn’t say anything in objection, I brought my other hand up and squeezed that breast too. Moving from kneading the mounds of flesh to pinching my nipples, I moaned again, louder this time, as flashes of fire swept through me.

Suddenly he pushed all the way into my mouth and held firm. I felt his cock trying to expand in the enclosed space and knew he was about to cum. As the first surge splashed into my throat and he grunted above me, I looked up at him and gave my nipples a savage twist. It was enough to push me over the edge as well. It wasn’t a big climax for me, but it was the most satisfying of the evening. I was where I was supposed to be as my body thrummed with pleasure. He spent himself straight down my throat, so I almost couldn’t taste his slimy goo.

A few seconds later, he relaxed the pressure on my cheeks and let me go as he stumbled back. I let go of my breasts and doubled over, my hands stopping me from collapsing all the way to the floor. I retched momentarily and then concentrated on regaining control of my breathing. Instantly Ben was contrite and dropped to his knees next to me.

“Are you okay? Shit! I’m sorry, I guess I got carried away.”

The sheer absurdity of the guy who’d just given me an orgasm apologizing for the fact was absurd. So ridiculous that I started giggling, even though my throat hurt. After a moment, I nodded my head to let him know I was okay, and he pulled me into an enveloping hug. It was what I needed more than anything else.

I let him hold me for a couple of minutes as my breathing returned to normal, then pushed myself into an upright position. I had no recollection of how I’d gone from all fours to sitting against him.

I looked down, seeing the mess my drool had made on the front of my dress. My cheeks also felt wet, so I didn’t need to look to know my face was a mess where my makeup had run. I glared up at him, “Bastard!”

He chuckled. “Reclaiming what is mine.”

“Yours?” I feigned affront, but he just chuckled.

“You know what I meant. Now why don’t you go grab a quick shower, and I’ll bring you a nice adulterated coffee.”

“Adulterated?” I seemed to be incapable of speaking in sentences of more than one word.

“Yeah, a nice slug of whiskey.”

I shuddered again. That sounded heavenly.

“By the way, one thing.”

“Which is?” Og great, two words this time.

“Don’t bother getting dressed again after your shower. Anything you do put on will simply be ripped off you.”

I glanced down at his pants. His cock was still sticking out of his fly, and it was still hard. Despite the rough treatment, I’d just endured, I already knew I wanted more.

Reaching down, I undulated to get my dress out from under my body and then pulled the stained garment off over my head.

“Why wait, tiger? Why wait?”

Ben gave a growl and almost football-tackled me to lie back on the floor as he rolled on top of me. My legs spread to accept him even as his fingers scrabbled the gusset of my panties out of the way. Why wait, indeed.

End of Part 5


Part 6 – Club Again




Chapter 1

The following Friday was a layoff day again, so I would be home all day. Since it was also a layoff day for Sean, I wasn’t surprised when he suggested he collected on his payment by posing for him on his own. I’d frowned at him, but he was within the terms of our agreement for him to find me work as a model.

He knew I didn’t have a desk we could use that way. Ben’s desk in the corner of the den was actually fixed to the wall so it could be folded up if not in use. Sean, of course, had an answer for that as well. We’d simply use the dining table instead of a desk.

I’m not sure Ben was too happy about the situation, about him being at work while Sean replicated the raunchy shoots from the club in the privacy of our home. He knew Sean would send him copies of all the pictures, but that shoot had been the raunchiest by far.

“Are you going to cum for him?” His glare suggested he wanted a negative answer. Not that we had time for a long conversation, let alone an argument. He was already running late for work, and I had to get ready for Sean, who’d be arriving in just under an hour.

“Am I intending to? No, definitely not. I can’t help it if the situation gets me going, though, can I?” I cuddled up to him, deliberately letting the top of my robe gape open to display my left breast as far down as my nipple. Sure enough, Ben took the proferred opportunity and reached in and cupped it, squashing my hardening nipple against his palm. I almost purred as I arched my back, pressing myself into his hand. “You know, exposing myself to the camera has an effect on me. You didn’t seem to mind reaping the benefits last week, and I’m sure you’ll garner the rewards tonight when you get home.”

He frowned and shook his head, then smiled and leaned in for a kiss. As he did so, his hand slid over my breast, catching my nipple between his thumb and forefinger. Of course, he squeezed the hard nub.

“Ow!”

“Want me to kiss it better.”

“No, I want you to go to work before you lose that job, and I end up trying to get Sean to find you a few modeling gigs too.”

Ben shuddered. “Your bag, not mine. Be good.”

He brushed his lips over mine again and headed out the door. That’s when I realized he’d been fondling my breasts with the front door open all the time. I let out a startled squeak and swung the door to. Yes, I was prepared to flaunt myself in front of a camera or even a group of cameras, but flashing on the front doorstep? No, that was a different kind of exhibitionism, not my bag at all, to borrow Ben’s phase. With the door safely secured, I headed up to the bedroom to get ready.

Since I hadn’t worn the jacket and skirt for very long at the camera club, they hadn’t had a chance to get dirty. At least that had saved a dry cleaning bill. The blouse had been a different story, so that had been laundered and was hanging in my wardrobe next to the business suit. The stockings would have to be a different pair—crawling around on their desk had laddered the original pair. Sean had been happy to let me pick a different color, and I’d gone with taupe rather than black. For the third set, I had a bigger problem. The lace frippery I’d worn hadn’t survived the experience, at least, not without some running repairs to the shoulder straps and the tie sides of the panties. Although those repairs made the garments serviceable, the repairs were too obvious for camera work. I’d haunted the bargain shops to find something similar at a reasonable price but hadn’t been able to find anything.

Sean had solved that for me, telling me he had something I could model, and he’d let me have it. However, there would be a price. Of course, there was. There was always a price for everything Sean did for my modeling jobs. Not a monetary price, either. No, he wanted to get some candid shots of me getting ready between the first and second sets. I’d have to let him into the bedroom to do that. He was also keeping that outfit a complete surprise, not telling me anything about it. He also insisted I’d model that in the family room and not in the den or dining room. That had given me a cause for concern. The family room was at the front of the house, not the back, and I thought drawing the drapes would be a giveaway that something untoward was happening. After a little to and fro about it, he’d allowed me to move the second shoot to the den. He hadn’t named a price for that, but I knew there would be one.

I hadn’t told Ben any of that, but I was fairly sure Sean knew where my boundaries were. He enjoyed taking pictures of my scantily clad and naked body. Crossing my hard lines would put a stop to that. Golden goose analogy and all that. I felt safe, and in any case, Ben would get a copy of all the pictures taken today so he’d know everything about the shoot. I smiled to myself. Ben always enjoyed looking at those pictures, usually with a naked, or half-naked, wife on his lap as he clicked through them. There again, I enjoyed that too.

* * * *

I was ready well before Sean arrived. With no underwear to fuss with, it hadn’t taken as long as a full outfit would have done. As on the night, my makeup was understated, and my hair, although carefully arranged, wasn’t elaborate. I had the coffee made and was halfway down my first mugful when Sean knocked on the door.

By the time he’d knocked, he’d already brought his pile of aluminum cases to the porch.

“Morning, gorgeous.”

I glared at him as he ran his appreciative gaze up and down the length of me. The skirt was, as it had been last week, scandalously short and didn’t meet the top of the holdup stockings, leaving a good couple of inches of bare skin on view. The jacket, although fastened with its single button, covered me well enough. It did, however, leave a did v exposed down the front. The super thin blouse didn’t really provide any coverage at all, so my cleavage was obviously on view, too, between the lapels of the jacket.

I sniffed. “Nothing you haven’t already seen. Coffee?”

“Please, I’ll set this lot up in the dining room.”

“Okay. Coffee coming up.” I turned and walked away, sure that Sean would be staring at my swaying butt as I headed through to the kitchen. That was the problem with such an open-plan layout. He could see me from virtually anywhere inside the house.

Ten minutes later, I was leaning on the breakfast bar as he finished setting up his lights, so they all pointed toward the window end of the dining room. It didn’t take a brain surgeon to work out where he would want me to sit to start off the shoot.

“Ready for you. Are you ready?”

“Can I say no?”

“You can say it…” He didn’t need to complete the sentence, so with a resigned air, I moved through into the dining room, handing him his coffee in passing, and moved to the other end of the room.

“Please take a seat right there.”

I gave him a smile, a bit forced, but still a smile, and slid onto the seat. The dining table was a lot bigger than the desk, and since it had a simple arrangement of legs and not the kneehole of the desk, it was a lot wider below the table too. When the time came, it was obvious I’d be spreading my legs a lot wider as a result, exposing myself in an even more obscene manner.

Just as before, the anticipation of the shoot was working its effect on me, my arousal starting to rise, my nipples hardening as the thin fabric covering them moved when I moved. It wasn’t thick enough to irritate the sensitive buds, but it could, and did, stimulate them. Even just sitting there, my nipples grew ever harder. I was heating up lower down too.

The simple act of sitting down had made the skirt ride up as well, exposing even more of my upper thighs. Sean took one look from the side and immediately started to adjust his lights. “Give me a minute.”

“Sure.” I was in no hurry to get started. Starting the shoot meant exposing myself, so sitting still and watching was a nice respite before what was to come. He grabbed one of the lights and surprised me by collapsing the stand. A moment later, he’d lowered the bright light to below the level of the table and turned it on. I gasped as I realized it would be lighting up the area between my legs, exposing my naked groin in its every detail.

“That wasn’t how they shot me.”

“So?” His look told me to stop querying things. After all, I was required to pose in a similar fashion as the original shoot but not match it exactly. If he wanted to vary the shots, I couldn’t really complain. My pro forma objection, having been dealt with, Sean picked up his camera and moved to the far end of the table.

“What, no laptop, so you can superimpose me watching porn using Photoshop?”

He chuckled. “Nah, I can set you up with my laptop if you like, and you can watch porn for real.”

I glared at him and blushed. He’d had too ready an answer for me.

His grin widened as he watched me shiver, and then he brought his camera up and took a couple of pictures of my face.

“Right, I’m going to duck down now.”

My blush intensified. As soon as he was below the level of the table, I knew what the next instruction would be.

Sure enough, his head had barely disappeared when he said the words I’d been expecting. “Spread your feet about a foot apart, please.”

I did as he said but decided to toy with him a little by moving my feet but keeping my knees pressed tightly together.

Sean laughed, the sound echoing from under the table. I guess he’d moved a little toward me under there, the better to get the angle he wanted. “Go on, then, move then another foot apart. I bet you can’t keep your knees together then.”

My feet were now outside the line of the chair legs, and he was right. I couldn’t keep my modesty by clamping my knees together. Not anymore. With a sigh, I let them relax apart, knowing the light under there was illuminating my pussy right in front of his camera.

“Shuffle your butt forward in the chair and relax those knees further apart.”

The move achieved several things. It tilted my pelvis so, exposing me more while at the same time spreading my knees wider, completing the exposure. The simple act of sliding a few inches forward would, of course, leave the skirt behind, further increasing the exposure. I whimpered, reacting as I had at the club, my body heating up as my desires increased. I could feel how warm and puffy I was and knew I was almost certainly moist, if not actually wet. I wasn’t sure if that moisture would be apparent to Sean, but given the bright light he was using, and the crystal clarity of his camera lens, it probably was.

“Someone’s enjoying posing again.”

“Shut up!”

He just chuckled, and I could hear the faint click of his shutter as he fired off shot after shot. A minute later and he reappeared at the other end of the table and readjusted the light. Obviously, the under-table portion of the shoot was over.

“Stand up, undo the jacket button, and lean on the table, please.”

He’d been photographing my naked pussy. Now he wanted his camera to be able to access my breasts. As soon as I leaned forward, the jacket would swing open, exposing the thin, translucent blouse that was the only covering on my chest. I tried not to let it get to me. After all, he and the other guys had seen them in all their glory the week before.

As I thought, as I leaned forward, the now open jacket gaped wider than it had when I’d been standing straight. Sean moved around me, capturing the shots he wanted from a lot of different angles. More than the other guys had done.

“Now, please use the chair to climb up onto the tabletop. Don’t worry. I won’t be taking any candid shots. Just get onto the table as elegantly or inelegantly as you like.”

I flashed him a quick smile as he lowered his camera. He might not be taking any upskirt shots as I climbed onto the table, but that didn’t mean he wouldn’t be looking. I couldn’t think how to do it without flashing him, anyway. Not that he hadn’t just spent taking pictures up between my legs, anyway.

“I thought my skirt came off first?”

“It did there, but here… No, I have a different idea.”

“I thought we would be matching what happened at the club. That was the deal.”

“And here I am, being more of a gentleman and giving you a chance to stay a little more covered. I’m merely adapting the shoot to fit the circumstances and location.”

I couldn’t really complain. After all, he’d ducked under the table to take some very revealing shots that nobody else had taken at the club. So being a little more modest wasn’t something I could complain about.

He’d been right. There wasn’t a way to climb onto the table elegantly. I put one foot on the chair and levered myself up. The skirt seemed to shoot up my leg rather than ride up. I knew it was above the level of my pussy, but there was nothing I could do about it. I gave him a glare, but he wasn’t looking at my face. Now there’s a surprise. My core pulsed at the licentious thought, and I choked back the gasp that threatened to burst from my lips. I knew I was wet now and also knew he could see that for himself.

“Nice. I think the jacket’s not required now, is it?”

I gave him another level look but stayed up on my knees and let the jacket slide back off my shoulders. My breasts were now fully on show, albeit covered by the transparent fabric of the blouse. Dropping the jacket back, I let it fall behind me, grabbed it in my fingers, and swung it to the side to let it fall to the floor. Sean concentrated on fiddling with his camera, and then I heard the shutter fire several times in quick succession. He was getting the shots he wanted, so I stayed still until he spoke again.

“Undo the zip on the skirt and ease it down over your hips. Let it fall to your knees but trap it there, then drop forward onto all fours.”

I swallowed and followed the instruction. I knew nothing now covered me below my waist, and the skirt wrapped around my knees would make an obscene backdrop for my slit peeking out from between my legs. Sean kept shooting pictures as I eased the skirt down, and he dipped lower as I dropped my hands in front of him. A moment later, he straightened and then moved around behind me. Yep, pussy between the legs time. I shuddered and suppressed another moan as my arousal spiked.

“Push your knees as far apart as the skirt will allow, and balance on one hand and slowly unbutton the blouse.”

My breathing was quickening, and my nipples were complaining about being caressed by the thin fabric of my top. I knew my slit was pouting from between my legs, and Sean was alternating from taking a picture from behind me and another from the side. In fact, I tried to time the undoing of the buttons so he could take a picture as each one came undone.

“Happy?”

“No.” My smile and choked-off giggle gave the lie to my answer as the last button came undone.

“Sit back up and lose the blouse. Keep your knees apart.” He moved to stand in front of me again and shoot picture after picture of me shrugging the blouse off my shoulders, letting it fall behind me, and then tossing it to the floor. I let my arms drop to my sides and froze in place, knowing he had a clear view of my slit between my legs, even though my knees were only about eighteen inches apart.

“Lift your arms above your head and arch your back.”

I couldn’t prevent the whimper as I knew this would emphasize my breasts and make the shot even more erotic than it already was.

“Now spin around and lie back on the table. Slide the skirt toward your feet, then lift your legs and point your feet toward the ceiling, keeping the skirt wrapped around your ankles.”

Surprise, surprise, that would rotate my hips and show off my pussy to the fullest degree possible. I couldn’t prevent the low moan from escaping my lips this time. I wasn’t far off coming, and I hadn’t touched myself yet. The second he told me to, I knew I’d explode. I knew he would do so, too. That was a given. Sean was always going to push the envelope and take the shoot one step further than the previous photographers had done.

“Kick the skirt off, sweetie. You’re looking great.”

The skirt joined the rest of my clothes on the floor, leaving me in just the taupe holdups and my shoes. My breathing was starting to get ragged, and I was sure Sean had noticed the flush which was infusing my face.

“Lower your legs to the table, but keep your feet spread as far apart as possible.”

I knew I looked obscene lying like this, but I was struggling to stay still.

That’s when Sean issued the fateful instruction. “Lift your left hand up and cup your left breast. Bring your right hand up and tweak your right nipple.”

I shook my head, letting him know I wasn’t willing to do that, but my hands gave the lie to that. My left nipple tried to burrow into my palm as it seemed to scream for the contact. My right nipple responded to the feel of me pinching it by sending a jolt through my nervous system. Straight to my core. I didn’t need to touch myself between my legs, my nipples were the only part of me being physically stimulated, but that was enough. My butt bounced on the table as my back arched. I stiffened and squealed as I came and came hard. The whole exposure had been driving me to this point. Just meeting Sean, knowing he knew I was commando under such a short skirt, had pushed my arousal high. Slowly stripping and then writhing on the table like this had pushed me to the brink. Just the merest touch of my hands to my oh-so-sensitive nipples had pushed me off that cliff.

The orgasm was a doozy. I went stiff and then writhed and then stiffened again, my entire body shaking with the force of the pleasure coursing through me. All the while, I was peripherally aware of Sean circling the table taking shot after shot of my naked, perspiring body. At least his camera wasn’t recording the sounds I was making as my moans and squeals reverberated off the walls. They seemed preternaturally loud to my own ears. I might have been deafening him!

It took a minute or more for the sounds and movements to die down, leaving me squashed down into the hard surface of the table, desperately trying to suck in oxygen to replenish my tortured lungs.

“Wow, Emma! Awesome.”

I pushed myself up onto my elbows, knowing my breast shifted on my chest. As I sat up, they seemed to stand out, heavy and full. My nipples refused to lie flat, sticking straight out.

“Take your time.”

I was suddenly bashful, wanting to be covered, not let him see my naked form, despite what he’d already witnessed and photographed.

“I need a shower.”

He waved his camera in front of him. “Candid shots, remember.”

I glared at him and shook my head. “Shower, and no, you’re not getting candid shots in the bathroom.”

“Okay, okay. I’ll wait in the bedroom. Just remember to walk out of the bathroom naked.”

I just glared at him but knew I couldn’t win. I’d agreed to the candid shots to avoid having to get dressed in the overly tight exercise gear. At least the bedroom shots would avoid me having to squeeze myself into that outfit once more. Ben might have been a fan when I’d put them on for him earlier in the week, but it wasn’t an experience I wanted to repeat too often.


Chapter 2

When I emerged from the bathroom after cleaning up my face, Ben sat on the bed, grinning. I glanced suspiciously at the laptop, but it was still folded down. I don’t think he’d gone against his word and looked beyond the pictures of the first session I’d shot with Sean that morning. Although I’d gone into the bathroom to wash his goo off my face where it had leaked from my mouth, and at the same time gargle to clear the taste, it still felt like déjà vu.

This morning I’d emerged naked from the en-suite to find Sean waiting for me. I glanced around the door frame to check where he was in the room. He’d been good, he didn’t have his camera in front of his face to capture my naked entry from the bathroom, but it was close to hand for him. Now I only had to contend with my husband. His goofy grin simply reminded me I’d just blown him after insisting he didn’t click through the other images while I cleaned up.

“Come on. I want to see.” He patted the bed beside him.

I wanted to see the images, too. The first set had been very hot indeed. Especially those Sean had shot under the table. I’d been right. The bright light had lit every part of my pussy as if it was in clear daylight. No, scratch that. Even brighter than that. He’d zoomed in, too. It seemed like the camera lens had been right in there between my thighs. Ben’s reaction had been extreme. Hence the blow job to take his edge off. There again, it had taken my edge off just as much, with memories of what had happened when I’d come home from the camera club. Then it had been the confession I’d cum four times, three of them in front of a dozen or more guys, that had triggered Ben. Tonight it had simply been the pictures Sean had taken, extreme close-ups of my pussy.

I stood still, just inside the bedroom, and struck a pose for Ben, much as I’d ended up doing for Sean earlier. Ben let out a tuneless whistle. “You look gorgeous. I can’t believe Sean got to see you like that, all pink and soft from the shower.”

“Stop it. If anything, it was embarrassing.”

“Why? Obviously, he’d already seen everything, in his case, multiple times.”

“Those had been pre-prepared events. I’d known what I was showing.”

“Doh! You were naked, so obviously, you were showing everything. I don’t see the difference.”

I glared at my husband. At times, he could be dense, and this time was one of those. It had been different for me. I gave up arguing with him and flounced over to the bed, knowing his gaze was centered, with laserlike precision on the sway of my breasts as I moved. My nipples hadn’t flattened fully after our oral session, even though Ben hadn’t got me off. They hardened again under the pressure of his gaze.

His grin, if anything, grew wider, and he patted the bed next to him. For a moment, I debated pulling a t-shirt on to cover myself, then decided I would be hurting myself more than cutting off his view. Sure enough, as I swung my legs onto the bed, Ben’s arm went around my shoulder, his hand dropping to fall on the upper slope of my breast. I cocked an eyebrow, but his grin didn’t lessen at all.

“Come on, let’s see the photos he took of you in here. Besides, you didn’t show me the surprise outfit he got you to put on.”

“There wasn’t that much to it.”

“Ooo… Interesting.”

“Stop it.” I playfully smacked his arm, but he ignored the contact and powered up the laptop, then started clicking through the pictures. The first dozen or so were of me posing just inside the bedroom, more or less where I’d been standing just now. Then they continued, more or less, a stop motion of a very naked me walking across the room toward the foot of the bed. Sean was positioned next to, but not in front of, the window, giving him a clear view as I closed on the small carrier bag he'd placed on the floor.

I remembered what had happened and shivered in Ben’s arms.

“Let me move to behind you, and then I want you to bend down, but keep your legs straight.”

I’d glared at him, but it had bounced off. I knew the shot he would be getting, the split peach of my pussy peeping out from between my legs. I sighed and watched as he stood in front of the dressing table and brought his camera back up. Turning, I bent at the waist and reached for the bag.

“Take each item out of the bag one at a time and lay them on the bed. Spread your feet a few inches apart.”

I’d shivered then, knowing that doing as he asked made his view of me even more salacious, and the slow extraction of the outfit meant I’d be exposed like that for far longer. Nevertheless, I followed his instructions. There obviously wasn’t a lot in the small bag, my fingers encountering lace and nylon and not a lot else.

The first thing I grabbed was a balled-up pair of stockings. Once I had them clear of the bag, I could see they were black. Not exactly original, but I wasn’t complaining.

The next item was the thinnest pair of panties I’d ever set eyes on. There was no double layer at the gusset, and they were just mesh, no pattern, no lace flowers or anything, just see-through mesh. They would cover but wouldn’t conceal anything. I could feel a little heat rising to my face at the thought of wearing them, then remembered I was naked in front of him anyway. Wearing those wouldn’t show him anything he couldn’t already see.

The final thing in the bag was an extremely short baby-doll nightie. The same thin mesh as the panties, and it was halterneck with a tie between the breasts. I straightened up and held the garment out. It might come down as far as my waist, but no further. The tie wasn’t between my breasts as I first thought. No, it was lower than that, just about in line with the bottom of my breasts. Tied tight, it would give me a devastating cleavage.

“Sit on the bed and put the stockings on first. Then move over to your wardrobe and find yourself a nice high pair of black heels.”

I raised an eyebrow. “I thought this was a candid set. You’re posing me. That’s not exactly candid by any definition, I understand.”

Sean chuckled. “Candid means inside the changing room, not in front of the lights. Well, that’s what it means in this case. Now, stockings, or do you want to spend the day naked with me? I wouldn’t object.”

The glare I shot him would have melted steel, but it bounced off him. With a sigh, I straightened up, turned, and sat down. As I unballed and straightened the stockings, I knew to keep my legs parted without him having to tell me. After all, those were the shots he wanted as I put my stockings on. To be honest, I could feel my core starting to respond, and my nipples were anything but flat. I didn’t think I was wet again yet, I hadn’t been when I’d dried myself after the shower, but it wouldn’t be long. The exposure in front of a camera was working its charm on my libido once more.

Pulling the stockings on one at a time, over my feet and up to my ankle, took but a moment. Smoothing them up my legs took longer, though. Achieving that sitting down meant bending my legs a lot, which exposed my slit to the camera. I couldn’t avoid that. Standing and bending at the waist to do so would have exposed more, especially my breasts hanging down heavily and swaying as I moved. At least by staying sitting, I could keep my upper body relatively still. Only relatively, mind you, but anything was a win for me.

“I know you expect me to tell you to put the nightie on, but you can put the panties on, then stand up to smooth them against you.”

I cocked another inquisitive eyebrow at him. “You mean you want pictures of me running my fingers over my pussy.”

“That too, sweetie, now you’ve suggested it.”

My lips set in a straight line, but he ignored my facial expression and concentrated on taking shot after shot as I pulled the panties up my legs. They couldn’t really be called panties. There was nothing to them. They were so thin I could even see the swirls of my fingerprints through the gauzelike material.

Of course, pulling and smoothing the panties into place necessitated me running my hands over my ass and finally over my mound. I wasn’t surprised to find the early traces of moisture there. From the position of Sean’s hands on his camera, I knew he was zooming in tight on what had to be my exposed slit through the gossamer fabric. I suppressed a mona and tried to think of anything I could that wasn’t sexy.

To cover my arousal, I reached behind me and fished the baby doll off the bed, and pulled it on over my head. The halter neck was simple Velcro, but it was at least fastened. The tie below my breasts took a couple of moments, but I eventually managed to tie a neat bow on the second attempt. As I moved to retrieve my black heels from the wardrobe, I saw my reflection in the full-length mirror. I’d been right. The outfit was obscene. No other way to describe it. The thin material seemed to shadow my skin rather than cover anything. My nipples were in full view. Even the goosebumps the exposure was forming on my areolae were visible through it. The naked plunge of my cleavage was glaringly obvious, a pale contrast to the darkened breasts on either side. There was at least three inches of bare skin between the bottom of the nightie and the top of the panties. The panties were worse than the baby doll. I could see my slit through it, clear as anything. I might as well have been naked.

“I can see why you wanted to surprise me with this outfit. It’s obscene!”

Sean laughed. “More than obscene, you should see the back view.”

I spun around, how could I not, and checked what he was talking about. If anything, the panties were thinner at the back, where they stretched over my butt.

“Fuck!”

He grinned and lifted the camera back up. He was capturing a front view, with the back view neatly reflected in the mirror behind me. After a couple of seconds, during which the shutter must have clicked a dozen times, I spun around, and now he was capturing the back view with the front view reflected. I held the position for a couple of seconds, then opened the wardrobe, removing the reflection, and bent over to retrieve my shoes. Of course, the act of bending to pick up the shoes stretched the thin panties over my butt. Sean continued to take shot after shot as I fought down the desire to glare at him.

Once I had the shoes on, Sean lowered his camera and motioned to the door. “Let me get downstairs first and take some shots of you descending the stairs. You’ll look amazing.”

I glared at him this time, but inside I was relieved to escape the bedroom. Early on, we’d had a rule about the bedroom being out of bounds to him, but that rule had gone by the wayside. I was pretty sure he’d be asking for similar candid shoots in the future, assuming there was a future.

I leaned back into Ben’s arms as he clicked through the sequence of pictures. Me lying on the couch in the den wearing the gauzelike babydoll. The pictures were taken from every angle as Sean had moved around the couch as I stretched out. If anything, those pictures were even more obscene than the candid ones. Eventually, Ben closed the laptop down with a snap.

“You like?”

He didn’t answer, not in words. He grabbed my hand and brought it across to feel his hardness. “Does that answer your question?”

“You know it does, baby.” I turned in his arms and straddled him, my naked body meeting his as our lips met in a searing kiss. I rubbed myself against the length of him, then adjusted my position so I could straddle him properly. He used one hand to hold me steady as I lifted up and one hand to point his cock at my more than willing pussy. With a satisfied grin, I sank down onto my husband, feeling him filling me.

I’d expected Ben to last longer this time, having just cum, but I guess the shots of his virtually naked wife masturbating in front of Sean’s camera had been enough to get him worked up. I was a little disappointed that I only came one, but there again, I’d managed three orgasms earlier in the day, so who was I to complain. Most women wouldn’t complain about that at all.

Afterward, as I lay cuddled up to him, our sweaty bodies still touching, my leg lying on top of his thigh, I lifted my head and asked him a simple question. One I knew didn’t have the simplest answer.

“So, what do you really think about this second shoot at the club?”


Chapter 3

At least I was dressed and, therefore, decent when Sean knocked on the dressing room door.

“Come in.”

He didn’t open the door too wide. This shoot had been set up so that Sean was the only one there who knew what I would be wearing. Well, what I would be wearing at the start of the shoot. His body blocked the narrow opening, preventing anyone else from grabbing a sneak peek.

“You ready?”

“In a word, no.” I smiled to show him I was joking. In reality, I was only partially joking. The pre-shoot nerves were kicking in like crazy. This shoot and the two that would follow were an order of magnitude beyond the previous ones. Ben hadn’t been too happy about it when we’d discussed it. Timing it so I caught him in a post-orgasmic haze had been a good idea. Even so, getting his agreement hadn’t been easy. Now, as I was about to walk out into the studio to take part in the shoot, I was far less sure than I had been when I’d discussed it with Ben.

Of course, the guys had all given assurances, but at the same time, the only guy there that I knew well enough to be sure of trusting was Sean, and he wouldn’t be taking part. No, he’d simply expect me to duplicate the shoot next week, just with him. Not quite sure how he was going to be able to do that, but that was his problem, not mine.

The outfit was borderline creepy if I was totally honest. I’d refused to go the co-ed costume route the previous time, but this time around, they’d insisted. The too-short kilt didn’t meet the stocking tops by several inches. Even more, thigh was exposed than had been with the business suit the last time. At least the white blouse wasn’t as thin, although you could see the lace of my underwear through it, just not in detail. The jacket was tight, well, a blazer rather than a jacket, and I’d found a fake school crest to velcro onto the front. I wasn’t sure how secure that was, but at least it completed the look. I hadn’t gone the full pigtails route and just put my hair in a long ponytail. I thought the outfit was creepy, but it was clear from Sean’s reaction he thought it was perfect.

“Sexy as fuck, Emma. Really adorable. You are going to knock their socks off.”

“As long as nothing comes off, for real.”

“Don’t worry. They all know the rules. Anyone breaks them, they’ll get pounded by the others for ruining the shoot.”

“Hmm…”

Sean could see I still had reservations, but he just smiled. “You’ll be fine. If you feel anxious at all, just think about the money. This shoot is going to net you a lot.”

I sighed, “I know.” After a moment longer, I nodded. “Okay, let’s get to it. I’m ready.”

He pushed the door open and stood to one side to let me walk out into the studio. They were all there, the same gang as last time, and, of course, they were all staring at me. There were a couple of appreciative whistles, and a couple of them clapped softly as they drank in the details of my fake co-ed look. God, I was mid-twenties. Did they really think I could carry off this look, pretend to be something I wasn’t?

“Where am I supposed to stand?”

“The other side of the table., if you will.”

Today was going to be a different scenario from the previous ones. They’d set up a card table in the middle of the studio, complete with piles of chips and four seats around the table. I wasn’t going to be playing for my clothes. Four of them would be, instead. A different group for each hand. Whenever someone won a hand, they got to win a piece of my clothing, and someone else would take their place at the table. Every other hand, the rest of the players would also change out. That way, everyone had a chance to win clothing, and everyone had a chance to take pictures. It made sense from their point of view, if not entirely comfortable from mine.

“Right, will the first four players take their seats? Gary, I think you were designated as the dealer.”

Four of them sat down, and I watched as Gary picked up the pack of cards, shuffled them, and then dealt out four hands of five cards. I knew the rules of poker but didn’t particularly enjoy playing. Here, though, I wasn’t playing. Everyone else grabbed their cameras and started taking shots of the action in front of them. The four players were arrayed on three sides of the table, leaving the fourth side open so the others could shoot without being obstructed by one of their compatriots. That’s not to say they couldn’t get in each other’s way, of course. I leaned against the back of Gary’s chair and smiled out into the photographer’s cameras. They we using their lights as area lights, so although bright, they were backed away so they wouldn’t appear in the shot.

It wasn’t a proper betting game in the sense there were no rounds of betting. Each player tossed a couple of chips into the middle of the table to make it look like they were betting. In terms of the cards, though, it was a real game. I knew, later on, the guys would be really competitive when it came time for my underwear to come off. As for the outer clothes, not so much. Except that, if you won a hand, you got to take pictures of the next few rounds. Of course, as photographers, that was what they wanted. The fact four of them were in the shot at the moment didn’t seem to phase any of them.

Each player asked for cards, and Gary dealt them. A couple more chips were tossed into the pot, and the cards were turned over. I checked the table with interest, noticing Terry had a pair of Kings that beat everyone else. Gary had a pair of eights. The others, nothing.

“Time to pay the piper, Emma.”

I glared at Terry as he beckoned me over. He was sitting at one end of the table, so I walked slowly toward him. He didn’t really need to say that. After all, there was no audio being recorded, just stills. As I moved the few feet across to him, the rest of the photographers kept pace with me. The other three guys at the table leaned closer, too; although they didn’t have cameras, it didn’t mean they couldn’t watch, did it?

I hadn’t been keen on the idea of the shoot in the first place, but Sean had talked me around, and everyone else had signed an agreement to not touch in the wrong place. This wasn’t strip poker. This was stripped poker. I wasn’t going to be undressing. I was going to be undressed. Whether it was going to happen with me standing up or sitting on the winner’s lap was down to the guy that won the hand and the item to be removed. At least I wouldn’t be sitting on someone’s lap when the bottom half was being bared.

Terry took my hand and turned me to so we were face to face and side on to the cameramen. He smiled and whispered low enough that nobody else could hear. “Relax, sweetie, relax.”

I hadn’t thought I was tense, but obviously, he thought I was. Before I could respond, he moved quickly. Grabbing my shoulders, he spun me around, at the same time shuffling so I was now facing the group of photographers, and he was behind me. Given what he was about to do, it made sense, but he hadn’t given me any warning. I could see Sean watching intently, making sure I wasn’t in any real distress. There again, he had to be thinking about how he was going to be doing this to me, all by himself next week. That thought made me shudder, which in turn made Terry chuckle, even though he had no idea what had caused my reaction.

“Smile, sweetie.”

I wanted to glare but knew what was expected of me. Personally, I’d have thought the pictures would have been better if I hadn’t been grinning for the camera. Still, if a smile was what they wanted, then a smile was what they got.

Terry put his hands on my waist, and I tried hard not to stiffen. Moving slowly, he slid his hands in toward the single button holding the blazer fastened. Once his fingers reached it, he flicked the button open and then just as slowly drew the two halves of the blazer apart. I had to remind myself to breathe, he was doing what had been agreed, and he wasn’t deviating from the script. Once the two halves were well separated, he moved his hands up to my shoulders and eased the jacket back and down. I let my hands dangle to the sides, and he slid the jacket down and off. Just like that, the first item of clothing had been removed. My shoulders sagged a little in relief.

“Wasn’t so hard, was it, sweetie?”

“Easy for you to say.” That drew a chorus of chuckles from the other guys, and I just rolled my eyes.

Terry laid the jacket down where it would still be in the shot if anybody wanted it to be, and moved to pick up his camera, one of the others took his place at the card table, and the game resumed. Just as with the first round, it wasn’t that much of a game. No real betting, just chips being added, almost randomly, to the pile in the middle of the table. The cards were dealt out, and after a draw round, all the cards were turned up. From my point of view, I was grateful that it was Gary that won this hand. At least I knew the guy whose hands would be moving down the center of my body, undoing the buttons on the blouse.

Gary scooted his chair about a foot and then grinned at me as he patted his knee. The meaning was obvious, and I guess it was my startled expression which drew the round of chuckles this time. I hadn’t expected to sit on anyone’s lap at this stage of proceedings.  I shrugged and moved to perch primly on his knee, keeping as much distance as possible between our bodies. Thinking about it, sitting on his lap while he removed the blouse was better than sitting on someone else’s lap while they removed my bra. As my brain processed that, I relaxed a little and turned to look into Gary’s face as I smiled. There was a frenzy of shutter clicks, and I guess that expression had seemed a natural, even seductive, expression of affection. It wasn’t, not at all. It was a stage smile, but I guess they liked it.

I’d sat on his lap side saddle, but even I knew that wouldn’t really work for half of the photographers who wouldn’t get a good view.

“Twist around. Straddle me.”

For a brief moment of devilment, I thought about twisting to face Gary, presenting my back to everyone else. There was no point, though, as I’d obviously be told to turn and face front, possibly before I’d even settled. It would also be a rather intimate position to be in with Gary himself.

I turned, letting my legs part as I straddled him, facing the lights and the group of men with cameras.

“Would you prefer I did this from the top or the bottom?”

I wasn’t expecting him to ask the question, so I was caught on the hop by it. I knew, from my point of view, undoing from the bottom would be a little easier on my psyche. On the other hand, undoing from the top would expose more cleavage sooner. It would therefore be better for the camera operators. Since they were paying for the unveiling, there was only one answer. “From the top.”

“Good girl.”

His hands moved in front of me, heading toward the top button on the blouse. I tried hard to keep the smile on my face and, at the same time, watch the stately progress of his hands toward me. He couldn’t help getting close to my breasts, but it was obvious he was trying not to actually brush against them. It couldn’t be easy for him, and it was far from easy for me. Until this point in my life, the only guys getting the chance to undress me had been men I’d been romantically involved with. One at a time as well, never even two in the same room. Now there were twelve, which wasn’t counting Sean, who was still watching. I wasn’t included to be romantically involved with any of them. Of course not. I was married to Ben! My husband wasn’t here, either. I shivered and tried to sit still, breathing shallowly so as not to precipitate the contact Gary was earnestly trying to avoid.

He had the first two buttons undone and had now reached the part of the blouse covering the upswell of my breasts. This button, then the next one, and he’d be below the line of my nipples. He wasn’t touching me, but I could see the position looked awkward, looked fake. If I could see, then the guys would see the same thing.

Sure enough, the interruption came a minute later. “Can we pause, please?”

Gary spoke up. “Why?”

“It doesn’t look right, does it, guys? Looks artificial and contrived. It’s the position of your arms. They’re all angles, all wrong.”

The others chorused their agreement, and I knew I’d been right. The trouble was, I didn’t know how to avoid the issue for them and stay within the boundaries we’d agreed. It appeared no one else had an answer, either.

I wasn’t surprised when it was Sean who spoke up next. “I have an idea, but I need to discuss this with Emma. Can we have a little privacy, please, gentlemen?”

There were a couple of mutters, but the photographers all shuffled to the far end of the room, far enough away to be unable to hear a low-voiced conversation. After a pointed look from Sean, the other two card players got up and joined them. When I went to stand, Sean waved me to stay where I was, precariously perched on Gary’s lap.

“Well?”

“Look, to solve this, we’ll have to bend a rule just a little.”

I already had a damned good idea what he meant, and I glared at him, making him spell it out.

“If someone is removing a woman’s clothes, they can’t avoid a certain amount of touching.”

“We all know that. I thought Gary was doing well regarding keeping the touching to the minimum.”

“I was trying to.”

“And you were. What are you suggesting, Sean?”

“To make him unbuttoning your blouse look natural, he will have to do more touching than we agreed.”

“Touching, as in, where?” Again I had a pretty good idea of what he meant, but I wanted Sean to state it out in the open. If nothing else, it removed any chance of misunderstanding. Sean, Gary, and the others didn’t know that I’d discussed this with Ben. We’d even rehearsed removing the blouse with him, trying not to touch and even in the privacy of our bedroom, it had looked too fake. Gary was having the same problem. Not that I wanted him to implement Ben’s solution, which had ended up with me having to replace the blouse the following morning.

“The backs of Gary’s hands will have to rest against the inner slopes of your breasts.”

I shook my head. “Not the backs, because that would look just as fake. Not his fingers either, before anyone gets any ideas.” I giggled to show I was still feeling okay.

“So how about the rule is, the touching is kept to a minimum, as long as the movements look natural.” Sean paused, watching my face for any sign. I stayed impassive, so he continued. “But no inappropriate touching at all.”

I barked out a laugh. “Don’t you think this whole scene is inappropriate?”

Sean glared at me, but I was pretty sure he knew I was already on the same page as him.

“Okay?”

“Okay, yes. No funny business, Gary.”

“Scout’s honor.”

“Scout? Were you ever a Boy Scout?”

He chuckled. “I did go twice when I was about twelve. Boring. No girls.”

“They let girls in now.”

“Sure, but not back then.”

“Ah.”

Sean waved the others to resume their positions and backed away again. Gary had dropped his hands to his sides for the conversation but brought them back up. The sides of his hands rested against the inner slopes of my breasts, although the two layers of clothing stopped him from touching my skin. As everyone else got ready to take their pictures, apart from the poker players, Gary whispered. “Stop me if I get too risqué, okay?”

“Okay.”

Without another word, he undid the next button on my blouse. His hands slid lower, and I could feel the contact between his hands and my blouse. That contact made me shiver, but he was trying to be good. The next button came undone, and I could feel my body responding to the close contact with Gary and the imminent exposure.

After that next button, Gary took his hands away, only to place them at my waist. Then they slid in and up toward the highest button, still done up. This was just below my breasts. He couldn’t avoid a little contact with the underside of them, but he was obviously trying hard to be good. I let him continue, and the contact became less and less intimate as he worked his way down the remaining buttons.

I could hear shutters clicking, and there was no muttering from the other photographers, so I had to assume they were all happier than before. Gary pulled on the hem of the blouse, jerking it out of the waistband at the front, and then gently pushed me to stand in front of him. I let my hands hang down to the sides, and he reached up and worked the blouse open and then back off my shoulders. It slid down and off, catching at the back before Gary tugged it out of the top of the skirt. Just like that, my top was off, my breasts only covered by the white lace of my bra.

I glanced down. Sure enough, the exposure and the close make proximity had hardened my traitorous nipples, and they showed as large bumps in the front of the bra cups. A little color showed through the lace too, and I was sure the effect would be even more obvious from the front.

Gary stood behind me and then moved to pick up his camera. I returned to stand behind the others as one of the other guys moved to take Gary’s place.

“Let’s play.”

Again I shuddered, they didn’t need the dialogue, but I guess it enabled them to set up the next shot. One guy dealt, the others played their pretend hands of poker, and this time one of them turned over three fives to win. I honestly couldn’t remember his name, so it was a total stranger who beckoned me over. Well, I had been told his name three weeks ago, but I couldn’t remember it.

Just as Martin had, he made sure I was facing the group and moved to stand behind me. His fingers traced down my back, making me shiver. It wasn’t exactly within the rules, but it wasn’t breaking them either, so I didn’t say anything as his hand came to rest on the fastening of my bra. At least, with the bra, there was little chance of any more intimate contact. Having my bra removed by a stranger was bad enough, though. Well, good enough as far as my body was concerned. The intimate zones were heating up, and I could only hope the flush on my face was taken as embarrassment and not the passion it really was. The last thing I wanted was for one of the guys to assume I was putty in their hands and up for something my mind most definitely wasn’t. My problem was my body’s reactions. If it had had a mind of its own, I truly would have been putty.

I felt the fabric of the bra relax around me and knew he’d undone the clasp. I let out a little whimper, but I think everyone took that as me acting in character. At least, I hoped they did. His hands came up to my shoulders and stroked the shoulder straps down onto my arms. Without consciously thinking about it, my hands came up to clasp the cups of the bra and hold them in place as the bra straps cascaded down to my elbows. His hands followed them, sliding down my arms, and I could feel goosebumps rising under his touch.

A moment later, his hands gripped my forearms and gently eased my hands down and away. The bra, of course, came with them, leaving me topless in front of the cameras. The sounds of shutters firing rose to a crescendo, nd then the bra hit the floor, and the guy stepped back.

“See, I can be a good boy.”

I smiled at him, hoping he’d take that as a thank you for staying close to, if not inside, the rules. If he took it as anything else, it wasn’t, but that was beyond my control.

Two minutes later, I had someone else undoing the fastenings on the kilt, and only another couple of minutes after that, I was standing there in just panties, holdup stockings, and my shoes. Whoever won the next hand would get the jackpot prize, the right to remove my panties. At least I knew, for this set, my stockings were staying on. My arousal was in overdrive, and I could feel the way my underwear wanted to glue itself to my wet pussy. My nipples almost ached to be touched. No, correct that. They ached to be touched, and it was an effort not to bring my hands up to cup my breasts and pinch my nipples. If I did, I’d probably get myself off right there, right then. This situation was one I hadn’t expected to get me turned on, but it appeared my body had very different ideas. As the exposure had increased, as the touching had got closer to and then on skin, my body had reacted. It might be natural, but I wasn’t so sure it was welcome.

The hand of cards went even quicker this time. I thought it was because they wanted to get my underwear off, but when they turned over the cards, the reason was more obvious. While I’d been getting introspective about losing my clothes, they’d rigged the hand. That’s why nobody had drawn cards. The hands were rigged. Rigged so that two of the guys, as it happens, the youngest of the players, had identical hands. Both had a pair of jacks, with an unmatched queen, eight and four. Even I, a non-player, knew the odds of that happening were astronomical. I glared at the guy dealing the cards, but he just winked as the other two rose to their feet and moved to stand on either side of me.

I noticed the middle of the table was suspiciously clear of chips and cards, and it dawned on me the moment before they each grabbed a hand while the other two players moved to turn a chair around. “Please, let us help you up.”

I gasped but tried not to frown as they moved me toward the improvised step. Not only was I about to lose my panties, but they wanted me standing on the table, surrounded by the detritus of the poker game, while it happened. This shoot was getting debauched pretty damned quickly.

I took a deep breath and recomposed my smile, then lifted my right leg to place it on the seat of the chair. Both guys gripped my hands and hed onto me, making sure I was balanced as I stepped up. A moment later, my left foot joined its compatriot, and from there, it was a smaller step to stand on the table. My two helpers kept hold of my hands throughout, making sure I was okay before they let go.

“We’ll be good, I promise.” The guy on my left’s stage whisper obviously carried to the others because chuckles rang out around the room. I was pretty sure several of the photographers had been quick enough to get a shot of me with my legs well apart as I climbed up. There was nothing I could do about that, of course, other than stand still and look happy as I felt both guys take hold of my waist just above the waistband of my panties. They were using both hands, and I tried to stand completely still, rationalizing any movement from me might trigger an accidental touch where they shouldn’t.

Having four hands on my naked skin was a new experience, not one I wanted to repeat, but I knew it would be in the next shoot.

They moved together, and I assumed they were signaling with head movements behind my back. One hand on each side slid down, and fingers gripped the waistband of my last remaining modesty. As they pulled the garment out to the sides, their other hands slid down my naked flank into the gaps they’d created. They were moving glacially slowly, making sure every camera captured the moment.

The touch of their fingers against my naked skin was electric. I couldn’t prevent my body from reacting as they drew my panties down. My legs were trembling, and my breathing was coming in short pants. I fought to keep control, not wanting to experience an orgasm while perched three feet above the floor. They’d helped me up onto the table, but those two men were now concentrating on stripping me naked. They wouldn’t necessarily be able to catch me if my legs gave way.

Somehow I stayed upright, locking my legs out as their hands traveled down the outside of my hips. I could feel where the soft fabric was dragging against my skin, my senses preternaturally sensitized to how low the garment was and how much of me was exposed. When the panties reached the top of my slit, I couldn’t prevent a whimper from escaping my lips. I think other than for the two men stripping me, the inadvertent betrayal of my own arousal was drowned out by the cacophony of shutter clicks.

After what seemed an age, they had the garment down around my upper thighs. I eased my legs a little further apart, showing off my slit because I knew that would be what they all wanted. I had an ulterior motive too. I knew those panties were wet, not just damp, and they’d stick to me. I was trying to break the suction caused by the wetness without drawing too much attention to it.

Then it was done. They speeded up as they drew my panties down my legs, and one of them let me use his shoulder to lean on as I lifted one foot to let them draw them clear on that side. They backed away, leaving me standing there with the underwear draped across the top of my shoe.

My legs were weak, and although the shoot was officially complete at that point, I knew I could give them a little bonus and, at the same time, get a little recovery time for myself before I had to make the naked walk of shame between them to get back to the dressing room. I dropped to a crouch and then sat down on the table before extending my legs out in front of me. Spreading my feet a couple of feet apart, I grabbed a couple of handfuls of poker chips and scattered them between my legs. The shutter clicks rose to a new crescendo, and I grinned at the cameras, trying to look insolent as much as beguiling.

Then it was done.


Chapter 4

That first shoot had been difficult, and I was pleased it was over. This second one was going to be harder still, much more difficult for me to manage emotionally. I hadn’t quite cum while I’d been on the poker table, but it had been a close-run thing. The walk back to the dressing room had calmed me down enough, so I hadn’t had a release in private either. That was both a good and a bad thing. Good, because of the missing embarrassment, bad because I was now strung out on a wire ahead of the second shoot, which would be in an even more intimate setting.

I’d already hung the black dress on a hanger on the back of the door so any creases from the bag would fall out. The strapless black satin bra and matching underwear were laid out ready. I just had to add to add the garter belt and stockings to it. The stockings I’d worn for the first set were a little sweaty and took a while to roll down. At least that gave my overheated pussy a further chance to cool off.

I didn’t dare put the panties on until the very last minute. I wanted to keep them s dry as possible, especially as I wouldn’t be the one taking them off. I’d known this session would be more difficult than the first session I’d had for the club. There I’d simply taken my clothes off in front of the group. Today I’d already been stripped by successive members of the group, and I was about to be again. I fastened the bra, and I could feel my nipples complaining about being restrained. They simply refused to lie flat, both in memory of the stimulation of a few minutes ago and in anticipation of what was to come. The garter belt was easy to attach to the stockings, and I stepped into my stilettos and used the mirror to retouch my makeup. The dress was next, and I made sure it was buttoned correctly. The oversized buttons all the way up the front were a brilliant white, which contrasted with the black fabric. I leaned forward, double checking, via my reflection in the mirror, just how much cleavage was on display with the top button unfastened. Not much, but as soon as the next couple were undone, there’d be a lot more flesh on display.

At least with two layers of fabric covering them, my nipples weren’t too obvious. In any case, my body seemed to have quietened down as I used tissue to dry myself and then stepped into the panties. The tight satin hugged my curves and was very flattering, but the dress covered them well enough. That, too, was a hip-hugging cut, but at least it wasn’t too tight.

Time for the show!

I’d heard them moving things around in the studio space, so I wasn’t surprised to find the card table had been squared away, and there was now a deep white leather couch in its place in front of the lights. The couch looked comfortable enough, but I wasn’t sure just how comfortable I would be sitting there while the guys on either side of me were acting as if they were seducing me out of my clothes. That and the third guy standing behind me caressing my neck and shoulders.

I’d never attended that kind of party and never wanted to, but this was the set they wanted, and this was what they were paying me for. If that wasn’t difficult enough, there was also the fact they’d be switching the guys out all the time too. Giving everyone the chance to take pictures, as well as touch me. The caresses and the touches were supposed to be non-sexual, but that would be harder to control in this environment.

“You look great, Emma, doesn’t she, guys?”

I flashed a grateful smile Terry’s way as a round of applause swelled and then died away. I knew he was trying to gee me up. I guess Sean had already told them I considered this set to be the hardest one of the three today.

“Please, make yourself comfortable in the middle of the couch.”

As I walked over to the couch, Terry, clearly the ringleader, or was that ringmaster this time around, continued to talk.

“The glasses of wine on the table are prop glasses. They’re actually sealed, so although it will look like you’re drinking from them, you can’t actually spill them. Please try not to tilt them so far it shows how fake they are. Okay?”

“Sure.” I smiled again and sat back on the couch, doing the usual thing of brushing my dress smooth underneath my butt. I blushed a little as I realized that didn’t really matter, not under these circumstances. In any case, I didn’t want the skirt part tight around my thighs. I already knew they would brush it up my thighs to expose my stocking tops and garters. I swallowed hard and tried to reset the smile again, then watched as two of the guys put their cameras down and moved to sit either side of me. Sean was the guy who moved to stand behind me, which was a definite surprise.

He leaned in close and breathed a whisper into my ear. “This way, I can keep control on your behalf. I won’t be touching more than I should.”

I nodded, and my smile in his direction was genuine. I’d learned to trust him, and the third person in the set had been the one I’d been worrying about. Once my dress was undone and the bra off, it would be far to easy for the guy behind me to go for my breasts. By then, my nipples would, no doubt, be rock hard and make a tempting target. The guys on either side would always be in my peripheral vision so I could manage them better than I could a guy behind me.

For the first couple of minutes, the three of us posed platonically, holding the wine glasses and pretending to drink. It was a bit weird holding a glass to my mouth, letting the wine tip toward me, but not being able to get anything from the glass. They were professional props, too. I could see and feel the seal on the top, but I couldn’t see any evidence of it around the side of the glass. I solemnly clinked glasses with the guy on my left and then with the guy on my right and watched as the two men put their glasses down. I leaned forward to do the same, but San touched my shoulder. That made me jump. I’d more or less forgotten he was there. “Keep hold of yours, Emma. It acts as a focal point and a distraction.”

“Oh, okay.”

“Top button Bill. Watch his hand, please, Emma.”

I swallowed hard again and tried to smile as I lowered my gaze to watch as his hand moved across from his lap onto my stomach and then up between my breasts. He wasn’t actually touching me, but there was very little distance between his hand and the fabric of my dress. When he reached the point where my cleavage was deepest, he couldn’t help touching a little. The contact, though, was fleeting, and I forced myself not to react. Gary had been touching far more when he’d been unbuttoning the blouse in the last set.

His fingers made light work of the button, and as he withdrew his hand, I glanced down as if seeing what he’d done for the first time. I felt my cheeks heat as I blushed a little.

“Next button, Hal.”

The man on my right carried out a carbon copy maneuver as his pal had done. However, unlike Bill, his hand was touching my dress all the way up. I cocked an eyebrow at him but didn’t try and stop him. He was still within my limits regarding touching, and there seemed little point in resetting the shoot.

Now with the second button undone, the dress gaped far more noticeably, showing off a lot of cleavage. Even more so when Sean leaned in close to my head and reached down and gently eased the two halves of the front of my dress apart to expose more skin.

“Swap.”

Bill and Hal got up and left me sitting there as Sean straightened up. I noticed he left his hand touching one shoulder as two of the other men stepped forward and took their seats next to me. One of these was Terry, who’d missed out on undressing any part of me in the earlier shoot.

“Legs, this time sweetie. Starting on the left.” Obviously, Sean, from his position behind me, was directing the action.

I shivered as the two men put a hand each on my knee and then slid them a couple of inches higher. They were still below the hem of my dress, but I knew that wouldn’t last. Having two men touching me like this was a novel experience, and I could feel my body reacting to the stimulation. The hands slid higher and higher until they reached the hem of my skirt. Fingers grasped the edge of the fabric and pulled it taut. Terry’s free hand reached in and flicked the bottom button undone, and then the second guy did the same from the other side with the next one.

“Cross your legs toward Terry, Emma.”

I swallowed and reformed the smile as I did as he asked. With the bottom two buttons undone, I was now showing more thigh toward the cameras. The guy opposite Terry took advantage of the opening and slid his hand around my leg into the gap. He didn’t go very high, but it looked to all the world like he was fondling my leg, and I was letting him. Let’s get this straight, he was fondling my leg, and I was letting him, but both of us were trying to keep the actual contact as non-sexual as possible. Sean had reached over the back of the couch again, and both his hands were gently kneading my shoulders above the top edge of the dress.

I now had the hands of three men touching me, and it was only going to get worse from here.

Two changes of men later, and my dress was now undone down to the waist, and with four buttons undone at the bottom, my naked thighs above the tops of my stockings were visible when I crossed my legs. I was crossing them one way and then recrossing them the other every minute or so. The hem was riding higher and higher, exposing more and more. Every time one guy undid a button at the top, Sean spread the top of the dress open further, too. My entire cleavage was on display,  and Sean’s hands were encroaching onto the upper slopes of my breasts.

“Time to lose the bra, sweetie.”

At least it was a front fastener, so I didn’t have to lean forward to let them feel up my back. I thought one of the guys at the side was going to reach in and undo the clasp, but it was Sean leaning over me. His hands traced a path down the valley between my breasts, clasped the satin fabric, and pulled it down a little. Of course, this tightened the cups over my breasts. The movement of the fabric irritated my nipples, and although they hadn’t gone flat, they now became bullet-hard again. The catch gave as he deftly unhooked it, and I arched my back so there was enough room for him to let go one side and then slide it around me and out the other. Somehow Sean managed to do that without exposing my breasts to the camera, which was some feat. I was pretty sure, though, that he got a damned good look at them from his position above me. Of course, he’d already seen them before, less than an hour ago, in fact. They all had. Still, I was sure he enjoyed his momentary benefit.

The way the guys were touching me changed now, or at least my perception of how they were doing it did. Their movements became slower and more sensuous, and my body reacted to the feeling once more.

The guy on my right leaned in and, without saying anything, or waiting for Sean to tell him to do it, undid another button at the top. Sean immediately grabbed the two halves of the dress and pulled them wider apart. Of course, my now naked breasts spilled into the opening.

“Naughty!”

He just chuckled and stood straighter momentarily while the other two switched with another pair of the photographers. I double-checked the count in my head and bit my lip. I knew what this pair would be doing. It was the time for the big reveal. Rather than my dress coming all the way off, this pair would be pulling my underwear out from under the dress. I glanced down, well, what remained of the dress. It was open to my waist, gaping open, exposing my breasts. Below the waist, there were now only two buttons fastened, so I, and I’m sure Sean, could almost see the front of my panties anyway. I could see almost six inches of naked thighs above the tops of my stockings. Yeah, it was time to give the cameramen the upskirt shot they wanted. I shuddered and tried not to too obviously pant for breath. There again, my nipples, rock hard as they were, would betray me, anyway. The guys close to me could probably catch the scent of my arousal. I knew I could.

“Panties time, sweetie. Lift up when they reach them.”

I glared at Sean, who’d taken over directing again. The guys sitting on either side of me, again nameless because I couldn’t remember their names, were sliding a hand up my leg, one on each side. It didn’t take them long to slide past the stockings onto bare skin. I moaned softly at the contact and tried to sit still and keep smiling. The photos were supposed to show me enjoying being seduced out of my clothes. Sean’s hands slid lower over my shoulders, his fingers now resting on the upper slopes of my breasts, only a couple of inches above my nipples. I wanted to shoot him a warning glance, but the other men’s hands were now under my dress, and I needed to concentrate on what they were doing. The guy on the left remembered his instructions, digging his fingers under the leg opening of my panties on the outer thigh. The guy on the right ignored that contact limit and slid his hand as high as my waist, grasping the waistband there and starting to peel them down.

I wanted to say something and complain, but no sound came out. The sheer naughtiness of having two men removing my underwear in a position where nobody could actually see what they were doing overwhelmed my objecitons.

Without Sean telling me, I arched my back as I placed my hands on the two men’s shoulders and lifted my butt from the couch. It looked natural, or at least I hoped it did. The two men did what they were supposed to do and pulled hard on the satin garment. It slid down under my ass, and I sank back down onto the couch. At least now, as their hands traveled in reverse and slid down my legs, they were moving away from the danger zone. Sean’s hands had been dislodged by my movements, and he put them back, if anything, even closer to the forbidden territory of my nipples than before.

I moaned louder this time and tried to concentrate on not letting my legs tremble, but knowing I was failing. The two guys sitting next to me must have felt the movements because they pressed their hands harder against me and rubbed a little rather than simply pulling my underwear down. The hands, though, were still moving down, and I watched as my black panties appeared in the gap between my legs. Once more, the shutter clicks rose to a peak and then died away as the guys completed the process. With my panties caught around my ankles. I let the guy on my right free them on that side and then crossed my legs. The now useless garment was hooked around my heel, dangling obscenely in shot.

“Nice, now let’s swap to the last two and complete the process. I’m sure Emma would like a rest.”

I swallowed hard once more and then relaxed back as Gary and one of the others took their place next to me. Each of them reached into my lap, grasped a button each, and flicked them open. The dress now gaped all the way from my neck to its own hem. Gathering the loose fabric, they slowly peeled it back to the sides. Working together, they reached down to my knees and pulled my legs apart, revealing everything to their mates with the cameras.

I whimpered as they exposed me, knowing my wet slit was in clear view. I tried not to think about it, but as they held my legs, my hands moved of their own volition, and I cupped my breasts. My nipples tried to burrow through my palms, and the slight pressure of my constricting hands pushed me over the edge. I came, stroking and squeezing my own breasts as a dozen cameras clicked in front of me. Sean was leaning over the back of the couch, his hands next to mine, and they were moving in slow circles. The two men were gripping my leg and pulling me open as I slumped down, gasping for air. Fuck! That was a biggie!


Chapter 5

As I drove home after the session, I took a slightly longer route to give my brain a chance to process what had happened. I hadn’t broken any of the rules, and nor had the guys. They had asked me to let them bend them somewhat, and I had done so, but did I want to tell Ben things had gone a little further than he’d agreed?

Not that anything had happened, not sexually in terms of touching, anyway. Sure, I’d cum while three guys had had their hands on my naked body, but in the previous session, I’d cum four times in the studio. Well, three times in front of everyone and once in the changing room. This time, it was only one orgasm, but it had been a humdinger.

I seriously thought about not telling Ben everything but decided to tell him the unvarnished truth. That was the foundation of the trust our relationship was built on, and I had stuck to the spirit of the agreement. Nobody had touched my nipples, although Sean had come close, and nobody had touched my pussy or my ass.

I’d sent Ben a text to let him know I was on my way, but my phone had detected I was driving, so didn’t forward his response. As a result, I had pulled onto our driveway before my cell chirped with his reply.

Locked up for the night, so come around to the kitchen door. Xxx B

I’d been ready for him to jump me the moment I opened the door. I’d put the dress from the second shoot back on, but this time over the white stockings and garter belt from the third shoot. I hadn’t bothered putting any other underwear on, so I was naked under the dress. As I said, ready for him. Now, he’d changed my plans, trumping them with his own. I locked the car and silently complained about the weight of my bag as I walked up the side of the house into stygian darkness. As I rounded the corner, the movement sensors on the deck floodlights picked me up, and the floodlights dazzled me.

As my eyes adjusted, I peered suspiciously over to the brightly lit kitchen, but I couldn’t see Ben lurking there. I glared around the garden, dark where it was beyond the range of the floodlights, wondering if he was waiting in the darkness for me, but there was no sign. There again, if he wanted to jump-scare me, there wouldn’t be any sign, would there?

The idea he was waiting and planning a surprise, almost certainly a sexy surprise, had me smiling and my body anticipating it. I moved up onto the deck and once more peered into the darkness. My peripheral vision caught a movement inside the kitchen, so at least he wasn’t planning to scare the bejesus out of me from the darkness. However, when I tried the door handle, it was locked.

I glared at Ben as he appeared inside the door. He had his cell in his hand, and he hit something. I guess it was the send button on the app because a moment later, my phone buzzed with a message. A very simple message.

I’ll open the door when you’ve lost the dress.

I stared at my screen and then looked up at him, glaring through the glass door as I shook my head. Ben simply grinned at me. A moment later, he hit another button on his cell and folded his arms. Some soft music started to waft through the external speaker he’d installed last summer to provide us with music when we were on the deck. My mouth dropped open. It appeared my randy husband wanted me to strip, no, dance a striptease, out here where anyone could see. I peered around the garden. To our left, there were three windows on that house that overlooked our deck. Those windows were dark, and the drapes were closed. It was a similar story on the only window on the house to the right that overlooked us. The house behind us had a better view, but the entire house was dark. However, it was too far away for me to be able to see if the drapes were all closed there.

I turned back to Ben and shook my head again. Glaring at him as I frowned. He tapped on his cell and then looked up and grinned once more. The incoming message was straightforward.

Start dancing, or every ten seconds, I’ll turn up the volume on the music.

It was low enough now that nobody could hear it beyond the deck. If he started increasing the volume, then that would quickly change. I watched as he pressed a button on his cell, and the music swelled. Not a lot, but enough to communicate he wasn’t bluffing. He wanted me to expose myself to him on the deck. If anyone else saw, then as far as he was concerned, so be it.

I shook my head again, and he hit that same button, or at least the same point on his screen. The music got louder.

Shit! He really meant it

I sent him a quick text.

I give, but I’m not dancing. Now turn the fucking music off!

Ben grinned at me, and I knew what that grin meant. I’d just given him what he wanted. He fussed with his cell, and the music faded to total silence.

I breathed a sigh of relief, I might like to dance, but the couple of times I’d tried to strip for Ben, I’d made a total hash of it. I wasn’t in the mood for that kind of farce again. Not tonight.

Despite the position he’d put me in, or maybe because of it, I was heating up quite nicely. My nipples were hard and scratching against the inside of the dress. Down below, I knew my outer lips were puffy and starting to swell as they infused with blood. My channel would be filling with moisture too. I gave Ben another glare and dropped the bag to the deck, and then brought my hands up to the topmost button on the dress.

If my husband wanted a show, then he was going to get a show. So would anyone else watching, even though I didn’t think anyone else was actually watching me.

Ben smiled, and I could see his eyes light up as it became obvious he would get what he wanted. His hands dropped to his sides, and I saw the movement as one hand approached the kitchen door handle. Even outside, I heard the soft click as the door unlocked. Although he was still standing just inside the door, he’d undone it. That allowed me to chicken out at any point and rush inside. Since he was giving me that option, it, if anything, reinforced my resolve, and I quickly undid the top three buttons, one after the other.

At that moment, I paused and moved my hands to the open edges of the dress and pulled it wider open, exposing the upper slopes of my breasts and a decent, or should that be indecent, amount of cleavage. Of course, I leaned forward to give him a better view. His grin widened, and I straightened up as my hands went to the next button.

Now the dress was open down to below the level of my nipples. They, though, were still covered. I shivered, both in anticipation and because it was getting cold. Another button and my breasts threatened to spill through the opening. I leaned forward again and shook my shoulders, making my breasts sway. They didn’t burst out of the dress, not quite, but I knew Been would be loving the show I was giving him.

My body was loving the show too. With an already high residual arousal level from the photoshoot, my senses were in overdrive. Despite the breeze blowing across the deck, I could smell the scent of my own arousal. I wanted this to end for one simple reason. I wanted my husband in the worse possible way.

I continued working down the line of buttons, staring into Ben’s face. He wasn’t staring back into my eyes. He was watching the movements of my hands as I stooped lower and lower to reach the remaining buttons. My breasts swung forward, and then I felt the cold air of the night wash over them. A quick glance down was all it told to confirm they were now in the open. I moaned a low guttural sound that seemed to echo around the garden. Then the last button came undone, and I straightened up, clutching the two halves of the dress together at waist level.

Above that, my breasts swung in the open. Below, I was showing a great deal of leg, well above my stocking tops. I struck a pose, almost as if I was in front of the group of photographers. Ben’s grin widened as I thrust one leg out of the opening of the dress.

With a flourish, I threw the two halves of the dress open and back behind me., showing him everything he wanted to see. The dress caught on my shoulders, but I lifted my hands and brushed it back so it cascaded down my arms as far as my elbows. A simple lowering of my hands dropped it to the floor behind me, leaving me dressed in the white stockings and the heels I’d worn for the final shoot. I knew how brazen and sexy I looked, and that showed in the deliberate strut toward the kitchen door. Ben knew that particular playtime was over and backed away from the door, letting me enter the kitchen. I closed the door behind me and glared at him.

“Hello to you too.”

That glare was part anger at being made to strip like that but, in the most part aggressive desire. I wanted my husband in the worst way. The only thing stopping me from launching myself at him was the thought of the cold floor underneath me. No, I wanted him, but I wanted comfort too. Grabbing his hand as he passed the doorway into the den, I jerked his arm. He grunted but obediently followed his naked wife, me, into the smaller room. At least here, there was a couch, and that had been my destination. Without further ado, I spun around, sat down in the middle of the couch, and let my legs spread apart. It was both an invitation and a deliberate parody of how I’d sat for the photoshoot an hour and a bit earlier.

This time, though, there was only one guy and, as far as I was concerned, no rules about not touching. When he stared at me and didn’t move, I beckoned him closer, then dropped my hand, so I was caressing the soft skin just above my mound. The invitation, no, the demand, was obvious.

With another deep grunt, Ben fell to his knees between my outstretched legs. He leaned forward, pressing his face against my pussy. As his tongue touched my outer lips, I squealed and shook hard in the precursor to an orgasm.  Ben obviously felt that, so he extended his tongue and penetrated my folds, pressing his nose tight to the point just above my clit. His hands moved to the inside of my thighs, both easing my legs further apart and stretching my muscles in order to prise me fully open. Having been so wound up for so long, as well as the naughty potential exposure on the deck, I was more than just primed and ready. The small room echoed and reverberated as I came, my squeals and moans bouncing off the walls, overlaying each other.

Ben let off, sitting back and smiling at me. “Someone needed that.”

I panted for breath and nodded, then glanced down to where his cock was hard and confined inside his pants. “Someone else needs it too.”

He grinned, his gaze following mine before he unzipped and unfastened himself. His cock sprang free, and he leaned in close. His lips found mine as he positioned himself. I could taste my own juices on his mouth, but that didn’t stop me from kissing him eagerly as his cock nudged against my outer lips. He didn’t pause, didn’t hold back, just slid in. A moment after he plumbed my depths, he slid out again, then jolted me by slamming home.

It was hard, not loving, and I was happy with that. My husband was, in his own mind, at least, reclaiming me. I wanted him to claim me, too, so it was good. No, it was better than good. A minute later, I came again, unable to prevent my body from reacting to the hard and fast fucking he was giving me.

I knew Ben couldn’t last long like this, but it didn’t matter. We both needed it just as much as we both wanted it. Another couple of minutes, and he was blasting my channel with his goo and then abruptly pulled out. Before I could move, let alone say anything, his hand found my pussy, squeezing and pressing against my slit, preventing any of that goo from leaking out.

I was panting for air, so I couldn’t muster the wherewithal to glare at him.

Ben chuckled. “Thought you might appreciate a proper crema pie. Now where did I put my camera?”

I didn’t answer, but I was sure my look would have blistered stone.

“Ah well, I’ll just use my cell.”

“Don’t you fucking dare!” Finally, I found my voice.

All that did was make Ben laugh louder as he tucked himself back into his pants.

“Where are you going?”

“Going to fetch your bag and your dress in. Can’t leave them there all night. Okay?”

I allowed myself a smile. That was a nice gesture, if somewhat unexpected.

“Now, why don’t you go and grab a shower, and when you come out, you can tell me all about tonight’s shoot. I’m sure that will be enough to get us both going enough for us to need another shower, which we can have together.”

The idea of a shower seemed like a fabulous idea. However, moving from my current position meant that cream pie would be dripping down my leg. There again, as soon as Ben took his hand away, it would be dripping anyway, not just on my legs but also all over the couch.

I knew I needed to move as Ben took his hand away and rose to his feet. I guess it took me about a second to move once he took the pressure away, and then I was standing next to him. He looked a little surprised that I’d moved so quickly, but I didn’t mention it. I sniffed and then flounced past him on my way to the stairs.

“Don’t forget to lock up, sweetie. I’ll be in the shower.”

I flicked my hair in a movement that was designed to be coquettish, but given I was naked, with our juices glistening on my thighs, it didn’t really work. Before he could move toward me, I skittered away. By the time he reached the kitchen, I was already halfway up the stairs.


Chapter 6

I tried hard not to glare at Sean as he explained how he wanted the shoot to work. All week I’d been trying to puzzle out exactly how he was going to be able to take pictures and be the guy undressing me. Having the guys do this in the studio hadn’t been easy, but with more than a dozen men present, they sort of kept each other in control. Nobody overstepped the limits, and I didn’t have any complaints.

With Sean being here, in our home, on his own, I had no idea how he would manage. I’d asked him, of course, I had, but he had been somewhat reticent and hadn’t been forthcoming.

“So, how are you going to do this?”

Sean grinned. “Well, I’m going to start by unbuttoning the blazer and slipping it off your shoulders…”

I glared at him again, but that only made him laugh even louder. I’d already put the preppy outfit on before he’d arrived. Somehow I’d convinced myself it was more of a college co-ed look than a schoolgirl one. I really didn’t want to think about going down that route.

“I know what you meant. Relax. It’s simple. I’m going to use two cameras, and both of them will be taking pictures automatically every ten seconds or so. As long As we don’t move from one place, they’ll stay focused, and the pictures will be great.”

“Every ten seconds? Won’t you run out of memory?”

“Nah. These have got huge memory cards in them. The camera batteries would run down before I filled the memory cards.”

“Oh.”

“So we can take this nice and slow. Now, just stand still for a minute while I get the cameras zeroed in and focused to perfection.”

I gave him a nervous smile and stayed exactly where I was. I understood the theory of what he was doing, just not the practicalities. Still, as the photographer, that was his area of expertise. Hell, did that mean my area of expertise was smiling while a guy undressed me? That was an uncomfortable train of thought, even if there was more than a grain of truth to it.

He fussed around for rather longer than a minute, then came and stood behind me. as he did so, I heard the pair of clicks of the shutters firing. A few seconds later, they clicked again. I guess Sean had been waiting to double check everything was working.

“Right, let’s get to it. Please keep smiling. Ignore me, or rather ignore my expression. I’m going to mug it up for the camera, so don’t be put off by me leering at you as I strip you, okay?”

“I guess.” What he was saying made a certain amount of sense, and as he was the one taking the pictures, his expression was entirely his choice. It wasn’t going to be comfortable, though. There again, how comfortable did I expect to be while my work colleague stripped me naked in the den within my own home?

“Relax. It’s no different from the camera club.”

I shook my head, then heard the camera shutters click right in the middle of my movement. Damn, I’d just ruined a couple of his pictures. “There’s a lot of difference, Sean.”

“Just stay still. I’m sure you’ll enjoy the experience.”

That was a very ambiguous statement. I could react to the implied meaning, but if that hadn’t been what he really meant, then I might be planting an idea in his mind. One I didn’t want to plant there, let alone let bloom into action.

I stayed still, trying not to look wooden and to keep my smile natural rather than a grimace as his hands went to my waist. He didn’t grip me there but rather rested his hands lightly on the natural curve of my body. I did tense a little but forced myself to relax, knowing the touch could do nothing other than get a little more intimate in a moment.

“Good. Looking good.”

“How do you know how I look? You’re behind me, not behind the camera.”

“Okay, you look good from here. Better?”

“Hmm…” I needed to keep that fiction. I was dressed preppy for him and not in a school uniform.

His hands moved, sliding over the front of the blazer until they met in the middle. From there, they slid upward. I noticed he’d pressed a little harder, making the blazer ruck up a bit as his fingers sought, and then found the button. He didn’t linger, and I let out a deep shuddering breath as the two halves of the blazer swung apart. He took his hands away, and they reappeared a second or so later at my shoulders as he started to slide the blazer off.

I could feel my body starting to react to the imminent exposure. Not that removing the blazer would expose anything. No, my body was several steps ahead, relishing the idea of Sean removing the rest of my clothing. I bit back a whimper and tried to concentrate on the here and now, not the as and when. It wasn’t easy, but I stayed still as Sean drew the blazer down and away. Now it was the turn of the blouse. I caught my bottom lip in my teeth and tried to remain nonchalant about the process.

“I think I’ll start at the bottom and work my way up.”

“Oh.” I paused. “Okay, I guess.”

Sean’s hands returned to my waist, where he slowly pulled the blouse out of the waistband of the micro kilt. His fingers were nimble, and since there was no change off of people doing it, it went much quicker than it had in the studio. It felt like only moments, but it was obviously longer, with Sean pausing for the cameras to fire, but there were four or five buttons undone. He was only just below my bust line now, approaching dangerous territory.

“Don’t worry, I’ll follow the rules to the letter.”

I smiled and risked a glance back over my shoulder. “And the spirit?”

“Of course.”

I shuddered at the sight of the leer on his face. He’d told me he would be mugging it up for the camera, but the reality of his expression was too much, and I quickly faced forward again. His hands moved to the button directly between my breasts. He couldn’t help the sides and backs of his hands pressing against the inside slopes of my breasts as he plucked the button undone. I could faintly hear the shutters clicking away as he moved his hands higher. I guess he could have lifted his hands and then moved them, but he didn’t. He slid them up. I glanced down to see his movement had had a deliberate effect. Dragging his hands like that, had pulled the two halves of the blouse, pulling them apart and exposing a vee of flesh down my belly.

“Naughty.”

“Makes the shot, though, doesn’t it?”

I wasn’t sure how he could tell that, but I had to suppress a shiver as his hands pressed against my breasts higher than before. He wasn’t doing anything I hadn’t agreed to, but he was skirting the limits of that, there was no doubt.

“Just another couple of these pesky buttons.” He chuckled. “Maybe I should have just cut them off. That would have made an interesting set of images as I cut your clothing off, wouldn’t it?”

“Meaning you wouldn’t have stopped with cutting just the buttons off, right?”

“Of course. Seeing you dressed in just rags would have made a truly great set of pictures.”

My shudder was unfeigned and quite violent. Sean chuckled again. “Someone liked that idea.”

“I did not.” I didn’t like the idea at all. However, unbidden, a vision planted itself in my brain. Searing its way into my psyche. Me standing there with my blouse and bra shredded. One side hanging off my shoulder, the other still attached by not much more than a thread. On that side, my hard nipple was peeking out, while on the other side, the entire breast was visible. Lower down, the kilt was still attached at the sides but was slashed open in a deep vee at the front exposing the wrecked silk of my panties. My slit was on view with the panties slashed all the way through, all bar a single elastic thread around my leg. It was obscene, and despite my initial revulsion and denial, it was definitely a sexy look. My nipples were tight and hard, my pussy hot and no doubt wet. My legs were going weak, and I could feel the trembles starting.

I’d forgotten Sean was still touching me as he finished undoing the buttons on my blouse. He could feel me trembling. Looking over my shoulder, he was, no doubt, leering down at my tight nipple on that side. I tried and failed to suppress a whimper.

“I was right. You did fancy that idea.”

“No.” This time my denial lacked any conviction. It sounded weak to my own ears, let alone to Sean.

“Well, well. I wonder if I’ve got a Stanley knife in my kit.”

“Not happening.”

“Maybe not this time, but maybe with the next outfit.”

“No, that dress was expensive.”

“What about the white lingerie for the final set?”

I glared at him and bit my lip, then made a decision. “Still not happening. You are not coming near my skin with a blade.”

He shrugged. “Well, we can photograph you with it on, then you take it off, and I modify it with the knife, then you put it back on, then we rinse and repeat, and I shred it some more.”

I turned my head and gazed at him as my mouth dropped open. “That would take forever.”

“Perhaps, but I wouldn’t be taking any risk of accidentally cutting you, would I? Now, let’s lose the skirt, shall we?”

His hands slid down my flanks to my hips. His fingertips brushed against the sides of my breasts but continued their downward path. It was technically a violation of the rules, but it could just as easily have been totally accidental. In any case, I was fighting to control my breathing and hoping it wouldn‘t be too obvious that my panties were getting damp. I couldn’t hide the obvious signs of my nipples being hard. The bra was way too thin to hide them. It wasn’t the imminent exposure of my lower half. It was the horrendously exciting images filling my head. The white baby doll would cut up very easily, offering no resistance to a knife. I was sure Sean would leave the shoulder straps and the ribbon between my breasts alone. The rest of the garment would be sliced into ragged strips. They would hang down, covering, but not covering, and most definitely not concealing. The panties would suffer a similar fate, and I’d be functionally naked but still wearing something. The idea was salacious in the extreme, and I could feel my body reacting to the fantasy about it.

Sean’s hands arrived at the clasp on the outside of the kilt, and I whimpered, partly in distress but mostly in arousal. The train of thought in my own head sending sparks flying through my nervous system, arriving at my groin, one after the other. I wasn’t too close to a climax, but such an event was getting much closer. If I wasn’t careful, Sean would be touching me when the climax hit. I moaned again, distressed at that thought building deep inside, and at the same time, that thought was triggering further phantasms.

The kilt sagged as he caught it, letting it drape low in front as he held it at the sides. I could tell the top of my panties was exposed to the two cameras, which continued to quietly click away in front of me. Sean moved the kilt down slowly, an inch at a time, as he maximized the moment for the camera clicks. Then he let go, and the garment feathered down my legs.

“Nice.”

I giggled. “You saw them before. At the club, remember.”

“So? Still nice underwear. I think it’s time to move things along, don’t you?”

I took a couple of deep breaths and forced myself to stand still as his hands returned to my waist. “Bra or panties next, I wonder?”

“Surely the blouse has to come all the way off first?”

“Nope. I like the half-stripped look. Really sexy.”

I tried hard not to shudder, not wanting to let Sean know I was as turned on as I was. It was futile, though. The way my body trembled had to communicate how aroused I was via the fingers he had on the naked flesh at my waist.

“Panties next, I think.”

I had to force myself not to frown. He wasn’t following the same sequence as they’d done in the club, but the end result would be the same. I’d be naked in front of him and his two cameras. The only question was whether I’d come with his hands on me or if my body would let me retreat to the privacy of my bedroom first.

Sean surprised me again, dropping to his knees behind me. One moment he was standing, leering over my shoulder. The next, his face was level with my hip as he twisted his hands into the waistband of my panties. His face was only inches from my naked skin. Once my panties were off, he’d be even closer to my naked butt. I tried to suppress a moan but couldn’t completely strangle the sound.

Just as he’d done with the skirt, he timed the removal of my underwear to the clicks from the cameras. Between the cameras firing, he pulled the panties down an inch or so, then paused until they clicked. It was torture, exquisite, but torture nonetheless. I was panting for air by the time I felt the tug as the material parted company with my damp outer lips. I was now on show to the camera down below, although I was, in part, covered up top. With my pussy now fully revealed, he slid the panties all the way down my legs faster than he’d started the process. He brushed against my ankle in an obvious signal to lift that foot, and I did so. However, when I went to lift my other foot in turn, he chuckled.

“No, let’s leave them draped around your shoe that side. It looks far sluttier like that.”

I frowned down at him, but he was concentrating elsewhere than on my face. He’d leaned around me, his head scant inches from my now naked pussy. I could feel his breath on my upper thigh and shuddered at the sensation. “That’s close enough.”

“Don’t worry, I know the rules.”

“Knowing them and breaking them are different things.”

“Not going to break them. Just letting your imagination work its own magic on you.”

I swallowed hard, knowing he’d correctly judged my condition. The trembling in my weak legs must be obvious to him. I was close to a climax, and he had to know it. Nevertheless, he moved back and then stood up, resting his hands on my naked sides once more.

I moaned, unable to prevent the noise.

“Let yourself go. I won’t mind.”

“I’m sure you wouldn’t.”

“Now, I want to do one more move that stretches the rules a little. I want to pull your bra up above your breasts and hold it there with your blouse wide open. I’ll try not to touch anywhere I shouldn’t. But it won’t be easy.”

I shuddered again, my breath coming in sharp pants as I struggled to contain myself. That threatened orgasm was lurking right at the edge of my psyche. I closed my eyes, visualizing how I’d look. My panties draped over one foot, my blouse wide open, and my bra wrapped around my neck. All the while, Sean would be holding that bra, letting my breasts swell from underneath. A truly debauched picture, one his cameras would capture in full, pin-sharp detail. I whimpered and, after a moment, nodded my head.

“Do it. Do it quick.”

Part of me knew he was crossing a line, but at the same time, another part of me trusted him not to push any harder than he already was. I felt safe enough to let him push the limits.

His hands moved to just underneath my bust, his fingers curling under the bottom edge of the cups of my bra. I heard the cameras click, and then he pulled the bra higher. No, he didn’t pull it. He jerked it. The bottom part of my breasts slid out of the concealing cups. The camera clicked again as he paused, and then he jerked again. Two more cycles later, and he jerked even harder. My breasts popped free, dropping down as his hands brushed over them. EH’d been careful not to touch my nipples, let alone cover them from the camera's view. Even so, the sensation of their reveal washed over me. It was too much. Being stripped like this, like some kind of wanton slut was too much for my psyche to contemplate. That long, threatened orgasm burst over me like a dam breaking.

I think I squealed and screamed, and I know I was a gibbering wreck. Sean’s arms were under my armpits, and he instinctively stiffened them as my legs threatened to collapse. With his hands on the sides of my breasts, I came and came hard in another man’s arms. I stayed there slumped as Sean held me up for what seemed an eternity but was no more than a couple of minutes.

“Enjoy that, did you?”

I glared at him, not trusting myself to speak.

“We’ll call that a wrap for this outfit. Why don’t you go change into that sexy dress of yours? While I check the cameras and get ready for the second set?”

I just intensified my glare and leaned on the back of a nearby chair as he let go of me and stepped away. All the while, the cameras continued to click and capture the aftermath of that intimate moment for me.

“Why don’t you go commando under the dress? It’ll look so goddam sexy if you do.”

I didn’t trust myself to speak.


Epilogue

I was waiting for Ben when he walked through the front door. I threw myself into his arms and rained extravagant kisses all over his face.

“What?” He paused and tried again. “Hello to you too. What’s brought this on?”

“Nothing.”

“I do not believe that for one moment.”

I swallowed hard and smiled into his eyes. “Maybe I’ve been a little naughty.” My hand was gently caressing the front of his trousers, where his hardening cock was very much coming to the fore.

“Only a little?”

“Yeah, just a little.”

He rolled his eyes but didn’t try to push my hand away.

“Let me guess, Sean pushed the boundaries once more.”

“Yeah.” I grinned. “I’ve got the photographic evidence to prove it too. All set up on the laptop in the den.”

He cocked his head to one side. “Seeing as you’re fizzing with energy, I guess you climaxed in front of the camera?”

I nodded and sheepishly held up three fingers.

“Three times.”

“In front of the camera, yes, once in each set.”

“But there’s something you’re not telling me.”

I blushed and then giggled. “I watched the pictures through after Sean left.”

“Let me guess, you did again?”

This time I held up two fingers.

“Minx.”

“Hey, I can’t help it if a girl comes seven times in a day.”

“Seven, that made five.”

“Silly, I intend to cum at least twice with my husband.” I leaned in and kissed him again. My hand squeezed his now hard cock.

“Then, once we’ve got that out of the way, we need to talk.”

“About?”

“About what these photographers will want to do next, and whether or not we let them get away with it.”

The End (For Now)
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Leah’s New Lens

Having given in to Owen as far as she has, it's very difficult for Leah to refuse Owen when he takes her a few steps further. When Leah poses for him again, he pushes her boundaries much, much further than she ever imagined. Leah is far more innocent than she herself ever realised, and Owen most certainly isn’t. Introducing another player into their "game" gives her a real BIG problem in every sense of the word.

Leah’s Long Lens

With Stan coming back for a solo session on his own, Leah is starting to feel the pressure. When it turns out Stan isn't on his own, the new experiences are mounting up for her. Will her relationship with Leo survive the strain?

She has a bigger challenge to overcome first though, can she get through the Camera Club session without it developing into something more?
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The Last To Know Trilogy
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The complete The Last To Know Trilogy in one single volume. Three full novels, almost 200,000 words, over 550 pages in one scintillating read for one great price.

Book 1 – The Last To Know – What I did before we dated

For marketing manager Simon, his gorgeous wife Samantha is his reason for existing. From the moment, he first set eyes on her innocent beauty that day behind the counter in the library, he’d been hooked.

Her shy reserved exterior hid a passion that took him a long while to uncover, but for Simon, it was worth the wait. Only, now, five years on, a newspaper exposé is threatening her career, and the very rock their marriage is built on.

As Sammie starts to confess, Simon wonders if their marriage can survive. Was everything he thought he knew about her a lie?

Book 2 – The Last To Know – What I did while we dated

Sammie has confessed her dirty little secret – she wasn’t the innocent young lady she’d made herself out to be.

Even after she’d started dating Simon, she’d still been playing the field, still messing around after hours with her boss at the library.

She’d promised to tell Simon everything, every sordid detail in a last-ditch attempt to save their marriage.

Could Simon, though, hear it all? And, if he could hear the details, could he truly forgive her?

Book 3 - The Last To Know – What I did while we were engaged

Simon had thought his librarian girlfriend was exclusive, but as Sammie’s confessions build toward a shattering climax, can he still love her enough to forgive her?

As revelation piles on revelation, as each dirty confession becomes more sordid than the previous one, the worst truths are yet to come.

While he respected her limits, her desire to save herself for marriage, on the nights he didn’t see her she was out painting the town red – or at least whatever color her underwear happened to be.

Had he truly been the last to know?
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A Model Descent Trilogy
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The complete A Model Descent Trilogy in one single volume. Three full novels, 245,000 words, over 750 pages in one scintillating read for one great price.

Book 1 - A Model Descent

“We wondered if you had ever done any modeling?” I mean, how corny can you get? But it was a woman who was asking me the question, and we were right outside the photographer’s studio at the time. I wasn’t even dressed nicely – the thick wool department store uniform made me look frumpy.

So began Sylvia’s modeling career working for Dewi Morris and his wife Christie. The devastatingly pretty blonde had never considered posing in front of the camera. She wasn’t that innocent, or naive, but the lure of the lens made for an inexorable pull and before long the photographer was pushing her boundaries.

The first full-length novel in a trilogy detailing Sylvia’s fall from innocence into something much more...

Book 2 - A Model Descent – Freefall

The second book in the trilogy detailing Sylvia’s descent into the world of glamor modeling. Now renting the flat above the studio, Sylvia is starting to live the high life that comes with being very well paid for what she does. Only, she can’t tell her family what she actually does in front of the camera.

Working as the course model for aspiring glamor photographers is a real goldmine for both the studio and for her. However, the wedding shoot course is a bit much. Can she really bring herself to pose in a bridal dress, in a church, knowing the only part of the outfit she’ll be wearing for the reception shoot are the stockings and heels? Especially after the shots they took of her in the limo.

When one of the photographers turns out to be a close friend of Dewi and shows a more personal interest in her, can she remain professional despite the growing mutual attraction?

Book 3 - A Model Descent – Final Fall

The third book in the trilogy detailing Sylvia’s move from glamor modeling into video shoots. The discovery that Tyler had been shooting video rather than stills left Sylvia traumatized.

Can she cope with the apparent betrayal by the man she’s starting to see as her boyfriend, and not just another photographer? Dewi, though, has plans for Sylvia, and she finds herself drawn more and more in front of the lenses of the video cameras rather than Dewi’s still camera.

As the videos become more and more hardcore will she stay balanced, and perhaps, more importantly, will she be able to build a real relationship with Tyler, the man who’s at home either in front of the camera, or behind it, when she’s in front of it with someone else!
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Housemates, Neighbors and Workmates
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All twelve novellas collected here in one amazing 275,000 word volume for one fantastic price. 
Things might have been different if Lizzie hadn’t been desperate enough to borrow the money to pay the rent, without telling Phil what she was doing. Now, after fate placed them in his hands, Phil leads Lizzie, Susie and Carrie down the slippery slope into glamour modelling and beyond.

Housemates and Friends

Housemates and Rivals

Housemates and Partners

Housemates Forever

Lizzie and Phil are back, and this time they have some new, willing—well, kind of—partners for their sexy games. As their neighbor, Carol, is drawn deeper and deeper into their web, her unwitting husband Peter is drawn in too. When they also ensnare their other neighbor, Rebecca, things start to spiral out of control. When Phil runs for office as deputy mayor, Carol, Rebecca, and the irrepressible Susie, are mere pawns in a high stakes game.

Neighbors and Friends

Neighbors and Rivals

Neighbors and Partners

Neighbors Forever

When the mayor succumbs to a fatal heart attack, Phil is left in charge. He has to form a campaign team to organize the support for his upcoming election battle. Winning over the hearts and minds of the movers and shakers within the city, bringing in new business from outside, needs a special kind of team. Phil has just what it needs, in the sexy form of his pretty neighbors, Carol, Rebecca and Susie. When he adds his wife to the mix in order to keep Carol’s husband on side, things are going to get even more interesting.

Workmates and Friends

Workmates and Rivals

Workmates and Partners

Workmates Forever
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Penny Lane’s Seduction
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Over twenty years after the Beatles hit, would you saddle your only daughter with the name Penelope if your surname was Lane? Taunted and bullied through childhood, she grew up to be a beautiful but introverted young woman. But when Gareth met her, he thought she was perfect.

With Gareth working days and Penny studying at college then working nights, their time together was limited, but they were determined to make the most of what they had despite the little money they had between them.

As their relationship developed, their love deepened, but a voyeuristic game gone wrong has left Penny exposed to manipulation from her devious older neighbor. As things start to get out of control, events build toward a devastating conclusion.

Frank’s seduction of the pretty twenty-one year old Penny is going to shatter lives as well as hearts.
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The Camera Loves Candy
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Candy could have been a model if only she was taller. At least, that was her husband’s belief. On a whim, he asks her to pose sexily in front of his camera for him, on a promise that he’ll never show the results to anyone.

She thought he had talent, and liked to encourage his hobby, but as each session got more and more daring, the sessions were affecting both of them. As their sex-life continued to move on, in leaps and bounds, Candy knew it wouldn’t be long before he got her naked in front of the camera, and not just after the shoot!

The idea of her posing in front of other men didn’t enter her head until Matt asked the fateful question…

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU


Two For The Road
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Ike and Allie knew that getting promoted to a field sales position was a career-high. The husband and wife never expected to both be competing for the same role. When fate deals a different hand, and they’re both promoted, their boss gives them the pep talk about how the loneliness of life on the road could take its toll on their marriage.

Unknown to him, Allie and Ike have agreed their own way to deal with the enforced separation, a very different, and possibly scandalous way. A simple bet, with a significant prize. The winner gets to choose the holiday, and the loser gets to pay for it.

The bet? Well, let’s just say it will be a lot of fun every time, even though they’re hundreds of miles apart.
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When KC Comes To Town
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When Tim asked Emma on a date, he hadn’t expected to get a yes as a response. The tall blonde with kick-ass looks and legs to die for was so far out of his league, he knew he had no chance. When she said yes, and kept saying yes all the way up to the altar, he couldn’t have been happier. For him, it was a match made in heaven.

Demure in public and a tigress in bed, she was a perfect match for him… most of the time. There was one bump in the road, though. Her best friend from college, Katherine Cassandra, or KC for short. KC was a sales rep for a pharmaceutical company, and she hit town every eight weeks or so. The Saturday night when KC was in town was girls’ night out, when the two relived their wild college years. Those girls had been wild then, and boy, they still were.

Seven weeks out of eight, Tim had the perfect wife, but one week in eight, well—that was the price he paid for his otherwise flawless marriage: when KC comes to town.
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Three Passes Each
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James thought Carla was a little young for him, but Carla thought otherwise. She confessed she preferred older men for their experience, and James couldn’t do anything other than take up such a challenge from the gorgeous brunette. Their romance was perfection, right up to the point where Carla forced his hand over a prenup, one she insisted on in his favour. It created their first real row, and it wasn’t so much the financial settlement, as the unusual caveat Carla insisted on. It had nothing to do with money, and everything to do with their relationship.

Given how in love he was with his wife, he had no intention of ever using one of the three free passes she’d insisted on; free passes that gave him the right to step outside his marriage vows. In fact, he insisted that turn was turnabout, and she had the same privilege. The last thing he expected was to use one, let alone for Carla to use one too.

Amazon US

Amazon UK

Amazon AU


Three Passes Each – Second Pass
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James had accepted the wisdom of Carla’s forward planning when they’d both used one of their free passes to step outside their marriage. James, though, was insistent he wouldn’t need to use one again, and he was sure Carla had no such intention, either.

Fate sometimes throws a couple a curveball, and this time was no exception. They hadn’t intended it, and they hadn’t wanted it, but somehow they both ended up in another situation, one which meant they would use that second pass of the three written into the marriage contract.

The idea of her posing in front of other men didn’t enter her head until Matt asked the fateful question…
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For even more titles and for new releases visit my Amazon author page:

Amazon US

Amazon UK
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About The Author

My name is Bridy, and I live in upstate New York. I’ve written for as long as I can remember, which is thanks to my parents for teaching me to read and write before I went to school. I’ve been fascinated by erotic tales all my adult life, my husband thinks they’re silly but indulges me. I won’t tell you how old I am because a lady never gives away her age. My other interest is photography but writing will always be my first love, other than my husband of course.
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