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Chapter 1 

    My view of the clock hanging on the wall before me was annoyingly blocked every other second, I knew it was every other second because I was keeping track.  one-one thousand, two-one thousand… The obstruction in question was a shoulder, the shoulder of an admittedly gorgeous and very naked woman as she writhed on top of me.  I turned my eyes back to her face, tired of counting, as I took in her features.  The shoulder length blonde hair, in need of more color as I observed dark roots beginning to show, moved with her motion, slightly obscuring her face as she slid forward. She was cute, pretty in every sense of the word.  Sharp cheekbones, but not too sharp gave her an exotic appearance as they set off her large green eyes.  I watched as those eyes, still closed, seemed to roll back in her head while my fingers firmly kneaded her small, almost non-existent breasts in a regular, practiced motion. Her tiny nipples, solid pebbles under my palms.   

    “Yes, Yes!” She moaned, eyes still closed as I squeezed her breasts again. I knew she liked her tits squeezed hard during sex; she told me during our first time several years ago. As I lay under her I thought back to how we met.  Kayley and I ran into each other at a law seminar several years ago.  We were both hiding in one of the hotel bars, avoiding an interminably long session on… something.  After an hour or two of shameless flirting, we ended up in her hotel room for the night.  

    What the hell was that seminar?  Something to do with the latest tax laws? Shit Kyle, focus! I thought to myself as I drifted away in thought.  How the hell could I be in danger of losing an erection?  But in fact, I was, I was bored.  Pulling myself away from random memories, I focused on the here and now.  I forcibly pulled my mind back to all the wonderful sensations as she slid her body along mine, my cock buried deep in her warmth. Better.  

     Kaley really was gorgeous, not the kind of woman any man would normally ignore in bed. She was also very good, OK, maybe well practiced would be a better way to put it. Our sex was routine, almost formulaic and had been for months now.  She was tall, athletic, and bottle blonde, with no strings attached. Exactly what I usually looked for when I needed to get laid. Or at least it was always what I’d wanted in the past.   

    Lately, I had begun to question my life choices.  None of the women I’d been seeing, all on a very casual basis, held my interest.  If I was being honest, I doubt I held their interest either. Sex and an occasional dinner party was all my relationships seemed to involve. Again, not a problem for me until lately.  It couldn’t be that I was lonely?  The thought of a relationship never held appeal to me and still didn’t.  Right?  

    Why do I find her so boring? I thought to myself as I worked to help her reach her climax, driving my hips into her on each downward plunge. I felt the firm, steady beat of her heart under my thumbs increase in rhythm as I admired her pale, perfect skin glistening with sweat from our efforts.  

    She really is gorgeous, and intelligent but… I was distracted by her loud moaning. 

    “Yes, yes… Just like that!”  She exclaimed.  Suddenly, her back arched and she ground her pubis hard against me, breathing in deep sudden gasps.   

     “Fuck!” Kayley moaned in ecstasy as I watched her orgasm face contort then slowly relax.  She relaxed her body on my member sliding down as far as possible, as if to take it deeper. I felt her start to roll to the side as she clutched my lower torso with her legs to pull me over.  It was a moved we practiced often. 

    All part of our normal routine - one of us would call the other, see if there was some free time and arrange a place to meet.  Usually, that was my loft as it was convenient to both our offices.  We would strip on the way to the bedroom, engage in light foreplay that always ended with her on top for her orgasm, and a roll over so I could have my turn.   

    I was used to our dance and still enjoyed it, physically at least.  Hell, why wouldn’t I enjoy it? I thought as I rolled with her, barely missing a beat as I started to thrust rhythmically.  I made no attempt to prolong my orgasm, I just wanted to feel the friction of pumping into her, nuts slapping the wet valley between her legs as I lost myself in her warm wetness.  My own release came shortly after and we laid in bed together, not to cuddle, but rather to catch our breath.  We never cuddled. It wasn’t our thing.  It wasn’t my thing with any of my women friends.  

    I think someone might call it a companionable silence. After a few minutes of that silence, broken only by our deep breathing, Kaley jumped up, her round ass bouncing as she walked to the bathroom and called over her shoulder, “Use your shower?”  Not needing an answer, as it was also part of our usual routine, she continued on her way. 

    I listened to the shower running and stared at the tall ceiling in deep thought.  I should just tell her we won’t be able to see each other anymore.  I have plenty of friends with benefits.  Maybe it’s time to move on? Besides, I’m so close to that early retirement and leaving this shitty winter wonderland. 

    I spent most of the last 15 years as an attorney in Chicago.  No, not the fun go to court kind and argue before a jury.  I was the expert on research and legal esoterica regarding business law and taxes.  I did the work, so the showmen and women could go to court.  My skills did go beyond that, I was very talented at putting together opening and closing arguments but hated the actual courtroom scene.  In school, my professors said my delivery was too wooden and jury’s wouldn’t like me.  I didn’t care.  I preferred it that way.  The work wasn’t very challenging for me, but it did keep me busy.   

    My entire adult life had been one effort after another to stay unencumbered with personal relationships.  No real friends, no family contacts.  OK, other than my granddad, but that was a unique situation.  I honestly can’t say I started this lifestyle as an adult. I’ve been avoiding people since I was a kid. My mind started to wander to my childhood memories, but I viciously pulled it back. My family had money but nothing like closeness.  The lessons I learned from an early age were to trust no one, even to family. Doing otherwise was to just invite pain. Stop. 

    I really was very good at my job, I made a lot of money, had a nice office and a great place to live. As a single guy, I played it smart and made wise investments. Planning to retire young, travel and enjoy life.  I learned the importance of that from my gramps who often told me life should be lived, not squandered away. Now, there was a part of my childhood I did enjoy, a small part but at least a glimmer of happiness.  He was always encouraging me to find someone special.  He was so worried I will end life alone, like him. 

    I’m not a hermit, not really, I thought before mentally switching gears.  OK, I’ll say something when she comes out of the shower. Over the years I met many women who, like me, were too engrossed in their profession to want to settle down, but they did want an occasional bed partner - intense career women who had no time to be with someone unless it was to get laid, or the occasional dinner out.  Don’t get me wrong, I did have opportunities, but the girls who saw me as a good prospect really didn’t interest me.  I stopped trying to figure out what that said about the kind of person I was and just lived the life I was handed. 

    I stretched out in the queen-sized bed, just barely big enough for my six-foot frame, and pulled a sheet over my groin.  I wasn’t body shy, but I knew I would be more comfortable covered when I spoke to Kayley.  A second later, I changed my mind and grabbed a robe from the foot of the bed and wrapped myself in it as she stepped from the bathroom. 

    “Mmm, that was so good,” Kayley hummed, a satisfied grin on her face as she stood before me, naked and smelling of my Irish Spring.  She quickly gathered her clothes and began pulling on panties and the rest of her business attire.  I smiled as I saw she wasn’t wearing a bra, she never wore a bra, saying it gave her an advantage in negotiations. “Besides, small titted girls can get away with it.” I recalled her saying years ago. 

    “Yeah, it was great.” I replied, “So…” I started to speak when she interrupted.   

    “Kyle, just a sec.  I have to tell you something first.”  She flopped down on the bed and maneuvered a foot up to slide on a high heel.  “I’m getting married next weekend.  I wanted to say something earlier, but we haven’t seen each other in a while and… Well, work you know?” 

    “Hey, that’s awesome.  I’m happy for you, but a week?”  I asked her.  I was actually happy. Now I didn’t have to have that awkward breakup conversation, but then it struck me she was getting married in a week and we just had sex.  Seriously, I wondered why that didn’t bother me more? 

    “Yeah, I’ve known him for a few years.  We worked a few cases together and one thing led to another.  He asked me a few months ago, and I said yes.”  She looked up at me, both heels now placed on her feet. “I should have said something sooner. Sorry” 

    “Well, if you had I wouldn’t have done any of this.”  I responded, semi-joking as I sat next to her.  “I am happy for you.” 

    “Thanks, you are a dear.  I know your two rules,” She air quoted with a shrug. “I figured you wouldn’t screw an engaged woman as it was close enough to being married.”  She laughed. “So, sue me for getting a final one in.” 

    I chuckled with her thinking, No, if I knew you were engaged, I never would have gone to bed with you.  But, this makes saying we shouldn’t see each other easier.   

    “Well, I may let the litigation pass…this time.”  I chuckled again and gave her a peck on the cheek.  She took my hand and stood, leading me to the door then down the hallway to the living room of my loft where she grabbed her briefcase.  

    “OK, gotta run.  I’ll call you after the honeymoon.”  Standing on tip toes, she kissed my lips.  I watched her walk out the front door with a strange sense of relief. 

    I remember the rest of the day vividly.  Odd, as it was pretty boring. After Kayley took off, I sat down at my computer and spent a few hours researching a case I was working.  Then, I spent several more, much more pleasant hours, editing photos from my last trip to Glacier National Park. I’d spent a week hiking the park following my one vice and passion: photography.  

    Monday morning found me in my office well before sunrise.  I usually jogged the six miles from home to my office nearly every other day, crazy Chicago weather permitting.  Arriving early meant I had easy access to the shower in the firm’s small, but well equipped, gym.  My locker always had a fresh shirt, suit and shoes, left on the days I drove to work.  The partners expected attorneys to arrive early and stay late but look good for clients.   A few hours later, while sitting at my desk pouring through a new case, my secretary strode into the office.   

    “Mr. Frances. Your 9 AM is here. Ms. Ann.” I looked up as she spoke, smiling my thanks.  We had a long-standing system whereby she would come into the office to announce appointments, rather than use the phone.  It was a quirk of mine, but it worked for me. 

    “Thanks Carol.  Can you bring her in?”  Carol nodded, a warm but professional smile on her face.  She was a pretty woman, a little over 50 and one of the idiosyncrasies in our firm as most of the secretarial pool were young and cute.  Not that they weren’t very good at their jobs, but I knew many of my colleagues preferred eye-candy and the very real possibility of fishing in that pool.  Carol returned a minute later, followed by a tall statuesque young woman. 

    “Good morning Ms. Ann.”  I said, coming around my desk to shake her hand before gesturing with the file folder I still held to a conference table. I was struck by the firmness of her handshake and what appeared to be a complete lack of makeup.  Most women in our world wear makeup and, if they have the figure, business suits cut to show off their assets.  After all, all was fair in business and war.  As Lilly stood before me I realized she wasn’t like the rest of the crowd.  She was pretty, beautiful even with cream colored skin, full lips and blue eyes the color of a deep mountain lake.  Her well-tailored dress didn’t hide her figure so much as minimize what I suspected was a truly remarkable set of curves.  Beyond that, there was just some indefinable… something about her. I stopped that train of thought rapidly.  Well before she could get any hint of what was racing through my mind.   I’d never violated my rule on workplace relationships and wasn’t going to start now. 

    “Mr. Frances.  Good to see you again.  I’ve been reviewing the files on this case.  It looks like it will involve a lot of research and number crunching, but I think I found a few interesting twists.”  I smiled at her no-nonsense approach and calm demeanor. I had a reputation as a hard ass when it came to work and most, if not all the new hires tended to be nervous around me.  Especially when assigned a project I was on.    

     As she moved to the indicated chair, I reflected on what I knew about her, which was not much.  The firm hired her right out of college, the University of Miami, and considered her a bright and rising star.  She quickly developed a reputation as someone with a sharp legal mind who truly seemed to enjoy background and detail work - a lot like me.  She also had a reputation as a workaholic and a bit of a cold fish - according to a few of the younger attorneys who tried to flirt with her.  

    “Yeah, it will be just the two of us on this, so plan on long days and late nights.”  I attempted a friendly, professional smile in her direction, “Well, later nights.”  Most people had no concept about how late attorneys worked, especially at the bigger firms.  “I’ve also been going over the files and made a few notes with ideas on how to divide the workload.”  She nodded, eyes locked on my face as I spoke, another trait I appreciated, returning her gaze. “Don’t hesitate to make suggestions.  I don’t have a problem with changing my ideas for something better.”  I smiled as I spoke. “I am also fine with you calling me Kyle.”     

    “Well, let’s go over your notes, I’ll be sure to chime in with any ideas I might have.” She hesitated then added. “Please call me Lilly, it is easier than being overly formal.”  She nodded, her face a poker player’s dream of non-expression.  We spent the next two hours reviewing the research and adding to our lists. I had to admit, I was quickly impressed by her suggestions, as they showed great insight into the case and surrounding case law.  

    “All right, I’ll get started on this.”  She said simply after we wrapped up the division of labor.  She stood and moved to the door only to pause before walking through as she stopped to look at a photo hung on the wall.  I always found the image breathtaking, even if I was the one who took it.  Deep blue skies framed a jagged mountain range, the center of the image focused on a long waterfall surrounded by mist where it splashed, hidden by forest, into a small lake. I knew the area well, having hiked it a few months earlier. Lilly’s fingers traced the stark outline of the mountain, without touching it.  She then leaned in as if to find something before shrugging and stepping back to the door.     

    Nodding to herself, Lilly called over her shoulder.  “Nice, love the photographs.  Someday you’ll have to tell me about the artist.  OK, see you in a few days.”  

    We didn’t see each other for two days but exchanged frequent emails and a few calls and texts as we did our individual research and compared notes.  Everything was professional and above board, but looking back on those communiques, I think I sensed a warming between us.   

    We finished the project a day before the due date and presented it to the partners, one of whom would be bringing the issue to court for our client. “Damn fine work you two!”  The lead announced.  “I never call a win before the gavel pounded but this sure as hell feels like one!” Two weeks later, we were called back to his office for a celebratory meeting. 

    “The partners have voted you both big bonuses!  That last bit regarding the copyright infringement clause was genius.  We all agree, it led to the settlement at least doubling.”  He chuckled as he shook both our hands.  “Well, you know the reward for good work?” His bushy right eyebrow rose as he looked to each of us. 

    “More work, sir.”  Lilly announced. 

    “Damn straight.  We have several more cases coming up similar to this last one.  We think it would be good to partner you two on those.  Why break up a winning team?”  He chuckled as we were ushered out the door.   

    That project began a series of assignments; we worked well together as the partners continued to notice.  Within a year, I was offered a corner office and my own partnership.  I debated accepting for a time, worried the new position might impact my plans for the future.  In the long run, I did take the job.  I figured the extra pay just helped me cushion my retirement plans.  Lilly was moved into my old office and position.  Yep, work was great, and I truly enjoyed spending time with Lilly, purely on a professional level, to start.  The first few times we collaborated after that initial job it was nothing but business.  I was fine with that and could tell she was as well.  She was definitely cute under all her lawyer garb, but I stuck to my hard and fast rule never to mess around at work.   

    I’d always been a bit of a loner and liked it that way.  Again, not a hermit, but definitely a loner.  Messing around at work made too much of a… mess.  From that first assignment, I quickly picked up on Lilly’s need to be seen as professional.  She showed a similar need to keep a distance from others. Whatever, Lilly had her reasons and I respected them.    

    The fact that I did respect her professionalism, and she mine, made it easier for us to start talking more about our personal interests and likes during our ‘down-times’ on a project.  Nothing too deep, at first.  I learned she loved the outdoors, nature and hiking, and many of our conversations turned to places we visited or would like to visit. 

    One late work night, translation, normal night, we were in my office, door open, taking a break and talking about our hobbies.  I didn’t have many and never talked to anyone about one of my loves, photography.  I surprised myself when I told Lilly and confessed the photos in my office were all taken on my travels.   

    “Really?  They are all yours?” Lilly said with genuine excitement in her voice.  “I wondered who did the photos in here.  They are amazing.”  The animation in her voice was so different from her normal dry tones and quickly drew me in.   

    Pleased by the attention, I gestured to a few large pictures on the wall, one of Mt. Hood and another of Pikes Peak.  There were other smaller photos framed around the office, all but a few of them landscape scenes.  The exceptions were of fast cars, usually cornering and some photos of the drivers. 

    “I don’t think I’ve ever told anyone, but all the shots are mine.” I couldn’t believe how shy I sounded as I claimed credit for the images. It was made worse when she picked up on my nervousness. 

    “Kyle, you actually sound shy and embarrassed.”  Lilly teased as she got up and roamed around, slowly staring at the photos. “Wow, these are amazing.  I admired them every time I was in here but just thought you had purchased them.  I never knew.” 

    “I don’t really talk much about hobbies at work.  You may be the first person I’ve ever mentioned it to.”   

    “Ha, sounds like you.  Well, sounds like both of us.  I’m always more comfortable leaving work at work.”  She said, still wandering my office as she examined the photos.  “Sorry, I didn’t mean to intrude on your personal life.”  Lilly turned to me, a small smirk on her face as she spoke. 

    “Well, no harm done.” I replied with mock sincerity.   

    Lilly gave me another small smile then turned back to the photo near her and began asking very detailed questions.  Questions that led me to believe she knew a hell of a lot about photography. She was so sincere in her appreciation. I was flattered and suddenly wanted to share this side of my life with someone.  Well, with her.  

    “Seriously, you do your own editing too?”  She asked, without waiting for a reply she went on, “Kyle, you have an amazing perspective.  You could easily do this for a living if you marketed yourself right. I’d love to see the rest of your work. You must have more.” 

    “Ha, are you a photography expert?”  I joked.  I caught her expression as I said that, cautious, almost guarded. “I do have more. Are you sure you want to see them?  It’s getting late.” 

    “Yeah, I definitely want to see them, it’s a nice break.”  Lilly turned back to look at me from across the room where she was examining a photo of a stock car. “Sorry, I know it’s late.  We can get back to work now.  I really do enjoy your photos and would love to see more.” 

    “What the hell, it’s not like we can’t get a few espressos to keep us going. Besides, we need a mental break.”  I chuckled.  “I have a bunch of work on SmugMug.  I’ll open the site, so you can see.”  I quickly pulled up the website on my laptop and opened my galleries page.  There were hundreds of galleries, some containing old prints I scanned in from college when all I had was an old Canon Rebel and used real film.   

    Lilly moved to a chair next to me where she could easily see the screen.  After a few seconds, I slid the computer closer to her. 

    “Here you go, look at whatever you want.”  I told her. “I started the website to share pictures with people I met as I traveled. Especially the drivers I worked with, so they could easily download images they liked.” 

    Most of my work was landscapes, but I also had a lot of auto racing shots from stock car to open wheel.  I explained to her that I enjoyed getting away from the craziness in the city to camp and hike or go to a track for more craziness.   

    “I have some friends who are into racing.  Actually, they were some of my first clients, before I was hired here.”  I shrugged, “I consider them friends.  Anyway, they got me hooked on the sport and I was able to take some interesting photos.”  As I spoke, I felt a sense of shock that I was sharing so much of what I considered my personal life with her.  I think I realized then I had a friend. I just wasn’t ready to admit it to myself. 

    I went on to tell her I found myself with a reputation as a quality amateur among many of the drivers and crews.  It got to the point where many up-and-coming drivers, translation: poor, would ask me to shoot them on the track or with their cars for websites and “Hero Cards”. 

    I planned on skipping my gallery of women at the track, but when she saw a thumbnail of a gorgeous brunette in a tank top and Daisy Dukes, she begged to see the rest.  I was mortified for a few seconds and didn’t understand why I should feel that way.  There was nothing embarrassing in the gallery, not really.  I quickly explained that all the photos were of women who approached me and asked me to do some shots for them.  I blurted out, as if I had to defend myself, that all the women showed ID and signed releases.   

    “Kyle, you are actually blushing.” Lilly teased as she clicked open the first gallery.  “Gee, Mr. Cool actually has feelings.”  Her chiding was done with a gentle tone and no hint of malice.  Lilly’s reaction as she saw the photos surprised me. At first I worried she hated them as she said nothing for several minutes just scrolling through about half a dozen shots before she looked at me.  

    “Well?”  I prodded, unable to take the silence.  Lilly shook her head, lips pursed slightly before she spoke.   

    “OK, your landscapes are amazing, but these are just crazy good.  You really have an eye for capturing...” she struggled for the right word before chuckling and saying, “You capture a model’s essence.  I hated saying that; it sounds so cliché, but these shots of yours are so incredibly nuanced.” She hesitated again. “I get the sense I know these people, just from the photo. Do you mind if we look at more?  I really am fascinated.”  The sincerity in her voice convinced me.  Besides, I was genuinely enjoying myself and felt some inner tension I didn’t know I was carrying release.   

    “Sure, I don’t mind.  I appreciate the flattery, even if it isn’t deserved.” 

    “Hey.”  Lilly frowned at me, a playful glint in her eyes.  “I would never flatter you.  Now, can I see the rest of these?” 

    I took a deep breath followed with a goofy sigh, “OK, but you will be the first person, other than the models, I’ve ever shown these to.”  As I spoke, I remember wondering what had gotten into me?   

    Lilly nodded and opened the next gallery.  This one was full of truly gorgeous women, many were aspiring models who came to a track or looked me up to do a shoot for them.  Most were leaning against expensive cars.  Everything from ‘Modifieds’ to stock cars (look it up) and some very exotic sports cars.  There were shots of girls in bikinis posing near RVs or sitting in empty stands watching practices.  Truth be told, as I looked at them, I was proud of the images.  What I put in the gallery wasn’t simple snap and shoot.  I knew I worked with each model to get a flattering, artistic and interesting photo and thought it showed.   

    One of my favorites was a shot I took at Indy, right at the brick line looking across the track into nearly empty stands.  A gorgeous blonde, wearing an orange string bikini top and a pair of tight running shorts was framed perfectly through the fence. I remember timing the shot during a practice session to catch a car blurring by and was able to do that, and catch her hair blowing in a light breeze.  Lilly paused on that photo and enlarged it.  After looking at it for a few seconds she asked me how I set it up.   

    “It was a lot of work but worth it.”  I told her, staring at the image as I related how I planned the shot.  “We used our cell phones to coordinate poses from across the track.  I was especially proud of how I had cleaned up the image so that the fence blurred and didn’t really obstruct the view of the model.” 

    “You know, you look happy when you talk about your photos.” Lilly said, almost wistfully.  “It’s a good look for you, my friend. So, how did you meet the model?” 

    “She is a beer model.” I paused as Lilly chuckled, I loved the sound of her laugh.  “Seriously, she is one of the girls they hired to walk around in skimpy outfits and hand out flyers.  I think her name is Brandy.  She heard I did a lot of photography and asked if I would take a few for her portfolio.  That’s how most of these shots happened.  Word of mouth.” 

    I went on to tell Lilly she offered to pay $500 if I could get just a few good enough to add to her portfolio.  Lilly chuckled again when I told her I explained to Brandy that I was an attorney who just loved photography.   

    “Brandy said she had seen my work from other girls and some of the drivers and thought I was more than just someone who loved photography.”  I felt a flush rise in my cheeks as I finished.  I never brag about myself. Well, until now I’ve never talked about myself to anyone. When I finished Lilly looked at me smiling and shaking her head in mock exasperation. 

    “Your work is excellent.  I am so impressed, and I can see the excitement and passion in you when you talk about it.  You have a talent, and I am so glad to be able to see your work.  Too bad you can’t devote more time to it. I bet you could make a living at it”   

    “Thanks.”  Her words made me happy and uncomfortable at the same time. “You seem to know a lot about this…” I let that thought trail off, not sure where it would lead but curious all the same.  Lilly nodded and seemed to come to a conclusion before she spoke. 

    “I can tell how personal this is to you so… can I share something and ask you to keep it between us?” 

    “Of course.  As long as it isn’t a crime.  If it is, still no problem, you just have to retain me as your attorney before we talk.”  She smiled at me, then stared in my eyes and took a deep breath. 

    “OK, I did some modeling work to put myself through college.  So, that’s where my knowledge comes in.”  She gave me a speculative glance. “Your work is really good, seriously good.  If you are interested, I know some models in Chicago who would love to work with someone with your talents.” 

    I smiled and told her, “Sure, maybe…”  I was also thinking, Wait, she modeled in college? How can I ask her politely if I could see her work?   

    Looking at her out of the corner of my eye, I was struck again how gorgeous she was and the lengths she went to hide it.  Her makeup was bland, and I began to realize she intentionally toned down her facial features with the makeup she did apply.  A stray thought raced through my brain that I’d seen her in just a little more makeup since we began working together. Lilly’s dresses were always demure, the height of professionalism. I’ve never seen her sit down and then work to pull her dress lower so she didn’t give everyone a crotch shot. 

    All this raced through my head along with a realization that I was close to considering breaking one of my cardinal rules.  Never, ever, ever date someone from work!  Never even let yourself get tempted.  I had seen that lead to ruin, besides, she was much younger than I and surely had someone in her life. No, I won’t ask about her photos, no matter how much I wanted to see them. I wasn’t down on myself physically.  Like I said, I stayed in shape, had all my hair, no gray, and was often told I look years younger than my real age.  When I wanted to get laid, it was never an issue.  No connections…. Damn it. Lilly was cute, and I liked talking to her and spending time together.  Damn it… She is 17 years younger than you! No! Kyle stop. Think work, and I did.  I saw her staring at me, waiting.  Gutless, I turned us back to our files and said again, “Sure, tell them I’m willing, but this job has me so busy I can never set a schedule. Let’s finish this up.” 

    I caught a small, satisfied smile on her face before she turned back to the files in front of us. We spent the rest of the evening working together, staring and glancing away like a couple of school kids.  Neither of us willing to take a chance and cross a line.  Damn. 

   







Chapter 2 

      

    A week after that evening found me in a confusing place.  Something happened that night between us that I didn’t, or couldn’t, define.  I liked Lilly, more than that, I respected her and in hindsight, realized I truly enjoyed her company.  Not for sex, I just liked talking to her and sharing our life stories.  We began by sending friendly emails and sending texts back and forth that had nothing to do with work.  Somehow, I found myself sharing stories about my grandfather, college life, and some of my bucket list items.  In turn, she did the same adding that she had a long term boyfriend who lived out of state.   

    That revelation stung a bit.  Another feeling I didn’t want to examine at the time.  I learned she didn’t date much growing up, only having what she described as two significant relationships. Then she sent a text asking: 

    So, what about you.  Never married, no significant relationships? 

    No, nothing I would ever call significant and never close to married.  I thought, no I hoped, to leave it with the barest of answers. 

    You have a reputation around the office.  I was shocked to hear that and wasn’t sure how to respond. 

    Oh?  

    Yes.  The women say you are always with someone different at the parties you attend.  Also, you have never dated anyone in the office.   

    True.  I am a virtuous soul.  Never one to sully the honor of our firm.  I decided to play it funny.   

    She didn’t respond for a while then sent a smiley face.   

    This went on for over a month with successive emails becoming more and more personal.  We shared a common sarcastic sense of humor and began telling each other more details of our life stories, almost always with a humorous twist.  Emails, arranged breaks in the lounge for coffee, playing games...  Shit, we were falling for each other, or I was falling for her. 

    On one of our coffee breaks she casually said to me, “I enjoy our emails but we may want to carry on the discussions through our private accounts.  If that is OK with you?” 

    Playing it cool I said, “Sure, good idea that way we won’t get gigged by accounting if the IT department checks our emails and finds we were wasting company time.” 

    A few weeks later, after many, many personal emails which then turned to a combination of emails and texts, Lilly turned our conversations into a game. She called it the ‘Warpedness Games’ in honor of our twisted sense of humor.  We awarded each other points for absolutely no reason based on the responses we gave to each other’s bizarre questions.  I loved this side of her, playful and goofy.  It drew me in and brought those characteristics out in me as well.  I was reading an e-mail from her in which she was commenting on one of my racer girl photos.  That was what she was calling them.  It was of a short blonde in a half shirt with a truly remarkable bust line, staring into the camera with a definite, “come hither” look.  In her comment, Lilly asked if I had ever hooked up with any of my models.  Just came out and asked it, well, in an email.  I checked the timestamp on the email and saw she must have just sent it.  I decided that I had to respond in text.   

    I have to award you 500 points for boldness. 

    Answer? 

    Yes, a few hookups with some of the girls.   

    I am drinking some wine now and think I would be very interested in hearing about those, sometime. You get 300 points for your answer, by the way. Followed by a wink face. 

    Our private conversations had definitely stepped up.  I ignored the not so veiled hint and replied, OK, have you ever been in a work relationship? 

    There was a long delay between responses.  I began to panic that I had crossed the line, that she would think  I was implying we should have a relationship, she was going to make a sexual harassment complaint… ‘ding’.  I had a text. 

    No, sir.  I have never had a work relationship.  I am docking you 100 points for a weak question.  You know the answer to that or should.  I already told you, only two serious relationships. Followed by a smiley emoticon. Phew! 

    I thought a moment before replying, OK, you’ve asked about me hooking up with people.  When you say serious, you mean only two ‘hook-ups’? 

    Yep.  My ice queen rep is intact.  I’ve only had sex with two guys.  LOL 

    I was strangely relieved by her answer, which led to much internal bickering.  I was surprised by that relief.  I don’t get attached and had never carried on like this with anyone! I scolded, well, me.   

    As time went on, Lilly and I found ourselves sharing more and more personal information.  Our first times, craziest places, craziest things we had ever done.  She knew that I had, what she began calling a ‘harem’.  I learned more about her two men, but not much.  She was stubbornly quiet about that, but I didn’t mind.   

    I wish I could tell you something exciting about me but only two guys and it was pretty basic stuff. 

    During one of our texting ‘share sessions’, I told her I had once had a three-way with my girlfriend and her best friend.  I was waiting for her to doubt me and laugh it off or think I was being a douchebag. 

    Instead, she texted, 5,000,000 points, LOL.  I can’t believe you admitted that!!! How was it? 

    Awkward.  Lots of arms and legs everywhere. It was college, so we were still figuring things out. So, no doubts? 

    Awkward? That’s all?  Wow, the great harem master and that’s all he can say.  No doubts, I believe it, you are cuter than you think.  I have no doubt you could get a couple of girls. Besides, you always tell me the truth.  

    That text was followed up with a ‘wink face’.  I am cuter than I think! Yeah, then nerd like, I instantly thought of Rudolph in that cartoon yelling, “She thinks I’m cute”, or something like that. 

    You are cuter than you act too. 

    What do you mean? 

    I think you play down your looks at work. 

    Why would I do that? 

    Because you are incredibly intelligent and don’t want to be seen as getting ahead on your looks.  Smiley face. 

    Kyle, you are flirting, aren’t you?  Now answer my question or lose points! 

    Darn, our game, and I was ahead on points… points that don’t matter but I was ahead and very competitive.  

    Which question?  About the three-way or whether I am flirting?  What the hell, I had to put it out there and I guess we were both flirting.  It was a good, awkward.  My girlfriend and I were in her dorm room drinking and making out.  Her friend April came back early from the bars.  She started drinking with us and then fell asleep, we thought.  Anyway, we tried to be quiet, started doing it, and then April crawled in bed with us… 

    Kyle, despite the fact you are a terrible storyteller, that sounds pretty hot and crazy.  600 more points for you. 

    Since I got the points, I ask the question… What is the craziest thing you did sexually? 

    Never a three-way, it doesn’t sound bad, but I’ve never gone there.  I guess a wild thing I did was sort of hook-up with a girl friend of mine.  We met through modeling in Florida, got to be good friends, and that is all I will say.  

    That was worse story telling than mine but also sounded hot.  Sort of? 200 points and you still owe me.   

    Owe you?  I’m boring… I do like movies; can I leave it at that? 

    Movies?  You know what I’m thinking. THOSE movies. LOL I couldn’t believe I was having this conversation, much less with a woman like Lilly AND talking, well texting, about watching porn. 

    Yes!  

    What is the craziest thing you did as a model? 

    Do you realize you never asked me any questions about my modeling before now?  I was beginning to feel depressed.  You lose 300 points for how long it took you.   

    I laughed at her response.  OK, I’m asking now.  

    You have to swear to never say a word about this… I did some nudes when I was in college and then a few after I graduated.  Very artistic, but there you go. 

    I remember reading those words, my heart pounding as my mind raced to paint an image of Lilly posing nude.  I’d suspected something like that when she first mentioned modeling, it was just the way she said it.  Later, as I got to know her better, I began to doubt it.  She had a pretty conservative sex life and the only side of her I really saw, outside the recent conversations, was a very proper professional woman.  That didn’t seem to square up with the type of person who would pose nude or be comfortable posing nude. 

    Hey, don’t leave a girl hanging!  You do promise right? 

    Of course. You may have won a record number of points with that answer!  I thought for a moment then sent, Hey, can I call for a second? I waited for her response with my finger poised over the button to call her.  I didn’t really know what I wanted to say, just that I didn’t want to say it in a text. 

    Sure. She answered on the first ring. 

    “Wow, that was fast.” Lilly chortled. I chose to ignore what was probably a double entendre.  

    “Thanks, I was getting tired of texting. Besides, I needed to personally award you points for winning tonight.” 

    “No problem.  I was so scared to tell you... Ahh hell, I trust you.” 

    “That’s why I wanted to call and talk.  Your secret is safe with me.  I also wanted to tell you I would love to see some of your modeling work.  Not the nudes.  That might be too much.” 

    Lilly’s rich laughter filled my ear. “Oh Kyle!  You are too funny.  I appreciate it my friend and I know what you mean.” 

     

   







Chapter 3 

    As the weeks passed I found myself thinking more of Lilly and looking forward to our frequent emails, texts and now regular phone calls.  We shared so much, I felt like we were in a relationship, not that I would recognize it if we were.  The whole thing was scaring the hell out of me… and felt good.   We hadn’t been on a date or anything even resembling one much less had any physical contact beyond an occasional touch on the arm. Sure, an occasional coffee or lunch, but that was all business… Well, not all, we did continue to flirt and talk about ourselves when time permitted.  I realized I felt closer to her than I had to anyone before.  We were close friends and I liked that, found I needed it. I also felt guilty about her boyfriend and my occasional trysts with a ‘friend’.  During one lunch I even brought it up, in a backhanded manner. 

    “So, how’s your boyfriend?  Steve?”  I said before casually forking a piece of lettuce in my mouth from the salad I on my plate. 

    “Fine, a pain in the ass lately.  Let’s not talk about him.” She pointedly looked at her own salad, forcefully spearing a tomato as she spoke.  “I have a few models who really want to work with you.  Interested?” Good, I liked hearing he was a pain in the ass. 

    “Sure, sorry I brought it up. I do have the next few Saturdays free.  What are we talking about?” 

    “They want portfolio work.  Basically, headshots to start.” 

    “The models are OK I’m not a professional?” 

    “Oh wow, get over that will you?  They’ve all seen your work and keep asking if I’ve talked to you.”  Lilly gave me a stern glance. “You know you would enjoy it. Listen, one of the girls is a really good friend, Carrie.  She is an excellent model and just wants to update some of her work.  You two would have a blast together.” 

    I hesitated then told her I was still struggling with the idea of people seeing my ‘art’.  “It’s weird but it feels more personal than sex.” 

    She listened attentively and didn’t even crack a smile at my last comment, “I get it.  What you don’t get is your work is very good.  I just don’t know why you lack confidence.” 

    I replied, “It isn’t so much a lack of confidence, as it is I am not really sure what I am doing, I’ve never told a model to move and pose like you see on tv and the movies.”  I then said jokingly in my best French accent, “Look at me, give me fierce, now soft, no fierce, angry…”  we laughed together. 

    “Look, most shoots don’t go anything like that.  If the model initiates it is because he or she knows what they need.  They will usually talk with the photographer well before the shoot, arrange location and wardrobe then show up for a few hours of work.” She leaned forward her hair in curls today with one wayward spiral falling in front of her right eye. “If the photographer initiates a shoot then they are the one to tell the model what they need and the model dips into his or her toolbox of poses and looks.  Yeah, they will talk during a shoot but it is mainly obvious stuff.” 

    She then said, “You need to hold your arm down a little, pull your shirt this way to remove a wrinkle, hold your head up.” As she spoke her arms moved along showing me different poses to illustrate what she was saying.  “You already do most of that, I can tell in your pictures and from talking with you the last several months.” She continued, “What these guys and gals want from you is pretty simple.  No worries about MUA (make-up artists), stylists or any others like you might find at a glamour or fashion magazine shoot.  Just make them look pretty like you did those girls at the track.”  As she said that she smiled and ended with, “Besides, you might have fun.” 

    “OK, you win.” I said grinning. “On one condition.” 

    “Yes”, she responded with a cautious grin, “What did you have in mind?” 

    “You come to the shoots and be my assistant.” 

    “Argh!  Blackmailer! All right agreed!”  She responded with a lilting laugh as she tossed her head back as if in great mental anguish over the ‘blackmail’.  “Sounds like fun.” 

    “Oh,” I said quickly.  “You also have to show me some of your work.” I continued before she could answer, “So I can get more of an idea of what I need to do.  Research you know.”  Now I was smiling. 

    “You only had one condition Mr. Frances and I agreed to it.” Lilly replied still laughing.  “Set up a time to shoot with Carrie and I will consider your other request.” She struck a pose with her hands framing her face, a far-off look in her eyes.  

    “I give up!  Let’s finish lunch.  I will call Carrie later, just give me her number.”   

    I arranged the shoot with Carrie for two weeks out, put it on my calendar and sent Lilly a request to meet for a shoot.  All official. We had our usual chat session that evening, this one focused on shoot locations and ideas.  Despite the fact it wasn’t our usual personal flirtatious thing, I really enjoyed it.   

    The following day, Lilly sent me an email asking if I could review some files with her.  I replied that I could meet her in her office, we set a time and I grabbed the needed documents.  A few hours later, shortly before lunch, I knocked on her door frame and heard her call out, “Come on in.” 

    “Hey Kyle!  Thanks for agreeing to meet me here.  I have some spreadsheets up on my computer for this tax case.  I guess I could have come over to you with the laptop but…” 

    “Not a problem,” I replied. “I needed the exercise.” 

    Staring at me critically, then giving me an obvious evaluating stare from head to toe she said with a thoughtful tone. “Hmmm, from what I can see you don’t really look like you need any more work.” Then smiling at me, “Honestly, how far did you run this morning before work?”  

    My reply of just six miles was met with a “Hmmph.” That was followed by an obvious appraising look as her eyes wandered up and down my body. 

    “Nope, you look in good shape.  Well mister, let’s get to work.”  She grinned at my sigh and shaking head.   

    We sat across a small conference table for a little over an hour comparing notes, adding numbers to her spreadsheets and generally doing some very mind numbing, boring work.  Finally, she leaned back and gave a stretch saying, “Let’s call it quits for now.  Besides, I have something to show you.”  

    As she stretched I noticed the button-down shirt she was wearing under her suit jacket was stretched across the bust line. How had I never noticed that before? Umm, eyes, up. Lilly caught me looking and didn’t seem to mind in fact, I think she hesitated longer than necessary to let my gaze linger.  I did get a knowing grin from her but no comment on my ‘lapse’. To cover my embarrassment at being caught I asked, “Really, should I shut the door.” I said it with a leering tone and expression. See how good I am at flirting?  Not. She let out a little giggle.  

    “No, well maybe but I know you are so worried about perceptions, so leave the door open and come around to this side of the desk.” I did as she asked, noting a thick leather-bound album sitting on the chair immediately beside her.  I sat in the remaining chair, leaving the album between us.  

    “You asked to see some of my photos from when I modeled.” She sounded hesitant and a bit nervous. “Look, I have worked hard to make sure I have a professional reputation here, you know what I mean, and I know you feel the same way about your reputation.  That is why you have your stupid don’t fool around at work rule.” 

    My stupid rule? I would have to get back to that or think about the fact she even mentioned it and what she might really mean.  Looking her in the eye and doing my best to express my sincerity I said. “I get it Lilly.  I completely understand and if you don’t want to show me the pictures you don’t have to.” 

    “No, it is fine, and I trust you, to a point,” she added and smiling continued.  “People don’t respect models or entertainers around here.  They tend to act like they are vacuous wastes of time and space and just fortunate they look pretty so they could make a living.  I was thinking about the fact that I even told you I did some modeling and was nervous.  I do trust you completely, rare for me. Even so, I want you to promise again that you will never tell anyone here I have modeled.” 

    “I do get it Lilly and I promise, I will never pass it on to anyone.” 

    She stared at me for a long moment then said, “I trust you, we are friends and I don’t say that lightly either.  That’s why I am also going to tell you a little more.  I posed nude for some art students and a few photographers.  It was great money and you know what student loans are like?”  Rushing on she said, “I don’t really model anymore.  Well, there are a few photographers who I have worked with a lot and I will occasionally do a project for them if I am ever in Miami or they are here.” She looked at my face closely as if to see how I would judge her, if I would judge her. 

    “Lilly, you are my friend and that means something to me too.  You know I have a few friends and you have figured out I don’t let a lot of people into my life.  When I do, they can count on me. You have nothing to worry about.” I said it and I meant it then added.  “It seems a shame you don’t really model anymore.  You get that same happy look you accuse me of having when you talk about modeling.” 

    “Thanks for that. I do love modeling, it’s a fun release but I’m just not sure I can do this and that.”  She shrugged, resigned.  “I won’t show you the nudes, I don’t really show them to anyone.  Most are very artistic and with makeup or poses you seldom see my face or could even recognize me.”  My quizzical look was enough to get a short explanation.  “Most of the nudes and high fashion were where the photographer was really pushing the limits with make-up, hair.  You’ve seen the videos on YouTube showing the model transition from no make-up to looking like something out of a futuristic movie?  Then add airbrushing…” Laughing she finished, “One photographer joked with us that we are basically breathing props.” 

    “Darn,” I said with a grin. “You sure I can’t convince you to show me a few of those?” I said in the cheesiest voice possible.  Eliciting another giggle and a head shake no.  She reached across the binder and took my arm.  

    “Thanks Kyle, you are a good man and I say that after getting to know you these last few months.  Glad we are friends.”  Yep, my heart skipped a beat a bit at her touch and look.  Come on, I was an older guy with a very cute young woman who just touched my arm.  Hmmm, I obviously needed to get laid.  

    “Thanks.”  I patted the hand resting on my arm. “One question.  Take this as ignorance and not anything more.”  She nodded, her brow furrowed. “From everything you’ve told me you had a very conservative childhood and ‘vanilla’ sex life.”  I used her term. “How did the nude stuff happen?  I would imagine that would be totally out of your wheelhouse, or am I missing something?”  

    “Well, I don’t know if I can explain it.  First, being nude doesn’t equal sex.  Second, it was college and seemed like a safe and daring thing to do. Third…” She was blushing furiously as she hesitated. “Third is, it was fun.  I guess I discovered I was a bit of an exhibitionist.”  She nodded her head to punctuate the end of that line of discussion and opened the binder, leaving it on the chair between us.  I looked down to see an 8X10 portrait of a goddess.  Her hair was shoulder length, slightly tousled with a curl just over the right eye, sort of like it was a few minutes ago.  Make-up was artfully applied.  Eyeliner accentuated her lovely deep blue eyes and there was just enough lipstick to show off the full lips.  Lilly was staring right through the picture with an expression of total calm, loveliness and control beyond description.  I looked up at Lilly and saw her watching me, amused.  

    “You are absolutely gorgeous, breathtaking… What I mean is, your photo is beautiful.” 

    Ignoring my befuddlement, she said, “This is an example of a color headshot.  You see the focus is all on the model.  Now, think of a headshot as a blank canvas for the model, actor or actress.  What they want is a series of photos that show off their best features and their abilities to potential agents, directors, what have you.” Lilly shifted to her business voice as she spoke. “I’ll show you a few more to give you an idea.  I know you can do these, I think you just have to see some real ones.” Turning the page, she continued, “When you meet Carrie look at her and think about the best angles to take that show off her face and features.  Some tricks are to have models look up slightly, it elongates their body and removes neck wrinkles.” 

    She went on to describe some additional tricks she saw photographers use such as standing on stools and ladders, so the model looked up at them.  Telling models to picture something happy or serious.  I heard her talking about using flash, light boxes and other tools.  I owned a great deal of equipment and knew what she was talking about, but it was good to hear from her perspective.   

    I started asking questions and giving her examples from things I had done at race tracks or even some of the hotel lobbies.  We talked about lighting needs in a garage and how they didn’t differ much from what was needed with people.  “Of course, with people you have to watch out for overly harsh lighting and a few other things.  I also know, from working with the drivers and the ‘racer girls’ that you need to avoid making the images sharp, like I would for a car or other object.” 

    “Exactly, see you do know what to do, you just have to stretch out and try something a little different.”  As we talked she continued turning pages, using them to illustrate her points.  I would also use them as I commented about what I saw in lighting and focus.  Several showed her in different settings, a brick wall behind her, some a simple black backdrop and another with what looked like wooden planks.   

    She commented that more and more headshots had photographers going outside to capture unique backgrounds.  There was still the need for the studio backdrop photos but a model would usually hire someone to shoot them in a few locations and with different backdrops, so they could show variety.  In the back of my head I was running my own commentary.  I couldn’t believe how gorgeous she was in the photos.  As I glanced from picture to reality I realized how hard she worked to downplay her looks around the office.  It made me respect her more and solidified my promise to never let her down. 

    About ten pictures into her portfolio the focus changed.  The next two showed Lilly wearing a business suit, not unlike what she wore to work.  In one she was posed with the Chicago skyline in the background.  The sky a perfect blue, pulled the color from her eyes and complemented it.  The second photo showed her holding a briefcase standing in a typical office conference room.  “This photographer was trying to get a job with a local women's fashion designer.  From what I heard, he did get the job.” Lilly stopped and hesitated before turning the next page.  

    “So, are you feeling better about the shoot with Carrie? All she needs is a few updated headshots.” 

    “Yes, actually much better and I have a few ideas I’d like to try.” 

    “I know you will do great.  If you like doing this you know I have several people who said they like your work and would love to do some shoots with you?” 

    “Sure, and honestly, I think I would really enjoy this.  I’d be happy to do more but that has to be as time permits.” I nodded at her as I spoke. 

    “Of course, most of the models are poor and trying to break into anything they can find here or dreaming of New York or LA.  There is a lot of fashion, advertising and other work in Chicago, but it still takes work to break in.  Most of these guys and gals have done some runway work or other modeling but need to continually update their portfolio and send fresh pics.  Their jobs tend to be the traditional waiting tables to get by.  They know what it is like to juggle time and schedules.” Lilly hesitated. 

    “Sure, I get that.  I don’t mind trading their modeling for images.  We can both win and they don’t have to pay.” I shrugged, it wasn’t as if I needed the money. 

    “What I was really getting at is that some will ask about doing nudes or implied nudes.  A few are actors and may have an agent who can get them a call up for plays that require nudity or to show a lot of skin.  Think about the play ‘Chicago’ and all the women going around in their lingerie.  Would you have a problem with doing that?  It isn’t an issue but you may as well think about it now, so you can respond if a model needs some nudes.  There are also a lot of guys and girls who would consider doing softcore sexy nudes to make some fast money.  They also need portfolio shots and for many it is a ‘just in case’.  The smart ones don’t go to photographers who advertise for that kind of thing, the nudes.” She shuddered, “I heard about too many women and young men being taken advantage of by those kinds of scammers. So, they look for guys like you, talented amateurs who have built a reputation for being above board.  Even then, they don’t go alone to a shoot.  I do have some model friends who have made their way to Chicago.  I can guarantee that once they see your work many more will start beating on your door.”  

    Thinking for a moment before I replied, “I guess there is a dark side to everything, and I am not so naïve as to say I had never heard some of what you are talking about.” Shifting to one of her other points, “I don’t see shooting nudes as a problem.  I am not really body conscious and when I am photographing something I tend to get lost in the technical aspects.  I’ve never photographed anyone nude but some of the ladies at the track have come close with their bikinis.” I laughed.   

    Curious, I asked her, “What was your motivation for doing nudes?  You said it varies person to person and you told me a bit about yourself.  Sorry, if I’m getting too personal.” Lilly didn’t look at me for a long moment then began speaking. 

    “It is personal, but I don’t mind telling you.  Motivation does vary person to person.  I told you the basics for me already.” Pausing, her brow furrowed as she tried to find a way to answer my question. “I did the first nude photos for a class because a girlfriend of mine was going to be one of the photographers.”  She stopped and looked at me from the corner of her eyes. “Also, there was a bit of rebellion going on with me.  You know I was brought up in a very conservative and protective house.  I love my family, but you have no idea.”  I laughed with her and nodded thinking. No, I really don’t but I am envious. 

    “So, there were three photographers and they each chipped in $75 for me to pose for a few hours.  The money was nice for a college freshman and I found I also enjoyed the attention.  It got me away from books and studying and was fun.”  She shrugged and flushed a little before continuing. “I liked it and I learned I had a lot of talent as a model.”  

    She shrugged again, self-consciously before continuing. “I know what you mean when you say you get into a shoot and lose yourself to the technical aspects.  I found out it was the same with me and I didn’t mind being nude with a purpose. Doesn’t mean I strip down for anyone, but nude is just nude.  It shouldn’t be a bad thing.  My friend used the photos to get a summer intern job with a fashion photographer in Miami.  He liked my look and had her contact me to pick up some simple modeling jobs.  Most were fully clothed but there were some, over the next few years, where I had on body paint or less.  In one shoot, I had on make-up and looked like a bird with a woman’s body.”  Laughing she added, “At first look I thought it was all CGI.  You can’t even tell it is me.”   

    Lilly looked me in the eye and shrugged again.  “So, there’s your answer.  I enjoyed it, the pay was pretty good and, like I said, it got me away from books and studying for a while.” Switching gears, she said, “OK, did you ever get a girlfriend to pose for you?” 

    She asked playfully but with a strange look in her eyes, almost sad.  

    “No, never.  I’ve never been that close to someone and the relationships I have... well, they have been casual and with women like us, who wouldn’t want to risk careers.” 

    “That sounds lonely Kyle, not being that close to someone.  I also think you would be surprised at how many women spend their days in business suits and then want nothing more than to get naked with someone.  I bet several of those women would have gladly posed for you, if you asked.” 

    “It is my life, I guess I don’t think about it too much,” I lied.  I had been thinking about it a lot lately.  “I also understand a woman's concern about career.  It is harder than being a man, I think that concern would have kept me from ever seriously considering asking one of them.” 

    Lilly said, “I know that about you and it is one of the reasons I feel comfortable sharing.  I know I do take some risks with modeling and my career here, but I refuse to have regrets.”  She said in a firm tone.  “I’ve learned life is too short to not take a few chances doing things you enjoy or that bring you pleasure.  I like modeling, I like dressing up and being someone else. Or,” blushing here but still in that firm voice, “Or, undressing and being someone else.  I don’t think you are any different.  You love photography, yet you are too shy or self-conscious to even let your colleagues know.”  She gave me a warm genuine smile and reached out to touch my arm. “Who knew the guy with a harem would turn out to be so damn shy. You aren’t any different from the women you are talking about.”  

    “Touché, I get it and promise you I won’t say or do anything to wreck our friendship.” Before the mood could completely sour, I looked down at the portfolio then back at her, “Well, Ms Ann, it seems you have more pages of photos there… Anything, interesting?” 

    “Wow, you men!  Absolutely nothing very interesting, probably.” Then, “You are a good man, Kyle,” She said staring at me as if to say, ‘I do know all you aren’t saying.’   

    Laughing a little self-consciously she added, “One more thing.  You should charge something for these photos unless you are going to do them ‘Time For Print’, TFP.  The models will expect it and appreciate it more if you do.  It can be a small charge or when we create the waiver for them to sign you can include that their photos may be used for business purposes.”  I told her I would work something up. 

    Lilly smiled and said, “I didn’t bring any nudes, although some of these might be close... I did bring some art I am proud of and thought I might show you.  As examples for research purposes only mister! Turning the page probably means we take another step in our friendship, are you ready for that?” 

    If I were a sane man I would have responded immediately with a, “yep, sure, yeah”.  Instead, I hesitated before responding, “I am OK if you are.  You are my friend and I take this as help from a friend.  If you want me to see and think it would help me then please show me.” 

    “Thanks,” and the page turned.  Lilly was kneeling on a leather chair; the chair back faced the viewer at a slight angle.  Her arms were crossed on the headrest with her face centered just above and turned slightly.  Lilly’s shoulders were bare, drawing my eye to the swell of her breasts.  Only the tops were visible as shadow from the chair and her crossed arms draped around her like a blanket. I looked at the photo, judging the lighting angle, the set of her face, the shadow of the chair falling across her hidden but obviously nude body. Other than her head, all that was visible was her shoulders, the slight curve of hip and legs and feet extending out of the shadow. It was beautiful, pure.   

    The second photo on the opposite page was very similar, just a slightly different angle.  This was taken with slightly more profile. The lighting was shifted to cast a longer shadow down her body from just below shoulders.  She arched her back slightly so that her rear rose just slightly into the light.  The shadow completely concealed everything I wished I could see.  She looked innocent and worldly and confident at the same time.  I told her that and began speaking about how I admired the way the light was set to let shadow be her clothing. 

    “So, you like it?” Lilly asked softly, as if afraid of breaking my concentration. 

    “Yes, I really do for many reasons.  Thanks for sharing and thank you for the advice.”  At that moment her phone rang, startling us.  She quickly closed the portfolio and placed it in her briefcase before moving to the phone.  I’d been there long enough and waved while mouthing, “See you later.”  I got a smile, wave and a mouthed “later” as she lifted the phone. 

    The day of the shoot approached rapidly. Carrie and I met twice to discuss her needs and come up with a plan for the shoot. She brought along a small album to our first meeting.  We went through the portfolio, looking at her old headshots.   

    “So, these aren’t bad, but I do think we can do more for you.”  I said after looking at the first few photos.  “I’ve got some ideas for an outdoor shoot, for part of this at least.” 

    “That would be awesome.” 

    We talked for an hour, outlining a plan for the shoot that included using one of my spare rooms for some ‘studio’ type shots then the alley behind the building for more variety.  

    “Thanks Kyle.  I really appreciate this.  Lilly is driving and says she knows how to get to your place.  See you!”  

   







Chapter 4 

    On the day of the shoot, Lilly and Carrie arrived a few minutes early and I buzzed them up to my loft apartment.  I found a great deal, a few years ago, on a newly renovated building near the office and jumped at the chance to purchase it.  The space was well over 2700 square feet, with three bedrooms.  One was mine, one was an office and in the other I had my hobby stuff.  All my lights a few portable backdrops as well as my hiking and camping gear.  Most had been moved out so I could set up a simple studio. 

    I answered the door in my usual weekend attire, cargo shorts and a t-shirt.  Lilly was there, smiling bright and wearing Capri shorts and a cute colored shirt.  I’d never seen her dressed casually and I was liking the view.  Her legs were well defined and while I still couldn’t get a good idea of her bust, I was now leaning to larger than suspected and well supported.  Her hair was back in a ponytail and bounced cutely as she said, “Hey, you really go casual on the weekends.” 

    “Yeah, well, I hate ties.  Hi Carrie,” I said with a smile, reaching out to shake her hand.  She was a very cute blonde about 5’6” wearing a tank top and running shorts.  She wasn’t wearing a bra under the thin top, her small breasts and nipples highlighted by the tight fabric..  She was holding a small garment bag in her other hand. 

    “Kyle, thanks again for helping me out with my portfolio.” She returned my handshake firmly smiling as she talked. 

    I gestured the ladies into my loft and walked back to my ‘studio’.  It was Lilly’s first visit and I could see her looking around and admiring the photographs I had on the walls. 

    “All your stuff I am guessing?” 

    “Yes,” I said proudly.  “I like having the memories around me.” 

    We paused at the door to the studio, Carrie and Lilly looked in and commented on the lighting equipment and set-up.  I told them I wanted to do several shots in the room using a black backdrop and a white backdrop, varying the lighting for some.  We would start easy with Carrie seated on a bar stool.   

    I told her, “Think school picture time.  Sit turn snap. Then we can do some on the brick wall before we head outside.  Lilly, when we head outside I may need you to hold a reflector.” 

    She smiled, saluted and said, “Yes sir. Oh, I am really sorry, I already told Carrie, but I will need to take off in about an hour.  I have… a thing.” 

    Why was I suddenly sad Lilly had a ‘thing’?  I bet I knew what that ‘thing’ was.  

    “Sure, so, why don’t we start outside since that is where I will need the most help. Then finish up in here if Carrie is good with that?”  

    “Sounds good.  I can just grab a cab home when we finish. Do you have a place I can do makeup?”  

    “Right through the door over there.”  I pointed. Before she went to change, we filled out a photo release form.  It was pretty standard fare for photographers and models giving both certain rights and privileges to the images. Lilly helped me prepare it, from her past experience and witnessed it after we signed.  I told Carrie I would get her a copy while she changed. 

    Lilly walked with me to my scanner. “I am really sorry about this.  I promised to help and here I am running out on you but… I have this… thing, I can’t avoid.”  Now she looked sad. What was this ‘thing’? 

    “Don’t worry about it.  You can make it up to me by continuing as my assistant for future shoots.  OH, you can also share more of your portfolio with me.  For research only.” By now we were both smirking, and I knew the glint in her eye was the same as in mine. 

    “You drive a hard bargain.  Deal, I will pick a few and bring them to work on Monday.” 

    Hot damn!  I thought as Carrie walked out of the bathroom.  For the outdoors shots, she brought along a yellow sundress.  It was perfect for her blonde, shoulder length hair and early summer tan.  She also had a white wrap that we decided to use in a few shots to for some variety.   

    We went out to the alley where I showed them the spots I wanted to use and quickly got to work.  I was enjoying myself more than I expected, starting with some basic headshots using the wall as a backdrop. Carrie was a great model and her poses came naturally as we moved from headshots to some full-length poses.   

    A hand on the wall staring ahead, slight turn head up, face catching the sun.  Lilly coached her from time to time and was also amazing with my lighting needs.  The women were talking through the shoot and Lilly drew me into their conversation with funny anecdotes and comments about our office.  As we talked, I learned that Carrie had a callback for a part in a TV show and was leaving town in two days.   

    “So, you are in a rush for these.  No problem.  I don’t have plans for the day.  When we finish, I can pull up the proofs and let you choose some.  I’ll still need to do some edits, but I can have them for you by Sunday night.”   

    “Is he for real?”  Carrie asked Lilly. 

    “I told you, he is a pretty great guy.”  Lilly smiled at me as she talked.   

    Before we finished the outdoor portion of the shoot, as Lilly was preparing to leave, Carrie commented on what good friends we seemed to be. 

    “We are!” said Lilly and I nodded. 

    Lilly apologized again for running off, as she handed me the reflector. 

    “I will see you Monday.”  Before she left she leaned in, gave me a little hug and a peck on the cheek and whispered, “I’ll stop by your office for part of our deal.”  I couldn’t decide if the tingle in my stomach was from the oh so chaste kiss on the cheek or wonder at the photos she was bringing to show me. 

    Louder she said, “You guys have fun!” 

    “I’ll see you before I leave town!” Carrie called out cheerily. Carrie and I went upstairs to continue the shoot and enjoyed some light back and forth banter as we walked.  I enjoyed her company and could see within a few minutes why she and Lilly were friends.   

    “I have to set up some lights in the studio.  That should give you time to change your outfits.” 

    “OK.  I can help after I adjust makeup and change.  Be right back.”  She gave me a bright smile and wave as she went into the bathroom across the hall from the studio. 

    She returned within minutes.  Her make-up reapplied, she was now wearing a black collared dress shirt and the running shorts she wore earlier.  

    “That was fast.”  I said when she came in. 

    “Sure, I’m used to fast changes and time crunches.” 

    Seeing my glance at her shorts she added, “I figured these were going to be head and torso so I didn’t need to worry about below the waist.” Holding up the now open garment bag she revealed several shirts and dresses.  “I also brought these in to see if there were any you think might shoot better.”  I looked through the selections and picked out a white shirt and a green one.  I told her the white and black would shoot great for the black and white shots and I thought the green would be a pretty color on her. 

    That earned me a smile and a hug, “Thanks, that was a nice thing to say.  I have been nervous about leaving town, but this is such a big break for me.”  We moved into the room and I began shooting her in various poses and facial expressions.  We talked continuously, well she did but I enjoyed it.  It didn’t take long, and I was ready to have her change tops. 

    “Let’s try that white shirt next.  I’ll switch out the backdrop while you change.” I moved behind her and pulled my lines to roll up the white backdrop and replace it with the black one.  I noticed Carrie just walked over to where she hung her clothes on a door handle and began unbuttoning her shirt.  She was going to change right here.  Lilly had told me that this was common with models, especially if they felt comfortable with their photographer.  I quickly focused on my task. 

    “Should I do anything different with my hair for this one or update my make-up?” I turned to reply and saw her standing there, the new shirt unbuttoned, allowing it to hang open barely covering her breasts.   

    “I can only give you my amateur opinion, but I like the way it looks when you go from pulled back tight into a ponytail to letting it fall loose.”  I told her, keeping my voice calm and professional.  I hoped. 

    “I like that, just tell me if I miss some hair.” She said as she reached up with both hands to pull her hair behind her head.  In the process, her shirt opened, fully exposing a lovely set of small, perky tits. 

    I looked back at her face quickly, examining her hair and said, “Looks like you got it all.” I tried hard not to notice her nipples getting firm and erect through the shirt during the next set.  Our conversation during the shoot continued in a comfortable give and take. Even while talking to Carrie, I wondered about Lilly’s ‘thing’ and then castigated myself for being jealous.  That probably helped keep my mind off those nipples staring at me.   

    “Ok, ready for the next top.”   

    Carrie stood before me and took off her white shirt.  She stretched before she walked over to change.  “God, people have no idea how tiring it is to model. You end up using a lot of muscles to hold a pose or give a good line.” 

    Looking at her I answered, “I had no idea till I started talking to Lilly and working with you.  You make it look effortless.” 

    Grabbing her green shirt, she walked back to me.  I noticed then, that she rolled the waistband down and pulled the shorts up tight.  She had a very fit body and I was reminded that it had been a while for me, too busy to call one of my friends, or something.  

    “Lilly told me you were a good photographer and observant.  If I didn’t know better, I would swear you had done this for a living.” 

    “Wait till you see the proofs before you start handing out compliments.” 

    Standing close to me, she looked down, at the camera then back at me.  “Can I see a few from the last set?  I like to get an idea of how I am doing.” 

    “Sure,” I said and turned on the LCD screen to show the photos.  Carrie moved to my side, one naked breast pressed against my arm, her head tilted in to see the screen.   

    “You can get an idea of poses, but the monitor will give a much better view.” I was working hard to control a growing erection as her small but firm boob rubbed my arm.  Think baseball! Moving herself slightly Carrie pressed her breast a little harder into my arm and used the camera control to see another picture.   

    “These are really good, I can’t wait to see them bigger.” She looked at me as she said ‘bigger’ and batted her eyes.  “Thanks so much for doing this and ruining your Saturday.” 

    “I am enjoying myself, definitely not a bad Saturday.”  

    Patting my arm with laughing eyes she said, “So, you are enjoying your Saturday with a nearly naked girl you just met.” 

    Not going to let her get the best of me, “Oh, sure.  You know, not a big deal.” I grinned at her and looked her up and down.  “A great subject for my work.  OK, let’s get this next set done.” 

    She walked back to the stool we had been using to start each set, turned to face me then slowly pulled on the shirt and buttoned it up.  “Better?” 

    “Nope but let’s get you your shots.” I said moving the camera up and snapping the shutter.  Laughing she got back to work.  I was enjoying the flirting and wondered where it might lead.  I felt guilty about that, thinking of Lilly, but decided since she was doing her ‘thing, I was just going to let this thing happen. 

    Halfway through the set, Carrie started talking about Lilly and her idiot boyfriend.  He had flown into town unexpectedly from Boston last night and showed up at Lilly’s place.  She said he had a habit of doing that, just expecting her to drop everything and be there when he had time for a booty call.  Carrie talked on and I got an earful about how he was cute but a complete arrogant asshole. 

    Interrupting her I chimed in, “I think I’m nearly finished here.  We have some great head shots to look at.  Did you want to try the dress you brought along or are you finished?” 

    “Let’s try the dress.  I am having fun and if you don’t mind.”  She already started unbuttoning her shirt as she spoke. 

    “I’m good. Like I said, I have the whole day. We can do some full body shots using the wall.  I should be able to give you something that you can add to your portfolio.” 

    “Hmmm, full body shots!  Sounds fun!”  Carrie laughed infectiously as she casually dropped her shirt and shorts on the floor.  I had to look as she stepped from the clothes and walked to where the black dress was hanging.  Her skin was nearly perfect, with no tan lines whatsoever.  She turned suddenly and caught me staring.  Putting a hand on her hip, she struck a pose, lips slightly pouted. “You like?” 

    Feigning nonchalance I replied. “Yeah.” 

    “Yeah, just yeah?”  Carrie laughed again as she held the little black dress above her head, giving me an amazing view of her taught form as she began wriggling to work it down her body.  I stared, what else could I do?  She half turned to me and I could see her completely shaved pussy before the lowering dress hid it from view. “Did you like the show?” Carrie said, laughter in her voice and struck another coquettish pose. 

    “OK, I loved it but I may have missed a little.  Curtain call later?” 

    Looking me in the eye, hands on hips, “Finally!  You’ve been so hard to loosen up.” Carrie laughed. “I think you can count on it. Maybe even something during the shoot?  I wouldn’t mind getting some sexy images for my album.” 

    She moved near a wall we had been using for some of our shots.  It had bricks showing through the plaster and I thought it made an excellent backdrop, great texture.  Carrie began moving, knowing that I was taking full body poses she was working it from head to toe.  Her dress was strapless and fit snugly about her chest before flaring slightly at the waist and upper thigh.  I was enjoying the show as she lifted her hem in one hand and gave the camera a coquettish look.   

    “How are my poses?”  Carrie turned, looking over her shoulder and pulled the dress up so her ass was partially exposed.  “Is that too much of my ass?” 

    “No, try a little more and arch your back.”  I called to her, my attention on framing the picture.  I wasn’t immune to the gorgeous naked woman in front of me but I was completely in a zone and thinking about how each image would appear on screen or print. 

    “Lilly said you may need some pushing to start directing me but you’re doing great.” She said, as she moved slightly, adjusting her pose.  Through the viewfinder, I saw her nipples had hardened to rock solid pebbles, nearly tearing through the thin fabric of her dress.  Carrie turned her waist and lifted the dress higher, her pussy now exposed as she leaned her back against the wall.  

    “Tell me what you want.”  She called out, her tones slightly husky.  A part of me was amazed at the practice of her poses and her ability to adjust facial expression and body to create an image.  I did worry I wouldn’t know what to say, how to tell her to move but I decided to take the plunge. 

    “Honestly, you are doing great so far.  I’m impressed with your control.” 

    “You want to see control and awesome poses, shoot some with Lilly.  She is a natural!”  Carrie exclaimed, still moving.  

    “Did you want to do full nudes or leave the dress on?” I ignored the comment about Lilly, filing it away in the back of my mind. 

    “Well, whatever you think.  I don’t mind getting erotic, you know touching myself.”  Carrie paused in her poses and looked at me. “I may be getting a little turned on.”  

    I started at her bluntness standing with my camera held to my chest as I looked back at her.  “You are damn sexy, but I really don’t want to cross any lines.  I’m still new to doing models.”  I realized right away how my line could be taken, and it was as she laughed. 

    “Doing models huh?  Honestly, you are doing great.  Let’s just go with whatever happens.”  There was no pretense now, this had gone from photoshoot to foreplay.  Somewhere along the line she decided she wanted more, and I had no intention of arguing.   

    “OK then.  I think I want to keep the dress on or partly on, I like the contrast.  Start by dropping it from your right boob and turning to me.  Great, pinch your nipple, perfect. Step to me and let the dress slide down.  Awesome.” 

    Carrie pulled the top down to her waist and now lifted the skirt up, so it almost seemed as if she was wearing a belt.  She took a step towards me, one hand sliding along her chest, the other ran across her labia.  She allowed her index finger to delicately part swollen lips before moving her hand up to her belly. 

    “These are really good. Do you need more or want to try something different?”  I stood and watched as she continued to pinch her nipple.  Carrie sucked her lower lip between her teeth as she appeared to consider my question.  It was a genuine question too.  I was aroused by her, but I’d also let myself fall into the shoot and was enjoying working with a wonderful model on what turned into a very creative set.  

    Carrie took two steps toward me, stopping just a few inches away before she answered.   

    “My life is so fucking crazy right now, Lilly says you are a great guy and likes you a lot and I trust her.  Kyle, you are cute as hell and I have been getting so turned on.  I just want to get laid.” As she finished she stepped closer, her tits pressing against my arms, the heat radiating from her body.  In a second, I took in her rapid breathing and the, ‘fuck me’ look in her eyes. Hell, I wasn’t naive.  I knew that look, why had it taken till now for it to really sink in?  My cock weighed in to vote and I knew the shoot was over.  I placed the camera on a small table to my right then pulled her closer.  Cupping her ass, I leaned down and placed a kiss, first on her forehead, then along the bridge of her nose as I worked down to her lips. Carrie’s breath filled my mouth as she exhaled.   

    “Yes!  I’m so fucking turned on!”  She moaned as I worked my way even lower, kissing each breast in turn then running my tongue down her torso and pulling the dress down to her feet as I sunk to my knees. Carries labia were swollen and inviting, her clit slightly protruding in her excitement.  I moved my right hand to her pussy and slowly stroked it, my fingers becoming slick with her wetness.  Carrie arched her back slightly sighing deeply as my fingers rubbed, then gently settled on her clit.  Leaning in, I ran my tongue as far between her legs as I could. 

    She grabbed my head, spread her legs wider and exclaimed, “Uhhh, lick me.  That is so good.”   

    I continued for a moment, then pulled back and slid up her body. Completely nude, she stood in front of me, her eyes lidded as I took her hand and said, “Come with me. Let’s get comfortable.” We walked down the hall to my bedroom moving to the queen bed centered on the far wall.   

    I pulled her around to lay on the bed before me, then spread her legs and slid a finger between her swollen lips as she breathed, “More… please!” 

    Carrie began a steady gyration against my hand pushing two fingers deeper with every motion.  I felt the soft inside of her vagina with my fingers and fell under some form of erotic hypnotism.  Nothing existed but that soft wet pussy and my growing desire to plunge in it.  I looked up from where my fingers were now fully engulfed to see the emotions of pure lust transforming her face.    

    “I need your cock.”  She said suddenly, desperately as she pulled my hand from her bringing it to her mouth.  “I love the taste of my pussy, don’t you?” She breathed. I’ve known a lot of women who enjoy sex, but Carrie struck me as one who not only enjoyed it, but gave herself over to her passions. 

    “Mmm, you do taste good.” I worked my shorts down to my ankles then felt Carries hands on my boxer’s, pulling the waist down only to have it catch on my engorged cock.   

    “Oh yeah.”  Carrie whispered to me as she ran soft fingers along my shaft. Reaching my balls, she grabbed them in one hand and the base of my shaft in the other.  I could tell she wanted it but I wasn’t ready.  Moving from her mouth, I kissed my way back down her body, taking a detour to suck on her nipples and play with her tits.   

    As I moved lower her hand was forced to slide along my shaft until she grasped the head only to release it with a frustrated moan as I continued my track down her body. Reaching her vagina, I sucked her clit in my mouth, teasing it with my tongue as I slid two fingers from my right hand into her soft, wet opening.    

    Carrie spread her legs wider, inviting then begging for more.  I enjoyed the feel of her smooth lips under my tongue as I gently sucked her clit.  Carrie began to grind down on my hand, forcing me deeper.  I felt her fingers suddenly on mine, pulling me from her only to force me back in.  

    “Now, please fuck me now,” she begged. I stood and moved to the night stand, my cock a rigid pole in front of me.  All I wanted was to plunge into that tight wet hole I’d been preparing.  Carrie’s half-closed eyes followed me, one hand on her tit gently squeezing and fondling a nipple, the other back at her pussy.  I quickly found what I was looking for and ripped open a condom wrapper and unrolled it down my shaft before maneuvering back between her legs.  As I did, she slowly brought her hand from her vagina, traced a wet line up her body and sucked her fingers.   

    “MMM, slide it in!” She moaned.  My dick found its way to her labia, gently rubbing and spreading them to expose the entry of her canal.  I began pushing my length in her, slowly so I could watch her face go through snapshots of pleasure and desire as she sucked her fingers and took me, deeper and deeper. As I finally felt my balls hit her wetness, I had a momentary vision of Lilly.  Was she laying like this, spread for her boyfriend?   

    Carrie reached around to grab my ass and pull me even deeper, arching in toward me in the process.  Shit, as tiny as she was she had taken me fast and wanted more.  I obliged, pushing in as deep and hard as I could.  Within moments she climaxed, grabbing the sheets, groaning and crying “fuck, fuck, FUCK!” I could feel her muscles tightening around my shaft in spasms as she shuddered beneath me. 

    I went on for several minutes, wanting nothing more than the carnal pleasure and release that thrusting would give me.  Carrie reached around to grab my ass with both hands and arched up to kiss my chest.  I moved faster and faster, pulling out to nearly the knob of my dick then slamming in to feel my nuts smack against her.  Each inward push brought continued moans and gasps of pleasure from Carrie. I felt her walls tighten on my shaft.  I came with massive shudders.  As I finished, I felt every muscle in my body suddenly relax.  I rolled on the bed next to her and took a deep breath, satiated. 

    Carrie and I lay there in comfortable silence for a few minutes, “Fuck Me!  I never have two orgasms that close.  Whew!  I needed that!  I’m glad you finally took the hint and I could stop throwing myself at you.” 

    “Honestly, I was trying to not get turned on, I didn’t want to seem like a complete novice.  Lilly coached me about how good photographers act for nude shoots.  Guess I fail?” 

    “C’mon Kyle, are you serious?” she said rolling over, throwing a leg across my pelvis and facing me squarely.  “Look, Lilly talked you up to me but not nearly as much as she could have. First, I wouldn’t have done a shoot with you if I didn’t like the examples Lilly showed me. Second, I could have easily gone with her if I had any concerns and she didn’t need to leave quite that early.  Didn’t you see me signal her?” 

    “Signal?  Sounds like you two had cooked up a plan.” 

    “We did.  I really do need the pictures.  I am also stressed out, leaving town with my fingers crossed that my career picks up.  I told her I haven’t been laid in a while and I’m not looking for a relationship.  From talking to Lilly, it seemed like I could take care of several of those problems with you.” She said accompanied by a sexy smirk.  “I’d been told,” still smiling and winking conspiratorially, “that you might not be opposed to something casual.  All I had to do was make an effort if I liked you once we met in person.  Lilly told me how hot you were and that you were fun to hang around with… so.” I laughed and thought, they have been talking about me and Lilly thinks I am ‘hot’.  I can live with that.  I can also live with a very attractive woman coming on to me.  Not a bad weekend.  

    “So, I haven’t failed some photographer’s ethic?” 

    “If you did I definitely bombed on a models ethic.”  She laughed. “Yes, it happens between models and photographers but not as often as you think.  Usually, we are too busy, focused on the work and there are often too many people around for anything to happen.  I’ve been doing this for years, worked with dozens of photographers and slept with maybe three, not including you.”  

    Shrugging and still staring at me, “Sex happens, nothing wrong when two horny adults get together and decide to scratch an itch.  You just don’t want a reputation as someone who tries to get laid by everyone he works with… or even most of them.” She was running her hand along my chest as she spoke sending soft tingles along my skin.  Making me realize I was eager for another try, maybe slower this time.  

    “This was also different because Lilly sort of tossed us together.”  Carrie pushed up on one arm and stared at me, her hand drifting lower along my torso. “She really likes you.  You do know, that don’t you?” 

    “We are friends.  I like her too.”  I replied in as non-committal a way as I could.  I mean, here I am lying in bed with a woman I just fucked and she is talking about a woman I… Well, I didn’t really know what I felt.  Carrie’s lips turned up slightly.  

    “She is right, you are a good man.  Look, Lilly is a very good friend, she has stuck by me and helped through some tough times.  I’m telling you, she really cares for you and I know you care for her.”  Now she gave me a playful smirk. “Even after what we just did, and what we will do again.  One last thing, I know you’ve been around a lot.  Lilly hasn’t.  She tries to be worldly but, just don’t hurt her.” 

    “No worries there.”  I told her with more feeling than I intended.  

    As we talked, I could feel her pressing into me, her mound against my hip, hot and damp.  Carrie’s hand finished the trip down my body and was now gently stroking my growing erection.  Still looking at me she slid the used condom from my hardening shaft and began planting kisses down my body.   

    Then, with a grace I admired, she slithered along my torso, her hand moving to my nearly recovered manhood and moved closer. Her tongue stretched out to flick the head, licking up remnants of my cum.  Starting with the head she slowly, methodically worked her way down my shaft, exploring every inch with her tongue and lips. I’d been with women who love the taste of cum as well as those who couldn’t stand it and a variety of those in between.  One of my ‘girlfriends’ preferred giving head to having sex, another never took my cock in her mouth.  But, I’d never had one take off a condom then lick me clean.  It was an amazingly hot experience. 

    “Fuck me again?”  Carrie muttered, lips pressed against my head.  I just chuckled and nodded.  

    Carrie spent the night with me.  We were mainly awake and using my dick for all it was worth… No complaints from either of us about lost sleep.  Sunday, around mid-day, we finally made it to my computer where we loaded her images and went through them, scoring each.  We ended with about 30 we both liked including five very erotic nudes taken near the end of our set. 

    “Damn, too bad we didn’t get the rest on film.” Carrie teased after examining a shot of her pinching a nipple.  

    “Umm, sure.  Not sure I’m up to that now or maybe ever.”  I half teased as I responded.  

    Tapping the computer screen to bring her attention back to the gallery of images, I explained that I don’t like really editing pictures.  I came up using film where the credo was, take a great picture first, because you may not get a second chance.  Digital was now easier, but I still looked for the right shot and skipped over many that just didn’t feel right. 

    “Kyle, you can tell how much planning and thought you put into these before you ever take the shot.  Even the ones you didn’t like are better than most I’ve seen.  You have a great eye!” 

    “Thanks!”  I said and meant it.  “I will edit these and should have them ready for you later tonight.  I’ll email them along.” 

    “I can’t thank you enough for that.  I’m so sorry I’ve taken up your weekend.”  Carrie leaned over the chair I was sitting in to give me a kiss.  “I can’t wait to hear what Lilly thinks of these.  She said you two were going to go over them sometime next week.” 

    “Sure.  I’ll pull the nudes, of course.”   

    “Why?  They are really good.” At my confused look she went on. “She’s seen my nudes before, no biggie.  I value her opinion and know you two work close.  Besides, it won’t make her feel any different about you. Trust me.”  Carrie kissed my forehead then ran a hand down my face.   

    I ignored her final comment, “Sure.  I’ll go over the shoot with her.”  Carrie left shortly after that to finish packing for her trip West.  

    Lilly texted that evening. Hey, so the shoot go OK? 

    Yeah, it was great.  Carrie is an awesome model. 

    I think so.  I’ve always admired her work. 

    She said the same about you, that you were a natural and I’d be lucky to have you pose for me. 

    Ha!  So, you want me to model for you? 

    Well…. anyway.  I’ll have some shots from this shoot to share tomorrow, lunch in my office? Oh, weren’t you supposed to show me more photos too? I held my phone as I sipped a glass of wine and stared out the window into the night sky.  Eager to see her response but also afraid of the possibilities. 

    Lunch is a yes.  How about my office and I can’t wait to see the photos.  Gee, a weekend with Carrie didn’t make you forget that promise of mine?   

    Nope. I smiled as I texted back. 

    All right think classy and we will see what I might bring along.  Only to help your professional development, of course. I have to get my beauty sleep. Night! 

    ‘What the hell am I doing? I am too into the flirting.  No, I’m using that as a cover.  I’m falling for her and I really can’t let that happen.  I can’t fuck up her life.’ I thought as I finished my glass of wine.  The darkness outside the window mirroring the darkness of my emotions. 

   







Chapter 5 

    I jogged to work Monday morning, arriving at the offices just before 5 AM.  The run gave me a chance to think about the last weekend but more important, the last several months with Lilly.  I realized I was letting her in, letting her be closer to me than I’ve allowed anyone.   

    Carries revelations that Lilly ‘liked’ me just added to my confusion.  As I considered it, the whole thing seemed like some high school romance.  ‘Do you like her?’ check yes or no.   

    Shit, I didn’t want this.  I was less than a year away from announcing my retirement and simply chasing dreams for the rest of my life.  Those dreams never included someone else.  Hell, those dreams were all about not getting involved.  ‘Who the fuck am I kidding.  She may think your cute but no way in hell would she drop everything to run off with you.’ I mentally scolded myself as I approached the steps to the high rise that held our offices.   

    “Hey there!  Imagine running into you this early.”  The voice startled me out of my runner’s fugue.  

    “Lilly.  Sorry, I didn’t see you there.”  Lilly was dressed in a simple gray suit, the skirt cut just above her knees.  She was holding a briefcase in one hand and a tray with two cups of coffee in the other.     

    “You should be more observant when you are out running.”  She chided. “I figured you would be running in this morning so thought I’d meet you with some coffee.  We still on for lunch?” 

    “Uh, yeah.  I have some meetings this morning so it may be after noon.  I thought we could combine lunch with the new case they dumped on us Friday.”  I verbally stumbled a bit but quickly recovered.  “Sorry, just had a lot on my mind.” 

    “No worries.”  Lilly smiled as she handed me one of the large disposable cups. “I’ve got a lot going on too. So, let’s get to work.”  She gave me a final look, brow slightly furrowed as if in thought and appeared about to say more when she stopped. 

    “Sure. Meet you in your office.  I’ll try to get you an update on the time once I know for sure.”  We walked through the main entrance together and rode the elevator up to the offices chatting about the new case.  In my head, my mind was reeling with a turmoil of thoughts.  ‘She actually waited for me with coffee.  What does that mean?  She is smart, she knows about my no fooling around with people in the firm… Why the hell am I so confused?’ 

    I didn’t see Lilly again until well after 1 PM.  We did exchange emails between meetings, mainly to coordinate our working lunch and to change the location to my office.   Several boxes of files on the case had been delivered to me and it made no sense to haul them to her office.  Those were the work emails.  She also sent several from her private account to mine.  Asking and teasing about the weekend along with our usual banter.  I responded, but I knew I wasn’t flirting back as much as usual. 

     Lilly arrived in my office clutching several thick files and binders in one hand and her ever present briefcase in the other.  She was dressed in the same standard attorney costume I noted that morning, with one slight difference.  I doubted anyone but me would have noticed the slight addition of make-up.  It wasn’t much but it was a noticeable difference to someone who has been watching her over the last several months.   

    “Grab a chair and drop some of that stuff.  You look as harried as I feel.”  I laughed at her mock expression of being overwhelmed. 

    Sitting down across the table from me she unlocked her briefcase, pulled out a sandwich and grabbed the soft drink I knew she liked and placed it next to the sandwich.  

    “Thanks!  Not such a bad day but a lot of back and forth between cases and conference rooms. It will be great to stop running around for a bit.”  She then started spreading out papers and files.  “Work time.”  She glanced across at me with a wink as she unwrapped her sandwich and took a bite. 

    A few hours later I called a break, “Time out!” 

    “Finally! So, can we talk about your photoshoot… and the rest of the weekend?” Her voice teasingly high as she ended. 

    “I have no idea what you mean by ‘the rest of the weekend.’” I said archly, bringing a smile to her lips. “However, I do have some photos.  If you are interested?”  

    “OK, Let’s see what you have.” Lilly answered standing as she grabbed the binder I knew held her portfolio. 

    “You will need to come around here to see.” I decided to ignore the binder she was carrying, still unsure of my own head.  Suddenly, Carries’ voice intruded in my thoughts, telling me not to hurt Lilly.  I looked up at her as she walked around the table, a sexy intentional sway to her step.  ‘Shit.’  I thought then saw a smirk on her face.  ‘She is definitely upping the flirting game.’ 

    “So, you were there for most of the shoot.”  Lilly gave a slight snort but allowed me to continue. Ignoring her, I pulled up the photo gallery from a protected section of my gallery and slid the laptop closer to her, so she could scroll through at her leisure. 

    “These are outstanding.  I am so impressed by the way you use light and shadow to emphasize her features.”  Lilly said after looking at the fourth or fifth photo.  She placed a hand on my arm, squeezing gently as she spoke.  

    Her touch made me flush.  I couldn’t believe it but I was actually blushing and to the point of breaking out in sweat over a woman's touch.  ‘What the hell!’ 

    “Thanks.  I’m glad you like them.” I reverted to my lawyer, professional persona in my response.  Not wanting to give away my confusion.  It didn’t work, I could tell right away by the quick, confused glance she gave me before returning to the photos.   

    “Is this all?” Lilly asked reaching the last of the photos in that gallery.  The nudes we took were in a separate folder.  “Carrie told me you did some nudes too.” Lilly was staring at me as she said the last, a slight upturn to her lip and a humorous glint in her eyes. 

    “Wow, Ms. Ann.  For a confessed, Uh…, prude.  I’m surprised you want to jump to the nudes.” Her face screwed up in a mock scowl. 

    “Mr. Frances.  I am a lover of art and not a prude.  However, if you feel the nudes are somehow…. evil?” She asked with an evil smirk of her own. “Then perhaps I should refrain from sharing any more of my… art.”  

    “Ouch and touché!”  I exclaimed in mock horror.  This woman is a definite enigma, prim and proper one moment then, well then this.  “Yes, we did, I was just wondering how appropriate it would be to just show them.” I told her, avoiding the real issue. 

    “Ahhh, good recovery there Mr. Frances. Remember that release she signed?  It said I was working with you on the shoot.  If we are going to be ‘partners’ in this I need to be able to give you suggestions on the edits. Honestly, this is part of that learning you need.  I would have seen everything if I’d stuck around anyway.”  

    I sat in silence for a minute.  Not sure what to say, I didn’t mind showing her the nudes but her talk of partnership and flirting just solidified my need to come clean.  

    “Kyle, what’s the matter?”  She said simply, staring at me with a concerned expression. 

    “Lilly.  Sure, I’ll show you the photos, but I need to tell you something first.”  I stared at my open office door then the clock.  It was well past seven, my secretary was already gone for the evening. Fuck it.  I needed to just say it then be done. “You need to know some things about me.  I’d appreciate it if you kept this between us.  First, I am planning on retiring in a year.”  Her eyes widened at that before she visibly tightened control of her expression and nodded.  I went on to explain my plans, ending with. “That’s part of the reason why I never got into a serious relationship, I’ve been lining this up since college.”  Lilly nodded and allowed a sympathetic look to enter her expression.  She obviously understood what I wasn’t saying and at that moment I knew these budding feelings I had were shared. 

    “Part of the reason?”  The fact she didn’t really pry made it easier for me to open up a little about the rest. 

    “Yeah, I had what might be described as an abusive childhood. Let’s call it mentally abusive.”  I said without emotion. “Nothing I really want to get into now, but I decided I didn’t want to pass that crap on to a wife, girlfriend or god forbid kids. The truth is, I don’t think I would even know how to have a normal relationship.” 

    “I get it.”  It was Lilly’s turn to go silent. She looked down at the desk for a minute, obviously thinking about what I’d said and what I had left unsaid.  “I know you are telling me this because we are, good friends. You can trust me to keep it between us.  I don’t think it should change anything we are doing.”  Lilly now turned to me. “I’m enjoying this,” she gestured at the computer, but her meaning was more than just our photography.   

    “I think we trust each other, obviously.  So, we keep your retirement, my modeling and our photography hobby private.  As long as you still want me to work with you?” 

    “Of course.  I’m enjoying it I just…”  Lilly shushed me before I could finish the thought. 

    “So, let’s look at the rest of those photos.” She changed the subject. “Unless they suck?” 

    “Ha, right.  They are pretty good. OK, I guess we are still partnering on this.”  

    “Oh yes, I’m still in buster.  Before we look at the rest of the photos let’s talk about future shoots.  I’ve had two people call me already.  Apparently, you made Carrie very happy and she spread the word.” She could see me blushing slightly and added, “She told them she saw the proofs and they were great. I must agree with her! I have one girl who wants to do a bikini shoot somewhere along the lake shore, you would have to tell her where and then a guy who has an agent encouraging him to get into print add work, he needs headshots and some underwear photos.” 

    “Weekends are good for me.  I have no time sensitive work that I would need to pull any extra hours. I do have a few weekends I keep open for travel to races and a few days in September when I am going back to Glacier National Park. Other than that, nothing. What about you, I’d hate to take any weekend time away from you.  I know free time is at a premium.” 

    “Well, since we are sharing.”  Her face got serious then she shrugged and seemed to wipe that emotion away. “My weekends are freer than you think.  This last Saturday was a fluke.  A guy I’ve been with… Oh right, I’ve told you about my boyfriend.  Well, the ass flew in from Boston expecting a booty call.  Things haven’t been good with us for a while now but that was the last straw.  We haven’t even seen each other in, I guess six months.  I was planning on ending things and that was just a good excuse.  In fact, he spent Saturday on the couch and left early Sunday. I’m not planning on jumping into anything, so I will have plenty of time.  At least whatever we have after work.” 

    “Sorry you didn’t have more fun last weekend.  I have nothing for the next few weeks so whatever works for you and them.  As for locations, I have an idea for the bikini shoot and we can do the guys shoot like what we did with Carrie at my place.” 

    “Oh, like Carrie’s shoot?  I didn’t know you swung that way too.” She timed it perfectly, I was just taking a drink from my soda and struggled for minutes to not blow fluid from my nose.  Her laughter quickly moved to giggles which didn’t help my situation. 

    Settling myself, I looked at her and said, “I don’t… Not that there's anything wrong with that.” I added with a comedic flourish that earned me another round of giggles. 

    She agreed to contact the models and arrange times.  I felt guilty she was doing my ‘leg work’ but she just brushed it off.  “OK, time to get back to those photos.” 

    I opened another gallery containing six nudes from my shoot with Carrie.  Lilly examined each, offering suggestions and ideas for changing poses or possible angles.  

    “Yeah, these are quality!  Most of my ideas are just little things.”  She said, leaning back and stretching.  At some point, she took off her jacket and draped it over one of the chairs.  Her shirt was still very conservative, but the stretch seemed to push the fabric to the limits.  I quickly pulled the laptop towards me, pretending I didn’t notice the slight indent of her nipples pressing through the top as she stretched.  As I did, I saw the portfolio laying on the chair between us. ‘Oh, what the hell!’ 

     “Thanks for the suggestions.  It’s not easy to do nudes and the implied nudes.  Your coaching really helped me as I was thinking through the shoot.  It might help even more if I could see some examples from a pro.” I made sure she caught my significant look down to her portfolio.  

    “Oh yeah, you wouldn’t forget your ‘research’ now would you?”  She reached down and opened the portfolio without any further ado.  The first image had her posed seductively near a window.  Framed from just above the knees to slightly over her head, a three-quarter profile view as her head was turned slightly towards the camera.  She was wearing a black corset and lace panties.  Her make-up was darker around her eyes than I had seen before and brought out the features of her cheek line and emphasized the light blue color of her eyes.   

    She was posed facing the window, staring out with a wistful look on her face.  Body turned slightly, left arm blocking a view of her breasts as it rested on the wall near the window.  The light streaming in cast lines on her as it passed through the partially open blinds.  Again, gorgeous as well as creative use of lighting.  I admired the way the shadows were so crisply defined and framed various parts of her body, drawing the eye. Very sensual, very classy.   

    The second photo was interesting, to say the least.  Centered was a nude woman, her back to the camera, I was sure it was Lilly.  She was wearing body paint designed to look as if she was wearing a tuxedo with tails.  In one hand, she held a top hat just covering her rear.  The other rested on the shoulder of a muscular nude man to her left, the slight swell of her breast just visible.  To her right was another nude man, standing in profile, facing her.  His pose mirrored the man to her left.  Both men held the leg nearest the camera slightly bent just enough to hide penises.  They also wore body paint made to look like a women’s formal dresses. 

    After my initial surprised thought of, ‘Posing with two naked guys?’ I took time to admire the composition of the photo then looked to Lilly.  “These are great.  I can’t get over how relaxed and natural you look.  It is as if he camera isn’t there in the first picture with the corset.  The second shot is just cool and you, your pose just screams control. 

    “Thank you, kind sir,!” Eyes twinkling, “No other observations?” 

    “Umm, nice paint… The hat looks good.” Both comments earned me a firm punch in the arm. “Yes, the naked guys in the photo I finally added.  Nothing shows but the whole image is surprisingly erotic.  How was it to shoot?” 

    “Long, and not at all erotic or arousing.  The body paint took forever, and I will let you off the hook a bit, the guys were both prima donnas and a pain to work with.  We spent hours in make-up then the photographer spent about 20 minutes with us and only took a dozen shots.  She is great, knows what she wants, and I loved the final product.  I was painted front and back, but it was only the views from behind that made her final cut.  This was for a romance author who hired her to do the cover.” 

    “Lilly, I think you are enjoying dragging out these pictures for me.”  Chuckling I continued, “I shouldn’t say it, but I did wonder all weekend what you would be showing me today.” 

    “Maybe I’m dragging them out a little.  It’s still nerve wracking for me to show any of them in this setting.  Plus, I do enjoy the, let’s call it teasing.  It makes life fun.” She gave me an infectious grin.  There it was again.  That complete dichotomy between her office person and the sensual women sitting next to me. 

    “OK.  I get it and it is late.  We worked right through dinner.  How about some pizza at the shop on the corner?”  She agreed and gathered her things.  We chatted as we left the office and I realized, ‘I do like having a friend.  Even if that is all I will ever allow this to become, friendship.’ 

      

   





 Chapter 6 

    I arranged to use a friend’s 43’ sailboat for the bikini shoot the following weekend.  We took it out on Lake Michigan, leaving the marina at about 8 AM that Saturday and lucked out with a gorgeous morning.    

    The model, Kenedi, was a beautiful tall blonde with gravity defying breasts, real ones as it turned out.   

    “Kyle, so good to meet you and I can’t thank you enough for doing this shoot.  I don’t feel like your fee is nearly enough. Especially with all the extras!”  She waved a hand at the boat.  Kenedi was wearing running shorts and a tank top that left little to the imagination.   

    “No problem, I need the practice and I get how expensive college is. This works well for both of us.” Lilly explained earlier in the week that she met Kenedi when they both were at the University of Miami.  They did some modeling jobs together and developed a friendship.  Kenedi left Miami shortly after her freshman year to return home, here in Chicago, and help her mother care for her father.   

    “He had a heart attack and couldn’t work, she couldn’t afford school and left.  It was pretty sad.  We tried to stay in touch, but it was tough on her.  Shame, I don’t make friends easily, but we just clicked.  Anyway, I ran into her on a shoot in town a few months ago and we exchanged numbers. She is back in school and trying to pay for most of it with modeling.”  I recalled Lilly explaining to me as I watched Kenedi use the small step ladder to climb aboard. 

    “Kenedi, you can toss your bag in the cabin.  I’m ready to go whenever you two are set.” 

    “I think we are both ready.” Lilly said, surprising me as she leaned over and kissed my cheek before boarding the boat. Damn, she wasn’t making this easy on me.  I knew her well enough to realize those kisses, even on the cheek were a big deal for her.  

     Kenedi brought along nearly a dozen bikinis and laid them out in the cabin where she and Lilly planned wardrobe order while I motored out of the marina.  For the first set, I kept the Chicago skyline as a backdrop.  From the first few poses I realized Kenedi was a much better model than Carrie.  She held herself perfectly, seeming to know how every inch of her body looked with each twist of head or roll of an arm.  Despite that, Lilly coached her on poses, often making a nice image into something extraordinary. 

    For her first wardrobe change, Kenedi went back to the cabin, returning minutes later in a different suit.  While she changed, I motored us further into the lake, wanting to have ‘clean’ shots with nothing but water in the background.  We did shots with her laying on the deck, then standing holding the shrouds.  I lost track of the time, finally noticing the sun had moved significantly on the horizon.  

    “Damn, sorry I kept you out here so long.”  I called out to Kenedi.  “Lilly, you can bring us about.  Keep the compass heading generally South.  I’ll take over in a second.  Kenedi, let’s end with a few of you on the bow, face forward and let the wind move your hair.”   

    “Sure, don’t worry about the time.  This is fun, and I can’t wait to see the proofs!”  Kenedi confidently moved to the bow despite the slight swaying action of the boat as we cut through a light chop. She quickly found a spot that allowed her to grip a foreword stay and look into the distance while the wind caught her hair, blowing it off her shoulders.  

    “Looks great, just a few more, do whatever.”  I called out to her.  As I finished, she reached behind her to pull the string of her top, still facing away she held it out, allowing the wind to catch the cups while it was still tied behind her neck.  Kenedi turned her head slightly, bringing her cheek into view.  I loved the shot, the angle of her back, the motion of wind and hair and just the slightest hint of side-boob.   

    “Kenedi. Better cover ‘em up.  We’re getting close to the marina.”  Lilly called out, laughing.  Kenedi turned to face aft, smiling at us both.  Her breasts were nearly perfect, areola the size of quarters, topped with small nipples, solid in the brisk wind now blowing across her body.  Until then, I was able to ignore, well almost ignore the fact this very sexy woman was posing for me almost nude.   

    “OK, those felt great.  What did you think?”  She asked me.  Fortunately, I was still holding the camera to my face, so she didn’t see the look of appreciation I knew I was giving her tits. I lowered the camera, making it obvious I wasn’t still shooting.  After all, we never spoke of doing nudes. 

    “Yeah, you really got into the moment.  I was thinking about how great the motion of your hair and the bikini top looked.  Great compositions!”  Kenedi carefully made her way towards me, eyes on the deck and hands moving from line to line as the chop had increased. Her breasts swayed back and forth with each step and lurch of the boat. Turning aft, I saw Lilly looking at me, a smirk on her face. ‘Shit, it’s been way to long since I’ve been laid.’  I thought, not allowing myself to consider why I hadn’t called one of my ‘harem’ for a quickie in several weeks. 

    Kenedi disappeared below as I took the wheel from Lilly and guided us back to the marina.   

    “She has a nice rack.  Huh?”  Lilly disappeared in the cabin with Kenedi before I could respond, laughter rising from the open hatch as they gathered belongings into bags. 

    “Well, she does have a nice rack.”  I said sadly to the empty deck. 

    That shoot set a routine for the next several weekends.  Lilly and I would meet a model someplace around town or at my loft and do a set which I would then edit over the weekend.  Lilly, more often than not, drove the female models to a shoot and then left with them.  She also started making it a habit to return to my loft or come the next day to help me review and edit photos as well as plan the next shoot.  The times she didn’t drive a model, she would always stick around and go over the photos. Those days often ran late, ending in dinner and a very chaste kiss at the door before she would leave for home.  There were so many times I came close to asking her to bring her binder, for research, but I held my tongue.  Cursing myself for missed opportunities but also knowing it was the right thing to do.    

    We did a second shoot with Kenedi a few months later, this one in lingerie as she was trying to get a spot walking a fashion show for a lingerie company.  Lilly came by the loft a few hours before the shoot, her portfolio in hand.  Until that time, I was forcibly pushing thoughts of that leather-bound dream out of my mind, not knowing, but imagining, the photos it might hold.   

    She gave me her usual quick kiss on the cheek, followed by a hug before she walked into the large living room and placed the binder on a coffee table. As she sat in the love seat facing the table she patted her hand on the seat beside her and gestured to me to join her. 

    “You haven’t asked to see more of my photos since, well since we talked.  I get it.  I’m a little upset since I was enjoying sharing with you, but I do get it.”  She gave me a crooked smile.  “I brought it along to go over some of my lingerie shots and talk about what we want with Kenedi.  This job could be a big deal for her, the shoot might be the difference in her getting an audition.  Can you handle some sexy photos of me?”  Her grin widened as she raised an eyebrow. 

    “Well, I don’t want to hurt your feelings.”  I laughed then got serious. “Honestly, I have wanted to see more but… Well, just but.  So, for educational purposes only, I guess I’m good with it.”  I sighed as if I was giving in to a blackmailer. 

    “Oh geez!”  Lilly laughed and opened the binder to a page marked with post-it notes, about halfway through the book.  Until I saw the image on that page, I’d known she had an amazing bust but had no idea how truly spectacular it was.  Lilly was wearing black gloves that reached to her elbows, her hands lightly blocking the front of her breasts, leaving exposed a healthy view of very firm flesh both above and below her hands.  Other than the gloves, she was wearing a tiny pair of black panties.  The photo had a caption, identifying the company that made the panties.   

    “OK, wow.” I said, at a loss for words but knowing I had to react. 

    “Focus, mister.”  Lilly said in a firm but playful tone. “Shooting lingerie is difficult and this isn’t really all that great a good shot.”  She paged through the next several photos, commenting briefly on each.  I struggled to keep my attention on her words and not the wonderful expanses of bare Lilly shown on each page.  None were nude, not fully but all were incredibly sensual.  After the fourth photo she stopped and began talking about the need to balance product focus with the sexuality of the model.  The conversation drew me in to the point that I actually stopped looking at the images as ‘her’ and began seeing the work behind each and what we needed to do with Kenedi. Lilly grabbed a legal pad and began writing down the ideas we had for the shoot.   

    “So, I don’t know an appropriate way to say this… I really appreciate how you got into the detail and technique of those images.  It made it easy to… well to look past the incredibly sexy woman in the photos.”  I could feel myself flush as I spoke.  Damn it!  I’m not some middle school kid.  Why does she get to me like this? Lilly allowed me to finish, her only comment was a silent one as she took my hand and squeezed it.  She held on for just long enough to send the message it wasn’t just a friend touching my hand. Pulling away before either of us could embarrass ourselves further, she took a deep breath. 

    “Mr. Frances, she is going to be here soon.  I’ve gotta go to the bathroom.  Be right back.”  Lilly stood and walked down the hall to the bathroom.  I stared down at the open binder and the notes lying next to it.  Thinking about the days shoot and taking in the last image of Lilly.  She was laying on a bed, white sheets strategically covering her breasts and pelvic region.  A pair of panties and bra lay next to her on the bed.  There was another caption I wasn’t interested in that explained why every woman would want that lace bra and panty set.  I was more intrigued with the artful way she was covered and how her face was almost hidden from view.   

    Without thinking, I turned the page and felt my jaw drop.  The next photo was obviously of the same series.  Only, Lilly was sitting up in bed, her face lit with joy, laughing at something.  Only, it wasn’t her face my eyes were drawn to, her breasts were fully exposed and as firm and perfect as I had dreamed.  Lilly had large, half dollar sized areola, allowing my eyes to drop, I saw the sheet barely covered her groin, a small patch of darkness hid everything.  Someone, I assumed a make-up artist sat to her left, holding a brush and applying something to her neck. 

    “Fuck me!”  I whispered then quickly turned back to the previous page. Feelings of intense guilt and shame raced through me warring with something else.  Something I really didn’t want to examine just then.  I saw in that photo what I’d seen in her other work and sensed in person.  She radiated something, an energy, a vibrancy that was somehow captured in her photos.  “Fuck.” I whispered to myself and hung my head as I knew I had to address that other feeling. 

    “So this is love?” I whispered again.  I’d never been in love before.  I’d been in lust many times and this wasn’t that.  Lust burned hot then burned out.  This was something that built for nearly a year and showed no sign of fading. It was also something I needed to stop… but wasn’t sure I could.   

    “Hey there.” Lilly called out, startling me.  “Didn’t you hear the door?  Kenedi is here, time to get to work.”  She walked past me to the door, staring at me as she went. “You OK?  You look like you saw a ghost.” 

    “No, I’m fine.  Just random crazy thoughts.”  I stood rapidly. “I’ll meet you guys in the studio.”      

    That job translated into a number of other lingerie shoots, and surprisingly, a lot of underwear shoots for men over the next few months.  My office in the loft was, thankfully, large enough for a good studio workspace.  I set up a bed and other furniture as props and was still able to bring in a nice set of studio lights and a set of screens with various colored backdrops.   

    I found myself both looking forward to and dreading the passing days and weeks.  Lilly and I practically lived together during the weekends, a fact that was beginning to wear through my forced celibacy and rule to never date a woman from work.  Lilly did stay in the studio a few nights we worked late.  Those turned into long sleepless nights for me as I imagined her in the room just down the hall from me.   

    We maintained our low-level flirting but never allowed it to move beyond an occasional risqué comment.  I found the whole situation both stressful and oddly comforting.  Adding to my stress was a growing indecision about my future.  I was counting the months until I would announce my retirement, excited and dreading the prospect at the same time.  It meant, if I stuck to my original dream plan, that I would leave town and Lilly.  My only consolation was things with Lilly would probably never move beyond the point where I had intentionally stalled us.  Fuckity fuck!   

    The first of December rolled around, windy and cold as usual.  It also brought about a change to all my plans.  Lilly and I finished a shoot earlier in the day and were sitting in front of the computer editing photos a warm fire going in the other room crackled merrily as we worked.  She was wearing a soft white sweater, jeans and big pink slippers that had somehow made a home at my place.  Lilly surprised me and took to the editing software I used like in expert.  So much so that she often took over some of that end of the work from me.  We were just discussing a shot when the phone rang. Thinking it was the pizza delivery person trying to find the loft I answered quickly. 

    “Kyle.” A voice I recognized instantly sneered through the line. “I wanted to be the one to tell you your grandfather is dead. His attorney will be in touch soon, I’m sure.” That was all she said before hanging up.   

     “Hey, are you ok?”  Lilly asked me, concern in every word as she took in my face.  I can only imagine the stricken look I must have worn as I listened to the call. 

    “Yeah.  Well, no.”  I said numbly as I placed the phone on the desk and walked to the bed where I sat on the edge and lowered my head to my hands. Lilly was instantly by my side, arm around my shoulder her other hand gently caressed my head. We sat like that for minutes as I struggled to come to terms with my feelings.   

    “Sweetheart, can you tell me what happened?”  Lilly finally asked. I waited for a long minute before speaking.  Then, I opened up explaining a childhood of mental cruelty from a dark and sadistic mother, an absentee father and a grandfather who shielded me from as much of the pain his daughter inflicted as he could. 

    “He was the only family I cared about.”  I told her as I ended an abbreviated story of my childhood.  At some point I must have fallen back on the bed, still wrapped in Lilly’s arms.  She held me tight, warm and comforting as I lay with my grief.   

    The phone rang again this time my grandfather's attorney, a man named Victor provided his condolences, sounding very sincere.  He also provided the details for the funeral service and reading of the will.  I quickly jotted them down and told him I would be there.  Lilly lay on the bed watching me as I walked back and crawled into her arms.  She held me as I waited, for tears, for something. 

    “Kyle, darling.  Just lay here.  I’ll check your notes and arrange for the flight, hotel and all you need.”   

    “Lilly, you don’t have to do that.”  I started to sit up, but she was already hovering over me, one hand gently pushing my shoulder.   

    “I don’t have to.  I want to.  Please.”  I nodded and lay back on the bed mentally and physically exhausted.  The days shoot had us out in typical weather for that time of year in Chicago, blustery crap.  I fell asleep as Lilly made her first call and woke the next morning to the smell of fresh coffee and what had to be pancakes. My last thought before sleep overtook me was, did she call me darling? 

    “Hey there, I was just going to wake you. Your flight to Key West leaves in a few hours.  You have time for a shower, coffee and some breakfast.”  I just stared at her numbly before the events of the previous night rushed in.   

    “Crap.  I didn’t realize how tight the timing was for the arrangements.”  I told her as I rubbed sleep from my eyes.  I blearily realized I was in the same clothes I wore the previous night, minus shoes. I stood and began a sleepy stumble across the hall to the master bedroom and bath, noting it was still pitch dark outside and appeared to be snowing.   

    “Don’t worry, you have some time and I’ll drive you to the airport.  I tried to pack some for you, but you should check the bag.  I’ve got your boarding pass and hotel reservations in a folder on the kitchen table.  

    It wasn’t until the shower spray was pelting my face to wakefulness than I realized Lilly was wearing nothing but one of my dress shirts when we were talking. It fully covered her, draping to just above her knees, but was less than I’d ever seen her wear in person.  The nights she stayed over, she was always fully dressed when she left the studio.  I quickly finished my shower and stepped from the now steam coated glass enclosure.  One of my upgrades to the condo was a remodeled bathroom with a large glass walled shower.  It often came in handy when entertaining. 

    Sitting on the counter was a large mug of coffee. “OK, that woman has ninja powers.”  I said to myself as I slurped the heavenly brew.  Perfect sugar to coffee ratio I thought as I stepped into the bedroom, towel held loosely around my waist. 

    “Change of plans.  I left your suitcase on the bed and have breakfast on the table, but we will need to start now and eat as we drive because of the damn snow.”  Lilly was standing opposite my bed, shimmying into the jeans she wore the previous night, providing me with the quickest of glimpses of her very sensible underwear. “I’ll meet you in the living room.” 

    I dressed checked my bag and added a few items before heading out to meet her.  She didn’t waste time but shoved my coat at me along with a paper towel wrapped around a pancake and sausage mix.  I had no time to think about anything that had passed between us the night before as we hurried to the airport.  

      

      

      

   







Chapter 7 

    Four days later I was sitting in the terminal of the Key West International Airport waiting for my return flight to Chicago.  Grandfather's ceremony was a modest one early that morning, most of his contemporaries had already passed and I was the only family who cared to take the time to attend. The rest of my days had been spent wandering the beaches, as there was little for me to actually do on my arrival.    

    Following the ceremony, I met with his attorney in a well-appointed office on Key West.  Victor, granddad’s attorney, didn’t take much of my time, spending just an hour to cover what he considered the highlights. 

     “Kyle, I knew your grandfather quite well.  He was very proud of you and wanted you to try and find some happiness in life.  This must be quite overwhelming.  Take some time to let it sink in.” He told me in cultured, almost overly so, urbane tones. 

     As I sat in the terminal waiting to board my phone buzzed. 

    So glad you are on your way back.  It’s freaking cold today.  Call when you get in. 

    Sure, it won’t be too late? 

    No, it’s fine.  In fact, why don’t you come over for a drink and talk? 

    OK, I won’t argue.  I could use both. My plane is boarding now.  See you in a few hours. 

    Chicago was bitter cold when I returned.  I hated the cold, the sleet the snow and freezing rain!  I’m done with that I thought as I hopped into a cab with my single carry on and gave the driver Lilly’s address.  On the drive, I thought about meeting Lilly at her place.  It was on the flight south that I recalled her words to me the morning I left, “Darling and sweetheart”. 

    I wasn’t stupid, we had been developing a relationship, albeit a weird one.  What I wasn’t sure of is, what she really wanted.  I’d stopped any hint of moving forward, yet she stuck around and now invited me to her place for a drink.  Yes, I was going over late but… It was also January in Chicago and nobody in his or her right mind really wanted to go out on a snowy Chicago night.  The invite was just for convenience since I was already out, Right?  Yep, I was telling myself it wasn’t anything, maybe it would be something but don’t count on it. I kept rolling her words over in my mind.  “Darling, sweetheart.”  Did she really mean that? Fucking relationships, so damn confusing. 

    Lilly’s apartment was in one of the newly renovated buildings near downtown not too far from my own.  Expensive, but well within her salary working for the firm.  I hit the buzzer by the front door for her apartment which was on the second floor. 

    She answered right away, “Kyle?” 

    “Yep.” Wow, classy response.  I followed with, “Yeah, it’s me.  You sure it isn’t too late?” 

    She responded immediately. “No, hurry in, it’s freezing.” I hurried. 

    I was met at the door by a vision that took my breath away.  Lilly was wearing an Illini sweatshirt and shorts that looked like they used to be sweatpants before being attacked by a chainsaw.  Her short pixie cut hair was a cute mess around her head framing her bright blue eyes and set off by a wry smirk.  “Well hello stranger,” she said in a husky voice then laughed.  “Come on in,” gesturing to the room behind her.  “Sorry, but I didn’t feel like getting all dressed up.”  

    “I love it,” I said sincerely. “But I thought you went to the university of Miami?” 

    “I did, I did, but I have to show some loyalty to the current home state. Drop that bag by the door.  I have drinks in the living room.”  I smelled something warm and spicy with a hint of alcohol as I entered the living room. It helped take my mind off the view in front of me. I shook my head as I walked behind her.  Despite seeing her nude and nearly nude in photos, there was something about this simple outfit she was wearing that turned me on more than all the possible photos. She wore it with the same confidence she wore her business suits. 

    “Oh,” she said stopping suddenly and causing me to bump into her.  We laughed, and I apologized.  Turning beat red because I knew she knew I had been staring at her ass. She gestured to the couch, as she gave me a knowing smirk.   

    “Go ahead and have a seat.” She handed me a mug of filled with a burgundy colored liquid, the scent I’d been smelling wafting up as I held it to my nose.  

    “It’s gluhwein. Mulled wine, very popular in Europe and perfect for a night like tonight.”  I sipped my cup, cautiously at first then took a larger draw as the flavors hit me. 

    “Maybe my new favorite winter drink!”  I told her with enthusiasm.  My stomach fluttered as that simple comment brought a twinkle to her eye. “Is there Cabernet in it?  I didn’t think you liked red wines?” 

    She looked at me, now her turn to shade scarlet, “Since we have been talking, I knew you liked reds and well…,” she stammered a bit, “I thought I would try some and be ready for when we finally got together.  I started liking it and I found this recipe for mulled wine… Well.”  

    The script was going way off from my original plan. I started speaking, “Lilly…” 

    “Shh,” she interrupted while pressing up close to me. “First, I am so sorry about your grandfather.  I think I have an idea of how important he was to you. I want to hear more but I’m going to be greedy now that you are here. Please, let’s have a seat.” 

    The room was lit by can lights over an entertainment center.  Soft jazz was playing in the background and we settled down.  Sitting, near me, her own 5’7” height brought us eye to eye.  I looked at her and started to speak again.  “Lilly…” 

    Grabbing my ears, she looked me in the eye, forcing me to look at her. “Kyle, I love you.  I don’t know when or how it happened, but I love you and I know you love me.  You idiot.”  Tears glittered in her eyes as she spoke. With her last word, she paused a second then pulled my face to hers, kissing me softly but with great promise. 

    I felt those soft full lips press against mine, the heat from her body warming me as she leaned in to the kiss.  For a second, no more, I hesitated then wrapped my arms around her and returned her kiss with interest.  All the frustration, the fear of getting close dropped from me, forgotten.  We were shared in an exploration of lips and tongues.  It was playful, it was passionate but more, it was loving.  Lilly’s mouth opened slightly, and her tongue teased out, I met it with mine and we twined them together.  I lost all sense of time.  My brain was on hold. 

    Minutes later, we slowly came to our senses and pulled back slightly to face each other.  My hands found their way to her waist.  Her tight abs rested under my thumbs, the gentle pull of the sweatshirt as it rose over her breasts tugged with each breath.  She had both of her hands on either side of my face, holding me softly.  Gently she pulled back her right hand to caress my cheek and said, “I was really hoping you would be a good kisser…” My heart stopped, and… “That was fantastic,” she breathed gently, and I could feel tension I didn’t know I had fall from me in waves. 

    “It was, very… amazing,” was my reply. 

    “For an attorney, you sometimes aren’t very good with words.” Smiling as she said it helped take out the sting.  Leaning in she began kissing me again slowly at first then with increased passion.   

    Lost, our mouths and tongues returned to their exploration.  Instinctively we moved together.  I found my left hand slowly raising to cup her breast through her sweat top. Oh my god!  She was huge, and firm.  As I held her tit I could feel the nipple rising under my palm and her breathing increased with mine.  Our kissing continued with more passion, if that is possible, and I allowed my hands to continue exploring over her shirt. Lilly moved slightly away from her resting lean on the loveseat inviting me to use both hands, which I did happily. She slowly moved to straddle my lap, our lips always in contact, tongues still swirling. 

    Settling on my lap, she wrapped her arms around my neck and finally broke our kiss but only to slide her face against mine, her lips kissed first my cheek, then moved to my neck and up to my ear.  I could feel my erection grow and press against her as she seductively and slowly pushed back.  She had to feel it, I knew she could. 

    Suddenly, I felt a sharp nip on my ear lobe.  I started, that was hard. I could hear her chuckle breathily as she kept her teeth on my ear.  She then whispered, “Did I say I like to bite?”  I replied by taking a nipple between my fingers, pinching gently at first then harder till she gasped, “Yes, god yes, I like that!” 

    “You do?” I said but not a question as I reached under her shirt to grab one full tit.  Any control I thought I had was slipping as she groaned and encouraged me.  Her nipple already firm and erect felt perfect between my thumb and forefinger.  I started gently pulling on it then twisted it slightly eliciting a gasp. 

    “Yes, ummm, yes! Harder!” She gasped, surprising me.  I expected her to want it gentle. 

    Just a few seconds later she slowly arched backwards, tilting her head back and forcing her chest closer.  Hands slid down my arms to rest on my inner thighs then slowly grasped at my clothed cock.  It was my turn to gasp and react in a way I hoped I wouldn’t regret as I tried to stay in control, one final time.   

    “Wait, Lilly wait…” I finally groaned out. 

    “What? No. Why?” came from her in gasps but she moved her hands just off my erection and said, “What’s wrong?” Our grappling had tousled her hair more than ever and pushed her sweatshirt up revealing one lovely breast.  She stared at me in sheer frustration. 

    Groaning in frustration I said, “Nothing, no shit I can’t think.” 

    “Then don’t think.  Don’t talk, don’t mess this up.” She leaned in to kiss me.  Her bare right breast pressed firmly into my chest and threatened to drive the last coherent thoughts from my head. FUCK, I love her, and she says she loves me.  I must tell her… I don’t want US to start this way... 

   





 Chapter 8 

    “Lilly, I really have to talk to you. This is important.”  I think it was the sincerity in my voice, certainly not the words that brought her to a halt.  Regardless, she did pull back, and reluctantly slid her sweat shirt over her chest.  Her eyebrow arched, and I was given a look that said, “This better be very good!” 

    Aloud she said, “Kyle, I love you and honestly, I want to make love to you, so this had better be very good. I don’t ever throw myself at a guy like I’m doing here.”  She huffed and crossed her arms. “You know enough about me to know I just don’t do casual, so my inviting you here, doing this…  It is a big deal to me. Do. Not. Mess. This. Up!”  As she finished, she rolled off me to her original spot, took a drink from her mug and gave me a get on with it look. 

    “I get it.  Just bear with me for a few minutes.”  I sighed then plunged on. “You know I had a shitty childhood.  I don’t want to get into it now, but it left me with a lot of baggage.  Top on the pile is a real fear of intimacy.  I’ve never, I mean never allowed myself to get involved with anyone.  The old me would have fucked you tonight in a heartbeat.” I sipped my wine before continuing.  Trying to gauge her reaction to my saying “Fuck” instead of “making love” as she said. “I’ve been fighting it, but I do love you and I care about you more than I thought possible.  I can’t just fuck you, at least until I tell you some of what is going on.”  

    She grinned at my snarky comment before replying. “OK, I do get it.  I’ve known you’ve had feelings for me for months. Unless you tell me something crazy, I am going to make love with you tonight and to hell with the consequences… and Mr. Frances, I may end up fucking you tonight too. I figure your heart is strong enough.”  The look she gave me then should have been frightening. 

    “Let me finish and you can see if you really want to take the next steps.”  She nodded at me.  “I’m planning on turning in my resignation on Monday.  My family has some mob connections and I am now apparently rich, maybe filthy rich, I don’t know the technical term.”  I looked at her as I spoke, again trying to judge her reaction to those quick revelations. She stared back at me, her gaze appraising. 

    “Are you now or have you ever been involved in criminal activity?” She asked me bluntly. 

    “No, never. That is the other reason I left home.  I don’t really know anything.  I was never trusted and never went back after 16.” 

    “OK, your inheritance.  Legal?”   

    “Yes, gramps was into a lot of corporations.  I won’t say it didn’t start on the wrong side back in the 20’s but it’s all filtered through stocks and investments since then.” 

    Nodding she took another sip from her mug.  “I don’t care about your money.  I knew you were retiring in a few months, this just moves it up a bit. Do you really love me?” 

    “Yes.”  

    I waited as Lilly placed her glass on an end table then turned to me.  A thoughtful expression on her face.  “You are a good man Mr. Frances. Better than you give yourself credit for being.   I’ve known that for most of a year now.” 

    She gave her torso a few twists sending her generous boobs undulating back and forth under her shirt.  Smiling, she placed a hand on my leg, dangerously close to my returning erection. “I don’t care about your age, I don’t care about your money. I love you and right now I just want to be together.  If that isn’t enough.” She added in an exasperated tone. “I haven’t had anyone between my legs in nearly a year and that’s just too damn long. So, let’s figure tomorrow out tomorrow.” 

    I gently stroked my hand along her cheek, then behind her head as I leaned in and urged her to me.  We kissed, softly but with rapidly growing passion.  I could taste her fresh breath under the sharp tang of her last sip of mulled wine, intoxicating in so many ways.  Lilly slid her leg over my lap, once again straddling me.  This time, she broke our kiss early and sat straight.  I watched in rapt attention as she pulled her sweat shirt over her head exposing her tight abs then an amazing pair of tits.  Large areola but proportioned perfectly framed erect nipples just begging to be sucked.  I knew she was taking her time drawing the top off to tease me. 

    “I know you’ve wanted to see them as much as I’ve wanted you to see.” She purred, her face hidden in shadow.  I slowly brought my hands up to rest under her breasts to savor each moment.  Wanting to embed all these firsts in my mind.  Her breathing increased at my touch, her curled lip matching my own as she enjoyed the play. After a pause, I moved both hands up to fully cup her breasts then further to take her nipples between fingers of both hands and draw her to me.  She resisted slightly, not to stop me but because she wanted more pull on her nipples. 

    “Ummmm, yes.” She murmured. 

    As she drew closer our lips met again, now almost practiced and comfortable. Lilly’s hands began an incessant tugging on my shirt, first trying to carefully unbutton it then giving up as she ignored the buttons and pulled it open.  Several buttons flying free to click on her hardwood floor as she shoved the cloth from my torso only to press herself against me and take its place. 

    “Yes!  I’ve wanted to feel you against me like this for so long!” She murmured between kisses. Her hands roamed my chest between our bodies until she found one of my nipples. Gripping it she gave a sharp twist driving brought a sharp gasp from me. 

    “Like that…”, she said and groaned as I returned the favor.  I was fascinated with this woman.  So, demure at work, teasing and flirting while on a shoot but still very much a confident professional.  Now, telling me what she wants sexually then demonstrating was both so in and out of her character.  I hadn’t been with a woman so smart, complex and I suspected incredibly sexual in, well ever. 

    She started to rub her crotch against me, my erection now almost painful as it pushed against boxers and jeans, begging to be let free.  Lilly moaned as she gave a final glide along the bulge in my pants. 

    “You like to have your neck kissed?”  At my mumbled yes, she worked her way from cheeks to neck then chest. “What about here?”  Gentle licking on my nipple was followed by her sucking then firmly biting it. 

    “Fuck!” I gasped, hearing only a chuckle as she worked her way down my body, planting warm, moist kisses along the way.  Her hands were already working on my pants, magically opening them before her kisses reached my waist.    

    “Mmmm, I think he wants to come out and play. OH, already popping out a bit.”  She breathed, warm hot air surrounded the tip of my cock which had pushed past my waist band. She grasped my shaft through the boxers and planted hot kisses along it through the thin cloth.  Her kisses were soon accompanied by gentle stroking.  First down to find my balls, then up and up to the head.  

    “Yes.”  I moaned as her lips and tongue gently caressed my glans.   

    I looked down to the top of her head as she pulled back slightly to release me from the boxer briefs.   Drawing the band further down as she slowly licked and teased my dick.  I knew she was examining it with her tongue and I was loving the sensation.  She paused only long enough to look at me and say,  

    “Get rid of these.” She ordered, referring to my pants and boxers.  Taking my cock in both hands, her tongue licking the tip, she began a steady stroking.  Her tongue continued to work the tip, then down the shaft and back up.  Once, twice, who knew.  Then she wrapped her lips over the head and took it into her warm, soft mouth.   

    I looked down at Lilly and watched as her eye met mine.  Our eyes locked as she held the tip of my penis in her mouth.  She took one hand from my shaft and drew it down her body.  Still staring at me as if eager for me to fully understand all she was doing.  Eager for me to know while my cock rested in her mouth, she was also pleasuring herself.  She winked at me and began sliding my cock deeper, closing her eyes then and letting out a muffled moan of pleasure.  

    Lilly bobbed up and down slowly, taking more with each downward motion until I was ready to explode.  The sensation was amazing, more than just me in her mouth, she expertly wrapped her tongue around my cock, cradling it on her downward strokes, allowing it to swirl as she pulled back.  I gave up trying to analyze what was happening and gave myself over to the sensations.  

    Sensing how close I was Lilly pulled off and began kissing her way up my chest again.  Pausing for a few seconds to let her tits rub my cock, she then grasped her breasts in either hand and pushed them together, smothering my penis in warm firm tit. Lilly gave me a nearly evil grin as she saw the look on my face. 

    “Why do guys love that so much?”  I simply shook my head.  Why ask the question?  It’s like asking why we breath.  My hands were busy as she got back in range.  First playing with her tits then as she stood before me, our mouths together, hungry.  I stroked down her side to her waist then ass, sliding her shorts off as I went, discovering all that was under that thin fabric was Lilly, pure Lilly.  With my right hand, I caressed her hip moving to her inner thigh touching a warm damp patch.  She breathed in rapidly, took my lip again in her teeth and returned to stroking my cock. 

    I let my fingers roam, discovering her hidden valleys.  She shaved all but a small patch above her cleft, my fingers traced through that patch to her pussy.  Her lips were swollen and wet, I had no problem sliding a finger in then pulling it out to rub it against the nub of her clit.  As I did, she moved to spread her legs, moaning and then slightly moving her hips rhythmically so that my fingers slid along her clit and pussy lips. 

    “Yes, God yes Kyle.  I can’t wait any longer! 

    Lilly sank down, spreading her legs to straddle me lower.  Still holding my throbbing penis in her hand she steered it to her waiting vagina.  Lilly rubbed just the tip of my dick against her dampness, lubricating it to enter her and teasing us both with another marvelous first.   

    “Yes.”  She hissed as she slowly sank, engulfing me in her hot, wet, tightness.   

    “Oh shit!  You are so fucking wet and tight!”  It was my turn to gasp, fearing again I wouldn’t be able to hold back.  I was halfway in when I opened my eyes and took in her facial expression.  Aroused, so aroused but also straining.  I knew she was struggling to accept my dick deeper, I could feel her tighten up around my shaft as she gently slid up, then down.  Each time letting it go a little deeper. I could barely handle the anticipation, I wanted to feel her pressed down on my balls, I wanted to watch her tits bounce as she rode me. Each motion was tortuous as more of my length was wrapped in the wet silk of her hidden place.  Lilly’s hands were on my shoulders, her face a straining, gorgeous mask.  Gasping, she slid me all the way in then began to ride me.  I didn’t bother to wonder at her expert motion.  She seemed to know exactly when to drive deeper, when to squeeze her inner muscles around my shaft.   

    “God, you are so damn big!  YES!” Like every man, I loved hearing those words. Lilly drove me fully in her rubbing her clit against my pubic bone.  She slid up and down my shaft, slowly at first then faster and faster, her tits hitting my face until I grabbed them in self-defense.  Grabbed them and squeezed her nipples.  Finally, taking them in my mouth when she slowed.   

    “Yes!  Bite them!”  I gave her ass a light slap, my lust driving me to listen to her needs.  As she increased speed, yet again, I grabbed her ass, squeezing with nearly all my strength. “Harder! Unnnnnghh!”  We were both close to losing control.  Our breathing increased together, then, her pussy clamped tight on my hard cock as she leaned back straining my hold on her boob as she began to shudder.  Her nipple was hard as a rock under one hand, while her ass muscles clenched tight under the other.   

    “Fuck, fuck me OH GOD I love your cock in me!”  I couldn’t take it any longer. Grasping her ass in both hands I moved against her, lifting her slightly to bounce down on me, increasing the friction until I groaned and released in her. 

    She dropped against me and we held each other while we worked to control our breathing.  I was still deep in her and didn’t want to move.  Gradually she leaned back and laughed. 

    “Oh my! Umm, I’ve thought you were hotter than hell for years, but I had no idea what you were hiding in your pants!  I haven’t been with many guys so maybe I don’t know but that felt huge.  It scared the crap out of me when I first saw it. 

    “Lilly, you sure know how to stroke my ego, among other things.” 

   







Chapter 9 

    Contented, happy even, I added as calmly as I could, “Glad you enjoyed it.” 

    I received a playful smack on the chest for that followed by, “Enjoyed it Mr. Frances? Well, I don’t think I was only one who enjoyed that.” 

    “That was earth shattering.  You are an amazing lovely woman and I can’t believe how stupid I was to wait so long.” I said with great sincerity. 

    “We were both stupid. Now, how about we move to the bedroom and continue getting smarter?”  She stood then, my still eager to go penis slid from her reluctantly.  She snickered at me as she saw I was still hard. “The bedroom is this way and you look ready to go again… or keep going.” The last was said with definite appreciation. I stood at her urging, my dick at half-mast and followed her hypnotically bouncing butt into the bedroom.  She gestured to the bed and told me to get comfortable. 

    “I'll be right back.”  Lilly promised with a wink before she walked to the bathroom and closed the door.  I stood there and watched as that firm sexy ass walked away from me and considered how lucky I was to be in that room.   

    Pulling myself from my reverie I looked around the room, interested in what this glimpse into her private life would reveal.  The first thing that struck me was it was the tasteful and simple decor.  Very much like her, uncomplicated on the surface but with incredible depth for any who cared to take the time to look, and I did.  As I strolled to the bed, I noticed a number of pictures on her night stand and several more on the walls.  The ones that drew my attention were obviously her favorites from past photo shoots.  Several I’d already seen as they were images from Lilly’s portfolio.  There was another with the two male models, all three in body paint.  In this one, Lilly was facing the camera, her head down and one leg slightly crossing the other to hide her vagina.  The men on either side each had a hand outstretched cover one breast a piece.  It was a stunning image, one I wanted to take time to examine, later.   

    However, it was the large canvas print over the bed that drew my attention.  You couldn’t see the woman’s face, but I had no doubt the breasts on full display were the ones with which I was just becoming intimately familiar.  The photo was taken looking down her body from her head to slightly raised and bent knees.  The swell of one breast barely hid the nearly shaved tuft over her pussy.   

    I then looked back at the framed pictures on the nightstand.  Another showed Lilly, almost nude, being held from behind by a buff guy.  His arm wrapped around her chest, covering her bare tits.  Lilly was wearing rags from the waist down and the two appeared to be standing on the deck of an old sailing ship.  Over their heads, in large block letters was a book title.  Under their feet was the author's name and a signature. 

    Lilly walked up behind me, startling me as she spoke. “The photographer and author signed the cover for us.  I nearly decided to drop out of school and model after that shoot.  I started getting a lot of calls and it was a tough choice.” 

    “It is really cool.  The book is cheesy but the photo, and the ones on your wall are amazing.” 

    “Thanks, I really do enjoy modeling and like to have my reminders around.  Of course, very few people ever get in the apartment much less my bedroom to see. You aren’t bothered by a photo of another guy grabbing my boobs?”   

    I was startled by the question, then even more startled when I realized my answer. “No, I really can’t say I am upset at all.  I love the shot, it’s great.”   

    “I’m glad you can separate model Lilly from the real thing. I saw you admiring the one over the bed.  God is it too narcissistic?”  She actually giggled in nervous embarrassment. 

    “It’s...amazing.  I wouldn’t call it narcissistic any more than I think that about me displaying my landscapes.  You model and do it very well.  You should be proud of your work.” Lilly pursed her lips nodding as I spoke.   

    “Only one other guy has ever seen it.  He said it made him uncomfortable.” Lilly stopped then. “What you said about it, it mirrors my feelings.  It makes me happy…” 

    “So why not be happy and hang it?”  I interrupted her.  “I get that.”  I sensed there was more to it than just making her happy.  At the time, neither Lilly or I knew the ravenous sexual being she was hiding, that photo should have been a clue, it just exuded a raw sexuality that was almost physical.     

    “I am almost ready for round two, more than ready.” Lilly growled and pulled me to the bed, “Sit there.” She pointed to the edge of the queen mattress and knelt before me.  Her hands rested on my thighs while her face hovered inches from my erection. 

    “I never, ever have sex without a condom.  You are only the second man to really feel me in there.  I have posed nude, I have been touched by a lot of men and women during my modeling.  I don’t think you have a problem with that, but I want it out there.  We talked about past lovers and what I said is absolutely true.  I have only had sex with two men, now three including you. I know about your harem,” she said smiling, “I’m good with it and I know you and Carrie screwed after the shoot.  We may want to talk about how this changes things between us but right now...”  She shrugged and stopped talking as she leaned forward, taking the tip of my penis in her mouth.  Lilly slowly swirled her tongue then moved her head forward to engulf the first inch of my penis.  I could just see the top of her head as it moved slightly up and down taking me deeper and deeper. 

    “Damn!  That is so good, come up here.”  I grunted out as she tortured me in such a pleasant manner. 

    “No, let me finish this.”  Lilly looked at me, her tongue resting just under my glans.  Who could refuse that?  I simply nodded and gave in.  She wasted no time as she returned to sucking on my dick, gently at first then with wild abandon.   

    “Mmmmm.” she moaned with a mouthful of my penis between her lips.  The vibration of her humming escalated the other sensations.  I groaned as she pulled on my nuts and bobbed her head along my length.  I felt my orgasm building, tensing my muscles and swelling my cock in anticipation of release.  Just as those first waves swept through me, Lilly pulled away and placed my cock between her tits where I erupted. My cum landing on her neck, to drip between her breasts.   

    “Shit,” I exclaimed and fell back on the bed.  She joined me a moment later, most of my ejaculate wiped off her chest. 

    “You seemed to like that.”  Lilly teased as she squeezed her boobs and sighed happily.  “I hope you’re up for more in a bit?” 

    “Give me a sec.”  I laughed.  “You are definitely more than I expected.”  I was honestly shocked.  She said she’d only been with two other men but the expert way she sucked me and moved while I was inside her seemed counter to that lack of experience.  Not to mention the way she loved it rough.  In my experience, most women didn’t like that.  Those that did, were those who were free spirit enough to have experimented with other partners.  I enjoyed it, but also expected her to be more tentative, especially the first time.  

    “I thought you would need some time after that.  I wanted to have your attention for a bit.” She kissed my chest then continued. “You confessed some things to me earlier.  I think I need to do the same, just so we are starting this honestly.  I haven’t been with many men, but I can’t hide the fact I really like sex and I love to try new things.” Lilly chuckled at my raised eyebrow as she tossed herself on the bed next to me and pulled a quilt over us.  She wriggled close to snuggle in the crook of my arm before she finished her thought. 

    “Well, I did wonder.  You were pretty aggressive.  Don’t get me wrong, I liked it, but it caught me off guard.”   

    “Do you like porn?”  Lilly propped up on one elbow and asked me in a serious tone.  

    “What?” I said, surprised.  She stared at me, waiting for an answer. “Well, I don’t mind it.” 

    “C’mon Kyle.  Full honesty here, right.” Lilly said seriously. 

    “Sure, I watch from time to time.  What about you?” As I asked I recalled our text conversation from months prior. 

    “Yep, I started watching before I ever had sex or gave a guy head.  I was fascinated with sex.  Probably a lot of it was because I was raised in such a strict household.  I was also very confident in myself and was able to avoid the traps a lot of big boobed girls get into.  Shit, every guy wanted to get a hand on these once they grew.  I decked a boy in middle school who grabbed me in the hall and got a rep as a hard ass.”  I chuckled at the story, it sounded so much like her.   

    “I didn’t have sex until my freshman year of college, but I blew a few guys before then.  By the way, I don’t swallow, ever.”  She went on, ignoring my raised eyebrows at her machine gun revelations.  “I pleasured myself a lot in those days and even bought my first vibrator in high school. If you only knew the efforts I went to keep it hidden.”  She laughed into my arm at some memory. “I used it nearly daily for over a year.” Lilly snorted, “OK, I pleasure myself a lot these days too.  Hopefully the need to go solo will change.”  She gave me a significant squeeze. “Shocked yet?  Ready to leave me?”  

    “Shocked a little.  You hid this part of you well, but I know why you would.  It isn’t something you’d put on a resume.” 

    “True!  I’m telling you all this because I sucked at relationships and I want this to work.  The only two I had don’t really count.  The first guy left me at the end of my freshman year.  I don’t think he could handle my modeling and the fact I was into doing it in places we might get caught.  Oh yeah, I wanted to do it in parks, on the beach.  Not intentionally in front of others, it was just the thrill of maybe being discovered.”  As she spoke, I could feel her heart begin to beat harder. 

    “I didn’t meet the second guy until my junior year, he was a senior.  I don’t know if we were really a relationship or a long-distance booty call.  He was safe, especially for my career.”  She stopped talking for a moment waiting for me to respond. 

    “Lilly, you know my background.  I will say you lose points for not revealing the porn and public sex revelations.”  I almost screamed like a girl when she twisted my nipple.  Letting go, she pushed herself even deeper into my arms. 

    “Kyle, I feel like I’ve always held myself back from, exploring what I wanted sexually.  I’m not saying I’m going to carry out any of these wild fantasies... but with you, I know this is all kinds of messed up, but I trust you and want to let myself go.  Is that OK?” 

    “Tell you what, let’s just keep being honest and yes, let me know your fantasies and I’ll let you know mine.  Hell sounds like a perfect relationship for me.”  This time I caught her hand before she could twist again.   

    “So, now what?” She asked me as we stopped squirming and laughing.  Leaning one arm on my chest, her full breasts pressed against me as she curled a leg up to rest on mine.  I luxuriated in those sensations, laying there lazily I stared up at the ceiling, unconsciously stroking her back and upper buttocks as I contemplated an answer.   

    “We should definitely watch some porn.”  I joked, earning another squeal of laughter.  

    “Kyle, seriously.  Messed up as this sounds, you know me better than anyone.  I’m honestly curious about where you think we go from here?”  Lilly stared at me with her big blue eyes.  No guile, just honest curiosity. 

    “Before I say anything.  I love you.  I tried to deny it for months now but the closer I came to retiring...” I shrugged and looked back at the ceiling. “You know me better than anyone, maybe better than I know myself.  I’m all kinds of messed up and wanted to keep you away, safe.”  Lilly just nodded, no judgement. “But, I can’t just give up on you, on us. Nothing you’ve said about yourself is a deal breaker for me.  What about my deep secrets?” I stopped and took a loud breath, getting her attention before I went one. “You need to really think if you want to be with me. I had a lot of time on planes and in concourses to think and plan both going and coming.” 

    “Lay it on me, then get in me.”  Lilly quipped.  “Seriously, I told you I was falling in love with you months ago.  I’ve never felt like this before and don’t want to lose it.  So, let’s just say we are both a bit screwed up and work together.”  She planted a kiss on my chest as she finished. “Let’s hear these ideas of yours.” 

    “OK, nothing is set in stone and I do value your opinion, here goes.” At her nod, I explained the plan I cooked up on the flights back to Chicago.  I already sent an email to the managing partner, Bill, requesting a meeting first thing Monday to discuss urgent business.  Between now and then, two days since it was Friday night, I needed to write up a prospectus for the firm to take on a new client, me.   

    “I could really use your help with that, you’ll see why later. Then I am going to write a letter requesting an indefinite leave of absence from the firm.  I want to maintain my standing in Illinois so staying on with the firm made sense if I could write my own hours.”  

    I paused for a bit then told her I wanted to pursue photography as a second career.  Something I would enjoy, I wanted to see my work published and purchased by people who appreciate it.   

    “Kyle, seriously!  You know I’ve been pushing you in that direction for months.  I love the idea and want to help all I can with the business.” Lilly gushed then quieted as she propped herself up to stare at me with a very droll expression.  “I know there is more but for now, I’d like to see if I can get this thing hard again.”  Lilly grabbed my penis at the base and wriggled it making me laugh and gasp at the same time. Sighing happily, I laid back as Lilly rolled over to kiss me, my nearly hard cock pressed against her eager to enter.   

     “I don’t want to be greedy,” she started. “But you are one up on me and I have been waiting for you for a long time.” She lowered her face to mine, our kisses picking up where we had left them, with deep passion.  She slid her mouth against mine, then gently tugged my lower lip with her teeth.  I was getting a very real sense of how much she enjoyed biting.  We fell into a pattern of deep kissing, our tongues playfully wrestling as our bodies moved together.  My hands were free to explore, and they roamed up and down the valleys of her back, caressed her ass and then moved up to feel the sides of her ample tits as they pressed between us.  I lost myself in her kisses, time had no meaning. I could feel my cock throbbing where it rested between us.   

    Lilly slowly, almost imperceptibly began a slow gyration of her hips, each move rubbing her soaking labia against the base of my penis, arousing me further.  In time, I felt her sigh into my mouth.   

    “I can’t wait any longer.”  She breathed and raised her pelvis just enough to reach between us to grab my manhood and guide it in her.  Lilly slid slowly down my shaft, soaking me with her wetness. As she did, I remembered her comment about always using a condom, my practice as well.  It said a lot that neither of us wanted one now. 

    We moved together, Lilly gradually taking my length in her then tilting her pelvis to rub her clit against me and squeeze my cock to a position that fully stimulated her G spot.  Her motions came faster and faster as her arousal grew.   

    After just a few moments of that, I felt her nipples getting firm as small pebbles and her breathing increased.  There was a sudden contraction of her tunnel on my cock, again and again as she climaxed.   

    It was more than I could take.  I grabbed her ass as she flung herself on me and pushed as deep as I could, willing every millimeter of my aching cock to be surrounded by warm, wet flesh.  As I reached my climax every nerve in my body fired at once in a shuddering gasp, I was done.   

    Without another word, without moving, we held each other till sleep overtook us. 

   







Chapter 10 

    We woke in each other’s arms with the cold Chicago sun trying to peer through a small opening in the curtained windows of her room.  It had been years since I intentionally stayed a night with a woman.  With Lilly, it just felt right. We didn’t speak for a time but simply basked in the warmth of this new phase in our relationship.   

    “Mmmm, lover, this just feels right,” she sighed in my ear her words echoing my thoughts.  Lilly kissed my earlobe then worked down my neck. ‘How the hell can she make kissing my earlobe feel so erotic.’ I thought with a happy smile pasted on my face.  

    “Holy crap, you have got to be a mind reader.  That’s about the fifth time in nearly a year you’ve said exactly what I was thinking.”  Laughing she rolled out of bed and walked seductively to the bathroom, rolling her hips with each step.  

    “I’m taking a shower.  Care to join me?” I rolled myself from her bed and quickly moved up behind her as she walked to the bathroom.  Our feet made pattering sounds on her bare wood floors.  Her cold wooden floors I thought as my feet threatened to turn to ice before we reached the bathroom.  “Wow, watch out with that thing,” she joked as my morning friend greeted her with a poke between her ass cheeks.  “I can’t believe you are still ready to go.” 

    “What can I say, you are my little blue pill.” I was smiling, happier than I’d been in years. In fact, if I kept smiling like this, I worried people would wonder about what I was on.  Fuck them. I watched as Lilly reached in to turn on the shower, the water quickly streamed through the shower head, sounding like a torrential downpour as it hit the shower curtain.  Steam quickly curled out over the curtain rod and I felt as if the room temperature went up a dozen degrees.  Maybe it was the hot water or perhaps the warm body pressed against me as Lilly held me and waited to step behind the curtain.   

    “Lilly, I need to get to a computer and printer, so I can work on some things for Monday and check email.  It would be easiest back at my place.” Shit, I thought.  Did I really just break the moment with what sounds like work talk?   

    “Sure,” she interrupted, her tone calm as she spoke into my shoulder.  Almost too calm.  I felt the muscles under my hand tense slightly.  “You can leave when you need.” 

    “Not what I mean,” I found myself speaking to her back as she turned back to the shower and pulled the curtain open.  Waiting until she stood, I gently placed my hands on her shoulders to turn her to face me. “I am going to be bad at this for a while. I meant to say, I have all the stuff I need at home, but I really want to spend time with you.  If you aren’t busy, did you want to come over for dinner?” I was proud that my voice didn’t quiver as I said that.  Sheesh, I’m acting like a teenager. She didn’t answer me right away.  Instead, she turned and stepped into the shower before finally turning to face me. Lilly reached out to me without touching.   

    “I’m sorry too, old baggage.” She said, I knew she meant relationship issues and decided to let it drop.  I felt we would both have our baggage moments over the next few months.  I stepped into the small shower to join her.  “I would love to have a ‘date’ with you tonight.”  Lilly pulled the curtain closed behind me, brushing her free hand across my rear as she leaned in to kiss me.  My hands grabbed a nearby bar of soap and I began to lather up her back as she pressed into me in a tight hug.  After at least an hour, maybe less, of my scrubbing, she stepped back slightly to allow me to clean her front.  My slick hands flowed over her breasts then to the tuft over her vagina.   

    “Mmm.” she moaned as I slid my slick soapy fingers between those lips and gently rubbed her clitoris.  Her hand made its way to my erection which she was slowly stroking.  Turning her back to me, she ground her ass against my erection and leaned to the wall.  Holding herself with one hand she guided me into her from behind.  Water sluiced from our bodies as she thrust back with increasing strength, taking me an inch at a time with each backward movement. 

    “Ahhhhh!, Yes!!”  Her moans were just audible over the sound of the shower. 

    I grasped her waist and began to add my movement to hers.  She turned her head slightly as she brought a hand up to her mouth.  Lilly slid two fingers between her lips, sucking on them as I thrust into her, my balls began to slap against her as we moved faster and harder.  I could feel she was close, but I couldn’t wait and began shooting my load deep within her.  I continued to thrust and soon felt a telltale tightening of her vagina around my cock.  

    “God yes, fuck me, fuck me hard Kyle!” She pulled the fingers from her mouth just long enough to gasp out. I slid my cock from her as she turned, and we clung to each other.  It took longer than just a moment for us to catch our breath and steady our weakened legs.   

    “Shit,” I exclaimed.  “You are amazing!” I kissed the top of her head before saying, just loud enough to be heard over the shower, “I love you.” 

    “I’m amazing?  Holy fuck, I haven’t cum like that in years unless I use my vibrator.  I love feeling a cock in me, hell I love fucking, but I usually have a hard time getting an orgasm.  You rock my world, Kyle.”  Saying that, she grasped my face and kissed me deeply.  “Now, let’s clean up, eat something and get you home to work.  I can’t wait for our date tonight!” 

    Damn, I was truly falling for this amazing woman.  No, I had already fallen for her sometime in the last few months.  It just took until now for me to admit it and it wasn’t just how good we were sexually.  I liked her as a person and knew she liked me, the rest was just icing on the cake.  Great icing! 

    After a quick breakfast and a slow cab ride home through another layer of fresh snow, and interrupted by one quick stop, I forced myself to focus on the task at hand.  I spent the rest of the day writing a prospectus for a ‘new’ client interested in using the firm to handle taxes and other legal needs.   

    I knew I would very quickly need to up my game when it came to financial advisors.  I had some contacts and the dollars I was talking about kept people on the phone, even on a Saturday.  By midafternoon I wrapped things up as tightly as I could in just a few hours, on the weekend.   

    Lilly arrived around 5PM, bundled up in a long coat, a cute floppy hat and a scarf wrapped around her neck.  She also wore a pair of brown boots, riding up to just below her knees where they ended in a tan fur collar. Lilly stamped the remnants of the previous night’s snow on the mat at the door.  She carried her briefcase in one hand and a bottle of wine in the other.   

    “Brrrr!!!”  She shivered in exaggeration.  Her cold nose pressed briefly against my face as she gave me a quick peck on the cheek. Leaning back, she peered up at me, her eyes glittering with humor and some other undefined emotions, could it be happiness? “Hey there you.  Did you finish your work?” 

    I gave her a warm kiss on the lips before I took the wine from her and moved into the room.  “Sure did, I’m set for you to review everything.  You OK with pizza, salad and wine tonight?  I made the dough and sauce and just need to pop it in the oven. You can drop your coat on the chair or I can put it up for you.” I told her gesturing as I walked back to the kitchen. 

    “I’m freezing so I may keep it on for a bit.” She said grabbing her arms and giving me another exaggerated shiver.  She did remove the hat and scarf, while standing in front of the hall mirror to readjust her hair.   

    “I didn’t get to ask this last night, but you said you planned on staying here in Chicago?  You hate it here.” She called in to me as she walked into the main room of my loft. 

    I hated Chicago, but I did like my home, it was comfortable.  ‘Damn, I am using that word way too much. But it is comfortable, and maybe comfort is some of what I’ve been searching for in my life.’  The living area was huge, I think the floor was once used as office cubicles in the 50’s and 60’s for an accounting firm.  I looked around the large living area, picturing as it must have been decades ago.  The company that rehabbed the building into condos made great use of the available space.  My condo was fully half of one floor of the building and half of that was the large open kitchen and living area.  One complete wall of that living area was made up of floor to ceiling windows.    

    Before moving in, I hired a decorator to do window fixtures, specifically for that large space with the huge view out on the cityscape. She did an awesome job combining blinds and curtains.  I could have it wide open for the view, a four-way street and another brick face building across from me, as I did now.  Or, I could have the room completely blacked out.  There were two brick supports dividing the windowed living area from a kitchen and dining room.  Walking straight from the front door through the living room and past the pillars there was a hall leading to the bathroom and bedrooms. 

    Nodding I asked, “Did you want some wine?” At her assent I continued moving about the kitchen, silent for a moment.  “There is so much I hate about this town.  But over the last few months I’ve come to realize it’s just a place.  There was nothing important to me about this town.”  I stopped, this wasn’t coming out right, I was avoiding the truth.   

    “Lilly, we suck at this…  relationship stuff.  Neither of us have ever had a real one.” I shrugged and grinned sheepishly in her direction. 

    “True, and you are so much older… you’ve had more time to suck at it.”  She snickered playfully in my direction.  I just shook my head at the comment. ‘I really do love this woman!’ 

    “True… Now, like I was saying before your youthful exuberance forced a rude interruption.” I mock scowled in her direction while wagging a finger. “I like being with you, spending time together.  I’m staying in town to see where we go with this thing we have.  At the very least, we work well together.  Besides, I need someone to encourage me with my photography.  I have options now and I like that.” 

    Smiling she said, “I know we suck at relationships.  The last few months I’ve opened up and shared more with you than I have with anyone else, ever.  It’s been… comfortable.” Damn, there she goes reading my mind again! “My relationships have always been surface.  I never got to really know the guys I was with or wanted to for that matter. They were good arm candy, but I avoided getting to know them because they would just disappoint me.”  Lilly shrugged sadly then looked at me from across the room and I felt that sadness drop from her like a heavy cloak. “I am comfortable with you. I also trust you. I’ve never said that about any other guy.”  

    “Lilly… My love, I feel the same.  There is a lot to be said for comfort.” Smiling together.  We both knew what we had was far more than comfortable but for now, that word worked as well as any other. 

    “Kyle, my love.” Lilly reflected my words, smiling as she did and moving to stand near me.  “One more thing, well maybe two more.  I’ve been thinking about work, my work.  I spent a lot of time getting to where I am, and I don’t see walking away from that anytime soon.  It doesn’t mean you aren’t important to me, but I need work as an anchor.  Second,” she hesitated, “People are going to learn about us, they are going to know you have a massive inheritance and think I found a sugar daddy.  I don’t want anyone thinking that, especially you.” I could tell that last weighed heavily on her as I handed her a glass of wine from the bottle I just opened.   

    “I get that.  I know you aren’t after me for my money.  It’s all physical.” My flat delivery startled her then she smiled and let out a giggle. 

    “God, I hate it when I giggle but you make me do that too.  Along with massive orgasms.  Yep, it is all physical.  All I want is what is between your legs.” Her tone turned serious as she continued. “Sooner or later... I get it is going to come out.  I just want some us time first.” 

    I stroked her cheek and said, “I have come to care deeply about you.  We can keep us a secret for now.  Hell, nobody even knew I was leaving town for a funeral.  Bill thought it was a vacation. I never see anyone outside of work other than at the mandatory parties.” Raising my eyebrow in inquiry at her.  She shook her head no, same thing.  “So, let’s just do what we have been doing, only I won’t be in the office as much. Now, I have a few more things to go over but I need you to come to the kitchen, so I can talk and get dinner ready.” I loved to cook and already laid out the dough to rise that I prepared for pizza. My sauce was homemade, and I bashfully admit, delicious.  Lilly stared at the preparations then me.  

    “You are a multi-talented person!  I’ve always loved this kitchen and I love to cook too.  Much better than running out for meals all the time, and healthier.” I proceeded to pull a stool over for her to sit, rolled up my sleeves and started prepping the salad and items for the pizza.  I was a purest, sauce cheese and pepperoni but knew some barbarians like to include everything in the fridge on their pies.  No accounting for taste, but I laid out a variety of items, if she wanted them.   

    “I’d like you to look over some of the papers I prepared.  There are a few folders on the table.  One labeled inheritance, one finance and one photography.  It makes sense if you start with the inheritance folder.  That one has the proposal I am bringing in Monday.”  I gestured at the fixings on the counter, each in a separate bowl. “Before you start, what do you want on your pizza?” Lilly shrugged, glanced at the bowls and gestured to a variety of veggie.  Like I said, no accounting for taste. 

    “You sure you want me looking at this stuff?  I mean, I know we are jumping into things, and I feel like I can share anything with you, but this is a big deal.” She looked from me to the folders and back again. 

    “Absolutely sure.  You are a great attorney and I trust your legal judgement.” 

    “Thanks love.  I guess this will take some getting used to for both of us.” She sat and opened the first folder.  I worked silently, not wanting to disturb her.  About 5 minutes in, she exclaimed, “Mother fucker!”   

    I grinned to the stove, figuring she had run across some of the bottom line or is it one of the bottom lines?  She continued reading without further comment.  I put the pizza in the oven and prepared two salads.  Handing her one as she closed the inheritance file and opened the one labeled finance.   

    She took her fork and began munching on the greens as she read.  I noticed that she tossed her coat over a chair sometime while I was facing the stove and was wearing a brown sweater and jeans.  She chewed slowly as she got to the end of the summary.   

    Lilly looked up at me, shook her head and then grabbed the third folder.  In it was the paperwork for an LLC called Behind the Lens Photography.  “Well, I guess the name is OK.” 

    The pizza came out of the oven and we munched it in relative silence while she continued to pour over the files.  Taking a final bite, and flipping a last page, Lilly leaned over and grabbed a legal pad from her briefcase, laying it by her plate as she prepared to make notes. 

    “First, I’m stunned at your inheritance.  Millions in assets including a sailboat, mansion in the Keys and other little stuff.  Holy crap, if I weren’t a gold digger I’d be tempted.” She smiled around another bite of pizza. “OH, this is delicious!” 

    “Thanks, just another reason to stick with me.” I winked and grinned back at her. “First thing on the inheritance. My mother will challenge everything.  She probably won’t win but that won’t stop her from trying out of sheer spite.  There are some assets she can’t touch, and I have already shifted those around to accounts in my name, which is why I felt comfortable changing my working agreement with the firm.” 

    “Well, that should be a lot of fun.”  Lilly said dryly.  “Let’s talk about Behind the Lens.  The paperwork was pretty vague, just the basic corporate outlines.” 

    “True, I was hoping you might help with those details.  Actually, I wanted to ask you to partner with me in that business.” 

    Lilly pondered for a minute as she chewed. “I think I would like that.  One condition.  I have some money put aside.  I want to invest it in our business.”   

    “Sure, can you draw up papers, so it all makes sense?” I replied without hesitation, expecting something like that from her and knowing her reasons.  Lilly smiled and nodded. 

    “I brought along my laptop, so I could work here, if that’s OK?”  It was my turn to nod. 

    “Before we get into the paperwork, let’s talk about focus.  We will need to work on a business portfolio for Behind the Lens.  You have a lot of stuff and a good start, but we will want to look at adding to it and organizing.  Once we do that, we can start putting some of your stuff online. There are tons of places to sell photos from stock sites to true online art galleries as well as advertising in model forums.”  I nodded as she spoke. 

    “I thought as much, we can take some time to go over the galleries and pick and choose as well as see what gaps I need to fill.  I was also going to ask about marketing.  I do want to make this business successful in its own right.  Should we specialize in anything?”  Lilly pursed her lips and took another sip of wine before answering. 

    “No specialization but we may want to separate out some things under different brand names. Like, if we do boudoir photos and artistic nudes we can create a separate business entity. Everyone knows photographers do those shoots but sometimes a business or person will shy away from hiring you because of concern about image.” 

    “Got it.  Oh, no weddings or stuff like that.”  I laughed and gave my own mock shiver. 

    “No arguments from me!” Lilly laughed. “Most photographers hate those shoots, but they are money makers and let them stay in business.  Fortunately, we don’t need to enter that particular circle of photography hell.” 

    “Last thing then, and maybe the biggest.  We aren’t doing all this like ‘normal’ people so I’m just going to... well, here.” I awkwardly slid a key across the table to her, “Live here or not, you’ve already got some stuff here from our late work nights...  I just want you to know you could come and go as you wish.  I… I also couldn’t think of a better way to show you that I am serious about us.  I’ve never given a key to my place to anyone.” 

    She looked at the key, not touching it.  I barely breathed waiting for her to respond.  Fuck, had I blown it before we really started?  Too soon?  Lilly reached behind her to her purse.  Opening the clasp, she grabbed something and slid it across the table in my direction.  A key, on a cheap keychain.  I looked closer, the keychain had my name on it.  Oh. 

    “I bought that today.  I wasn’t sure when I would give it to you, but I knew…  I wanted to let you know that, WE, are important to me, whatever that means.  Nobody has ever had a key to my place either.”  She stared at me, her eyes smoldering. 

    “Let’s go break in that bed.” 

   







Chapter 11 

    “Yes!  Suck me!”  I gasped as Lilly took my cock nearly to the balls, her lips quivering on the final inch or so of my shaft. She had one hand on the base guiding me while the other held a softly buzzing vibrator pushed deep in her pussy. She was timing her orgasm to mine, judging how close I was by how much pre-cum I was leaking and the twitches of my cock.  I knew all that because she told me months ago it’s what she did. I’d talked with previous lovers about needs and wants but nothing to the level I shared with Lilly, or she with me.   

    “Cum on my tits!  You are so damn close!  I can taste it.” She teased the tip of my cock with her tongue while she increased the pace of the vibrator entering and leaving her canal. She was right, I was damn close and erupted, almost surprising her as I squirted my load on her neck and tits.   

    “Yes!  Fucking yes!” I grunted as she pumped my cock in time with her other hands action on the vibrator.  I heard the buzzing louder then softer as she pulled it in and out, faster and faster until she shuddered. 

    “Ahhh, Fuck yes!” She took several deep breaths as she looked up at me, a smile on her wet lips. “I still like your cock better than this thing but what the hell.” She grinned up at me as she slid the still buzzing toy from her vagina. and tossed it on the bed. 

    “Did I look like the chick in the movie?”  I chuckled at her.  Just before we climbed into bed, Lilly pulled up porn on the tv in our room.  She liked to try and surprise me with wilder and wilder videos.  Usually, the topics mirrored her fantasies.  I never complained, after all, on my nights I did the same.   

    “So, you wouldn’t mind watching me with another guy?” She asked coyly as her fingers traced through the cum on her chest. “Like the video?” 

    “Would you like to see me with another woman?”  I laughed back at her, this was one of our ongoing, teasing fantasies. 

    “Touché, I probably wouldn’t mind too much.” Her tongue flicked out to lick my head. “Fantasies are fun, but I don’t know if I could ever follow through. Probably.”  She laughed and rolled off the bed to scurry into the bathroom. 

    “I get it.” I said, following her. “It’s easy to talk about. Well, actually, it isn’t.  I’ve never shared fantasies with anyone before.” 

    “I already told you I’ve never done that either.”  She called over her shoulder as she turned on the shower.  I held her waist and nuzzled the back of her neck as we waited for the water to warm.  The last three months seemed as if they flew by us, each day a discovery.  They were both the busiest and most enjoyable of my life.  On a personal level, Lilly and I moved from singles, happy to be in our own space, to living together in the space of a night.  The sex was great, phenomenal.  OK, it was earth shattering but what was more important was how much we enjoyed each other's company. I even found a new enjoyment in Chicago, despite the crappy winter, as we explored the city together.  It’s amazing how different things look when shared with a friend. 

    “It’s almost scary.” Lilly commented a few weeks into our relationship.  “I keep waiting for something to happen and wreck everything. I’ve never been this comfortable with anyone, ever.” I agreed with her, of course. One of our big, mutual revelations was learning that Lilly and I shared a voracious sexual appetite as well as creative imaginations.  We enjoyed sharing stories, especially during our love making sessions.  We both appreciated ‘dirty talk’ but admitted we never used sexual experiences and fantasies during past sex-capades.  

    We were both comfortable telling the other what we liked and didn’t like in bed and out.  This was probably a bigger surprise to me than her.  I’d been with a lot of women and thought my experiences covered pretty much everything.  While Lilly’s experiences were limited and much of that to her vivid imagination.  

    “Hey Mr. Frances.”  Lilly wriggled against me breaking into my reverie.  “Shower’s ready and we have to prep for the shoot.” She moved into the shower, me close on her heels.   

    “OK, Emma, right?”  I asked as I soaped up and generously offered my hands to lather her boobs.  I’m just that kind of giving person. 

    “Yep, we have about an hour.  The studio is set but I know you like to run through the angles before a shoot.”  We did hurry, for us, while still making sure every inch of the other was lathered, hand washed and rinsed before we left the shower. 

    We were doing three to four shoots a weekend for the last two months.  Enough, that I was falling slightly behind on my edits.  The model coming today, Emma, was someone Lilly met on a shoot she did right out of college.  Emma was in town to audition for a fashion show and contacted Lilly to see if we could work her in for a few different sets.  

    Word about our company was spreading through the local modeling community, thanks in large part to Lilly’s connections. Some of those models were obviously talking, thanks to our growing client list.  I’d even been contacted by a few clothing design companies to discuss potential shoots. 

    Emma arrived as Lilly and I were adjusting some of the lights in the studio.   

    “Hey Lilly!” I heard her exclaim as Lilly let her in the condo. “You look gorgeous as ever!” 

    “Thanks!  You too.  C’mon back.  I’ll introduce you to Kyle and show you where you can hang your wardrobe.”  Lilly brought her into the studio just as I made my last adjustments.  I walked over, hand extended to greet her. 

    Emma was a tall, leggy brunette, thin featured and would have been a perfect Vogue model other than her existent breasts.   

    “Kyle, I’ve heard so much about you.”  Her smile was dazzling. Rather than shaking my hand, she pushed it aside to give me a hug. The garment bag she carried in one hand slapped gently on my back as she squeezed. 

    “All good I hope?  You can hang your things on the wardrobe rack over there.”  I pointed. Emma winked at me before walking over to the rack, her low heels made a soft thud on the carpeted floor as she walked. I noticed she had a runway models walk, almost like she was on a tightrope as one foot was placed directly in front of the other, with just a foot or so of clearance.   

    “Lilly speaks very highly of you.” Emma said, laughter tinting her tone as she emphasized ‘very’.  “I appreciate your working me in for this shoot.  I really needed to update my lingerie and glamour sections.” 

    “It helps us too.  We can use more in those areas of our portfolio as well.”  Lilly replied as she helped Emma place items on the rack. “Besides, it is great seeing you again.” The women talked quietly as Emma slipped from her late winter outfit, dropping the clothes to the floor before grabbing one of her ‘clubbing’ dresses.  Besides bringing her own wardrobe, Emma was applying her makeup, saving us the added expense of hiring a makeup artist. 

    Once Emma was ready, Lilly put on some music and told her to just move around in front of a screen while I snapped shots. Lilly and I slid into the smooth rapport we developed over the last few months of shoots. Each of us directing and suggesting shots without stepping over the other. We then did some standard poses before we moved on to the lingerie.   

    “Kyle are you ready for the lingerie?”  Lilly asked after several poses and at least a half hour. 

    “Sure, I have more than enough.  Great job Emma!”  I called out, giving her a return smile and wave before I moved over to the computer to check the photos.  Lilly and I made a few updates to the studio since she moved in.  Most were her suggestions and seemed so obvious in hindsight.  The studio now had a large screen and laptop, so we could show models proofs and talk about poses.  I quickly inserted a cable from the laptop to the camera and popped up the glamour shots.  Emma moved over to stand near me, dropping clothes as she gazed at the images appearing on the screen. 

    “Emma, try this to start.”  Lilly murmured, also staring at the photos while handing Emma some lacey bit of nothing.  “There, see that shot, the way you twisted your body helped elongate everything, you look awesome. 

    “Yes, your suggestion!”  Emma said with delight, leaning over to kiss Lilly on the cheek after she slipped a sheer lace top over her head.   While I’d gotten used to models dressing and undressing with us, I wasn’t totally immune to the effect, especially with a stunning creature like Emma.  Her breasts were moderate and firm with small dark nipples, glancing over I saw she had trimmed herself to have just a small landing strip that subtly hid any simple view of her vagina.  

    “These turned out nice.  I have a bunch I like already.”  I told them both, still going through images as I spoke. “Emma, any jump out at you?” 

    “No, not really.  You two have great vision.  I am so happy with these, even unedited.” We talked for a few more minutes about the proofs before we reviewed concepts for the boudoir shots, subtle and demure.   

    “Emma let’s do a few from behind, without the lace top?”  Lilly suggested as we moved back to the set. “Then maybe a few with a hand bra?”  Emma agreed, slipping off the top before taking up position. While shooting, I was so focused on getting the right angle I didn’t notice the raw sexuality Emma was putting forth. 

    I had all the shots we discussed in different items of lingerie, on and off the bed in just an hour.  Emma dressed while we chatted about the shoot and I told her we would get edits to her within a week.  

    “Thanks guys.  Oh, Lilly.  I really appreciate your comments on my paper.  I made the changes and got an ‘A’.”  We then exchanged hugs all around and she was out the door. 

    “Suggestions on her paper?”  I asked as we stood by the closed front door. eyebrows raised. 

    “It’s nothing.  She was writing a paper on tax code for international trade, blah, blah.”  Lilly waved her hand in the air to signify the boring nature of the topic. “I gave her a few pointers.”  I was constantly amazed by this woman and many of the models we worked with the last several months.  So many defied the expectation of models, dumb but pretty and maybe a bit bitchy.  that last courtesy of so-called reality tv programs.  in the last several months we’ve worked with everything from high school dropouts to graduate students as well as young mothers and fathers. I found myself pulled into the lives of those we worked with and genuinely interested in them as people.  It amazed me how different I’d become since I placed my legal career in the backseat. We walked back to the studio as I pondered to do our usual routine of loading and scoring the images before taking a break.  Arms around each other Lilly squeezed into me. 

    “So, when you get quiet like this you are usually thinking back to Pole in the Ass Kyle.” Cursed woman!  Mind reader!  I laughed to myself. 

    “No… just thinking about these photos.”  Lilly knew I was covering and let me get away with it anyway. 

    “Did you notice those tits.  She was gorgeous.”  I laughed, startled by her abrupt change of direction and agreed.  “I’d love to have you watching the two of us… I bet she loves to have those little nipples sucked and twisted.” Lilly’s vice dropped low and sultry.  I could see her nipples sticking out hard through her bra and shirt.  The edges of her areola raising a slight circle around the protrusions, a target I was tempted to grab. We often fantasized about bringing others into our sex lives.  Lilly even confessed to being an incredible voyeur, months ago, she told me she used to satiate those voyeuristic tendencies, before we got together, by watching porn and fantasizing about being in the room with the performers. 

    “Wow, you make it hard to work.”  I left the entendre out there, knowing she would pick up on it and grab me. “Yow!  easy.”  I joked as she did grab my crotch playfully. Sitting side by side at the large HD computer screen I pulled up the photos from the days shoot.  Scrolling through them I noticed two things.  The raw sensuality Emma brought to her work was evident in most of the photos.  It smoldered from her eyes and the curve of her body.  Second, in several images I caught Lilly in a shot, stepping in to adjust a strap or fix a strand of hair.  Despite the fact she had no idea she was in frame, or that I was taking her photo, she exuded that same raw sexual energy. No, I thought, Emma’s sex appeal is like a campfire, warm and inviting. Whereas, Lilly came across more like a bonfire.  Brighter and hotter in the months since we’ve been together.  Now, that energy pulled me in, like a moth.  

    “You went away love.”  Lilly chided softly.  We’d been talking pros and cons of each image and I knew I must have suddenly gone silent. 

    “Just caught up in some of those with you in the background.”  I said, leaning in to kiss her. She had a slight flush on her face, nipples still or again straining her shirt.  “Scoring those turned you on, didn’t it?” My words brought a further blush. 

    “Very.” She said, a slight hitch in her voice. “There is something about being with you, sharing this and sharing my deepest fantasies… Everything is just out there.  That comfort level we talk about just makes me willing to do anything, as long as it is with you.”  She placed a hand on my chest and looked down before speaking again.  This time in her business voice. “Damn, but it is so wrong to get turned on during a shoot.”  Choosing to ignore the last comment, I leaned over again and kissed her when she finished.  Reaching out with one hand I began to tweak a nipple, then squeeze that breast. 

    “Ummm, damn I like that!” She exclaimed. “No, fair.  I know you are trying to…” Lilly stood and walked over to the bed, dropping clothes along the way.  I wasn’t far behind her.  Reaching the bed, she began a slow crawl on it, stopping only when she felt my kisses on her ass.  

    “Would you like to have Emma do this?” I said softly, then traced my tongue down her ass, leaving a moist line along one perfectly round cheek before I kissed my way to her spreading lips.  Parting her legs, I slowly inserted a finger in her pussy while licking around it. 

    “Yes,” she moaned in response and I felt her shudder in delight.  “Lick my pussy, Emma.” Spreading her legs, I got a better angle and thrust two fingers in her wetness and began to alternate thrusts from finger to tongue then back.   

    “Ahhhh, yes!  Harder!”  She begged, her head now laying on the bed while her ass rose in the air before me. I complied for a time before I rolled her on the bed, opened her legs and began to lick the flower like lips of her labia.  I loved the way she tasted and smelled.  Delicious!  Reaching in with a finger, I found her G spot.  With tongue on her clit and finger inserted I brought her to a quick orgasm. 

    “NOT FAIR.”  She yelled playfully as she came down from her orgasm. “You are getting so good at that.” She shuddered out. 

    “My turn,” I replied straddling her chest, my dick in her face.  She lifted her head and began rapidly flicking her tongue at the head.  Lilly stared back at me as I watched her pleasure me.  I fell into her eyes as she continued, now taking my dick in her mouth deeper, sucking while still teasing with the tip of her tongue.  Too soon, I could feel my own building orgasm.  She continued sucking until just before I began spurting my hot fluid.  As I did, she pulled away and began pouring my cum on her chest. 

    “Fuck!”  I exclaimed, spent. I flopped on the bed beside her, breathing deeply and said half in jest, “You want to find a woman to join us?” 

    Slowly playing with her damp vagina she said dreamily, “I’m getting closer and closer to the idea.  It still scares me to think I might do something like that.  But, wow!  Is it strange I find the idea of watching you get off with another woman exciting?  I’ve never really been the jealous type but I never thought I could share like that, especially someone I really cared about.” 

    “Lilly,” I said still facing the ceiling but now feeling her snuggle close to me.  “I love you. Not because of the sex but because we are good in all things.  I have never spent this much time with someone.  I never expected to find someone I would... I would love.” I shook my head and chuckled before continuing. “What you said just now, I feel the same about you.  It is so against what society says is right, but I don’t care.  I’ve thought about you with other people.  I’ve seen more of your portfolio and know a lot of men and women have played with those tits and that ass, at least in photo shoots.  It doesn’t make me jealous.” 

    “No?”  She said almost joking. 

    “No, not really.  Well, a little because I didn’t get to have you model some of those amazing sets for me.” I held her tighter as I finished. 

    “I’ve modeled a little for you already.  I’d love to do something like those if we come up with a great idea.”  Lilly kissed my cheek and snuggled even closer.  She had modeled for me, on more than just a few occasions.  In fact, most of our early nudes, boudoir and lingerie shots were of her, face artfully obscured but still her gorgeous body. 

    Leaning up on one shoulder, looking into her eyes and said, “Lilly, I am fucking in love with you.  You are the only woman I have ever loved.” 

    Tears formed in her eyes, joined by those in my eyes.  They rolled gently down her soft cheeks, “I love you too,” she said and rolled over to hold me. 

   







Chapter 12 

    I was adjusting the soft box around my new steady on, flash strobe.  The screws holding it in place had a tendency to slip slightly and I wanted it just right for the shoot that day.  Two other lights provided additional illumination and a shadow effect I needed but the steady on was critical.   

    The lighting was focused on a brick wall in the studio.  Roughly, the top half of the wall was exposed brick with the rest covered by a plaster coating.  I liked it as a background as it was so versatile in giving me different looks.  My model lay on the bed behind me in a black corset and lace panties.  Lace stockings pulled up to mid-thigh, also in black, completed her ensemble.  I turned to look at her and smiled. 

    “Almost ready.”  Lilly smiled back at me, her dark red, almost burgundy lipstick a lovely contrast to her cream skin. Leaning on one elbow, she languidly waved a hand in my direction, as if imperiously encouraging me on.  We laughed together as I admired the way her full breasts strained the corset, the dark top of her areola just hidden by a fringe of lace. 

    “Don’t forget we have Billy coming by, Uhhh, in an hour for the shoot for the new client.”  Lilly told me as she glanced at the calendar on her phone before hiding it under a pillow. Stepping back from the light I turned to Lilly. 

    “Thanks for the reminder! OK love.  Let’s try a few on the wall.” Lilly walked past me and between the lights, along the way sliding her hand along my ass.  Sighing happily, I grabbed my trusty Canon from the desk and we began our shoot.  Lilly began her poses at a gesture from me, standing and staring straight at the camera seductively, then looking off in the distance.  If anything, the last 6 months had built our rapport to a level I never thought possible. 

    “Let’s try a few with you leaning against the wall.  Start with your back to me and look over your shoulder.” She moved as I directed, arched her back and popping her ass out before she turned to stare at me seductively, lips slightly parted. 

    “Like this?” she purred. 

    “Excellent!  Now move around and give me a few different looks.”  Her motions were fluid, stopping instinctively knowing when I wanted her to hold a look.  She turned to give me more profile and moved her right hand first to cup her breast, then lower to pull the waistline of her panties down.   

    “Perfect, turn a square to me then just keep moving.” We continued for another 20 minutes, Lilly never completely undressed but she loosened the ribbons holding the top of her corset allowing more of that beautiful cleavage to show.  We did several shoots with her as model over the last few months.  Most, so that I could practice technique, but several were planned with building our business portfolio.  We started posting images on artistic sites and model forums to earn a name and see if the work was appreciated. At Lilly’s suggestion, we began a subsidiary studio, in name only, so we could showcase some of our more artistic works.   

    “It all goes back to the fact some businesses may balk at working with a photographer who does nudes.” She said to me as we discussed the idea.  It was easy enough to create a paper company and begin building an online artistic portfolio.  Any images we published of Lilly were carefully chosen so that her face was nearly unrecognizable.   

    “Remember, they wanted teasing, sensual shots. That last angle looked great, you should get my best curves.”  Lilly giggled out as I shifted positions to take another shot.  

    “OK.  I can tell we are done when you start getting goofy.” I fired back, still snapping as Lilly reverted to model face. 

    The shoot we were currently working came about by happenstance.  We posted several images to an online gallery used by artists to promote their work.  A few weeks after posting some boudoir images, a few of Lilly and some of our other models, we had made our first sales.  One of the buyers then contacted us, complimented our work and asked if we accepted commissions to do specific shoots. The buyer explained they owned an exclusive club in San Francisco and were constantly looking for new works to display.  They were particularly interested in sensual black and whites.  After some back and forth discussions we agreed on terms for what had the potential to be a lucrative agreement.  This shoot was our first attempt to try and meet their needs. 

    “We only have a few minutes more before Billy shows up.  We know they want subtle and sensual.  I can do some implied nudes if I just loosen things up a bit.  What do you think?” Lilly stopped moving while she spoke. 

    “Ha, you are always taking off your clothes for me and the camera.”  Lilly gave me a raspberry in reply. “Sounds good.  Why don’t we do a few with you standing near the bed, getting ready to crawl in.  I’ll shoot from behind and the side.  You can go through the motions of removing the corset.  Try some with that large necklace too.  It looks good when you’re topless.”  I added with a smile.  

    “I’ll work on getting profile shots at that point.  The lighting is good, so we should end up with excellent silhouette images.” Lilly moved to the bed and I quickly made a few adjustments to ISO and aperture.  I kept my trusty 35MM lens in place, thinking it would give me the look I wanted.   

    “Totally ignore the camera but play it as if you know you are being watched undressing and are enjoying it.” Signaling I was ready, Lilly began posing.  Hands, mouth, entire body somehow conveyed passion, excitement and arousal.  Looking through the lens, I imagined how others would view each shot.  Getting more turned on as they saw the corset fall to the floor, exposing a curved and well-defined back.  Her panties adding excitement for what they covered, rather than what they revealed.  Just the hint of her left breast showing, a partial view of chin and cheek.  Then moving on to watch as this vision moved into bed, the soft outline of her breasts and buttocks silhouetted perfectly.  Her pose invited the viewer to join her in the pleasures that awaited in the bed.   Gorgeous. I was startled by a chiming on my phone.   

    “Amazing as usual my love!  I bet that is Billy, you good if I ring him in?” 

    “Go ahead,” she called back as she grabbed her black silk robe and wrapped it around her shapely figure.  I reached down and keyed the app on my phone to view the camera at the door. 

    “Billy, right on time.  We’re in the studio, just finished up some work.  Come on through.”  I hit the virtual button in the app to unlock the door. 

    “Gotcha dude, be right there.”  Billy was a tall muscular kid in his early 20’s, with short dark hair.  Not much upstairs, but one of the nicest people I had met.  He was sent to us by a model we worked with in early February.  Billy had been modeling for about a year but had nothing to show for it.  Our first shoots were Time for Print (TFP) where we provided images for his portfolio and he gave his time, so we could practice and also add to our portfolio.   

    Billy was generally quiet and came across as shy, but he took direction well.  He listened when Lilly gave him modeling pointers and more, he applied what he heard.  I can’t say that for many of the supposedly ‘brilliant’ people I met in my life.  He walked into the studio carrying a garment bag which he casually tossed on a leather chair near the door. 

    “Hey, Kyle, Lilly.  Great to see you both.”  He gave me a handshake and returned Lilly’s hug.  “What were you guys shooting?” He blushed when he realized Lilly was standing there in a sexy silk bathrobe. “Um, maybe something I shouldn’t ask?” He added with a smile. 

    Lily giggled at him then snuggled close to me, “Billy, I am shocked at what you might be thinking…” 

    “We have a job to shoot some lingerie work for a client.  I just lucked out to have such a lovely model right at hand.” As I ended I gave her ass a slight pat.  She responded with a kiss to my cheek. 

    “OK, guys.  If I am going to help out, I feel like I need to throw something on.” 

    “I’m fine with what you’re wearing.” I said leering slightly.  Followed by Billy’s, “I’m good.” 

    Still laughing Lilly shook her head and began walking to the door.  Stopping, she looked over her shoulder at us, a twinkle in her eye and let her robe fall to the floor. “Be right back,” she called, laughter tinkling in her voice as she walked away, wearing nothing but her lace panties. 

    “You are one lucky man.” Billy said shaking his head.  He turned to me and added, “So, all the clothes fit great.  The important ones are the shirts?” 

    “Yep, the company is a startup for men’s fashion.  One of their first items is a dress shirt they push as ‘on the rack tailored’ because they are supposed to look fitted.  They already have a contract with a large men’s clothing store and hope to expand rapidly.  We want to try the shirts in several poses in studio today.  Then, if you are still free we would do some outdoors shots downtown next weekend.  Lilly has your check already cut so don’t forget to grab it on the way out.”  While I was talking I removed the chip from the camera and put it in the reader attached to the computer in the studio.  I had another chip, formatted and ready for this shoot.   

    Our studio had come a long way since January and seemed to change weekly as Lilly or I added to the space.  It was a good size room at roughly 20 X 30 when we began using it as a studio.  Three weeks before this shoot, we had a wall removed that separated the room from my office, nearly doubling the available space.  The long brick wall from the original studio now flowed into the office, taking advantage of additional floor to ceiling windows.  I also had motorized blinds and a blackout screen installed so I could completely control lighting in the room.  Centered on the opposite wall was a ‘bedroom’ that consisted of a queen bed, a mirrored dresser and other items of furniture.  Near the door I set-up a large desk with a computer and dual screens.  Just to the right was the large flat screen tv we used to show models proofs after a shoot.  

    We also brought in a makeup table with lit mirror for models and the occasional MUA we hired for shoots. Rather than move around lighting on portable stands, I now had lights on rails and telescoping rods in the various areas of the room.  Just that change helped immensely in past shoots, allowing us to keep the flow while moving from one ‘set’ to another. 

    Lilly quickly returned wearing a pair of loose-fitting shorts and a dark blue tank top.  Her short hair was pulled back in a ponytail and she’d scrubbed the makeup from her face.  From the way her chest swayed, I could tell she elected to go braless.  She glanced over at Billy as he was pulling somewhat rumpled dress slacks from his garment bag.  Shaking her head, slightly exasperated, she approached me for a quick hug and kiss. 

    “While Billy gets ready I am going to start scoring the photos we just shot.”  Lilly and I both worked on photo edits but her true love was modeling and coaching the models who came to us. She told me she really enjoyed the interaction and frequently kidded that she needed to start a modeling school. Billy finally finished removing a suit and four dress shirts from the garment bag and hung them neatly on the wooden rack along with the first pair of dress slacks. There was also a screen set up for models to change behind, but most didn’t bother.   

    “I brought along boxers and boxer briefs, which should I use?”  He held them up for me to see. 

    Before I responded I heard Lilly called over her shoulder, “We should probably try both.  The company wants the focus on the shirts but when you do that set it might be worth seeing which look is most interesting. Why don’t you start with the boxers?” 

    “I agree, one will give us a business guy getting ready for a day at work, the other might play well as a guy getting ready for a date.”   

    “Sounds good to me!”  Billy said agreeably.  He then dropped the boxers he was wearing, his bare ass pointing in our direction.   

    “Models.” I shook my head as he grabbed the ‘wardrobe’ boxers and began dressing.  Lilly pulled up the photos from the shoot we just completed on one monitor and a file of images from men’s magazines on the other.   

    “Kyle, I have the men’s fashion mag photos up if you guys need to use them.” We were using that file as research into poses for Billy. 

    “Thanks love!” Billy was used to that from us and wandered over to the screens while trying to fix his tie.  He started looking at the thumbnails of the men's poses, but then was pulled to the other screen when Lilly pulled up an image of her.  She was on all fours on the bed facing the camera at an angle, wearing nothing but black panties. The tips of her breasts were just barely hidden by the rumpled sheets as she stared into and through the lens.  The look on her face promising and daring at the same time.  

    “Hey, those shots you guys were doing are amazing.”  Billy exclaimed, leaning over Lilly’s shoulder. 

    “Thanks.”  I called back as I struggled with moving one of the light stands. Lilly looked up at him and muttered her own thanks. Billy was still struggling with his tie and I watched as Lilly stood and began straightening the knot, then she simply undid it and started over.  On a whim, I started taking pictures.  When she finished I called out to them. 

    “OK ready to go?” We began the shoot, falling into our usual routine for most models.  I set up what I wanted, Billy posed, and Lilly coached him about various angles to hold his head and torso.  I added my thoughts as I watched through the lens. It worked for us. 

    “Billy, cheat your shoulders more to the wall.  Great, now place your hand on the window sill and stare out intently.” We quickly moved through several sets, often repeating shots with a different shirt and tie combination so all the products were seen.  Lilly did her usual hair and clothing adjustments during the shoot.  Mussing his hair for several then moving in to pull out a wrinkle here or tug the tie straight there.  As I watched, I was struck by the oddly sensual imagery of their interaction. 

    The second time she moved in to adjust his shirt, I changed up my normal routine.  In the past I would stop shooting and look for new angles.  This time I shot while they were together, trying to capture what I was beginning to mentally label a magical moment.  I was convinced the images were special but, at the time, couldn’t explain why.   

    “OK, these are good.  Let’s do the boxers and shirt combination.” I called out. “I want to take a look on these monitors before we do anymore. I also want to see if there are any ideas we should try from the samples we pulled together.” I moved to the computer as I spoke and opened the side panel of the camera to gain access to the ports.  

    “I need those shirts, most are terribly wrinkled, we should have asked them to send over more, so we wouldn’t run into this problem.” Lilly exclaimed as she grabbed the shirts from the rack and went to an ironing board she thoughtfully set up before the shoot.  Planning ahead, another reason I loved her. I gave her a kiss and said so as I walked past her. 

    “Mind if I look too?”  Billy had wandered over in his boxers to stare at the sample images. Nothing unique there I thought as I plugged an HDMI cord into my camera and pulled up the shots we just took.  I was pleased with them as I quickly scrolled through only to stop as one caught my eye.  It was one of the first photos I took with Lilly working Billy’s tie. Something about the image taunted me, just at a level below my understanding.  I needed to understand why it just felt right. 

    “I didn’t know you shot that, it really looks pretty cool.  Kind’a like a girl helping her guy get ready for work.” opined Billy as he peered over my shoulder, his boxer covered junk uncomfortably close. 

    “That’s it,” I said suddenly as his words hit me.  “I was watching her help you during the shoot and took a bunch like that.  Something in the back of my mind liked the idea. It still hits on the shirt as product but makes it feel...normal.” Lilly finished the shirts and quietly walked up to look at the photos with us.  

    “Wow.  Very cool idea.  I knew you had a good eye.” She said with a smirk and I also got a nice pat on the ass as I stood away from the computer, camera in hand and still attached to the machine.  “We can definitely tweak that concept.  Since the company is trying to market the shirt for ‘every man and every occasion.’  What about adding a female model wearing one of the shirts?” 

    “I think it is a very marketable idea.  You get a cute girl wearing a man’s shirt, a lot you can do with that and I think it would sell.” Billy chimed in then looked at me with a raised eyebrow as if waiting for approval.  I was surprised he put together such a lucid argument but then, I was maybe being unfair. 

    “All we need is a cute female model…”, I finally said, already flinching from the smack I knew was coming, and did, right on my shoulder. 

    “Aren’t I cute enough? I can do some light make-up and be ready in a second.” She jutted out a pouty lip and flung her hip forward suggestively first to me then Billy. “Billy? What do you think?” 

    “Uh, sure, no problem. Only, I’ve never posed with anyone before.” He replied nervously. 

    Sensing his discomfort Lilly said, “If it is awkward with me we can find another model. No worries.” 

    “No, really.  I’m cool with you as the model.  I just never posed with anyone before. I know I should try but just want to be honest.”  

    “Well, everyone has to have a first time.”  Lilly joked, only I don’t think Billy got it. “I have posed with others before and can coach you.  Why don’t we finish the solo shots with you, then run a few test shots with us together?” 

    “Yeah, I’m OK with that.”  Billy looked to me. 

    “Sure, I obviously like the idea and we can work through it together.  I was just looking at the rest of these as you talked.  They are pretty good.  I like that they seem genuine. Anyway, let’s finish the solo stuff.” 

    We moved back to the wall and went through a series with Billy, shirts open, shirts closed and numerous other looks emphasizing the versatility of a button-down dress shirt.  At one point, Lilly grabbed a coffee cup for him to use as a prop.  We ended with a few shots using a simple white backdrop.   

    “Let’s switch to the boxer briefs?” I said, then quieter to Lilly.  “I guess I don’t mind doing product shoots, but I have to find a way to make them more interesting.  Sheesh, how many ways can we show a dress shirt?”  Lilly just chuckled and watched as Billy walked over to his clothes, dropped the boxers and rummaged for his boxer briefs.  She shook her head then looked at me with a shrug. 

    “Billy, you left them on the rack.” Lilly finally told him, pointing at the item in question draped over the wardrobe rack.  Billy turned to us, smiled, grabbed the boxers as he nodded in our direction and quickly slid them on.  Lilly was still staring at him called out. “Trick 1, if you aren’t wearing a jockstrap to keep everything together, bunch your junk all in front.  For these shoots, the clients don’t want to see a staff.” He blushed a little, nodded and stuck a hand down his underwear to re-position.   

    “Better” said Lilly, shaking her head. I shook my own head thinking for the millionth time, I know I’m not the jealous type, but shouldn’t it feel weird my girlfriend is telling a guy how to position his junk?  I chuckled, catching Lilly’s attention and receiving a knowing wink.  Yeah, I was pretty sure she knew exactly what I was thinking.  

    “Lilly, go ahead and put on the black shirt and Billy the white one.” I watched as Lilly slipped the shirt on over her tank top.  “So, I want you guys looking like the couple that rolled out of bed for morning coffee.  Stand near the window, near each other, like you are a couple.”  They did and began throwing some poses. 

    At first it was awkward, but Lilly coached him, often reminding him to ignore the camera. 

    “Talk to me, laugh. You can’t pose like I’m not here, so we have to interact.”  A few shots in, I called them over to look as I pulled the images up on the big screen.   

    “Damn, I look really awkward.” Billy commented sadly. 

    “Yeah but look what happened when we just started talking about that movie.”  Lilly pointed to the image currently on the screen.  “Neither of us look like we are being photographed.” 

    “Ummm, that did make it easier.  Also, Kyle was coaching pretty well.”   

    “OK, let’s try to keep up with the banter.  Speaking of coaching.  Since we are selling shirts, I need to get some very specific shots to highlight the product.” 

    “Good point.”  Lilly frowned looking at a photo. “My shorts are terrible for this. I should lose them for the next set, don’t you think?” 

    “Yep, you still wearing the panties?  They weren’t too sheer for something like this.  We could even do some editing if needed.” 

     “Exactly what I was thinking.  I should also get rid of the tank top; the fabric shows lines on the shirt and it will also show through the lighter colored shirts, if we have time to do some sets with those?” 

    I nodded, “Good ideas, we have about 40 minutes before we have to wrap up and get ready to go.  Let’s have Billy put on the blue shirt for these and you stay in the black.  I am still thinking we do these as proofs for the client.  See if they like the concept.  So, let’s keep it simple, on the wall.”   

    Billy and I walked back to the wall and waited while Lilly changed.  I could see her in the near distance just behind Billy staring at me with an evil little grin. She slowly dropped her shorts then ran her hands up her legs and over her chest, turning her body in a sexy twist all while maintaining intense eye contact.  Lilly then dropped the shirt, letting it slip from her shoulders to fall to the ground. 

    I impressed myself by how calm I was, and I think I even maintained some form of normal conversation with Billy as Lilly grinned wider and tweaked her nipples.  Seeing my mild distress, she smiled even deeper and drew her tank up, slowly revealing her ample breasts as she raised it over her head, again turning and stretching for full effect.  The tank dropped behind her and she stared at me, her eyes now glinting with passion as she moved her hands over her chest, rolling her nipples between fingers.  I could feel myself becoming aroused… God, think, baseball…the Cubs, I hated the Cubs... Wait, what is Billy saying.  Yeah, focus on that.  Lilly, her fun completed, for now, pulled on the dress shirt and buttoned it up to just over mid chest.  Her 36 DD’s strained the fabric, nipples clearly pushing against the cloth.   

    “OK, Billy.  Looks like she is ready, let’s do a few shots then call it a day.” I grinned in appreciation to Lilly as I spoke. 

    “I want to start with the two of you standing facing each other.  Billy, have your shirt open, Lilly, reach a hand in about waist height and place it on his hip.  I am going to do some close-up shots and want to get the fabrics against each other.  Billy, put your hand on her shoulder.” I moved in and adjusted his sleeve, so the cuff and buttons showed.  Grabbing a camera, I set up with a macro lens for close in shots, I took several from Lilly’s shoulder.  Her face was blurred, while the fabric of the shirt, buttons and stitching looked clear and crisp.   

    “Hold as you are.  I’m focused on the fabric and using you two as backgrounds.  Think body-scape photos only the shirt, not a part of your body, is the focus.” 

    Checking my work, I decided I wanted more of a contrast in fabric.  “Billy, change to the white shirt and let’s do some with Lilly leaning against you.  Wrap your arm around her upper chest.”  As Billy moved off to change shirts Lilly leaned over to me. 

    “You are being so professional, lover.” She leaned in to kiss my ear. “I told you we’d get in a shoot with me and someone else.” 

    “You did, and you are being very professional too, sort of...”  I teased her.   

    “You don’t mind? I figured this is just a test shoot anyway...”  She asked me, humor gone for a second. 

    “No, hell.  I shouldn’t be enjoying it so much but I am.”  I grinned and planted a kiss on her forehead. “Seriously, this is a great idea.”  

    “Hmmmm, well.  I may have to play a little more, if you don’t mind?”  Lilly joked, at least I thought she was joking at the time, as Billy walked up. I took a step back from her but not before giving her a wink. 

    “OK guys, I have some ideas for the next set.  Think an Abercrombie type shoot.  Will you both be comfortable with that?” 

    “Yeah, just tell me what you need.” Billy nodded as he spoke. 

    “OK, I think your shirt unbuttoned all the way and Lilly, undo those buttons down to the last two or three. 

    “Billy, start with your arm around her upper chest and pull her in tight.”  He did, and I moved in to adjust his sleeve and her shirt front.   

    Lilly looked at me with her bedroom eyes, lip turned up slightly in one corner.  Almost from our first night, we discovered a shared, call it need for sexual excitement.  Until now, it was just play involving nobody else.  Things like leaving the bedroom curtains open, a single light on and fantasizing aloud about people watching us while we had sex.   

    Then, there was watching porn and talking about fantasies.  Maybe it was doing the sexy lingerie shoot before this one, but I knew we were both in a mood to have fun.  Hell, we were both turned on and hiding it. So, upping the ante, a bit, I took the opportunity to unbutton her shirt the rest of the way and spread it slightly to reveal smooth firm ab muscles and a healthy expanse of chest between her now barely covered breasts.   

    “OK, let me get a few shots like this.” I said, noting Lilly’s slightly deepened breathing and the flush that crawled to her cheeks.  We both knew Billy would be getting an eyeful, no matter how careful she was during the shoot. Did it really matter?  He’s seen her all but nude several times in the photos we’ve had up while he’s been here for other shoots.  Hell, that last set I was editing as he arrived gave him more of a view than he is getting now.  Shrugging, I turned myself back to the task at hand. 

    I started with some close in shots, highlighting the quality of the shirts with body parts in the background blurred out.  I then switched cameras, going back to my trusty 35MM lens and stepped back to get more of their figures in frame.  The tableau I created was perfect, if I do say so myself.  Billy’s hand and arm rested gently just above her breasts, Lilly’s shirt slightly open.  He dipped his head down a little as had she, mirroring her.   

    “Billy, move left a bit, I need to get more of your shirt in frame.  Keep your head down like that, both of you.  Billy, you can sweep your hands down her arms.” As he did, in the back of my mind, I was thinking ‘he is staring right down into that gorgeous cleavage’.  No jealousy, just thoughts of how erotic it was or could be, if that was the point of the shoot.  

    “OK, give me a few different looks, but stay in the same basic positions.” 

    Lilly took his right hand and draped his arm over her right shoulder then placed Billy’s hand on her bare stomach before she arched her back and brought her right hand up to rest near his head.  Her shirt now barely covered her left breast.   

    Next, she arched into him, curving her spine so her ass pressed against his groin.  Billy didn’t move I could tell he was trying to figure out what to do next.  Lilly continued shifting her body slightly, but each shift seemed to change the entire composition of the photos. 

    “Billy, you comfortable with these?”  She asked in even tones. “You can move more, pretend I’m a girlfriend.” 

    “Sorry, I’ll try.  I’m so used to just thinking about myself when I model, it’s not as easy with another person.”  

    “You are doing great.  My first time posing with another model was a disaster. I worried so much about touching him wrong.” Lilly laughed.  As she talked Billy began to visibly relax and his side of the poses looked normal.  

    “He was an experienced model and told me to treat him like a mannequin.  That didn’t work for me but it got me thinking, treat it like a dance.  I love to dance and for some reason that just made it easier.” She moved Billy’s hand up her stomach and rested it just below her left tit.  

    Their combined motion had exposed most of the light brown areola, her protruding nipple just caught the cloth of the shirt to keep it in place.  I continued to take pictures and moved around, caught up in the creative heat of the moment while also interested in what she told Billy.  I had the deep sense that these were going to be great shots then went back to my starting point, knowing I needed to take a few from those angles without her boob exposed. 

    “Lilly, your left tit is out, looks awesome but probably won’t work for the shirt adds.” I said calmly as I stared through the lens. It didn’t dawn on me until I said the words that Billy was standing right there.  

    “Sorry, I couldn’t tell.” She replied in the same calm tone as she first pulled the shirt away from her body then draped it over her breast. Billy, looking down the entire time caught the whole show, as I know she intended, his face flushing as he visibly made an effort to stay calm. “Better?” 

    “Perfect, just a few more.  Billy, move your arm back.”  I took a few more shots before standing straight and dropping the camera. “Perfect!” 

    With a last little shift of her hips Lilly relaxed her body, moving Billy’s hand from her before she closed her shirt.  In a business-like voice she said, “We have to get ready to go for our meeting.  How did those look?  Billy, great job posing.  The first time with another model or models is always awkward but you did fine. Just wait till the photog has her put a hand over your junk or vice versa.” 

    “Thanks, it took some getting used to, and I never knew what to do with my hands.  I will do better next time” He finished.  Billy also pulled his shirt closed and seemed grateful it reached below crotch level. 

    “Your check is in the envelope on the desk. You still free next Saturday at the museum?” 

    “Sure, thanks again for getting me this paid gig!  I will be there, about 8 AM?” 

    “Yes, we want to catch the morning light.  See ya!”  Billy waved at us, quickly dressed and grabbed his garment bag before he walked to the door.  Lilly moved over to the bed and as Billy left she sprawled across the covers with a loud sigh. 

    “That was fun.  I never, never played around on a shoot but working together, with you watching gets me going.  You didn’t mind, did you?” Lilly let her shirt fall open and at some point, while I was talking to Billy, her panties disappeared, as she was now lightly rubbing her pussy.   

    “I’ve been wet since we finished our corset shoot.  Then, when the idea came up to step in with Billy, I couldn’t help putting a little fantasy into it for us.” 

    “I don’t mind at all, I figured you were playing.  You don’t mind that I unbuttoned your shirt, do you?  Let him rest his hand that close to your boob?” I reached down and moved her hand to plunge my finger into her hot wet tunnel. 

    “No, I loved it!” Lilly gasped. “I was watching you as I moved his hand up to my boob,” she began moaning as I stroked her clitoris.  “I wanted more but knew it wouldn’t be fair, uhhh… to Billy. Mmm, I love it when you finger me.” She moaned, “I could feel him start to get hard toward the end.  He held out longer than I thought with me rubbing my ass against him every chance I got.”  I was surprised how close she was close to an orgasm.  Her slatted eyes stared at me hungrily as the walls of her vagina clenched around my finger. 

    “You know I love it from behind, I could feel his cock getting so stiff, rubbing my ass.” She moaned loudly in pleasure as I fingered her. “Take off those pants and fuck me now.  Please!” 

    I paused only long enough to drop my pants to the floor.  Hard and ready I slid into her wonderful wetness, “Did you like watching?” She got out between panted breaths.  “Tell me.” Lilly was practically begging.  She was getting off on the fantasy as much as the sex. Something that aroused me more than I thought it would or should. 

    “I did, I wanted to see him hold these tits of yours and play with your nipples.”  I grasped a firm boob and began demonstrating as I thrust into her. Lilly matched my moves, creating a rhythm we couldn’t resist.   

    “I saw you rubbing your ass against his hard-on.  That was so hot.”  Then, not able to hold it any longer I began exploding inside her.  As if my release had been her signal, her legs wrapped around my waist and gripped tighter, pulling me deep while all her muscles clenched as she reached her climax. 

    “Holy shit. I love our mutual O’s”, she exclaimed as we lay in each other’s arms.  The afterglow warm and wonderful.  Then in a slightly more serious but almost distracted tone she spoke into my ear. “Kyle, I’ve always enjoyed sex, but I never thought about sleeping around.  It was always a scary idea. Why is it that now I am in what is the best, most stable relationship in my life I am suddenly thinking about all these sex games?  Hell, another few moments and I might actually have tried to…  That is not the person I was a few months ago.”  I’d lifted on my forearms to look at Lilly as she spoke.  Her blue eyes peered back at me, open, honest and questioning.   

    “Lilly, are you OK?  You know I don’t expect you to do anything?” I rolled to my side allowing her to snuggle into the crook of my arm. 

    “I don’t know...  I don’t know if I’m OK and I do know you wouldn’t push me to try something I didn’t want to do.”  Lilly ran her hand against my face before she squirmed deeper into the crook of my arm. “I think I’ve always known I’ve had these strong desires and a vivid imagination when it came to sex.  It was always balanced by concern for my job.  That and I was raised to believe a girl who thought like I’ve been thinking… was a whore.” Her voice grew sad as she spoke. 

    “Do you think that about yourself?” I spoke quietly to the ceiling, her sweat dampened hair pressed into my cheek. 

    “No, not really.”  She paused, I didn’t say anything, knowing she was struggling for words. Besides, I really had no idea what to say.  I was feeling the same confusion. “It’s so hard to explain.  I didn’t feel that way at all when I was posing with Billy.  I just let go a bit and enjoyed the shoot and teasing you.”  Her tone lightened as she spoke before turning somber again. “I just started feeling guilty after we had sex.  Thoughts raced through my head.” 

    “Like what?”  I prompted.  Lilly sighed then continued. 

    “Good girls don’t fool around on a man they love, and I really wasn’t being fair or professional to Billy.  Basically that.  I’m having a hard time balancing how I was raised with who I am.”  She took a long, almost sad breath before finishing with. “Shit, who I think I’m becoming.” 

    “I get it. I think.”  I sensed she didn’t need to hear more from me just then. 

    “There was this trashy novel I was reading a while back. The main couple was getting into all kinds of kinky stuff like ménage-a-trois. Very hot reading, but I never considered I might want to try it out myself.”  

    “Is that something you think you would really want?”  I asked, genuinely curious and examining my own feelings on the topic. I never considered myself the jealous type.  Hell, I knew every woman I’d been with had other guys.  I was never exclusive and didn’t care.  But, there it was, I did care. I cared with Lilly, yes, there was even a twinge of jealousy.  But, as I examined my feelings further, there was also a growing arousal at the thought of bringing others into our bed.  God, that sounds so, 70’s.  I chuckled.   

    “I really don’t know.  Yes, maybe.  Damn, what have you done to me.”  She laughed and propped up to stare into my eyes. “Enough of that.”  Lilly said firmly, seeming to shake off her indecision. “I want to talk more but we have that damn meeting.  I’m just being stupid anyway.” She quickly rolled from the bed. 

    Smiling back, I rolled to my side, so I could see her easier as she waited for me. “I love you, whatever you need.” I then quickly rolled off the bed to stand next to her. “OK, let’s hurry up and shower.  Remember, this one is business.” 

    “I remember. This is with the owners of that start-up race team your friends put you in contact with.” She replied, calling out over the sound of the shower.  “Remind me who we are meeting with and what they want?” 

    “The new team is actually run by an ownership group.  We will be meeting with two of the four co-partners and their wives.” I told her as I walked into the bathroom.  Her form obscured by the steam of the shower, condensing on the glass of the shower wall.  Leaning against the vanity, I enjoyed the feel of the steam on my sweat soaked body.  “They are a one car team, for now, and would like us to get some shots of their facility in North Carolina, team members, the driver.  All that type of thing.  Normally, big teams would hire a photographer with several assistants.  Usually through a PR firm or other agent.  Some even have their own in-house photographers.  These guys need to cut expenses everywhere they can, and we would be one of those cost cutting ventures.  They won’t actually hit the circuit until next year so there is some time to get shots together.” 

    “Sounds like fun and travel.”  Lilly stepped from the shower.  The steam curling around her, water droplets on her soft skin.  I was fascinated by one glistening drop, poised on her nipple.  “You aren’t thinking about photographing cars, are you?”  She said smiling.  “Too bad I have to hurry”, wrinkling her nose at me, “and you have to shower.” 

    Lilly still maintained her apartment, but in the last few months she had all but moved in with me.  I shook my head, letting the water from the shower head spray me in the face.  My mind had to wander back to the conversation we started in bed.  There was a guilty portion of me that couldn’t decide if I was more fascinated with the thought of photographing her with another man, or woman.  Or, and I really thought about this, was it for my own personal enjoyment.  Then add in the fact I loved this woman… I thought back over the last several months as I allowed the warm water to wash over me.  It didn’t take long before the partners at my old firm and Lilly’s bosses learned we were a couple.  Of course, nothing was said but everyone knew.  Lilly handled it well, the glances and sideways looks of those who suspected she was a gold-digger.  She countered by maintaining her professional aloofness and being the best at her job. 

    While she was at the office, I was spending my days making connections in the fashion and modeling world.  OK, often they were connections through some of Lilly’s model friends.  I even had a chance to sit in on some photoshoots with a few local photographers.  Only after I paid crazy fees to let them ‘mentor’ me.  I learned a great deal from the watching, much less so from the information they willingly shared.  The time spent was worth it.  I built my contacts, I earned a reputation and we began growing our client list. I was also fortunate to have my very own live in model.  One who was innovative and seemed to love pushing barriers.  We began simply, with headshots and outdoor poses.  That quickly transitioned to sexier shoots in our studio as I added equipment and needed to ‘practice’.  

    I don’t know which of us started the idea of sexier shoots.  I’ll say Lilly, since this is my story, but the reality is we just evolved to that point.  The shoots seemed to give her an outlet to express her deeply hidden fantasies.  Somehow, the act of playing a role before the camera made it easier for her to talk about trysts with other women, bring people to our bed or posing with others while I photographed her.   

    At first, I was surprised by her ideas, but I had learned by then her sex life before we got together was very vanilla.  If I was surprised, she was more so by her own admissions. As I was enjoying the hot water and allowing my thoughts to roam, I heard a noise in the bathroom then suddenly the water temperature dropped at least 50 degrees.  My reverie ended, and I howled at the sudden cold and heard tinkling laughter. 

    “Hurry up, you are going to turn into a prune if you stay in there.”  I hurried and swore dire revenge, again to that lovely laughter. 

    Dinner that night was a huge success.  We came to an agreement to fly down to the shop sometime in the next few months and meet the crew and driver.  The team principal ended the business discussion by saying he would have his attorney contact me to discuss a preliminary contract.  Lilly was impressed the driver for the team was a woman and spent a good deal of the evening talking with her.  

    Later that night, Lilly and I lounged on the sofa, staring out the window.  An open bottle of Cabernet sat on the table in front of us, the deep burgundy color catching and reflecting the lights of the living room. 

    “I am so excited that the photography business is taking off.  I am also surprised. So many photographers struggle, but this just seems to be happening.” She said, snuggling into my shoulder. 

    Breathing in the sweet scent of her hair I responded, “I know.  I didn’t expect it either, but I am enjoying it.  Especially, sharing it with you.” 

     “I don’t want to talk business all night but there were four things I needed to tell you.” Sitting up smiling ear to ear Lilly continued, “We sold a few more photos on our ‘sensual’ website.”  She was referring to a second website we created under a different name to showcase some of the erotic images we took, at least the ones we both considered artistic. 

    “Seriously, which ones?” I was thrilled.  We knew our models loved the product we provided, but to hear outsiders were buying our art.  Well, that felt like a whole new type of accomplishment.   

    “Two with me in the black corset from our shoot in February and one nude holding a wine glass by the window!”  We were careful on all our posted art to keep Lilly’s face obscured through shadow or creative editing.  I liked the effect, it added something alluring to the overall image.  “The people who bought the corset images also sent an email asking if we had more erotic lingerie shots.  They paid a ton getting those images on canvas and framed.  That translates to a pretty nice commission for us.”   

    “I am so thrilled.  It is really cool knowing someone likes my work enough to pay for it.  Funny, I get more of a sense of accomplishment from that than all my years as an attorney.” I said, now grinning to match Lilly.  “Of course, I had a lovely model to work with.  I am sure that was the real reason the pieces sold.” Lilly agreed with a sage nod.  Her apparent calm attitude given away by the sudden smirk that curled her lips. 

    “So, you are OK with maybe thousands of people seeing my best parts?” She said playfully, now pursing her lips to make the now classic selfie face. 

    I leaned over to kiss her then pulled back slightly and said, “They still aren’t seeing the best part of you.  That is still mine but, it does bring me back to what we were talking about before our meeting.” 

    “You OK?”  She asked concerned.   

    “Yeah, fine.  I just wanted to say as long as we talk and do things together… I’m fine experimenting, if you want.” I had been thinking about it through the night.  I knew Lilly was more serious than joking when she brought it up and needed her to understand my feelings. 

    “You are such a romantic!  I do love you.” Lilly giggled.  “We’ll see.  I have no idea how much I could really do.” 

    “Well, I know you love being seen naked by thousands.” I said with a chuckle in my voice, “and yes, I do enjoy that part too. So, four things?  That was one.” 

    Cuddling together, enjoying the sense of each other she continued, “Second thing, I decided we needed a working vacation and booked us three weeks in Hawaii.  We could use some exotic location shots and we can hire some local models for bikini shoots on beaches.  I even have a tentative contract with a company on the big island for some promo shots.  You OK with that?” 

    “Love it! When do we leave?”  I smiled to myself, a vacation together was perfect. Although, lately it seemed like my life was a continuous vacation.  The thought worried me as I then wondered when the other shoe would drop. 

    “Two weeks from Monday.  We have a few shoots coming up.  I haven’t taken vacation time since I was hired, so I decided to just do it now.  I figured you would say yes and already lined up some models for a few beach shoots.  The rest of the time is ours, my love.” 

    “I do love you.  More than words.” I kissed her again, put my wine glass on a coffee table and then let my hands roam her lush figure.  I slid my right hand down her side to caress her firm bottom, the other cupped a breast. 

    “Damn, you are making it hard to think.”  She moaned playfully as I kneaded a breast. “I still want to talk about that shoot with Billy.  I’m torn.  I loved the play but don’t want to unknowingly use someone for our fun.  Damn, I’m not even sure what I’m comfortable doing.”  Her tone turned serious, despite my best efforts. “No, if I’m being honest, I have this feeling once I start down that path I won’t want to stop.” 

    “No pressure my love.” I told her, meaning it.  

    “I know.”  She looked up at me a half grin on her face. “I’m the one putting on the pressure. Last thing.  Carrie is in town and gave me a call earlier today.  I invited her over to dinner tomorrow if we were free.  Do you have anything going on?  You want me to cancel?”  While she talked she moved into me, grabbing my hand and pushing it firmly into her breast, squeezing my fingers on her nipple. 

    “No,” kiss, “I’m fine with that,” kiss.  Her hands had been busy as well.  Undoing my pants and reaching in to free my engorged penis.  She gently stroked its length, pausing at the tip to lightly rub her thumb across the head knowing how much I liked that. 

    Her touch was sending shivers up my spine, she knew just what to do.  Kissing down my neck she clawed her left hand along my torso, her right still grasped my shaft.  Lilly slid her body down mine until I felt her soft, moist lips gently kiss the tip of my cock.  Her tongue began flicking out, teasing then licking.  Looking at me she whispered, “You like that, love?” 

    “Yes”, I moaned as I let myself fall into the sensations of her tongue working its way down my shaft, one hand pulling on my balls the other pumping from the base of my dick.  Her head began bobbing in time with her pumping.  The soft roughness of her tongue licked my shaft, arousing me more, if that was even possible.  I lost track of time, buried in the sensation until I couldn’t hold it. “Yes, suck me, suck it.” I gasped out, then grasped the sheets spasmodically, and exploded on her neck and chest as she pulled away just before I came. 

    “Holy shit, that was awesome!”  She still never took a load in her mouth, she told me she just couldn’t, and I wasn’t one to push.  Honestly, it didn’t matter anyway. 

    “I’m going to clean up then join you in bed.  Cuddle?”  She said as she stood, using her dress to sop up the cum on her chest. 

    “Sure, love.”  I followed her into the bedroom thinking how fortunate I was. 

   







Chapter 13 

    We started our Sunday working side by side as we first scored the shoot with Billy.  After that, I began editing while Lilly completed paperwork for a case she was researching.  I had two shoots, in addition to the one with Billy, that I needed to edit.  One was for a model we shot the previous week to create some fashion images for her portfolio.  We selected 15 images for her that we thought were the best, requiring minimal editing.  I finished all but one the day before and made quick work of it.  After completing the edits, I fired off a quick email to the model with a link to the private gallery we created for her on the website. 

    I then went to work editing the shoot with Billy.  Lilly and I selected 40 images we liked and met the guidelines that had been given us.  The company was looking for images suitable for print as well as web-advertising.  I spent an hour narrowing that down to about 20 images and then selected 5 to work on as proofs.  Four were of Billy in various poses and one was with Billy and Lilly.  My goal was to send them to our contact with the designer and get some feedback. 

    I started with the image of the two of them.  Billy’s arm stretched across her upper chest.  It appeared as if his forearm was holding the shirt was open as it draped down her body.  One of her arms was up and wrapped around his neck.  Her other arm was artfully wrapped around her waist.  I elected to crop the image just above her visible panty line and just below her eyes.  What was left was a mélange of arms, brief glimpses of skin and of course, the product: the shirts.  This photo showed the stitching on the sleeves, a crisp clean collar and shirts of two colors.  Finishing, I moved on to the other images.  Fortunately, there was very little editing needed.  I placed the finished products in a private gallery for the fashion company.  Then, I sent an email to our contact referencing the list of ‘wants’ we had discussed.  I explained the 5 images were edited examples that hit most of their needs and asked for feedback.  I ended with a reminder that we would hire a photo re-toucher to do final edits on the images they selected and a suggestion we meet to review more of the RAW images to see if they need us to go in another direction. 

    The last set I worked on was purely for my enjoyment.  A few weeks prior, Lilly greeted me wearing white satin lingerie and holding my camera.  I shot her as she did a slow, sensual striptease ending with her on the bed where she pulled a large pink vibrator from under a pillow and ended the shoot erotically rubbing it on her breasts and gently teasing her vagina.  I picked several images to edit and had just begun when Lilly came in the room.   

    “Well, who is that amazing girl you have on the screen?” She said and wrapped her arms around my neck before giving me a kiss on one earlobe. 

    “Gee, I don’t remember her name, but that was some of the best sex I ever had after that shoot.” Teasing, I kissed her and rubbed the arm she had placed around my neck.  “I want to show you the other images I edited.  I was just moving to this set for fun, and honestly, they turned out great!” 

    “If we are being honest, they do look great.  I know we were playing but several are good enough we should put them on our artistic site.  I love this one,” she pointed to one image that I quickly pulled full screen.  She was sitting on the floor, the perspective shooting down her right shoulder.  I used a step ladder to get above her for that particular shot.  The overall effect was wonderful.  Just a hint of her face showed as she turned slightly to her right.  The corset shelved her breasts allowing a view guaranteed to arouse anyone into women, and boobs. “Everything is implied, very implied but also artfully hidden.” She looked to the left of the large screen with the image to see the smaller screen and other thumbnails I had been working on.  Then, reaching down for the mouse she highlighted a few more images.  “I was looking at these a few days ago.  They are good enough for the website, if you want to put them on.” 

    I looked at the photos she picked and had to agree.  Most were very implied, like the one we were just viewing.  I clicked on two and said, “These are really great, extremely erotic.  You don’t mind if we use them?” One image showed her lying down, the perspective from above right.  Lilly’s head was turned away from the camera at an angle, but her mouth was in a visible gasp of pleasure.  She held her tits and was pulling on her nipples, left leg thrown over right hiding her pelvis.  I used the lighting to cast stark shadows that both obscured and highlighted her curves.  The second image was of her holding the vibrator between her squeezed breasts.  Again, use of shadow drew the eye to the vibrator while mainly obscuring her breasts. 

    “No, I picked them.  I’m already sort of hidden and given the way you like to crop I think these could be very good.  Also, very hot,” she ended with a sexy smirk. “You know there will be hundreds of lurkers jacking off to them.” 

    I groaned, Lilly loved to catch me off guard. Then she said, “Carrie will be here in about an hour.  I have dinner going.  Just have fun in here but don’t forget to clean up.” Then kissing me she winked and said, “I’m pretty, but I swear your photos make me look fucking hot.  I love it!”  We laughed together as she bounced back to the kitchen.  I set a timer for fifty minutes then got to work on some preliminary edits.  Crop, clean the image, adjust exposure… Then I began playing with various color schemes.  I decided to start with black and white then slowly added in color on some of the images.   

    “Grrrrr….”  I let out a long groan as the timer went off, the soft beeping breaking my concentration.  Stretching, I held my arms above my head and groaned again as my back loosened up.  I can’t sit for that long without moving.  I thought as I hit the timer and stood.  I felt good about the edits.  There will still a few hours to go before I would be truly happy, but the essentials were in place.   

    Walking through the bedroom door, I went straight to the closet and grabbed some clean clothes.  They went on the bed while I went to shower for a quick clean.  Several minutes later, with the water off, I could hear the sound of talking from the kitchen an occasional laugh serving to punctuate the conversation. Through the open door, I could just see Lilly and Carrie as they sat in the kitchen at the pub table.  Each had a glass of white wine while a third glass sat in the table. Lilly was wearing a white button down over a tank top and her favorite jeans.  Carrie had on a loose-fitting silk top, also white and wore the latest ‘in’ jeans.  I quickly threw on a pair of jeans, just your basic denim, it made me happy and a light blue button-down shirt before leaving the room.   

    “Hey, your usual or will you have some Chardonnay?” Lilly called out as she spied me leaving the room.  

    “Chardonnay is fine.  Dinner smells awesome!” I told her as amazing smells wafted from the kitchen. “Hey Carrie!  How is LaLa Land?” 

    Carrie stood as I approached and pulled me into a hug while kissing my cheek. “It’s been great.” She said, holding me at arm’s length. “Lots of flakey people, so never a dull moment.  I did the pilot for that show I left here to do.  It was never picked up, but the producer and director liked me and brought me in on another project.  It’s a straight to pay cable program, lots of sex and nudity.” She blurted that all out in one quick breath followed by, “I just came back to town to close out my lease and have the rest of my things shipped West.  Lilly has been filling me in on your photography business.  She told me you’ve even sold a few pieces.  I’d love to check out some of your work before I leave.” 

    “Maybe later,” I said laughing at Carrie’s rapid-fire welcome.  Lilly walked over to her and put two fingers on Carries lips to shush her. While I understood the intent, my mind still raced to see it as an erotic gesture.  I scolded myself for allowing my mind to wander and heard Lilly tell Carrie. “Dinner is ready blondie let’s eat.” 

    Dinner was a flavorful pasta, a la Lilly, with white wine and garlic sauce.  One of my favorites.  The three of us sat and enjoyed the food and great conversation.  A fleeting concern ran through my mind when Lilly told me about dinner.  This would be the first time we were with someone the other had been intimate with.  I knew it was silly, after all, Lilly practically pushed the two of us together.  Dinner was proof my concern was ridiculous.  I knew Lilly well enough to know when she was putting on an act.   She wasn’t this night as the two regaled each other with stories of modeling and work. Carrie told me the story of how she and Lilly first met, blurted out around a sip of wine.   

    “It was a cheesy shoot with a questionable photog. I was freaked out when I saw he had two male assistants for lighting help.” She emphasized ‘lighting help’ with air quotes. “The shoot was supposed to be for a swimsuit designer, but the jerk told me, the second I arrived, that it would actually be a nude shoot.”  Carrie shuddered.  “I don’t mind doing nudes, obviously. I was still new to modeling, but I figured out fast that was a bad scene.” 

    “So, I showed up, an hour or so early for my appointment.  I was still new to Miami and didn’t know my way around.”  Lilly jumped in as Carrie paused. 

    “She just barged right in, one of the dudes was standing by the door.  I bet he was supposed to lock it but forgot.  He was definitely trying to block me in but when he turned, I raced for the door.”  

    “All of a sudden, I had this blonde girl pushing me and whispering - RUN. I was terrified already, I just turned, and we raced down the sidewalk.  That was almost my last modeling gig.”  Lilly gave me a small smile, the fear from that moment still evident in her eyes but also mixed with a glint of excitement. 

     “Long story short, we got some coffee, talked for hours, then got a few beers and decided we would buddy up if the other had a shoot, at least for a while.” Carrie poured the last of the Chardonnay in her glass as a punctuation to the story. That story led to others and soon we finished our meal along with two bottles of wine before we decided the couch and chairs in the living room would be more comfortable. 

    “I still want to see some of your photos.  Can you show me?” Carrie asked, the sincerity in her voice clear. 

    “Tell you what, I’ll get the dishes and you two go into the studio.  Lilly can show you some of our portfolio.  I’ll be there in just a second.” I said and grabbed two plates from the table. 

    Lilly agreed, grabbed her wine glass and told Carrie to bring along the nearly empty second bottle.  “Kyle, you want to bring more wine when you come?” 

    “Sure, but I’m shifting us to a cabernet…”  Hearing agreement from the ladies I watched as they walked to the den arm in arm.  Their cute butts in tight jeans extremely distracting.  I quickly finished the dishes.  Then, opened a bottle of my favorite cabernet before I joined the two in the den.   

    “Your photos are amazing.  Lilly showed me some of the work you did for the men’s fashion company.  The last few were very hot!” Carrie said, a slight flush darkened her cheeks. I was a little surprised to see the image on the big screen was one I just edited, Lilly in the white corset. On the smaller screen were thumbnails of other images from that shoot, including several with the vibrator. 

     “Thanks, Lilly keeps telling me how good they are.  I guess I am just now allowing myself to believe I may have some talent.” I chuckled deprecatingly as I said that.  “It is good to hear it from you as well.”  I walked over to stand behind them as they sat on a loveseat they pulled near the large screen.  Lilly had a wireless keyboard and mouse on her lap and was scrolling through images from that set.  The button-down blouse she wore through dinner was tossed over the back of the loveseat, leaving her dressed in her small tank top and jeans. 

    Carrie reached across the top of the loveseat to grasp my arm, “These are really very good.  My agent thought the set you did for me was a big factor in my getting the two jobs.”  Then, an evil yet playful smirk crossing her face, “You could always do porn…” I turned a predictable shade of red, bringing the women to a shared, planned laugh.  Oh well. 

    “Like this?” Lilly was going through files then pulled up one of the last shots I took of Carrie.  She was nude, one hand on her breast as she pinched a nipple, the other near her shaved pussy, visibly swollen from excitement. 

    “Exactly, that one would be great.” Carrie exclaimed with a laugh.  “Jesus, that was some of the best sex I have had in a long time.” I held up the bottle of wine and poured into their offered glasses before responding.  Ignoring the last part of her statement.  

    “I bet, I know he is pretty good.”  Lilly joked back. I decided then I wasn’t going to go along with the fun chiding meekly. 

    “Umm, thanks.  I guess.  I suppose I could shoot porn, I’d just need to find some good models.”  I then raised an eyebrow, giving them both a look.  I’d been getting more aroused as the conversation went on and was grateful the dim lighting and loveseat were hiding the growing bulge in my pants.  Lilly looked at Carrie and I could see from the set of her body and aroused nipples that the wine, photos and conversation were turning her on.  She took a long drink from her glass. 

    “That could be fun, with the right people.”  Lilly purred as she pulled up one of the images from her shoot with Billy.  It was one I decided I couldn’t use, even with editing.  Lilly’s shirt was pulled completely off her left tit.  I don’t think Billy had a clue he did it when he shifted poses.  Hell, I had no clue until I began scoring and editing the shots.  Billy’s hand was resting on the top of that firm breast.  “I came close here.  Knowing Kyle was doing the shooting and enjoying it.” She wriggled slightly where she sat, “I was even moving to try and get his hands on my tits.  It was pretty frustrating not getting groped when I was that horny.  Poor guy must have been working overtime not to touch me.” 

    “Holy fuck!  That is an awesome shot. Was he gay?” Carrie asked, leaning closer to Lilly.  “Seriously, even gay how could he resist getting his hands on those tits of yours?” 

    “Ummm, no.  He isn’t gay.  We finished the shoot and he had a huge erection pressed into my back.  I swear it was shoved against me for a good ten minutes, poor guy.  I was so damn horny after he left I couldn’t wait to fuck Kyle.”  I came around the loveseat to sit on the arm nearest Lilly for a better view of the photos and to get closer to the wine, my glass was nearly empty.  As I sat, I noticed both Lilly and Carrie needed a refill.  Since I was such a gentleman, I poured for all three of us.   

    “Poor guy was afraid.  I don’t think any of us realized the shoot would get so...sensual.”  I added to the conversation.  “Probably worried what would happen if he did slip and touch her.  Although, Lilly said enough to let him know it wouldn’t be a big deal.”   Lilly took another deep sip from her fresh glass of wine.  I could tell she was feeling the drink.  Her words were not slurred but she had that sexy languid look about her whenever she was horny and drinking.  She placed her glass on the table and turned slightly to Carrie. 

    “So, you wouldn’t have been crazy jealous?”  Carrie gave me a half look as she kept the rest of her attention on the image. 

    “Ummm, nope.  I wasn’t then, and the idea doesn’t bother me now.” 

    “What about you, Lilly.”  Carrie purred and leaned closer. 

    “OK, that part was odd.  I’ve never been in a shoot where I got aroused, but this one was different.”  Then she smirked and added. “Seriously, how could anyone resist these?” Her hands gripped both tits, squeezing them together.  After giving them a slight jiggle, she pulled her nipples hard enough she gasped.  Carrie looked at her in what could only be pleased surprise. 

    “They do look awesome.  I’ve always been jealous of your boobs!”  Carrie was breathing deeply as she leaned even closer to Lilly. I had no idea where this night was going but had the sudden impulse to add to the obvious sexual energy in the room. 

    “They are pretty fantastic.  I play with them whenever I have a chance.” I said reaching over to place a hand on Lilly’s nearest breast. “Pretty damn awesome.”  Lilly actually pushed into my hand as I fondled her before she turned her head to grin up at me, her eyes filled with lustful promise.  She placed a hand over mine and pushed it harder against her boob.  Lilly’s nipples had a tendency to get rock solid in such situations and the one under the palm of my hand pressed firmly while the other nipple practically bored its way through the thin tank top.   Fuck me.  Where the hell is this going. I thought and pulled back to have another sip of my wine. 

    “I’ve always envied girls with smaller boobs.  These get so heavy. I’d ask Kyle which he prefers but I don’t want him on the spot.” Lilly sighed theatrically and winked at me.  I had the good sense to just nod back. Carrie was watching us her eyes half closed and her breathing slow but deep.  At Lilly’s words, she brought a hand over and cupped one of Lilly’s boobs, lifting it slightly.   

    “Damn heavy.” She said breathily. “I’ve always wanted to touch them.” When Lilly didn’t respond, other than to lean back and sigh, Carrie brought her other hand around and lifted them both, her thumbs sliding back and forth massaging protruding nipples.  Lilly reached both of her hands up to cover Carrie’s and pressed them firmly into her breasts. Lilly moaned slightly, biting her lower lip as Carrie kept her hands in place and continued to manipulate her nipples.  “Holy fuck guys.  This is, this is making me damn horny.” 

    Lilly leaned closer, their faces almost touching. “Yeah?  Me too, so damn horny. Uhhh! That feels so good. Why didn’t we try this years ago?” She said softly as she reached her hand out to slide a finger along Carries jaw.   

    Carrie, her eyes lidded, leaned closer to kiss Lilly gently on the lips.  That first, gentle kiss gradually grew in passion as Carrie reached up with one hand and slowly lowered the strap of Lilly’s tank top. She paused only long enough for Lilly to wriggle her arm free then pulled it down exposing a tit.  Lilly reached around to grab my leg, roughly pushing her hand up to my crotch as Carrie fondled her tits. She gasped through the kisses at what she felt.  Carrie pulled back slightly to watch Lilly rub me, her hand now holding Lilly’s bare breast and kneading it gently.   

    “I guess you guys are OK with this?”  She asked, although it was definitely more of a statement. 

    “Stop talking.” Lilly replied softly, leaning back to kiss Carrie.  Her hands now unbuttoned Carrie’s shirt and pushed it down as their tongues intertwined.  The shirt dropped between them and was quickly followed by Carries bra, revealing her small but exquisite boobs.  Lilly dropped her head from Carrie’s mouth to suck on each tit in turn, I could tell by Carries muffled moans that Lilly also nibbled as she sucked. 

    “Yes!  Bite them, gently!” Carrie confirmed.  Lilly pulled back, tugging on Carrie to slide over and straddle her. The position brought Carrie’s tits within easy reach of her face. 

    “Damn! Oh...”  Carrie exclaimed then turned to look at me. “You joining us?” 

    “Yes, kiss her Kyle!”  Lilly murmured as she took her lips from Carrie’s boob.  She received no arguments from me, only quick compliance.  For minutes there wasn’t a sound other than our passionate mouths and soft moans of pleasure.  Carrie’s hands stroked my cock over my jeans. Not satisfied with that, she expertly undid the fly with a single hand and reached in to fondle my balls.   

    “Bed?”  I said simply but loud enough to be heard over our panting breaths. Carrie stood first, reluctantly pulling away from Lilly and me.  Once upright, she quickly dropped the rest of her clothes. Her body as sleek and athletic as I remembered. Carrie reached out to take one of my hands and one of Lilly’s pulling us after her to the bed in the studio.  She sprawled out on the bed and watched as Lilly and I stood, propped against the edge of the bed, and made out. I took my time removing Lilly’s clothes, first pulling her shirt over her head then running my hands from her face to tits, squeezing just enough to bring a sigh to her lips before dropping them to her jeans.  She helped a bit with the snaps but those too soon hit the floor alongside her tank top.  We stood like that for a while, our lips playful while my hands roamed over her ass and hips. 

    “You good with this?” Lilly whispered softly in the ear furthest from Carrie.  

    “Mmmm.” I figured she would get the meaning. 

    “Me too, I’m so turned on with her watching.” Lilly breathed the words.   

    “I’m getting lonely here.”  Carrie playfully pouted.  “And Kyle is still wearing too much.” 

    “She’s right.”  Lilly agreed as she grabbed my lower lip in her teeth while her hands worked on the buttons to my jeans, the fly already undone thanks to Carrie.  She dropped to her knees, pulling my pants and boxers down with her.  My cock was almost painfully erect when she took the tip in her mouth.  Soothing it with her warm, wet tongue.  Lilly wrapped one hand around the base and pulled me, as if it was a leash, to turn to the bed.  “I don’t mind sharing.” Lilly said softly to Carrie.  I looked down to see Carrie sidle closer.  She first kissed Lilly, then took my cock in her mouth as Lilly offered it up to her.   

    “Yes!”  I had to exclaim as Lilly passed my dick between them once more.  She and Carrie began kissing passionately, my head caught between them, a fortunate and willing hostage. Lilly finally rose from her knees, faced Carrie and rolled her to her back as she slid her body on the bed. Her tits mashed against Carries.  My cock was sadly freed of their embrace and feeling lonely. I paused for a moment and watched as Lilly and Carrie kissed, their nude bodies pressed together.  Lilly was slightly taller and curvier.  I became lost in the vision of their forms melding together.  My cock was grabbed, breaking me from my nearly hypnotized condition as Carrie’s hand began jerking me, almost painfully.  Lilly lifted from her slightly and glanced over at me.  Her eyes locked on my cock, firmly in Carries grasp before she allowed them to drift up and gaze into mine.  No words exchanged but there was a deep understanding.  She turned back to Carrie and began to kiss down her neck and chest. 

    “You are so good at that.” Carrie moaned as Lilly sucked her tit. “You as good at licking pussy?” Lilly hesitated then began moving down Carrie’s body, pausing as she reached her hip just long enough to plant a series of kisses.  She looked at me, I could see the decision warring in her eyes.  Her only experience with another woman was in college and only went as far as kissing.  When we’ve watched porn together, she often fantasized about being with a woman but now this was real.  Carrie was moaning softly in anticipation of Lilly’s warm, wet kisses moving lower.  Her hand on my cock twitched and I watched her suck in her lower lip, eager for the next steps.  I looked back to Lilly and gave her a look that I hope communicated support for whatever decision she made.  She looked at me a moment longer, a brief smile lifted her lips, hardly interrupting her slow southward journey. 

    “Yessss!”  Carrie hissed as Lilly reached a hand between her legs. I could only see enough to know she was caressing Carrie’s pussy.  Lilly’s lips came closer and closer to the top of Carrie’s shaved cleft, finally reaching that first fold where she lingered, allowing her tongue to taste Carrie’s moistness.  She peered up one last time to pull in my gaze, our eyes locked, she ducked her face lower until I could only see the top of her nose and those piercing blue green eyes.  Carrie began twitching and moaning as Lilly’s head rose back in view, her tongue fully extended, parting Carries labia as she ran the length of her pussy. She returned her face, knowing I’d seen her first effort at cunnilingus and sensing my complete arousal.  Her attention returned to pleasing Carrie with hands and mouth.   

    “Ohhhhhh!!!  Ohhhhh!!” Carrie moaned loudly, grasping Lilly’s head with one hand, the other clenched tightly on my cock.  “That's so fucking good!” 

    “Do you want more, or can I watch Kyle fuck you.” Lilly purred from between Carrie’s legs.   

    “Yes!  I’m so ready for his cock.”  Carrie gasped out again as Lilly gave her pussy a final lick before helping her squirm around to the edge of the bed.  Carrie released my cock as she moved, only to reach between her spread legs to guide me in her.  Lilly poised on all fours, watching eagerly as my head, then shaft was completely engulfed in Carries cunt.   

    “Fuck her.  Fuck her hard!”  Lilly begged, laying her head on Carries chest so she could watch me slide in and out of the pussy she was just licking.  There was no hiding her wanton lust and excitement at the sight.  Lilly began moaning, at first, I was unsure the cause, then I saw her hips moving and noticed Carries right hand hidden beneath her. 

    “Yes!  Fuck me now!” Carrie called out to me. “Harder!  You like my fingers in your pussy!” She gasped to Lilly as I increased my pace, nuts now slapping against her damp ass. I heard the bed creaking under the three of us.  It shifted slightly as I shoved into Carrie with increased fervor.  Lilly lifted from her chest, tossing her head back as she pushed down on Carries hand.  Her motions adding to the not so gentle rocking of the bed. 

    “Ummmm.”  The room was filled with soft moaning from each of us. Lilly moved forward slightly, bringing her face, damp with perspiration and the scent of Carrie, close to me for one quick kiss.   

    “Let... me…. lick… your…. pussy.”  We heard from Carrie between harsh breaths.  Lilly didn’t hesitate, already close, she brought her leg over Carrie and lowered herself.  I saw the instant Carrie’s tongue touched her as her eyes rolled back. She seemed to lose herself then, savoring whatever Carrie was doing before she brought her face down and began licking my shaft and Carrie’s exposed Clit.  I watched the back of her head for a moment.  We’d watched scenes like this and often wondered if it was really that good for the porn stars.  Speaking for myself, it was an amazing mix of sensations.   

    “FUCK!”  Carrie yelled from beneath Lilly as the muscles in her pussy clamped down on my shaft in spastic motion.  “YES!!”  Lilly lifted her face, to watch me as I came closer and closer. 

    “Fuck her my love.”  She whispered. “I want to watch you cum.” There was no way I could hold out any longer and I erupted in Carrie.  Lilly watched me throughout, her eyes taking in every thrust, every gasped breath.  When I finished, she lifted herself on her hands to face me, kissing me tenderly as I shuddered, not yet pulled from Carrie. “That was so amazing. Uhhh...” She ended with a deep moan. 

    “You like that?” Carrie’s voice drifted up from beneath Lilly. 

    “Oh, fuck yes! Your tongue feels so good.  SHIT!  Yes, suck my clit.  Ohhhhhhh!!!” It was now my turn to watch Lilly.  I’ve seen her cum numerous times but was usually too involved in the process to watch her face.  Not this time, I was satiated, and my complete attention was on her. I noted the telltale signs I’d seen before, but now I was able to see subtler tells such as the twitches of the muscles by her eyes and mouth.  It was her eyes though that grabbed me, she opened them as she reached climax and in them I saw something pure, something deeply animalistic and true.  It was only for a second as she dropped her face, hair cascading around her as she gasped.  She fell away from Carrie, limbs loose and uncontrolled in her exhaustion.  She ended with her head just on the bed, her legs spread wide. 

    Carrie propped up on her elbows to look at Lilly then me. Her face damp from Lilly’s natural lubrication. “Holy shit.  That was amazing!  I’ve never done a three-way and had no idea you guys would be into it.” 

    “We’ve never done this either.  Hell, I’ve never gone down on a woman.”  Lilly said from where she lay, her body glistening with sweat and nearly glowing with her flush. 

    “No fucking way!  You were great at it!  Wow, no way would I believe that was your first.” 

    “It was also a first for a woman going down on me. Holy shit that was fun! I need a drink.  You guys want anything?” Lilly suddenly asked us as she rolled off the bed to stand next to me, her hand first smacking then grabbing my ass. “I will be ready again after a break.” 

    “OH, me too.”  Carrie replied, leering at me and patting the bed at her side. “Can I keep Kyle company while you get drinks?” 

    “Hmmmm, sure, just don’t use him up.”  Lilly chortled. “Drinks?” I asked for a rum and coke, Carrie said she would have whatever Lilly was drinking.  “Be right back,” said Lilly as she strolled towards the kitchen. 

    “That was so amazing.” Carrie whispered.  “I really had no idea you guys were into that kind of thing.” 

    “Seriously amazing,” I was lightly rubbing my hand from her lower ribs to her hip.  “We aren’t, well we haven’t been.  Talked about it but never did anything until tonight.”  I could feel Carrie moving into me, shuddering slightly at my touch.  Her hand, which had been resting lightly on my chest moved slowly, as if on its own volition, to my cock touching it gently then wrapping around the base.   

    “You almost feel ready to go again.” she muttered and planted a few light kisses on my chest. 

    “I will be, if you want to and Lilly is up to it.” 

    “Oh yeah, I totally didn’t expect this, but it is so what I needed.  I’ve had a crush on Lilly since forever.  Then you came along, and I found myself crushing you too.  Then you guys got together I thought that was it but...”  She wriggled in closer, her hand now stroking my shaft back to life. 

    “Hey there, you two no fair starting without me.”  Lilly said in a low sultry voice that just exuded lust and passion.  She walked up to the bed, balancing three glasses in one hand and a bottle of clear liquor in the other.  She reached out to Carrie and I with the hand holding the glasses.  I grabbed the obvious coke and rum while Carrie took one of the glasses with clear liquid.  Lilly, now holding one glass and the bottle crawled on the bed next to me.  She knelt there, legs slightly spread affording me a clear view of her still swollen lips, damp with her natural lubricant.  She smiled down at my cock and proceeded to dribble cold liquid from the glass in her hand over my shaft and balls.   

    “Yikes!  That’s cold.”  I exclaimed as she giggled, soon joined by Carrie.   

    “Sorry my love, I couldn’t resist.  Guess I need to clean that up.”  As she spoke she carefully bent over and ran her tongue from my balls to head, licking over Carries hand as she cleaned the dribbled liquid.  “Mmmm, my favorite, sprite and vanilla vodka. You ready for another go?”  

    Carrie released my penis, so she could prop up and sip at her drink.  Before bringing it to her mouth, she brought the cold side, wet with condensation, to my shaft.  I flinched, and both girls laughed.  “You did want to slow him down a bit?”  Carrie joked, then she took a gulp of her drink and said, “Phew, that is strong.  Really good though.” Followed by another slower sip. 

    We spent the next few minutes in light meaningless conversation while sipping our drinks and casually touching each other.  Lilly was propped on one elbow as she held her drink and looked over my waist to Carrie.  I listened as they chatted, caught up in the surreal sight of Carrie casually stroking my cock while talking to the love of my life. 

    The sight of both women and their touches quickly had me hard and ready to go.  Lilly watched for a time as Carrie stroked my cock with increasing energy, casually sipping her drink as she contemplated the scene before her. Finishing the drink in one final gulp, she placed the glass on a nightstand and sprawled across my chest.  Her solid breasts pressing firmly against me as she slid her fingers through Carrie’s hair then kissed her.  I had one hand on her ass and moved the other to Carrie’s.  

    Lilly slid her body snakelike across my own, gently moving Carrie’s hand from my cock as she moved across me to mount her.  Carrie spread her legs, inviting Lilly to press her vagina against Carrie’s spread labia.  Carrie moved one free hand to Lilly’s ass and the other back to my throbbing cock.  It was now my turn to watch, mesmerized by both the sensation and the visual before me. 

    “That feels so good.” Lilly whispered.  “Do you want to fuck Kyle?” She asked as she paused for breath then began kissing her way down Carrie’s body, not waiting for a response.  “Do you want to feel his dick in you again?  I want to watch him cum in you.” Lilly pushed up on one arm, the other reaching for then grabbing the bottle she brought to the room.  I could see now it was her favorite, Vanilla Vodka.  Her breasts hung between her torso and Carries’, barely touching Carrie’s nipples with her own.  Again, I was struck by the imagery and what an amazing shot that would be, if only I had my camera. or any desire to stop and get it.  Lilly brought the bottle to her lips, taking a long drink then bent down and slowly let the vodka spill from her mouth to Carrie’s body.  Moving from breasts to belly button. 

    “Yes!  Yes, I want him to fuck me.  Ummmm, that feels so good.  Do you want to watch his cock sliding in and out of me?” 

    Lilly took another drink, this time dribbling some from her mouth to Carrie’s as they moved into a passionate kiss.  The already spilled Vodka squeezed from between their damp bodies.  Lilly then slid down Carrie to her waiting pussy and began licking and teasing.  Reaching over to grab my cock over Carrie’s hand she moaned, “Come here and fuck her.”  I obeyed. 

    Sliding my dick into Carrie I marveled at her wetness.  She squeezed my shaft with her muscles on each thrust, making her already tight pussy a veritable heaven for my cock.  Lilly, lay beside us her vibrator, the one she kept in the nightstand drawer, was working slowly in and out of her pussy in time to her rapid and deep breathing.  I could hear the buzz of the small motor and a slurping sound each time she pulled it out. Despite my own situation, I had to wonder when she found the time to grab the vibrator.  Then I lost myself.  

    “I want to watch you cum.” Lilly moaned at me.  Her eyes glittering in the dim light as she stared intently. Carrie reached over to Lilly, her hand finding where the vibrator entered and began rubbing furiously. 

    Groaning, Carrie gave way to sudden violent shudders under me.  Then, with a final gasp she grabbed my ass and pulled me deep with each thrust.  I stared in Lilly’s eyes as I pushed into Carrie, the sound of our smacking skin filled the room.  She stared back, an indescribable something in her eyes.  Love, lust, passion, trust?  All that and more.  I came as violently as had Carrie, my body shuddering but my eyes never leaving Lilly.  Finished, I leaned down to kiss first Carrie then Lilly. 

    We spent the rest of the night together trying multiple positions and pairings well into the early morning.  As the sunlight brightened the windows I sighed contentedly.   

    “OK, I need at least a week off of sex.” I joked. “I’ve never been this sore in my life.” 

    “Yeah, you kept rising to the occasion, as I recall.”  Carrie quipped back at me as she snuggled into the crook of Lilly’s arm. “Damn, I have to get ready for my flight.”  Carrie rolled from bed, followed by Lilly. 

    “Love, why don’t you rest yourself?  I’ll get you before Carrie leaves.”  Lilly whispered in my ear before kissing me.  Not feeling a need to argue, I quickly drifted off to sleep. 

    I woke an hour or so later to hear Lilly and Carrie talking in the kitchen.  Someone had thrown my bathrobe across the bed within easy reach.  Standing, I put on the robe and walked out to join the girls.  Carrie was wearing her clothes from the previous night while Lilly had dressed in her usual ‘business costume’.  They were again sitting at the table, the remnants of an omelet between them. 

    “How do the two of you look so good?  You don’t at all look like you had your brains fucked out a few hours ago by a sexy, slightly older guy.” 

    Carrie shrieked with laughter at my comment.  “I am so glad you are awake.  I didn’t want to be one of those girls who screw and run,” she gave a wink at that. “I have to get ready for my flight and need to leave as soon as the cab gets here.” 

    “We were just talking about last night.” Lilly said, standing to come give me a kiss.  Carrie also stood, taking her plate to the sink then walked over to stand near us but not touching, as if waiting for an invitation.  I reached out an arm placing a hand on her waist and gently pulled her in for a hug. 

    “It was amazing,” I said as our intertwined arms pulled us closer. 

    “We thought so too and hopefully not the last time.” Carrie winked.  Her phone rang, startling us. “That has to be my cab.” She grabbed her phone and had a quick conversation.  “It was, I have to run.” 

    Carrie moved back to where she had left us.  Lilly reached out and placed her hands on Carrie’s cheeks and planted a kiss on her lips.  I stepped in as Lilly gave Carrie a hug that was returned warmly, her head pressed into my chest.  Leaning down slightly, I gave her a kiss. 

    “Let us know next time you are in town,” Lilly said.  “We may be traveling through your area soon and will give you a call if we do.” 

    “Absolutely! Love you both!”  She turned, grabbed her purse and with a wave went out the door. 

    Lilly and I stayed in each other’s arms after Carrie left.  Her head on my shoulder.  “You still love me?” She asked quietly, turning her head to look at me. 

    “Of course, why would you ask?” 

    “We just had sex with someone else, just checking to see if anything has changed.” She said.  I could tell she was serious, so I bit back a flip response. 

    Looking at her for a second, willing her to sense how I felt I finally said. “I love you.  I don’t think anything could ever change that.  We’ve talked about playing around like this, how we would feel.  I like Carrie, but I don’t love her.  I’m glad we did this with someone we both consider a friend.” I paused for a second, considering my next words.  “I don’t know if I am saying this right, but remember that book you were telling me about?  The one with couples swapping?” At her nod, I continued. “There was a part you mentioned where the author talked about sex with others as simply the ultimate massage.  I didn’t understand that, but now I do.  Watching the two of you together was very hot and erotic but I found me watching mainly you, looking for the pleasure on your face.  I… I enjoyed watching you reach orgasm and it didn’t matter that it was with someone else.  I knew we would be holding each other and loving each other later.” 

    Holding me tight as I spoke, Lilly stared back at me.  “I feel the same way.  It’s still a bit scary.”  She shook her head and laughed. “I love you. Can we talk more after work?” 

    “Of course, I love you!”  We kissed, and she grabbed her briefcase and headed out the door. 

   







Chapter 14 

    I spent the rest of the day editing photos for our fashion contract.  My mind may have flashed back to the previous night, once or a dozen times.  About mid-day their business manager contacted me about the proofs.  They loved the concepts we used, especially the shots with a couple and wanted more along that line.   

    “It’s a great idea.  Our ad people are kicking themselves for not suggesting it.”  She told me at one point.  They were also looking forward to the outdoors shots we would take that coming weekend.  We ended the call after we negotiated pay for additional models as well as a few other minor details. “OK, our attorneys will send along a copy of the addended contract for you to review by the end of the day.” 

    After the call, I took time from editing to go over emails and found another sensual photo sold to our clients in San Francisco.  They also followed up with an email asking if we would consider doing a commissioned project.  As a brief explanation, they said they were looking for sensual and erotic images to decorate a private club.  If we were interested, they could provide more details and discuss reimbursement. 

    I fired off a quick email indicating we would do commissioned projects if the subject matter appealed to us.  I would need to know more details before accepting and included many questions about the project. 

    Lilly forwarded me the advertisement for swimwear models she placed with an online modeling site.  I had already seen several responses from models and began looking at their online portfolios.  Flagging several to review with Lilly.  I had a standard ‘Thanks for your contact, we will be in touch’ response for all the models who contacted us. 

    The rest of the week fell into a routine, I edited photos during the morning and then went to various locations I was considering for photo shoots.  Along the Lakeshore, parks, museums, downtown.  I took pictures everywhere I went.  Friday, I received a response to the email I had sent the clients in San Francisco.   

    Dear Kyle, 

    As you know, we’ve purchased several items from you the last year.  My husband and I own a very exclusive club that caters to individuals who appreciate the erotic. I must apologize here when I stress the strict exclusivity of our club.  I am not permitted, by the guidelines of membership, to even provide the name. 

    Your work has struck a tone with many of our guests to the extent that we would like to offer a commission for specific work.  Please understand, we do not want pornography as one would commonly find online.  Instead, we look for erotic scenes that capture the imagination while leaving plenty for the viewer to interpret.  My husband said much of the work in men's magazines from the late 70’s and early 80’s came close to this ideal.  Images that tell a story of seduction, voyeurism and imply edgy practices.  To be blunt, images involving two or more models.  Our club has a number of private bedrooms, a bar, pool area and lobby.  I tell you that to help you as you plan for the work we request.   

    Our goal is classy, implied erotica.  We would have one additional request of you.  Many of your models are truly beautiful but one has struck a chord with us and our guests.  She is the model in the attached photo, which we just purchased.  Sadly, her face is obscured in the images you have provided on your website.  However, every nuance of her poses simply radiates a raw sexual energy.  Our request is that you use that model in at least one shoot involving another model.  Male or female, either is fine with us.  

    We look forward to your response and have included a proposal below. 

    Jill and Gary  

    “Well son of a bitch.”  I said aloud after reading the email and proposal for a second time.  The amount of money they were willing to pay for ten images, their minimum requirement, was astounding.  If we weren’t flush financially, it would have been even more jaw dropping.  I sat for several minutes rolling the idea around in my head before exclaiming. “Nah!  Well, maybe?  No.”  Chuckling but with the concept still in my head I finished the remaining emails before leaving to prepare dinner. 

    “Hey love, I’m home.”  Lilly called out as she tossed her briefcase and suit coat on a chair in the living room.  The afternoon sun was just dipping below the buildings across the street from our condo.  I left the shades open to allow the reddish glow of the sunset to fill the loft and watched as Lilly turned to the window, her face relaxed as she seemed to soak in the last rays of the sun. “I am so looking forward to Hawaii.” 

    “Me too!”  I joined her at the window and wrapped my arms around her waist.  Leaning in, I smelled the clean scent of her skin as I kissed her neck. “Dinner's nearly ready, pan seared trout, salad and a nice Chardonnay.” 

    “Mmmm, sounds amazing.  I am so glad it is the weekend.”  Lilly sighed and leaned into my embrace. “How was your day?”  She quickly said, forestalling my asking about hers.  That had been happening more lately, I knew she was dealing with issues at work and just didn’t want to talk right away.  Usually, she saved those conversations as we snuggled in bed. Maybe not the best place for a deep conversation but it was a place she said she felt comfortable.   

    “Interesting.  We sold another photo to our friends in San Francisco.  They purchased it as a large canvas print.” 

    “Wow, really?  Which one, and doesn’t that make nearly a dozen in the last year?” She said, a half smile quirking up one side of her mouth. 

    “Eleven, but close.  This was the one with you nude behind the lace screen.  You look like you are playing with yourself.” I pulled back as I spoke, moving to the kitchen to finish our dinner. “They also sent an email with a request. I left it up on the laptop.”  I gestured to the device sitting on the island in the kitchen.   

    “Really?  A request?  You mean like a proposal or commission?”  She asked, curious but not moving to the computer. 

    “Yep, it is a follow up to their question about our doing a commission.  They want you to pose with someone.  Basically, softcore porn.”  I chuckled as I flipped a large piece of trout, the skin seared to perfection. 

    “What?  You’re fucking kidding!”  Lilly laughed then stopped as she took in my amused but serious expression. 

    “Nope, you have to read the email.  They gave up a little more information about what they do or need.  It helps to understand why they want the photos.  Jill said their place is an exclusive club.  I think you were right when you guessed they were swingers, or something like that.” Lilly moved to the laptop as I spoke.  Her eyes scanned the lines of text then moved down to the proposal, widening slightly. 

    “That is a hell of a lot of money.”  She exclaimed before turning to me.  “What did you say?” 

    “Nothing, it’s not like we need the money or anything.” I said, my attention on sliding the perfectly cooked trout to a plate. “Why, do you think we should do it?” 

    “I don’t know.”  She sat down and sipped the wine I’d poured for us.  “We don’t need the money, but I have to admit the concept is, well it’s intriguing.”  She looked at me, I couldn’t tell if the flush on her face was from the last dying rays of sunlight streaming through the windows or something else.  Without answering, I set plates down for each of us, then sat beside her. 

    “It would be, hell it is intriguing.  I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t interested but… Well, you’d be the model, who would you pose with?  How do you find a model willing to…”?  I searched for a polite way to express myself then just blurted out. “Well, to do porn, softcore, sure and all implied but that’s basically it.” 

    While I was speaking Lilly speared a piece of fish with her fork, brought it to her mouth and chewed slowly, a blissful look coming over her face. “OK, this is delicious!”  She chewed a bit then continued. “Finding a model wouldn’t be as tough as you think.  Most would look at the money and say it was a great job opportunity.”  She stared off in the distance, a slight frown came over her face as she asked. “Do you have a problem doing the shoot?”  She pointed her fork at me. I thought for a moment before answering. 

    “Noooo.  I really don’t.”  Now it was my turn to pause and use chewing as an excuse to give me time to think. “If we do, it is a whole new level for us.”  I eyed her as I continued. “It’s one thing to fantasize and play around like we did with Billy, but this is beyond that kind of thing. I know you’ve done nudes with a guy before, you’ve even been touched during those shoots, but this is going to be a lot more.  I wouldn’t have a problem with it and yeah, the whole thing is a bit exciting. I am intrigued by the shoot from a technical perspective.”  I smiled as I bounced her words back at her. 

    “Ha!  It will be a lot… well, more than I’ve ever done in a shoot but I think it could be fun.  Also, I have to admit, the idea of people loving our art is pretty damn exciting.”  She grinned at me as she scooped another forkful of fish. 

    “Don’t you mean having sex while looking at your erotic nudes?” I laughed at her expression of mock anger. “OK. You really want to do this?” 

    “Sure.  I mean, the whole idea makes me freak out if I really think about it, but there is also the excitement of doing something different and dammit, I do like the idea of people admiring our work.”  She smiled down at her plate. “Yeah, I also love the idea of people getting off watching me.” I stared at her for a moment before responding. She meant it, the idea did turn her on.  It turned me on as well, but it still seemed like such a radical change for her, even after our time with Carrie. 

    “OK, let’s talk about ideas and try to see if we have a model we would want to work with for the shoot. I think it could be a lot of fun if we approach it right.” 

    “I think so.  You bring out the best in me… and the worst.” I loved that evil smirk and chuckle of hers. Over dinner we talked about ideas for a shoot and agreed to ask Billy to be the male model. 

    “He’s cute enough and we’ve already posed together.  I think he’d be interested, especially with what we’d offer as a model fee.”  

    “Agreed, plus he gets to roll around naked with you.”  I dodged her playful swat. 

    “The whole idea still makes me nervous but in a fun way.” Lilly responded with an eye roll. “All right buster let’s send Jill and Gary an email to let them know we are interested.” 

    The next morning, I quickly loaded the equipment we would be using for the shoot in the back of my Pathfinder and we took off to meet Billy.  He was waiting at our first planned location. 

    “Hey guys, I brought coffee, my treat.”  He said as he handed us large disposable cups filled with coffee from the Golden Arches.   

    “Thanks!”  Lilly said as she took one of the cups.  “We are ready, I know Kyle wants to start right away and take advantage of the light and no crowds.”  We spent the next several hours shooting, Billy changed shirts a half a dozen times during the shoot.  After, we stopped at a coffee shop to relax and talk about future shoots.   

    “So, great news.  The company loved the shoot and the whole idea with two models.  They already asked us to do a few more.”  I said as I sipped my fresh Mocha. “Ahhh.  Gotta love a $5 cup of sugar.”  I grinned. 

    “Totally, I did take a job for next weekend thanks to all the new photos from you guys.  The photog said he saw the new stuff online and it inspired him.  Anyway, he is doing a set of nudes and needed a male model to pose with a few female models.  I thought it would be good practice.”  Billy responded, looking to us to gauge our reaction. 

    “That’s great!  I’m glad you are getting work.” I told him, smiling at the thought our work was making such a good impression on others.  “We may have something along those same lines.” Lilly nodded as I spoke, then jumped in. 

    “I’ve done some shoots like that, good experience if you are comfortable with it.  So the other thing, like Kyle said, we may have something similar in the works for when we return from our trip. It would be erotic with a lot of implied stuff.” Lilly said in a soft voice, looking at Billy to judge his reaction.   

    “Yeah, I mean I guess I don’t have any problems with that. Pay is good? Billy questioned. 

    “Pay is great.  We talked about it last night a lot.”  Lilly responded, sipping her coffee before she gave Billy a quick review of our idea for the shoot, ending with. “I would be the female model. You still OK with that?” 

    “Yeah.  I like working with you guys.  Won’t say it wouldn’t be a little weird but…”  He gave a bashful grin and shrug. “Yeah.  I’m in.” 

    “Well, we haven’t accepted it yet.”  Lilly laughed at his eagerness.  I caught a faint flush crawling up her neck then noticed the slight bulge of her nipples, showing despite her bra and shirt, and the warm weather.  I realized she was getting aroused discussing the shoot.  Putting that thought aside, for later contemplation, I jumped back to the conversation. 

    “OK, tell you what.  We still need to work out details with the clients and do some research.  I’ll send along whatever other details we cook up along with some potential shoot dates.  I do think I’d want to do a test shoot before, but we can work that out later.”  I handed him an envelope with his pay for the shoot we just completed. 

    “Cool!  See you guys later.  I have a shift at the restaurant and need to get ready.”  Billy stood, waved and walked down the street to catch a bus. Lilly didn’t speak for a while.  Instead, she blew on her coffee, took a sip and leaned in to me. 

    “Is it wrong I’m so excited to do this shoot but also…. nervous?”  She asked, that flush hadn’t abated, instead, it now colored her cheeks.  It was my turn to wait and consider before responding. 

    “No.  Honestly, I feel the same way.  Why don’t we talk tonight?  That way, we both have some time to think.” 

    “OK my love.” Lilly leaned closer to kiss my cheek.  “We need to get that shopping done for our trip.  I need a few new bikinis.”  Lilly grinned and winked at me.  We decided to split up and get what we needed before meeting back at the loft for dinner. 

    “Don’t forget, casual, hot and sexy,” I reminded her with a playful leer as I gave her a quick kiss. 

    “I’d say the same to you, but guys fashion is so blah.” She made a face and waved her hands in a dismissive gesture. 

    Later that night Lilly and I sat at the table, an open bottle of nice cabernet and a pizza lay between us.   

    “If I keep eating like this, I’ll never fit into all those new bikini’s I bought.” She teased. 

    “No fair. I still can’t get a fashion show?”  I said in a playful whiney voice while wagging my eyebrows at her. 

    “Nope, save some fun for our trip.”  Lilly snickered at me as she replied. “Can we talk about this commission?  Have you given it more thought?” Lilly switched to her business tone with the question. 

    “Yeah, I did look up old photo shoots and scans from Penthouse.”  Lilly giggled, interrupting me. “Hey now.  It was research.”  I said in a mock firm tone before continuing. “Seriously, I wanted to get a better idea of what they were asking us to do.  Those early shoots were kind of simple and all followed a format.  The female could hold the guys dick and bring it close to her mouth but there was never any penetration.  Compare it to today's stuff… Well, basically it goes straight to penetration and multiple angles.” 

    “Sweetheart, I get that.  I’ve seen porn, and old porn.  I’m really asking, what do you think about me being the female model?  Did you give that any thought? Seriously, how would you feel photographing me holding another man's penis? Do you want to do this?”  I knew what she was asking before I began talking about my ‘research’, that was just a cover to give me time to think. Nodding to her I replied. 

    “I’ve been thinking about it all day.”  I looked away from her as I spoke, twisting the stem of my wineglass between the fingers of my right hand. The fading light cast dim, red shadows as it passed through the wine to reflect on the table. I finally breathed out and turned back to look her in the eyes as I answered. Fearing my response may be the end of our relationship but knowing I had to be honest.   

    “I’m torn.  There is a professional and personal issue for me.”  I smiled, well more smirked before I continued. “When I look at the old stuff I can’t help but think we could do better, I could do better.  Hell, a lot better.  Then I look at the nudes and erotic stuff we’ve already done… and sold.  The only difference here is adding a male model.  I’ve had ideas that I think would be amazing and sensual art.  So, from the professional end of it.  I’m tempted and challenged and really want to do it.” Lilly was nodding as I spoke, then she interrupted in a soft voice. 

    “You said professional and personal reasons?” 

    “Yeah, I’ve thought about it and imagined you as the female model in some of the old shoots I found.”  I paused, nodding my head as I pushed through the next words. “Honestly, a part of me feels weird to think about photographing another guy playing with your boobs and you touching another cock.”  I paused for another breath and to sip my wine peering at her through the glass and saw nothing but understanding in her eyes. “OK, to be perfectly honest, the idea also turns me on.  Maybe that should be another reason we don’t do this. You’ve said you want to do this too, do you really? But you asked if I want to do this?  Yeah, I love you and I do want to do a nude couple shoot with you. No, call it what it is, I want to do a softcore shoot with you as the female model.” I looked at her to see if my blunt delivery of the last sentences would drive her from my life.  I’d just told the woman I love I wanted her to play with another man’s penis… for my benefit. 

     Lilly thought, then responded. “Thanks.  I really appreciate the honesty, and you’re asking what I want, and meaning it.”  Lilly took a long second before continuing, “I do want to do this shoot.  Funny thing is, for all the reasons you mentioned and then some.”  Now it was Lilly’s turn to pause and gather her thoughts.  “So, I did a lot of thinking about this shoot.  I was worried I would do it for the wrong reasons.  I’ve always approached modeling as a job.  I enjoyed it, but when I did nude shoots I intentionally didn’t think about being naked or being touched.  The touching was... clinical, if I can use that word.  A hand laid on my boob isn’t going to turn me on, nor was I trying to look turned on.”  She sighed and took another sip. “For this shoot, I have to look turned on.  We would be doing a lot of sexual touching AND I would have to at least act very turned on and aroused. I know me, I can’t act that way.  I’ll have to get into it and that scares me.”  She paused again, “When we did the dress shirt set I walked over the edge.  I knew what I was doing, I also knew I wouldn’t do too much because, well because the shoot had natural limits and while I could play with those… I could stop.  God, I don’t know if that makes any sense at all.  Damn, I was only trying to turn you on but ended up turning on the three of us.” Smiling as she said that.  “I wonder if I can do this type of shoot… without going too far. No, since you were being honest, a part of me wants to let that side of me go. Yes, I do want to try this shoot.”  She looked me in the eyes. “I like the idea of playing with someone's cock while you photograph us but I don’t want to lose you because of it.”   

    “I get it. There is no chance of you losing me.  As long as we talk and do things together.” My turn to pause. “I don’t know if we can do it right and not get turned on?” I asked then shrugged.  “Maybe that is a sign we are doing a good job.  If it turns us on too?” 

    “I don’t know.  The real question is how do I feel about it and how do you feel about it?  Think about it, let’s just get this out and be sure.  They want me holding his penis, simulated sex and simulated oral sex.  We can fake everything but not the outright touching.” 

    “Lilly, the complete truth is.  Yes, I would get turned on by it.  Yes, I think we can do an incredible artistic shoot. And, I’m fine with the touching.  Fuck, I was so worried to tell you that.  I mean, anyone else I’ve been with I could care less if they fucked the next person they saw.  I didn’t care about them.  Why the hell is it that I do care with you, but I also want to do this?” I told her, as sincerely as possible. 

    Lilly looked at me, “I was worried too.  I thought you would think I was a whore because I wanted to take this commission.”  She sighed, and I couldn’t help but stare at the rise and fall of her magnificent chest.  “I want to do the shoot, it is edgy and creative.  I would never even consider it with anyone else.  I just want us to be sure it is what we want.” 

    “Yes, let’s do it.” I said.  Lilly sat in silence for a minute at least before she laughed. 

    “Listen to us! We sound like we are writing a script for some bad, angsty 20 something cable tv show.  Good lord!”  She stared at me with a little fire in her eyes. “OK, we were both afraid of breaking some ‘rule’ because we both want to do this shoot.  Well, fuck it.  We aren’t traditional.  We just had a three-way with Carrie. I enjoyed it and I know you did.  So, yes.  I want to do the shoot.” I smiled at her little outburst, her words cut to the heart of it. 

    “You are right, we can’t define ourselves as traditional. Let’s do this. I will send Billy an email and make sure he’s in.  Let’s try to do a test shoot this week before we go to Hawaii.  I will set it up with him.”  At Lilly’s nod I wrote up a short email to Billy and sent it off.  We sent a few back and forth responses before settling on Wednesday evening as our test date for a shoot.   

    Billy stopped by Wednesday evening, a few days before our Friday departure wearing shorts and a tank top, suitable for the hot summer weather.  “Hey guys!”  He greeted us, shaking my hand and hugging Lilly as she stepped forward. 

    “Hey there.  You ready for this shoot?”  She asked with a friendly smile. 

    “Sure, a little nervous but I’m ready.”  He laughed. “Hell, no biggie, right?  I’ve been naked in front of you two plenty.” We all laughed at that. 

    “Billy, let me go over the plan again then Lilly has some samples we pulled up to give us a starting point.”  I quickly reviewed the plan which was to do a shoot we were calling seduction.  We’d moved to the studio and I used my hands to gesture to positions in front of the bed then on it.  I reminded him that Lilly would be wearing something sexy and stand in front of the bed greeting Billy, who would be wearing dress clothes at the start of the shoot.  Over the course of the set they would gradually lose the clothes and end up in bed. 

    “Yeah, so I’m the businessman home to get some?” He said, almost innocently. 

    “Sure.  Something like that.”  Lilly replied laughing as she slapped him on the ass in a domineering manner.  “The clients want sexy, erotic shots but not straight out porn.  We won’t be doing anything showing penetration.  It is supposed to be a couple in lust, comfortable with each other. They’ve had sex a lot, so it is comfortable.” Lilly said matter-of-factly, using her office attorney tone.  “Here are some examples we pulled up to show what we are thinking.” 

    Lilly managed the keyboard and mouse as she began pulling up images of couples in various stages of undress.  Poses ranged from standing to lying on a bed or couch.  The images we chose used arms and legs to essentially hide genitals, although, there were a few in which a penis or pussy were clearly visible.  One of our favorites showed the female model lying on her back, the male model on his side, his semi-flaccid member resting on her thigh, a hand on her breast and leaning in as if to kiss her. 

    “We like this one,” Lilly said as I was looking at the photo.  “The key to a shoot like this is to listen to direction then be natural.” 

    “I have some set poses I am looking for and will direct you guys into those.” I chimed in.  “For instance,” the next image Lilly pulled up had a male model standing behind a female model.  Her button-down blouse fully open.  He had his arm stretched across the model’s ample bosom covering one breast with his arm, the other breast with his hand.  “I would set you into this pose, do some shots then have you adjust poses.  Here I will probably have you play with her tits while she adjusts her pose. By the way, this is one Lilly did with another photographer as a book cover.” 

    “This photo isn’t even the one that was used.  I was posing for a romantic book cover and it was another one in the set that they choose.  They thought this one was too sexy for a cover.” Lilly did smile at that. “But it is very much in line with what we would need for this shoot.” 

    “So, I just have to ask this.  What happens if I get, you know…” Billy stammered out. 

    “First thing is we can’t be afraid to be blunt.”  Lilly chimed in, her tone soothing.  “I already told Kyle, don’t waste time saying breast.  Be blunt.  So, what happens if you get wood?”  

    “We hide it, ignore it or take a break.” I said, jumping in.  “Part of the test shoot is to work through any nerves and make sure we are all comfortable.  So, you OK with the blunt language?” 

    “Sure.  I don’t have a problem with that at all.” 

    “I asked the same thing before I did that shoot,” Lilly gestured to the book cover. “The girl I asked said it almost never happens because shoots get too intense.  If it does most do what Kyle just said.  Hide, ignore or take a break.  I’ve never done a shoot like this where the idea is to get intensely erotic and I’ve never been on a shoot where a guy has had that problem.” Lilly then added, “That is one reason to meet like this, I did before most of the nude shoots.  Before that shoot the photographer had us do a run through a few days before and did some test shots. OH, talking is a good thing, we can talk about movies, cooking, sports, whatever.” 

    “Kyle said that was an option tonight, if I wanted.  I’m good with that but I have to run pretty soon, early day tomorrow.  Is that OK?” Billy asked. 

    “Sure, I just want to take about an hour.  I will do some shots that I’ll show the clients as concepts and see what they think.  We are paying for tonight using the rates they set.  That OK?” I said. 

    “Totally, I love getting paid to work.” He grinned. 

    We moved into the studio and I had them stand in front of the bed.  Lilly was wearing a pair of workout shorts and one of her favorite tank tops.  Her tanks all had built in support, she often said going without a bra was almost never a good idea.  I had them stand at different angles to the bed, holding each other and doing some set poses.  “OK, Billy, use your left hand to play with her tit.  Let me see a couple of different angles. Lilly, show me some different faces but minimal body movement.” 

    I shot several views of Billy fondling her breast then said, “Ok, still standing there, try a few different poses, caressing each other.  Give some looks like you are going in to kiss.”  They began to shift hips and shoulders, Lilly took Billy’s hand and moved it to her ass then took her hand and did the same to him.  They were talking to each other, as we had also discussed about shifting and next moves.  I interjected with comments about what I was seeing, all very clinical.  After five minutes, I called a stop. 

    “That was good, you two are looking comfortable.  Thoughts?” I asked. 

    “Yeah, totally comfortable.  I wasn’t sure at first, but it is ‘work’ and I do keep thinking about how to pose and not so much all the touching.” Billy chimed in.  Lilly nodded her head and agreed. 

    “OK, we have time.  Go ahead and get undressed and let’s do some nude.  Don’t forget, when you are nude, everything is showing so be mindful of muscles and your lines.” 

    Lilly casually lowered her shorts and stepped from them.  She then moved to a table, folded the shorts and placed them neatly on the surface.   She had trimmed her bush almost to nothing.  Her shorts were quickly followed by the tank top, which she folded and neatly placed on the shorts.  She turned back to the bed and took two steps towards it, her breasts swaying gently with the motion.  The only sign she wasn’t completely calm were the hard nubs of her nipples, protruding in the rather warm room.   

    While she undressed, Billy stepped to the other side of the bed to remove his clothes.  He looked like he had been working to tone up for these shoots, ab muscles firm and rippling as he moved.  His penis hung, flaccid as he also approached the bed, trying hard to not stare at Lilly and failing miserably.   

    “Geez Billy.  Get a good look.”  Lilly laughed at him, hands on her hips and legs slightly spread as she squared off to him, like a drill sergeant.  A very nude, busty, gorgeous drill sergeant, I thought to myself.  “Honestly, we need to be comfortable so go ahead and look at my tits and pussy.”  If I was shocked at her bluntness, Billy was positively stunned. He recovered quickly and did in fact stare, giving her a good once over. 

    “Thanks.” He told her. “I needed that and had no idea how to act.” 

    “Well, just be chill now.”  Lilly smiled to take the sting from her earlier words. “I really don’t mind being looked at, if I did I wouldn’t be in this business.”  I listened to their by-play waiting for a good time to interject and that seemed to be it. 

    “Let’s do a few in front of the bed, the stuff you just did, but now without clothes.” I told them dryly. They moved back to their locations and into each other’s arms.  “Billy don’t be shy.  Hold her tit, use your thumb to roll the nipple.  Good!”  For some shots I told them I was focused on body parts, zooming in on a hand on a breast, butt.  “OK, Lilly, lean back against the bed facing me.  Billy, kneel in front of her like you kissed your way down her body.  Let’s start with one hand on her tit, the other on her waist then show me some different looks.” I moved for more of a profile shot. “Billy, lay your face on her stomach turned to me, down a little.  You will need to move your hands, so I see your face.  Try holding her ass.  Lilly, arch your back and turn slightly away from me.” The effect moved his chin to just above her pubis, the bottom of one breast resting lightly on his head. 

    “Billy honestly don’t be afraid to squeeze my tits.  Kyle needs to get that tension act like you enjoy it.”  Lilly suddenly chimed in, breaking the silence that had fallen between the two as the poses became more sensual. 

    “Damn!  OK, let’s talk baseball!”  Billy laughed before smoothing out his face and working it into a look of aroused passion as he followed her directions. 

    “Great!  Switch positions.  I will start from behind Lilly then move to the profile shot.”  The two-continued bantering with each other.  Sometimes about baseball, but I soon recognized the chatter was becoming more sexual.  

    “Your nipple is practically poking through my palm.”  Billy quipped at one point, only to have Lilly fire back about something rubbing her leg.  I took a moment to just watch them move my thoughts on Lilly as she stood there, her body being touched and caressed by another man.  I found it strange that I enjoyed the sight so much, then pushed those thoughts back as I focused on the job. 

    “Lilly, kneel in front of him.  OK, we will do a few set shots, then I’ll want you to try some improv, let me know if you have any ideas as we work through.  Billy, you will need to keep your chest and stomach flexed as much as possible, helps if you are leaning back.”  I shot a few of the set poses, Lilly shifted her head arms and body slightly for each.  “OK, those look good.  Any ideas? Suggestions?” 

    “Billy, if I put my hands on your penis for these is that OK?  Just trying to think where I would put them if I was giving you head.” Her tone was calm, almost clinical.  I doubt anyone but me would have noticed the slight quiver as she said ‘head’.  I zoomed in on her face as she spoke.  Her cheeks were pink and slight beads of sweat glistened on her upper lip.   

    Billy gave a husky laugh, “Sure, I’m good.  How are these looking Kyle?” He asked.  I got the sense it was meant to distract him from Lilly’s touch. 

    “Really good, I would almost consider using these.  Hell, they are really good but I have some other ideas to try and we kind’a rushed this.  OK, Let’s finish up.”  I zoomed back, framing Lilly’s nude torso, her tits in profile.  She reached out to Billy’s cock when he gave his ok a few seconds ago and was now holding it at the base in her left hand. her right hand extended up his body to rest on his chest.  I moved slightly, for a better angle, my thoughts now solely on the images before me and what I needed to do to make them better.  

    “OK, Lilly kneel up a bit…. closer, good.  Take your hand off his penis and let it rest on your tit.  Good.  Now move in and hold your face near his stomach, look like you are kissing your way down.  Great!  Billy, lean back a little more, Lilly, take his penis from the base and move it so the head is touching your nipple.”  Billy’s dick was visibly elongating at her touch.   

    “Umm, OK Billy.  Think baseball, or your grandma.”  Lilly said in as silly a voice as I have heard from her.  She then stuck her tongue out to an exaggerated length and trailed the tip down his ab muscles, stopping just before she reached the base of his cock.   

    “I actually hate the cubs, they suck.” He said. 

    “You said suck.” Lilly whispered loudly. Her hand was still on his cock, mouth poised above his shaft.  There was a brief pause after she commented before the two began to chuckle.  It sounded nervous to me, but it seemed to help their tension. 

    “Lilly, seriously…” Billy started but was interrupted. 

    “Billy, don’t you dare tell me how hard it is.”   That brought them to a near giggling fit.  I was crouched down, taking shots as they started joking and had to lean back on my heels, joining the laughter.  It was then that those professional barriers I put up in my head dropped and I fully realized what was happening.  Lilly was before me, holding another man’s dick, obviously arousing him.  This is the woman I loved yet, I felt no jealousy at the scene.  I wondered at that as the two continued to laugh.  Wondered if there was something wrong with me.  Shaking my head, I decided again to leave those thoughts for later.  

    “Great job, that last couple were really good.  Love the tongue.  It is a very sensual and erotic look.” I stood and stretched, noting that Lilly was still holding Billy’s dick while looking at me, listening. “When we do the shoot for real I would like to try some of the more graphic oral sex shots.  Like the ones we looked at before starting, if you two are still comfortable with it?”   

    “As long as you guys are cool with it.  I’m good.” Billy said with a shrug and looked down to Lilly.  She nonchalantly released his shaft and shrugged, her boobs bouncing up and down in a mesmerizing motion. 

    “We should take a few now and see how they look.” Lilly said then moved her hand back to the base of Billy’s cock and held it, so the head was pointing to her mouth.  She leaned in slightly tongue extended, the tip just barely missing the end of his cock.  “Is that good?”  She asked, still facing the tip of his cock.   

    “Hang on. I wasn’t ready.  OK, try now.”  I nearly gasped as I saw the pose through the lens.  Lilly was still visibly aroused, her face flushed, nipples solidly erect.  I snapped a few shots then said, “OK, give me a few other looks.” Lilly grinned and winked at me, knowing I was focused on her face.   I quickly glanced at Billy, who was apparently mouthing math equations as he stared at the ceiling.  He knew all that was in view was his lower torso and cock.  I nearly laughed at his obviously futile efforts to avoid an erection.   

    “You ready?”  Lilly asked then proceeded as she heard me call back a “Yes.”  I’d zoomed in on her mouth and lips, his cock was now extended straight from where she held it at the base so that only the tip was visible, almost touching her lips.  As I snapped shots, a single dewdrop of pre-cum leaked out.  Later, I would remember thinking that it was an amazing shot as the slightly clouded fluid formed a bead and glistened in the lighting.  I didn’t consider those were Lilly’s lips and tongue as it beaded and gently fell to her tongue.    

    “OK, I got some awesome shots there.  Lilly, go ahead and show me a few more poses.”  I said, after finishing my set shots.  I zoomed out to see more of their bodies.  Lilly curled her tongue and brought it to just under his head before moving in closer with pursed lips in an exaggerated kiss.  Again, just missing his cock.  She ended, mouth open wide, his head just in her mouth but avoiding contact with tongue and lips.  Lilly was almost straining to hold his cock in position for her poses.   

    “You OK Billy?”  She whispered intentionally, blowing her warm wet breath over his head. 

    “Ummm, yeah, sure.  Shit!  Cubs!”  He said, forcing a laugh.   

    “That’s all I have short of giving head.” She chuckled and gently released Billy’s cock as she spoke.  Her hand allowed it to rise up, nearly touching his stomach before she slid her fingers from his shaft.   

    “Yeah, that was OK.  Maybe we can do better for the real shoot.”  I kidded as I watched them both struggle to reign in their need. 

    “Oh yeah!”  Lilly joked back, grabbing Billy’s cock again and aiming it at her mouth. “How much better?” 

    “Well, if you want better, I won’t argue.”  Billy chimed in then gasped as she flicked her tongue out to just hit the tip of his cock.   

    “Sorry!”  Lilly said, laughter tinging her voice as she stood and released his dick. “Was that what you meant?”  She asked staring at me with a strange look in her eyes.  I stared back, shocked and worked to keep that shock from showing on my face.  ‘Why the hell did that shock me?  After everything else? Was that what I wanted?’ A million other thoughts raced in my head, but I quickly pulled back to business. 

    “Maybe, the clients didn’t say absolutely no touching like that.  Depends. I guess.”  I then changed the subject, “We won’t do any of the sets in the bed now since we are running short on time.  As long as you two are standing right there, I did want to try a few with you standing, simulating doggy style.  Then I would say we are done.” 

    “Sure.” They said in unison.  Lilly moved to stand in front of Billy and pressed her ass against him, arms crossed in front of her.  The pose pushed her firm tits up and out, emphasizing their size. 

    “Great pose Lilly.  Can you cross your arms again?  Your left tit is squeezed more than your right.”  I called out and watched as she moved as directed.  “OK, Billy.  Try a few different poses.  Remember, passionate.”  Billy moved in to plant kisses on her neck.  His hands started on her hips then moved up to cover her tits in a sensual, gentle caress. As he moved, the two picked up their dialogue, this time planning the next poses.  At her suggestion, and without hesitation, Billy reached down to cover her vagina.  His hand flat, as if trying to hide her pussy.   

    “Billy, curl your fingers. It has to look like you are really touching her.”  I said as I peered through my camera. “So, you have to really touch her.”  

    “Sure, go ahead.”  Lilly added. I watched him curl his index finger in only to disappear in the shadow between her legs.  Lilly sucked in her lower lip, biting it as his hand moved lower, the finger further into the shadow.  His other fingers now pressed into her smooth skin on either side of her cleft, spreading her slightly.   

    “Lilly, bend forward, arch your back like you are taking him in you from behind.  Billy, grab her waist and really flex.” 

    As they moved into the next pose, Billy’s cock was now fully erect and pressed between Lilly’s ass cheeks, rising slightly above her back. Before I could comment, Lilly spoke to him. 

    “I think your dick is going to mess up the shot.”  I stood slightly and nodded as they both looked in my direction.  Lilly caught my eye, winked and subtly pushed her ass harder into his body.  

    “Sorry, I can take a break.” Billy said in an embarrassed and frustrated tone. 

    “No problem.  I’m a little turned on myself.  I guess that is a good sign for this shoot.” Lilly said. “Go ahead and run it down the back of my leg for these shots.” 

    “Yeah, I agree, it is a good sign you guys are aroused.  Honestly, it adds reality, and these are some great poses.  Don’t worry about it, nobody here is offended.”  I said and glanced to my watch. “Holy shit, the hour is up.  Let’s just get this last bit done then call it a day.” I added, also thinking the two may need a break.  Then I positioned myself in front of them. Billy struggled with his cock, I could only tell he was working to place the length against her leg.  Lilly waited, her eyes closed, and lower lip pulled in between her teeth as he moved, rubbing his hardness against her leg as he worked to position it.  I knew that look well, she was beyond turned on.  Hell, she looked ready to cum.  

    “OK, Guess I’m ready.”  Billy called out and grasped Lilly’s waist, pulling her close. 

    “Lilly, start with your back arched, push against him and hold your tits.  Billy, grab her waist and clench like you are fucking her...”  His eyes opened a little at the comment and Lilly made an ‘O’ with her mouth.  Shocked, surprised or appreciative of my comment.  I didn’t know at the time and I didn’t care.  I took a few shots, then I had them move minimally with a few suggestions for hand placement.  It was quickly obvious to me the two were actively struggling with their arousal. Both were breathing heavily, more than the exertion of their poses called for. I knew I had enough shots for the test, plenty to review and make decisions for the final shoot and decided to call it quits. “OK, great job we can call it done.  You two were awesome.” 

    Lilly stood and arched her back, stretching against Billy as she relieved her muscles from the pose.  Billy’s hands moved from her hips up to hold both tits, squeezing them casually as she pressed deeper into his body.  I hadn’t moved from my position but pulled up the camera to snap these new, unplanned poses.  They were perfect, real and unscripted.  Lilly’s mouth opened slightly as she gave in to the sensation of a warm hard cock pressed against her leg while her tits were being massaged.   

    “Damn!”  She said softly as she moved her right leg slightly wider and forward.  When she did, Billy’s cock bounced up from where it had been held and audibly smacked against her labia with the sound of wet hands clapping.  The two held their position, still as statues, the only sound the soft clicking of my camera.  Billy’s hardness rose up from between her legs, the head just touching her trim cleft.  Lilly stifled a gasp; her eyes flew wide open as she stared at me. Lilly quickly realized I was into the shots and didn’t care Billy’s cock was nearly in her pussy.   After a brief pause, her eyes closed again, and she moved her body forward.  Billy’s cock slid slowly against her pussy as she made her motion languid and slow, enjoying the sensations between her legs.  Lilly’s face gently contorted in a look of unbridled passion only I could see, there was another moment of silence as Lilly visibly worked to get control before she took a final step forward.  I could only imagine Billy doing the same, his form now hidden in the shadow behind her.  Then, they each spoke at once.   

    “Shit!  I’m so sorry.” From Billy. 

    “I’m Sorry!  I didn’t mean to let that happen.” Lilly exclaimed at the same time.  She turned to face Billy as she spoke. “Seriously.  I was getting as turned on as you were.  I get it if you don’t want to do this shoot.” 

    “No, I mean.  It wasn’t you.  I fucking grabbed your tits when we were done.  I just… I don’t know what I was thinking.  Shit.  You guys should be kicking me out.”  The despair in his voice was palpable.  

    “Hey.”  I said loud enough to be heard.  The two jumped, startled by my voice as if they forgot I was present.  “Relax, seriously. We talked about getting close.  About how you two needed to look like you were into it. Shit happens, right?  This is new for all of us. I’ve been avoiding saying this but let’s be blunt.  We are shooting erotica for a swinger’s club. It has to look like you two are turned on, hard to fake that.” The two were still facing each other but had turned their heads to me.  Now, they turned back to each other, sheepish looks on their faces. We all started chuckling, “I’m glad we practiced this, so we know what to expect and can get over the tension.  If we do the shoot.”  I emphasized ‘If’.  “If we do I want to be sure we do it right.”  I raised my eyebrow in question. 

    “I’m good to do it.  Not just saying that because of the money, or anything else.” Billy glanced at Lilly as he spoke. “I like the idea of my picture being admired by people.  That’s part of why I do this.” 

    “Kyle and I have talked a lot about that kind of thing and we know neither of us is the jealous type. So, no worries there.” She looked at me, knowing she was sharing some personal information about us.  I nodded.  “I’ll be honest, I’ve never slept around, this shoot will be more than I’ve done with most men in my life.  Anyway, you’re going to touch my pussy and I will play with your dick, maybe even suck on it. No. Forget maybe. I will suck your cock to get the looks we discussed.”  She shook her head as she spoke the last then went on. “Damn, we didn’t get to the shots in the bed.  Kyle and I talked it over when we decided to do the shoot.  If you do get hard, like now.” She looked meaningfully at his still two thirds erect penis, which was now just a hair from her stomach as they faced each other. “We wouldn’t want to stop the shoot, but I would need you to wear a condom.”  She took a deep breath, drawing two sets of eyes to her tits before she continued.  “That isn’t an invitation but a precaution.  We are going to be pretty close down there.” 

    “I still want to do the shoot.  I get what you are both saying and totally fine with wearing a rubber.  I don’t want to mess up the shoot.  Geez guys, I really am excited about doing something creative and cool like this.”   

    “We are too.  I think we are set.”  I told them both.  As if that was a sign, they each turned to the tables where their clothes lay and quickly dressed.  Lilly, rather than throwing on her shorts and top, elected to grab a robe she kept in the studio and tossed it on. 

    “Billy, I know you have to run but did you want to see some of the proofs before you leave?” 

    “I got a few minutes, sure!” 

    We quickly skimmed through the images and critiqued them as a group.  All three of us chiming in to offer comments and suggestions.  I used their input to select a dozen shots as ‘concept’ images and told Billy I would try to get them in a private gallery for him to see before we left town. Billy hugged Lilly before leaving the room.  I walked him to the door and returned to the studio to find Lilly curled up on the bed. 

    “So, was that OK?”  She asked softly from where she lay.  I hesitated, knowing something was wrong but not knowing exactly what.  Damn, do I need to tell her I hated the shoot? Does she need to hear that, so she knows I care. Fuck, this relationship stuff is hard work. 

    “Yes.  It went great…. Are you OK?” I finally asked. Deciding, like a chicken, to toss it back at her.  I was concerned that she hadn’t moved from her curled-up position. 

    “I, I think so.”  She said in the same soft voice.  I moved to the bed and sat beside her, may hand resting on her shoulder. “Kyle.  I love you so much.” 

    “Lilly, what’s the matter?  I love you too!  More than I can say.” She rolled over to lay on her back and stare up at me, soft unshed tears glistened in her eyes.   

    “I know we’ve talked about this stuff.  Damn, I feel like I cheated on you.  I would have fucked him, right there, in front of you.  You know that last bit was no accident?  I needed to feel his cock against me, I was so fucking horny!”  She spoke softly, her tone matter of fact, only the sight of one lone tear rolling down her cheek betrayed the depth of her emotion.  “I don’t know what is happening to me.” I gently wiped the tear with my thumb, my own heart nearly breaking at the pain I saw in her. “I used to make a guy word to play with my tits like that, much less get his fingers damp. I just don’t want to lose you, to lose us.”  

    “Love, we don’t have to do this shoot.” Lilly shook her head slightly, then pressed her face into my hand. 

    “Kyle, it isn’t that.”  I waited while she struggled to find words. “I feel like I am becoming someone different.  It’s hard to explain but it’s like all these hidden feelings and thoughts are coming out since we’ve been together.”  My face must have reflected some concern or worry.  She reached up and ran a hand along my cheek. “I’m not blaming you at all.  I’m not angry.  I’m just trying to figure this out.” 

    “I think I get it.  I felt... weird watching you tonight.  Honestly, when I was shooting I was just looking for the best poses.  It was after, when I was just watching you and Billy together I started thinking about why I wasn’t really jealous.  I wondered what was wrong with me.” 

    “Exactly!”  Lilly exclaimed sitting up.  Her robe fell open, enough to bare her chest.  I hate to say it, but that wonderful view went unnoticed as we talked.  “I got so turned on a few times.  When I looked over at you watching, I just… I just got hornier and hoped you liked it.” 

    “I did!”  I kissed her lightly. “We both know our sex life is different from most.  Were you angry or jealous when we had sex with Carrie?”  

    “Ha-ha!  No, I wasn’t jealous at all.  Ummm,” Lilly bit her lower lip as she lowered her chin and looked at me through a tuft of hair that fell over her eyes.   “I guess that’s part of it.  Since then I’ve wanted to try more stuff like that… I’ve just been afraid to admit it.  I mean, we talk about fantasies during sex but… I’m also afraid of mixing business with pleasure.  You know, using the shoots to fulfill our fantasies.  It doesn’t seem… professional.” 

    “I agree.  It’s tough since the two seem to blend together.”  I said simply. “I think this is something we just need to figure out as we go and not be afraid to talk when things feel weird.”  I sat back not quite willing to meet her eyes as I confessed. “I was afraid I’d lose you if I told you I wanted to try that again. So, are we doing the shoot for real?”  Lilly just smiled at me.  Without a word she shrugged off her robe letting it pool around her hands as they rested on the bed.  Still staring at me she spread her legs, giving me a full view of her swollen lips, damp and eager for sex. 

    “Yes, we are definitely doing the shoot.”  She winked at me then added in husky tones, “I’ve never been touched by two men in the same day.” That night Lilly and I rocked the walls of the loft.  Afterwards, she joked that we had to stop having better and better sex or we would cause earthquakes. 

    The next day I did quick edits on the photos and created a gallery holding six of my favorite shots.  I sent a link and password to the clients and Billy both, eager to hear their responses. Billy was first, sending a message within a few minutes, “Holy shit!  Those are beautiful.”  I smiled at that, proud of my quick edits and the outcome.  The images were beautiful.  I avoided full body shots cropping just above a jaw line or catching a ¼ profile.  Keeping the lighting muted added to the impression.  Even the few photos I put forward showed passion and eroticism while not crossing into pure porn.  Billy was right, they were beautiful. 

    Jill and Gary, our clients sent an email later that afternoon. 

    Kyle, 

    We don’t know what to say.  Your proofs are amazing.  There is a purity to them that is simply breathtaking.  We can’t wait to see the final product. While we don’t want full penetration, the images of your female model touching her tongue to the male model is erotic and classy. 

    We are looking forward to sharing your art.  Our compliments to the models and artist.’ J and G. 

   







Chapter 15 

    Our Friday flight to Oahu was uneventful and LONG.  We had a long layover in San Francisco, of all places, which brought about a few jokes as we wondered where our art would be on display in the lovely city.  Arriving on the island we quickly collected our bags and found our rental car. I had opted for a Mustang Convertible, after all, you have to go topless in that climate!  We made our way to the high-rise hotel we would stay in for the next two days while in Waikiki, admiring the gorgeous tropical plants and savoring the warm breeze blowing over us as we drove.  As it was late in the afternoon, we elected to spend the rest of the daylight on the beach then grab dinner.  I’d already made reservations. 

    My first surprise of the trip was Lilly’s bikini.  She grinned dirtily at me as she walked from the bathroom and savored the look on my face.  Lilly elected to go with a muted print pattern.  The bottoms, standard bikini bottoms, fit her well while not going the thong route, which she hated.  The top was what made my jaw drop.  The cups barely covered her breasts, which swayed dangerously as she moved, straining the straps unmercifully.  “I don’t have to wear this if it is too much.  I know you love my boobs and apparently love showing them off so…” 

    I made a play of closing my mouth with a hand.  “No, I love it.  Drinks will definitely be on you!” 

    “Hmmm, we could have fun with that but, I think you would scare off potential drink buyers,” she laughed.  “I can’t really swim in this, but since we are laying out it should be fine. I have a cover to get to the beach.  If I pop out, we may need to come back, so I can change.” Lilly waggled a finger at me as she finished. 

    I was constantly amazed by this woman.  She could walk unashamedly nude in front of half a dozen people during a photoshoot but then worried about ‘popping out’ of her top on a beach.  I shouldn’t be surprised.  She was classy and always appropriate for the occasion.  Orgy or office.  I laughed to myself and had to say that thought aloud earning me a scowl and lady like snort. 

    “Come on, if you are lucky...I may let you sit next to me.” She said, brow furrowed and a haughty tone to her voice but laugh lines around lips and eyes gave her away. 

    “Yes dear.  Of course, dear.”  I said dutifully, earning a snort as we walked out the door. 

    We enjoyed the beach but found the crowds, even in off season, extremely annoying.  Returning to our room we quickly showered and dressed for dinner.  Lilly wore a floor length dress with a plunging neckline, while I elected to go with linen slacks and shirt.  Sitting down for dinner I ordered wine while we checked the menu.  The hotel restaurant was highly rated and from what I could see, well deserved.  We were seated in a back booth, near a window view of the ocean.  I noticed the male maître de and waiter payed close attention to Lilly’s every move, both assisting her with her seat.  I was almost comical, and I did have to cover a laugh as the two glowered at each other.  The waiter quickly returned with our wine and took our order after pouring.   

    “So, you like the attention the dress is getting?”  I asked Lilly as I tipped my glass to her. 

    “Absolutely, that’s one of the reasons I wore it.”  She tilted her glass back at me.  We spent the next few hours, eating and enjoying each other’s company.  Our conversation turned to plans for the island vacation, then plans for the next several years. “I am loving life with you.” Lilly told me, staring over a candle into my eyes with a sincerity I felt in my bones. 

    “I love you Lilly.  I’ve never loved before, never wanted someone in my life the way I want you. Oh damn.  I’m going to ruin this.” I said, watching a confused look cover her face as I suddenly knelt beside her.  Sighing, happily and a little nervously I looked up at her, intentionally wearing puppy dog eyes.  “Will you marry me?”  I rolled my right hand up as I spoke to show her an open ring box, the diamond was just a carrot, she hated ostentatious displays, but it was perfect.  “Would you please marry me?” I repeated, her mouth a wide ‘O’ of shock and surprise.  It may have been my imagination, but I swore everyone in the restaurant held their breath, waiting for her reaction. 

    Her eyes glistening, she finally took my hands.  “Yes, damn it yes, God you are a drama queen.  One knee?” She smiled and wiped a single tear from her face as I pulled the ring from the box and slid it on her offered finger.  As it slid over her last knuckle, the entire restaurant exploded in cheers and yelled well wishes.  Lilly smiled and leaned over to give me a kiss.  “Let’s walk the beach, then maybe do something fun in our room.” She whispered before she pulled back.  

    Our moonlit walk on the beach was full of conversation about our future together.  All the usual things I never expected to say to another person.  Talk of children, work, where to live.  We touched it all ending with no decisions.   

    When we returned to the room Lilly excused herself, asking me to pour us drinks as she slipped into the bathroom.  I poured us each two fingers of a glass of bourbon, no ice.  I turned when I heard the bathroom door open and beheld a vision of loveliness.  Lilly normally didn’t wear negligee, but she knew I enjoyed it.  Tonight, she was wearing a white lace top that hugged her body and gave peek-a-boo glimpses of satin skin with matching thong panties.  She posed seductively in the door, backlit by the bathroom light before she hit the switch. 

    “You like?” She asked, then, “Shut off the lights, let's open the curtains and look at the ocean.” 

    I did as she asked, then walked to her.  Lilly moved to the patio door opening it when the lights went out allowing the soft susurrus of the waves breaking on the beach to fill the room.  Taking her drink from my hand and sipping, she walked out onto the patio and leaned on the balcony rail.  She was stunning.  The white of her outfit matched the foam of the surf down below.  Standing next to her I opened my mouth to say something, but I had to stop as her lips found mine. 

    The kiss was one that stopped time, the sound of the surf, her soft body, and the warm air was intoxicating.  I lost myself in her lips, feeling the press of her against me and knew she felt the same.  Tongues gently touching, the feel of our lips, and the scent of her all melded together in one wonderful moment that lasted forever. “You are the love of my life, the only man I have ever really loved.” 

    I put down my glass and wrapped my arms around her, one hand caressing her back while running my fingers through her hair with the other as we kissed.  I felt a building passion for this woman who completed my life, but overriding that, I felt an endless ocean of feeling, of love for her.  “I love you, my heart.” I finally muttered as our lips touched. 

    She took my hand and guided it to her bottom.  We stood there on the balcony, her back pressed up against the rail, my hand squeezing her ample butt, and kissing like lovers do.  I wondered if anyone standing on another balcony or below on the beach could see us, but at that moment, I didn’t care.   

    Lilly pulled back and stared into my eyes, “Mmmmmm”, she moaned as she took my hand and led me back through the sliding door and into the bedroom.  She paused at the bed, turned into my arms, tilted her head back and kissed me again.  We stood there, enjoying the taste and feel of the other.  Her hands were moving slowly down my chest, unbuttoning my shirt, then my pants.  I allowed both to fall to the floor as she planted slow gentle kisses down my chest.  Her hand worked my boxers from my hips then found my growing erection, stroking it gently as she continued to sink lower.  Finally, almost teasing in her gentleness she kissed my shaft with her warm wet lips.  Then, still holding me, she shifted back to first sit, then lay on the bed, pulling me to her. 

    “Make love to me,” she whispered in my ear, desperation lending weight to her need. 

    I slowly worked my way down her body taking my time to kiss her neck, her collarbone, her breasts, her ribs, her belly button, and her lower abdomen, teasing her on the outside of her lacy top.  She shivered under the touch of my lips, her hands running through my hair and around the back of my head.  I moved my mouth down between her legs and breathed a warm sigh onto her lips still enclosed in panties.  That earned me a low moan from Lilly as she wriggled beneath me. 

    “You’re killing me”, she breathed, fingers clenched in my hair. 

    “Just taking it all in.” I whispered in reply as I rubbed my fingers on the outside of her hot mound.  Not able to wait any longer, I moved her panties aside and slowly slid my fingers in and out of her wonderful wetness.  She lightly pressed her hand against my fingers encouraging the motion as they slid slowly in and out.   

    “I want your mouth on me.” She whispered.  “Please.” She moaned, more to herself than to me.  I pulled her panties down as she lifted her hips to assist me.  Taking my time, I ran my hands down her legs and worked my way back up, my lips kissing her knees, her inner thighs, and finally, her hot, sweet smelling flower. 

    My tongue touched her gently and she quivered, arching her back slightly.  I licked her shaved lips and teased her clitoris with the tip of my tongue.  Stealing a look at her face I saw her smile in bliss, her eyes heavily lidded.  I used my fingers to spread open her gorgeous opening and slid two into her.  Working slowly in and out while I moved my mouth and tongue to tantalize her clitoris.  She moaned, writhed, and arched while I worked my magic.  “You’re so good at that”, she gasped.  “Mmmmmmm”, I hummed in response while my mouth was still pressed to her.  “Ooh, I like that”, she giggled.  I hummed a little more, and she answered with that musical giggle of hers and pushed her inner thighs harder into my face.  I started sliding my fingers quicker and licking with more vigor. Her breath sped up and her hands pressed harder on my head.  I could feel her getting close to climax.  Her inner muscles were pulsing, and her moaning became louder.  I finally pushed her over the edge, her back arched like a bridge, and she let out a beautiful, breathy laugh.   

    “I’m not sure how to take you laughing at me.” I knelt between her legs, a grin on my face as I took in her post orgasm expression.   

    “Not laughing at you. Purely enjoying the moment and the laugh just came out. I guess my happiness is just too much to contain.”   

    “I’m okay with that.” I said.  She grabbed my face and pulled me up her body until our lips were touching and my penis was hovering over her extremely soaked pussy.  I moved my pelvis close to hers and rubbed my hardness up and down without penetrating. 

    “We are so good together”, she said as she looked into my eyes.   

    “I agree.” I then realized that she was still wearing her lacy negligee. “This needs to come off.”  I growled at her as I grabbed the gorgeous garment and skillfully pulled it up over her head, releasing her breasts.  I took one nipple in my mouth and sucked gently, smelling her scent still on my face and lips.  Tonight, was all about her.  I was going to take my time relishing in the taste, feel, and smell of her. “You are so beautiful.” I whispered as I changed positions to give attention to her other nipple.  She smiled at me and stroked my cheek with her hand as I kissed the place over her heart, her neck, and back to her lips.  We spent time simply kissing and staring at each other before Lilly reached down and pulled me into her.  It felt sublime.  My head was filled with calm and a slight fogginess.  It was like the most decadent dessert, the most elegant wine.  She was my life. 

    We began a slow rhythmic motion in perfect synch, neither of us wanting to interrupt our kissing or hurry the moment.  I could feel myself building to an orgasm and sensed she was close as well.   

    “Let me on top”, she suddenly gasped.  We rolled in perfect sync and didn’t miss a beat in our rhythm.  I stared up at her as she pressed her opening down on my shaft and watched her breasts bounce as she rode me harder.  “I’m so close!” And, as she said it, I felt my own release coming.   

    “Do it, love”, I said as I squeezed her ass, Lilly’s tits free to bounce in my face as her undulations increased in fervor.  Our sweet love making turned into something wild and carnal in that instant.  The love, the closeness was still there but layered over it was pure lust and passion.  We lost ourselves in the pleasurable sensations.  As she got closer, Lilly pressed into me harder and harder.  My hips might have been in pain if I hadn’t been so focused on my own pleasurable sensations.  

    “FUUUUUCK”, she cried as she found her release.  At nearly the same instant I felt my cock spasm and shoot warm cum deep in her.  I cried out some unintelligible nonsense as I released.  When the tremors of our orgasms ended, we stayed locked together, kissing gently for several more minutes.  I rolled her off to my side, staring into her eyes as our breathing calmed. 

    “I love you.” I said with all the conviction in my heart. 

    “I love you, too.” she said and snuggled close. 

    Up early the next morning we grabbed a light breakfast and hit the road.  We planned on exploring the beaches along the North Shore from Sunset Beach to Dillingham Airport.  Lilly was wearing a sheer beach cover with one of her demurer bikini tops and shorts over bikini bottoms.  I’d gone with a t-shirt and shorts that could double as a swimsuit.  We both had a change of clothes tossed in the trunk.  I grinned as I saw her stare at the ring, twisting her hand to catch it in the light. 

    The drive was gorgeous.  Lilly spent some time responding to texts from the models we would meet tomorrow to remind them of the meeting.  Arriving at Sunset Beach, we left the car and walked out to the ocean.  Quickly discussing options for a shoot and hoping a weekday would be less crowded.  We then worked our way back to Dillingham, stopping at beaches along the way to explore.   Lunch was at a food truck near Shark’s Cove and then we continued our tour, staying on HWY 930 until it ended, occasionally stopping where we saw more signs for a public beach but not finding anything better than Sunset Beach as a shoot location. 

    “OK love.  Sunset beach is it.  I’m tired of looking and would love to lay out at the next beach.  I just finished texting the models the location.” 

    “Works for me.” I answered her, spotting a sign for another beach as I spoke.  “How about this one.” There was a parking area, nearly full, but we were able to squeeze in.  Closing the top, we grabbed our beach towels and a small cooler before we made our way down a narrow trail to the beach.  Lilly saw the sign first. 

    “We may encounter nudity beyond this point?” Eyebrows raised she looked at me. 

    “I’ve never been to a nude beach.” I said, “Let’s check it out.” 

    Coming out of the tree line we saw a beautiful stretch of beach and yes, nudity.  There were more than 50 people within site, mostly spread out along the beach.   

    “OK, there are a lot of naked people.”  I said to Lilly as we stood looking over the beach.  Both of us trying hard to avoid looking like we were staring.  

    “Stay?”  Lilly asked and at my nod she looked to our right. “Good answer.  Looks like we may find some room that way.”  She gestured with her head.  Lilly looked out to the beach then turned to me to say something.  She stopped and stifled a laugh. “OK, I was going to ask if we were going nude, but you beat me to it.”   

    “I felt overdressed!”  I said joking as Lilly removed her top and bikini bottoms. She went to a tanning booth several times before we left Chicago but still appeared much paler than the rest of the beach goers.  Looking down at myself I snorted as I realized exactly how pale I was as we walked to a relatively clear section of beach to drop towels and cooler. 

    “We better put on plenty of sunscreen!”  Lilly laughed as she guessed what I was thinking and grabbed a bottle from our bag.  “I’ll get your back, then you do me.” She stifled a snort of laughter at her own bad joke.  Finished with my back, she handed me the tube and I returned the favor. “You should do your front and be sure to cover my friend.”  Lilly gestured with her head to my penis.  “Looks like most people around here are being very hands off, or I’d let you put some on my tits.” 

    We spent the day playing in the surf, swimming and relaxing in the sun.  The crowd seemed friendly, with several walkers nodding at us as they went to or from the water.  As the day wore on, Lilly and I lay side by side on our towels, she leaned over to me and said. “Let’s make this a regular stop while we are here.”  I completely agreed. 

    Our meeting the next day with the models was uneventful.  Lilly worked hard to find professionals with large portfolios and credits before we ever made any contacts.  All the models were in their mid-twenties and as fit as one would expect a bikini model to be.  Ashley was a cute honey blonde.  Kayla was a gorgeous African American with a short haircut.  The last two were Layla and Kim, Polynesian and very beautiful.  I was pleased to see they arrived on time for the meeting as it helped confirm their credentials.  I’d learned the big difference between professional and newbie models was how they handled things like arriving on time and being prepared.  We agreed the girls would each bring three suits and we would provide three more from the company we were working with.  Lilly rented a beach tent which we explained we would set up near the shoot for them to use for changes.  We went over the shoot plan, signed off on releases and ended the meeting with a plan to meet at the beach at 7 AM in 8 days. 

   







Chapter 16 

    We had a gorgeous morning for the shoot.  I’d elected to wear shorts and a dry weave shirt, expecting a lot of sun.  Lilly wore a t-shirt and shorts, a bikini top under the t-shirt.  Arriving at the beach, we moved to the location we’d given the girls and set up the tent in just a few minutes.  I’d brought along two cameras, several lenses as well as a collapsible sun screen and reflector.  After setting up the tent, I began checking lighting and angles with both cameras. We were ready to go. 

    Working with professionals was great and I realized halfway into our sets that it just made everything go easier.  I loved the fact that I could give minimal direction and then let them work. We quickly worked through individual poses in two different suits, then Lilly paired them up for the last sets.  By noon we were finished and had drawn a crowd, of old men standing quietly down the beach staring.  A little eerie.  Lilly met with the girls in the tent giving them their pay and a card with our contact information. 

    Leaving the tent, Lilly walked to where I was standing staring down the shoreline.  “Hey, love.” Then, she took my hand and joined me in staring out at the ocean.  “It is amazing,” she sighed. “Ashley offered to help pack up if we would drop her off further down the shore.  I told her it was fine.” 

    “Sure, let’s just hang at our place for the rest of the day?” I said as a question. 

    “You mean the place we are staying or ‘Our Place’ the nude beach?”  Squeezing my hand. 

    “Either is fine but let's do the nude beach.” I laughed and squeezed back. “Gotta enjoy paradise while we are here.” 

    Packing the car went fast and we dropped Ashley off at a food truck near our place.  She told us she planned on meeting friends and would catch a bus back to her apartment. 

    Lilly and I fell into a pleasant routine for the next week.  Eat a light breakfast, find a place we wanted to explore then if there was time we would go to ‘Our Beach’.  Somehow, we always had time.  The island was so small that we could easily hit the highlights we wanted to see and spend plenty of beach time.  By the end of that first week, we were as tan as the ‘regulars’ on our beach. 

    Going to the beach daily we started to recognize... faces.  At the end of the week nods of greeting turned to waves then the verbal, “Hey”, accompanied with a cool nod.  We figured there was some social protocol to follow at nude beaches and went along with it. 

    One of the other couples we saw regularly finally came over to us on the 7th or 8th day we saw them at the beach.  They introduced themselves as Max and Penny, and we struck up a conversation.  Penny was tall and lean with nearly nonexistent breasts.  Max was also tall, with a swimmer’s build.  Penny was in the military and they had been on the island about a year.  We explained our visit to the island and Lilly told them this was our first experience at a nude beach.  After a few minutes standing and talking, we invited them to come sit near us to continue the conversation. 

    We spent the rest of the day talking with them and enjoying the surf.  Lilly had made a big lunch, as had Penny, and the four of us ended up sharing the food and drinks we had packed to the beach.  We spent several hours talking and eating.  We all watched the sunset together and as the last few rays of the sun faded, we walked back to our car, traded email addresses, “added” each other on social media, loaded everything into the car, and parted ways. 

    Lilly and I took a quick shower when we returned to the cottage and sprawled out nude on the small couch, drinks in hand and listened to the ocean.  Lilly had nestled her head into my shoulder. 

    “So, what did you think of them? Doesn’t Penny have the cutest little boobs?”  Lilly said, a lilt in her voice. 

    I sputtered a little on my drink then replied, “They were pretty perky. A nice handful.” 

    Lilly began kissing my neck, tongue flicking out teasingly between touches of her lips.  “So, you noticed?  I bet they would be a fun couple to play with.  I kept glancing at Max’s dick.  I hope he didn’t notice.” 

    “Fun to play with?” I questioned in an innocent tone. 

    “You know, if we invited them into bed.”  Lilly’s breathing was deepening as she spoke.  My cock twitched in recognition of her arousal and began a slow slide along my inner thigh as it decided to get involved in the conversation. Her next words only quickened that action.  “Let’s play a game where we imagine what it would be like to invite strangers’ home with us.” 

    “Sounds fun.”  Lilly and I did role play occasionally, but never using names of friends or acquaintances.  This would be different. “I bet he did see you looking at his cock. I caught him staring at your tits several times.  I’m sure he was fantasizing about doing what I am doing right now.  Did you like his cock?” I squeezed her tit then teased the nipple with my thumb. 

    “Penny was staring at your dick too.”  Lilly ignored my question.  “I caught her looking as you were toweling off before we left.  She is probably thinking about doing this,” Lilly reached down my leg to grab my cock and began a slow stroking motion.  “I bet she would love to see how big and hard you get.  His cock was so thick just hanging there.  I don’t know if I could take it in me.” Then, she leaned back and spread her legs exposing her swollen labia, spread just enough to glimpse her dark hidden place.  “Would Max like this?” she asked. 

    I reached out to run my fingers along her wetness, teasing one digit between her lips.  “Oh yes.  He would probably do this to you, for starters.” 

    “Ummm, then what?” She muttered. 

    “He would get you wetter, sticking in his fingers like this.” I demonstrated with two fingers, easily sliding in to the second knuckle.  “Penny and I would play with your tits. Rub them for me.” Lilly eagerly grabbed her boobs, playing along, mouth open breathing deeply. 

    “Then he would slide his cock into you.” I followed words with action as I moved closer to crouch between her spread legs and slid my dick into her.  “Penny would be playing with your clit while he slid in and out, like this.  Play with it, like you want her to do.”  Lilly slid one hand down and began rubbing her clit in a circular motion as I slid deeper in her.  I could feel her fingertips touching the base of my shaft with each circular motion. I watched her, my dick buried in her wetness as she played with a tit and caressed her pussy.  “Max and I would take turns sliding in you.” I said pulling out and inserting my fingers.  “One would fuck you while you sucked the other.” 

    “Oh yes,” she moaned. “Would you fuck Penny? I’d want to watch you fuck her.” 

    “Yes, I would fuck her hard.  Now, suck my cock while Max fucks you.” I stood, moving to place my still damp dick near her face while continuing to finger fuck her.  She took it in one motion, her lips reaching down half the shaft before she stopped. 

    “Yes, oh yes!  Fuck me Max, fuck me hard.” She said, pulling my cock from her mouth.  “His dick looked so thick, it is stretching me so much.” She said then moved her hand from rubbing her clit to insert a finger in her cunt along with the two I was already plunging in her. “Penny is sucking your cock with me, Kyle.  Do you like that?” She gasped out then took me in her mouth again.  Alternating going deep with sucking the tip and licking my shaft. 

    “Yes!  Do you want Max to fuck you deeper?” I said, sliding my fingers to the final knuckle. 

    “Max, you are so thick, Holy Shit!” She called out.  Pulling her fingers from her pussy, she grabbed my hand, and pushed before going back to rubbing her clit. 

    “You like that thick cock?  Can you take it?”  Then, I slipped in four fingers, shallow at first.  She moaned, wriggled her hips and spread her legs wider. 

    “That is so much... so thick!  I can’t take it... so big!” Her words came out in gasps and high-pitched whispers. 

    I slid my fingers in deeper, her pussy soaking them as she stretched to allow entry.  “You want him to fuck you, you wouldn't tease him?” Beginning a rhythmic, slow piston of my fingers, she moaned around my cock with each inward plunge. 

    “No, I want that big cock in me, YES!” She suddenly came with massive shudders.  I feared she would bite my cock as I felt her clench on my fingers, her screams partially muffled by my dick in her mouth.  “Now you, Kyle, I want you in me!” 

    Needing no further urging, I spun around and slid deeply into her gaping space.  Her muscles tightened around my shaft, still in spasm from her orgasm.  I couldn't hold back and felt myself lose control, squirting deep in her.  Shuddering together we lay in silence for a second. 

    “OH my God!” She exclaimed. Laughing together, contented we made our way to the bed, cuddling until sleep overtook us. 

    Our one concession to the real world was a daily check of emails each morning.  Lilly always had something from work, vacation wasn't ever a real vacation.  We also had several emails for the photography business and felt if we were growing it, we had to respond with more than a standard, ‘On Vacation’ canned response. 

    “Jill and Gary got back to us.” I called to Lilly as she slipped a sundress over her tan form, I noted the absence of any undergarment with a happy nod in her direction. “Payment is all set and they are eager to see our work.  I did finally tell them we are a couple.  That seemed to add to their, ummm, enjoyment of the situation.” 

    “Good!  I am actually looking forward to getting back and doing the shoot.” 

    Later that day, lounging nude at our beach, we had a long conversation about our erotic lifestyle.  We were still trying to balance our deep love for the other and our evident willingness to share physically with others.  “Remember when you said that book you read explained swapping or swinging as, ‘the ultimate massage’?  I get that now.” I told her.  “It adds to the relationship and doesn't take away from it if done right. I didn’t feel strange or any difference to you after Carrie or that last shoot with Billy.” 

    She leaned back, arm on my chest and said. “Me too, I get it.  I won’t say the concept doesn't scare me a bit.” She stopped talking, at that time I am sure we both shared the same thoughts.  Lilly wasn’t concerned she would do anything she didn’t want.  No, her fear was she didn’t know what she wanted or how far she would go if she cut loose. “Our time with Carrie was great because we were doing it together.” She suddenly broke the silence between us.  Smirking at me and peering over her sunglasses. “Who knows what we will do next?” 

    The rest of the time on the island went much too fast.  Soon we were packed and waiting in the airport terminal for our return flight. 

   







Chapter 17 

    Returning to Chicago was like a slap in the face.  A windy, smelly hectic slap.  Island time was so serene, a glaring difference to the crazy life we faced in Chicago.  We had no easy transition back to crazy. Lilly went back to work the day after we returned and was immediately swamped with projects that somehow boiled over in her absence.   

    For my part, I was busy setting shoot dates with models and finalizing plans to meet the race team.  Rather than in meet in South Carolina, where their shop was located, they wanted to meet in Vegas at one of the big races. The plan was for a huge debut of the car, driver and team.  Fortunately, we knew about the changes before leaving for Hawaii and it didn’t completely blindside us.  Last on my list was the shoot with Billy, scheduled for the Saturday before we left for Vegas. Life was crazy, but those first few days back were also fun.  We should have known that couldn’t last.  In fact, they began crashing as our ‘perfect’ lives ran smack dab into reality.  

    Three days after we came back to town Lilly stormed home from work.  I was in the office editing photos when I heard doors slam and her voice echoing from the kitchen. 

    “GODDAM!  Pansy MOTHERFUCKERS!” She yelled as I entered the room, her back to me, fists clenched tightly to her sides.  Every inch of her screamed anger, furious, frustrated anger.  A glass, half filled with clear liquid sat next to her hand, just past it was a bottle of Vanilla Vodka. 

    “Hey.”  I said in as normal a tone as possible.  Lilly never lost control like this, much less drank right after work.  Hearing my voice, she whirled on me.  Her eyes were red, as if she had been crying at some point.  However, the look now on her face matched the rest of her body language.  Shear anger, I almost felt sorry for whomever caused this outburst.  Through gritted teeth she greeted me. 

    “I need a second. This isn’t about you!” She stormed past me to the hall, slamming a door behind her.  I stood for a moment, not sure if I should follow her then deciding the slammed door was a sure indicator of what she wanted, privacy.  I went to the kitchen for some water then went to the couch to sit and wait.  The TV was on a cable news station which kept me occupied while I speculated on what set Lilly off.  It wasn’t long before she returned to the living room.  Her suit discarded for a tank top and shorts.  The hair she was allowing to grow longer was pulled back in a ponytail from her freshly scrubbed face. Sitting next to me she stared at the TV while taking deep calming breaths.  After a few moments she reached out and took my hand. 

    “Sorry, worst day ever.  I needed to blow up and get it out.”  I didn’t respond other than to squeeze her hand while waiting for her to continue, on her own time. “Long story but the bottom line is I was fired today.” 

    “WHAT!”  I exclaimed, shocked.  I knew how valued she was at the firm and couldn’t believe they would let her go. 

    “I was called in for a meeting just before I left the office.  It was with three of the managing partners who told me I should consider resigning my position. They had concerns about our relationship and the propriety of a lawyer in the firm having a relationship with one of its major clients, you.  There were rumors we had been having an affair for years, and they said they were also dealing with fallout from that with other employees as well as some clients who came back to question my work.  Basically, they are giving me a week to resign gracefully. They were gracious enough to offer me a positive letter of rec and swore they would say glowing things about my work. On a positive note.” She added sarcastically, “They did say they didn't want to lose our/your business.  They felt comfortable telling me that and not going to you directly because I am listed as a partner in the photography business.” 

    “Seriously? Half the attorneys in the firm are fucking the other half, everyone knows who is doing who and that is their big issue? That's bullshit.”  As Lilly spoke I felt my anger growing.  For me it washed over like an Icey wave, leaving nothing but clarity as I contemplated all she said. 

    “Yeah, it isn’t all.”  She took another deep breath before continuing, then smiled sadly and squeezed my hand again. “They hinted ‘concern’ at my possible involvement in some of the content they heard was coming from our business.  When I pressed, they said several clients knew we did nude shoots and hinted I might be in some.  They ended with, “Surely you understand that it is better to part ways now?” 

    “How the hell would they know any of that?”  I worried aloud. “The hyper conservative pole up the ass fucktards!”  For some reason, my rant was amusing to Lilly.  She gave a few, halfhearted chuckles before letting out a giggle. 

    “Oh my.  Fucktards.” Glowering at her I went on. 

    “Dumb shits!  I'm pulling my contract with them and going with another firm, but that doesn't help you now.” I said.  Then thought more before speaking again. “Look, I don't want to do the guy thing and throw out solutions to your problems. So, can I ask, what do you really want to do?” 

    “I spent years in college getting my degree and then working my ass off to build a solid reputation.  Despite this, I can probably go to nearly any other firm in town and get a job.  I've had offers over the years.” She said with finality.  “I also want to keep working with our business.  I think I can find some firms that handle entertainment clients and models who would want me.  They would be much less likely to freak over our artistic nude work.” She finally smiled. 

    “Whatever you need, my love. I’m still wondering how they found out about that end of the business.”  

    “Who knows.  It shocked me at first but then I realized, who cares.  Maybe one of those old freaks found a photo of me and jacked off.” 

    “OH MY GOD!” I blurted out between snorts. “You are so not right!” Ignoring me, sort of, she added. 

    “I think this is going to be a good thing.  I'm putting in my letter tomorrow and will start job hunting next week.  We can talk about whether you pull your business from the firm later, when we aren’t mad.  The rest of this week I'll work on stuff here and prep for the shoot.” 

    “OK, I can use the help.  There is a ton to get finished and these two shoots will be the biggest yet.” 

    Two days later Lilly called me into the living room from the studio, where I had been editing photos.  When I walked out I saw her standing in front of the window.  She had on a striped button-down shirt, black lace panties and I could see her favorite black corset under the shirt.  Obviously doing prep work for the shoot, I smiled at her. 

    “So, I am still working on the balance between wearing too much and not enough.” I'd been called out several times already, not that I would ever complain, to help answer the question of, ‘What makes my boobs look better?’ “No smirking buddy, this is serious.  These folks are throwing a lot of money at this and who knows the clients or guests they may have.  I mean, exclusive club, rich patrons…”. She laughed at herself then. “You want him to come in, wearing dress clothes, I'm seducing him in the bedroom.  I wouldn't have on much but, special occasion I'd have on some stuff to make undressing me fun. Right?” 

    I was serious, I did want to get the shoot right. “I agree.  I know you have on the corset for that extra sex appeal but walk through this.  He comes in, feels your tits then removes the shirt… then removes the corset.  I think maybe too much.  Plus, the corset is tough to get off.” 

    “We aren't doing a video, it doesn't matter if it is tough to get off.  We can stop, remove it then go on.” She countered. 

    “OK, but we also said too many breaks between sets will make it harder to keep your expressions. We wanted to flow from pose to pose.” We had been over this already but kept returning to how we wanted to make the shoot progress from set to set.  We decided the fewer pauses between sets and locations the better.  

    “Ok, boss. I agree, just wanted to run this by you.” Lilly said lightly. She removed the shirt and struggled with the corset.  Giving me a ‘Don't say it look’ as it finally dropped to the floor.  She quickly put the shirt back on and buttoned it up part way.  “This shirt is tight enough to give some support and show good cleavage.” 

    We went on about the wardrobe, agreeing on just the shirt, panties and leggings.  When done I told her I had to change the subject.  “We are set with the Vegas trip to meet the team and do the photos. They set up the flight, hotel and rental car.  I just got all the confirmation numbers.” 

    “That's great!  I'm so excited.” She exclaimed. 

    “Yep, I can tell how excited you are,” and I stared at her protruding nipples and waggled my eyebrows. 

    “Wow, never a serious moment is there?” 

    “Nope, well one.  I wanted to ask again if you are sure about this shoot? I’m serious.  I know the stuff with work this week sucked.  I don’t doubt you can do this and be fine, I just want to make sure you really want to do it.” I stopped talking as I realized how fumbling my words sounded. Lilly didn’t respond for a long few seconds. 

    “Yeah.  I absolutely want to do the shoot.  You aren’t worried I’ll get carried away?” She smirked gently at me. 

    “No, not really.  I do worry you will do more than you planned because you are frustrated. Sorry, that sounds stupid now that I say it out loud.” 

    “No, not stupid.  I would never let myself do something out of anger.  That seems sort of self-destructive.  I’d rather get revenge.” She grinned then went on. “My only worry with the shoot is I get so into it I take advantage of Billy.  We haven't talked about the stuff we got into in Hawaii, all the swinging conversations.  I have a feeling you really wouldn’t mind if something happened?”  She wagged an eyebrow at me in question to which I just shook my head. “If you ask me now, will I fuck Billy during the shoot the answer is ‘no’ probably.  I wouldn’t plan on it or expect it.” She was looking me in the eye, “All that said, I do want a great shoot.  So, if his cock slips in, or I suck on him, I’m good with that. Do you have any concerns?” She smiled at me mischievously. 

    “Noooo… no I don't.  I do want to make sure you are ok with it. Honestly, I did some thinking after we talked, and I would be lying if I said I didn't feel a little odd but my biggest concern is making sure we get a good set.  This would be a tough shoot to go back and redo.” 

    We hugged and then she turned, gently leaving my hold.  “I have more to do and I'm making dinner tonight. I love you” 

    “Love you too!” 

    That night, Lilly came to bed wearing a half shirt that just covered her breasts and a pair of white panties.  Without a word, she pulled back the sheet covering me and placed her hand on my cock.  Looking at me she said, “So…. Billy, I need to touch your dick for this next set.  Is that OK?” 

    Playing along I nodded, “Yeah.” Was all I managed as I watched her, waiting for the rest of her play. 

    She began stroking and then said, “Kyle wants me to get my lips close for some of the shots, like this,” she leaned down, lips wide over my erect penis, just off the tip.  I could feel her hot breath teasing the sensitive head. ‘Fuck me.’ I thought as I flashed back to a similar pose she did with Billy.  “Is that too much?  I can stop?” She cooed. 

    “No, no… I’m good.  He has to get the shot.” 

    “Good, let me try a few more.” She moved over my legs, crouching lower, breasts straining then popping out from the shirt to fall on my thighs. “Whoops, I shouldn’t have this on at all.” Lilly knelt over me arching her back, breasts firm and taut as she lifted her shirt over her head. Rubbing her tits casually, “Better. Where was I?  Oh, yes.  Kyle needs these blow job shots.” She leaned over again, staring me in the eye and extended her tongue till it just touched the tip of my cock.  Bringing a small sigh of pleasure from me. 

    “Sorry, Billy?  Are you OK?” She said with false sincerity.  “I have to do a few more poses, for the shoot.”  Without waiting for a response, she lowered further, stuck out her tongue as if to lick up my shaft but didn’t touch it.  “Oh, that might be better for you.  Wait, Kyle needs another shot.” She bobbed down again, this time lightly touching my shaft with her tongue as she ran it from balls to tip.  “Billy, you taste good.  Kyle is busy with the camera, I’m going to do that again, like this...” She slowly lowered her mouth over my dick, staring at me the entire time as she took half my member before pulling it out while swirling her tongue along the length. The whole time my eyes were glued to her, caught up in her sexual play.   

    “Suck it!  God, that is so unfair!”  I moaned out as she smirked at me. 

    “Hmmm, I don’t want to be unfair.” Lilly quickly engulfed my cock and bobbed her head up and down my shaft furiously, pumping with her hand coaxing my climax.  The combination of her earlier teasing with this no-nonsense sucking was more than I could take.  It was only a few minutes before I felt the rising tide of my orgasm.  She pulled me from her mouth as I started to cum, rubbing my squirting dick on her tits.  “Uh Oh.  Billy, we may have to clean up a bit.” 

    Sitting up, she grabbed a towel she conveniently left at the foot of the bed, almost as if she planned this, and wiped my cum from her chest.  Smiling wide she asked, “Did you have fun? You didn’t mind the fantasy part?” 

    “Hell no, that was great! You have to ask?” I replied sarcastically. “If you do even part of that for the shoot it will be amazing.  Crazy but amazing.  Poor Billy!” 

    She lay down next to me, her head on my shoulder. “Well, we do want an amazing shoot.  Let’s see what happens.” 

   







Chapter 18 

    Billy arrived at 2 PM on Saturday for the shoot carrying his garment bag.  “Hey man!” He said, slapping my shoulder then grasping my hand.  “You are so tanned!  Good trip?” 

    “The best I replied!” As I returned his handshake.  Lilly walked out to join us, wearing a bathrobe over her ‘wardrobe.  I knew she was applying makeup, while I set the cameras and light but hadn’t seen the finished product until she joined us. Stunning didn't come close to describing the impact. 

    “Wow!” Billy exclaimed. “I'm going to look like shit next to you.”  She gave him a hug in gratitude. 

    “Well, nobody cares about you men.  You can go on back and change in the studio, I’m ready.”  She told him, fortunately, he had been gifted the wardrobe from the fashion shoot and had several nice shirts to wear.  We elected to go with a white shirt and a dark suit.  Lilly followed us in, dropping her bathrobe on a chair.  She was wearing the striped shirt she tried on a few days earlier, along with small, black lace panties.  Somehow, the look on her exuded both sexuality and professionalism.  The perfect sexy attorney, or librarian.  

    “So, where are we on the underwear?” Billy asked after he stripped down and stood before us wearing nothing, holding underwear in both hands.   

    “Do the boxer briefs.” Lilly and I said in unison. 

    “I'm pretty good with lighting but will want to do some test shots to double check.  You two can talk through poses or just relax for a few minutes.”  Lilly and I talked the day before and made a few refinements to our plan.  We hoped they would help them move from pose to pose as naturally as possible.   

    “Well, I need help with the tie.” Billy walked over to stand by Lilly.  I heard her go over the first few shots they would do. 

    “Of course, Kyle needs more shots and poses from us than we did last time.  We will be at this for a few hours, at least. The clients liked the simulated blow job set and asked him to do more like that from different angles and poses.  They also wanted more of you going down on me.” 

    Billy nodded, “Sure, you guys mentioned doing some standing and some in the bed. I'm good with that. We really didn’t do any of us having sex, other than standing. Uhh, I didn’t mean having sex…” 

    “Ha-ha.  Don’t worry about it.  We can’t get tense and nervous.  Nope, we didn’t do any poses with us fucking.”  Lilly smirked up at him as she spoke.  I watched her thinking that smirk needed to be patented. She used it to great effect in numerous situations.  This time, it was the perfect look to relax Billy. 

    “OK, I’m ready.  Come on over and stand by the bed. Pretty much the same as we did for the previous shoot only these are for real.” 

    I started with a few simple poses the two facing each other, arms wrapped around shoulders, waists.  Classic but beautiful and artistic.  Beyond that, the shots built into the comfort zone of the models.  Allowing them to gradually build to the more intimate sets still to come.  After a few minutes, I realized I wouldn’t use many of these at all and was just wasting time.   

    “OK, you guys look comfortable.  Let’s move on.  Lilly, turn and face me, Billy get behind her and unbutton her shirt. Excellent, now kiss down her neck.  Billy, switch positions with her, now start kissing down her neck again.  No, keep your hands on her tits, squeeze her nipples.  I need to see some tension, like it was for real. Good, bring your lips to her nipples.” 

    “Suck them.”  Lilly said softly. “It will make my nipples stand out more.” Billy didn’t respond other than to follow her directions.  Lightly sucking a nipple then slowly pulling back, her tit pulling slightly as he maintained suction. “Yeah.  That’s good.” She said in a near gasp. I worked hard to maintain my focus, only allowing myself an instant to get into the moment and feel the sexual tension building in the room. 

    “Good, move down her stomach to her waist, keep your back flexed.  Lilly, arch a bit more.  Excellent.  Billy, kiss along the top of her panties then slowly lower them.”  He did as directed, exposing her smooth pussy one sliver of silk at a time.  Lilly told me she would shave clean for the shoot, matching Billy’s shaved balls.  “OK, that was good but let’s do it one more time.  Billy, when you lower her panties bring your lips down close to her pussy.” Billy did so, his mouth stopping just a few inches from her just visible labia. 

    “Don’t be shy.  I got closer to you than that.”  Lilly teased him.  Billy slid in closer, bringing his lips close enough I was sure he was touching her.  “Ummm, OK.  Wow, that is close.”  

    “Too close?”  He leaned back as he asked. here was a glint in his eye I doubted she could see. 

    “Nope, I didn’t have a problem with it. Kyle was that too close?” 

    “Nope, close to perfect.  Ok, here is where I need more.  I'll start taking straight from behind, so it is just the back of your head Billy.  Give me some variety, squeeze her tits and ass and keep your face buried in her pussy. I will let you know if I move for more profile shots.” I started shooting, watching as he fondled one breast, then the other, his hands alternating as they slipped around to grab her ass and pull her pelvis to his face.  His head moved from side to side, as if licking or kissing that smooth, warm skin.  “Good, now slide a hand in like you are fingering her, remember to flex.”  I continued shooting, some full body, some focused on a hand, hip.  “Lilly, great expressions and poses.  Use one or both hands on his head, like you are pulling him in to lick you.” I could hear Lilly breathing deeply then watched as she put a hand on the back of Billy's head and pushed him further into her pussy.   I wondered then if he was actually licking her. I paused for a second, looked at Lilly's face and decided it didn't matter. 

    “Ok, I'll be doing profile shots now.” I said, coming around to the side.  “Lilly, for these I like your hand on his head, flexing to push him closer.  Billy, kiss around her pussy.  I want some with your tongue out like you are licking it. Start at her bellybutton and work your way down.”   He kissed her tan flesh, occasionally running his tongue along her skin leaving a light trail as he worked his way down.  I zoomed in for several shots, catching her quivering as his tongue teased her.  “Use your right hand and slide it up her inside thigh to just below her pussy… no, right up against it.”  I heard a slight gasp from Lilly as his hand touched her, but I was lost in finding the perfect images. “Billy, kiss her inner thigh, near her pussy. Excellent, Lilly, keep your hand on his head, like you are guiding him.  Remember the tension.” Using first one, then both hands, Lilly did guide his head, turning him so his lips passed over her exposed cunt several times.  Each pass, he pulled back slightly so as to not touch her. I hesitated, not sure what to say or how to say it.  He needed to get closer but... 

    “Kyle, how are those?  He could get in closer.  If that is OK with you two?” I hesitated as I looked to her.  Lilly’s legs had spread slightly from the starting point, she still had one hand on Billy’s head, her tits heaved as she took deep breaths.   

    “I'm fine with it.  I worried I had come too close earlier and…” Billy told her, then looked to me. 

    “I was thinking you needed to be closer. Billy, you gotta be natural.  If you do more than I know the client wants I can edit it or not use it.  I get some of the best implied images from an after the fact shot.” I told him. Then at his quizzical look added, “I'll shoot you running your tongue up her pussy but may only use the image when you pull just off the skin.”  Nodding his understanding. “Keep that in mind for all the sets.  Anything you don't like, don't do but be sure to say something.” 

    “Got it.” He said, and Lilly nodded. 

    “OK, let’s do that last bit again.  Forget I’m here.  Just repeat those poses, a little closer.”  This set started as the last, but I could tell the arousal had in each of them had notched up several levels.  Neither model needed to fake tension in their muscles, it happened naturally as Billy moved his tongue closer to Lilly’s waiting pussy.  The eagerness on his face, to lick her jumped through on each shot.  I snapped shots as his mouth and tongue worked closer to her labia then on them.  He started off tenuously, lightly licking and teasing along her clitoris.  I knew from experience, this was one of her favorite parts of foreplay and was zoomed in enough to see the pink inside of her lips as they opened for him. I was aroused, very aroused but also in the zone and knew I had to keep the shoot moving, especially when Lilly moaned. 

    “Mmmm, that feels so good.” Billy smiled slightly as he heard her speak.  His tongue elongated slightly, the tip parting her pussy slightly.  “Fuck!” she gasped, and I knew it was time to move on or the rest of the shoot wouldn’t happen.  At least not as planned. 

    “Ok, those were amazing.  Lilly it's your turn.” I ignored each of them as they slowly, reluctantly switched positions. I could only imagine how frustrating it was to get so close then stop. “Lilly, lick and kiss down his body.  Billy, I will do some full body shots, especially when she is giving you head.  I'll try to remind you but look like you are getting the best head ever.” We all chuckled at that and started the set.  Lilly worked down to the waist of his pants stopping for me to take several shots of her opening them.  We paused while he took them off, there is nothing sexy about a guy taking off his pants.  

    “Nice, now the same thing with the boxers, only here we can play around a bit.  Lilly, do one set moving down his stomach then pull the waist down.  You know what to do.” Billy had a large bulge in his boxers that threatened to break free at any moment.  Lilly played what was to come for the camera, slowly lowering his waistband until his cock burst forth and bounced against her chin. 

    “Damn, you have a habit of hitting me with this thing.”  Lilly joked as she held him, her hand cupped over his cock head.  She was slowly, maybe unconsciously rolling her hand, the skin of her palm caressing the sensitive tip of his cock. 

    “Hey, not my fault.”  He joked back. I continued to shoot as they spoke.  There was something natural and real about the byplay. Lilly saw I was still working and raised an eyebrow while still gently caressing Billy’s cock.  Surreal, I thought as I watched my fiancé play with another man’s cock. 

    “That looked good, really good. I have enough so let’s move on.  Lilly, you know the plan, look like you are giving head.  I will start facing Billy.  Just remember to arch your back.  I’ll let you know when I move around.” I started with several close shots, showing the back of her head, a hand on a visible thigh with her head pressed into his groin and slightly tilted.  “Ok, some full body before I do profile.  Don't forget, you are getting the best head ever.”  I started shooting, watching through the viewfinder as Lilly moved one hand then the other up his chest or between his legs.  “Don't forget the expressions Billy.” As I said that I did see his expression change to surprise then pleasure, eyes rolling up and closing.  Lilly's head stopped the rhythmic pose movement and was bouncing rhythmically, if only for a few seconds. “Great expression Billy.”  I knew he had no choice as I was willing to bet Lilly’s lips had been wrapped around his glans. 

    “Keep that, I’m moving to profile shots.”  Lilly stiffened when she knew I was moving around, as if she was shocked or embarrassed.  As I came around and started taking photos I could see she had in fact taken the tip of his cock in her mouth.  The tip of his cock was wet, obviously from her holding it in her mouth for the previous shots.  As I settled in for more shots I saw her glance at me from the corner of her eye, waiting. “Lilly, make sure you are really close, most of these are your mouth and his cock.  I’ll let you know when I pull back.  Tease a lot with your tongue to start.” She started slow, her tongue extended, just off the tip of his cock. “Good, do some like you were before.”  Her face registered a brief moment of surprise, then relaxed as she sensed the humor in my tone. Her tongue reached out again, this time cupping his glans before licking upwards until the tip of her tongue rested on the tip of his cock. She held the pose briefly then opened her mouth, sliding the first few inches in before pulling back, leaving those inches of exposed skin glistening.   

    “Oh shit!”  Billy moaned. 

    “Hold it from the base.  Not so much in your mouth and pull back all the way, let it just touch your lips.” I didn't think about the fact I was directing my fiancé as she had her mouth on another man’s cock.  I simply looked for the shots I knew I needed. “Ok, we will do more like those on the bed.  You good with that?” 

    “More like that?  Umm OK.”  Billy replied in a mock weak tone. “Gee, I don’t know? Hey, I’m gonna grab a drink before the next set.” He moved off to a table near the back of the room with bottles of water in a small fridge.  His cock bounced in front of him. I turned to see Lilly watching him, her body language fairly screamed, “Fuck Me.” 

    “You good?”  I asked her. 

    “Ummm, yeah.  Kyle, what we talked about before. I, I don’t think I can do the rest of the shoot and not end up fucking him.  I just want to let go and…”  She snuggled up to me, wrapping her arms around me before pulling back and waiting for my response. I savored that tantalizing feel of her bare skin pressing through my clothes before I responded.  Her body felt like a furnace in my arms. 

    “Lilly, it has to be your call.  I won’t think or love you any less regardless.” I told her with all the sincerity I could muster. She nodded as I spoke. 

    “I know.  I just needed to get it out there.  I will finish the shoot, I really want to.”  She added the last phrase with a small smile.  “I think I will fuck him when we are done. OH, you too.”  I nodded back at her and saw Billy was already climbing on the bed. 

    “Works for me.”  I said softly, for her only, then called out. “OK, next set.” Lilly gave my crotch a gentle pat then turned and moved to the bed.  I watched her ass sway and admired the view.  Billy had his eyes locked on her as she almost glided to the bed.   

    “You ready?” She said to Billy as she crawled onto the bed.    

    “So, let’s finish the blow job sets on the bed.  Billy, just lay there for now, Lilly pose over him on all fours to start.  Well, hold his cock in one hand, yeah, pointed up at you.  I’ll get a few from the front right then work to profile shots.” 

    “How much should I suck him?”  Lilly asked while holding his cock before her. 

    “It looks good when his cock is damp from you sucking or licking.  Do whatever, just remember, I can’t use full penetration so don’t overdo it.”   

    “Damn.  I could use some over doing.”  Billy quipped.  

    “Shush you.”  Lilly replied then ran her tongue along his length.  He squirmed slightly then moaned as she reached the tip.  “You couldn’t take me overdoing.” I knew from personal experience, she packed a lot of sensation into something as simple as a lick.  I took a few shots, wondering when the shoot reached this point.  The two were clearly aroused and passed caring about touching each other.  I appreciated the sentiment, from an artistic perspective.  Their need and desire were evident in nearly every shot.  The teasing and, hell, call it what it was, the foreplay was doing what foreplay should.  

    “OK, a few more.  I need to switch angles.” Lilly knelt over his legs, her head at his cock, breasts just touching his muscular upper thighs.  She ran her tongue up his shaft again as I moved.  I was shooting, catching the perfect moment as her tongue lifted just off the tip.  Moving lower, Lilly tilted her head sideways, staring straight at me and wrapped her lips around the center of his shaft.  From there she pulled out several poses, each more erotic than the last.  Each time, giving the perfect lip pout or over extension of tongue.   

    “Damn!”  Billy moaned as she pursed her lips on his glans and pulled back slowly.  

    “Too much?”  Lilly asked but didn’t stop.  She continued doing various poses, licking his nuts and up his shaft.  Any pretense of accidental touching had long left the shoot. She ended that series holding his dick in her wide-open mouth, not touching but the evidence of licking apparent on his damp pole and head.  Billy was breathing deeply, working to hold his poses as she taunted him with her mouth.  I found myself growing uncomfortably erect as I watched her show, and that was exactly what she was doing.  Putting on a show for me, for our clients and for Billy.  As I thought about it, I realized she was also doing this for herself, probably more for her than anyone else. Several times, I’d moved around the bed for different angles and caught sight of Lilly’s spread pussy lips as she crouched over Billy.  Ripe and open, practically screaming for a cock.  Her nipples were solid rocks embedded in her darkly tanned areola.  We joked that it was easier to hide a woman's arousal than a man's, not for her, not today.  I was just taking a final set, before I planned on shifting them, when Lilly looked up at Billy. 

    “You like this?” She ran her tongue along his shaft. 

    “Yeah, it’s OK.” The two tried to maintain a light banter through the shoot and as they coached each other in poses.   

    “Hmmm, just OK?”  She replied, then winked at me and took his cock nearly to the base before slowly sucking her way to the tip.  Billy couldn't help but moan at that and I realized it was good their attention was on each other as I was getting a raging erection. Before he could do more than moan, she slid down a second time and pulled back even slower. 

    “Holy shit!” Billy exclaimed as he desperately clutched the sheets. 

    “I'm sorry Billy, was that too much?” Lilly gasped out breathless, his cock still in her hand, throbbing slightly.  Through my viewfinder I could see small, glistening drops ooze from his tip. 

    “Nope, awesome, just surprised me is all. I'm ready.” He stated, smiled and then said innocently, “it's your turn I think?” 

    “I guess, glad I got past OK to awesome.”  She smacked his ass lightly as they switched positions. 

    “Billy, start off with at least one hand playing with her tits, kiss around her pussy, you know the routine. I'll tell you when I shift shots and angles. 

    He started with both hands grasping her tits, fingers rubbing then pinching her nipples. “That OK Lilly?” 

    “Mmmm, yeah.  Not bad.  You can twist harder if you want. It looks good for the photos.”  She moaned as he followed her directions, her hands automatically reaching for his, pressing them firmer into her tits.  “Yesss!” They slipped back into a natural, unrehearsed action.  His head was pressed into her lower stomach, kissing and licking as he manipulated her sensitive nipples. Billy’s chest pressed firmly into the valley between her legs as he sprawled out. Her hips moved in a small but regular pattern as she pushed her mound against him. 

     “Billy, move down slightly, and pull a hand in to play with her pussy. Lilly start rubbing your tits.”  I moved, catching several shots as he ran his tongue along her inner thigh and up to her labia.  “Great, Lilly bend your legs at the knees. Billy, give me a few running your tongue lightly up the center of her pussy.”  I took shots from near her head looking down her body, catching every moment as his tongue followed the sensitive ribbon between her legs. 

    “Ummm.”  Lilly moaned out as just the tip of his extended tongue touched her. He was being careful to not penetrate her with his tongue or fingers but found his own ways to tease her the same way she had him.  The effect was perfect, erotic and not quite crossing the line to outright porn. 

    “Let’s do a few more like that before we move on.” When I gave Billy his directions he looked up for a second.  I could see him look first at me then intently at Lilly's face.  Her eyes were closed with nostrils slightly flared.   

    “OK, I’m good with that.” Billy moved his face down to where I could just see his eyes over her pubis. Still staring intently at Lilly, he moved his face forward several inches, she flinched slightly then seemed to push down at him and grasped his hair in one hand.  He slowly raised his head, mouth open and tongue fully extended, separating her lips.  

    “Oh shit!”  Lilly squirmed as his mouth reached her clitoris and lingered briefly.  

    “Should I do that again?  Did you get the shots?” Billy said with a smirk. 

    “Those were OK.” I said, smiling back at him as I watched Lilly play with one tit, nearly oblivious to the conversation. “But, better do one more, bring a hand up too.  That seems like it would be a natural thing to do.” 

    “Whaa?” Lilly began as the words registered, only to stop when his tongue penetrated her. Billy’s right hand moved up, just under his mouth as he moved his head in and out.  I focused in a little closer, moving to a side so I could see his mouth and lips now suck her clit.  His hand wasn’t visible but from the tension in his shoulders, he gave every impression he was fingering her. For all I knew, he was. 

    “Holy, OH Shit!”  It was Lilly’s turn to clutch the sheets.  Billy pulled his face from her flower, now fully open and pink with arousal.  He was fingering her, his middle digit embedded in her depths to the last knuckle.  “I deserved that,” she finally told us. “I do hope the clients like these.”  She continued to play with her tits with one hand and moved the other down to just above her clit.  Billy slowly withdrew his hand from her, his fingers glistening with her moisture. The two stared at each other, Billy’s cock a rigid pole rising between them as he leaned back.   

    “Um, ok,” I got out. “Seriously fucking hot so far.  No doubt they will like these.  Let's not lose the heat.  Since you are already in this position do the Billy on top set.  Then a few with Lilly on top and finish with the doggy style at the end of the bed.” I spoke quickly, knowing I needed to pull us all back in focus. 

    Lilly propped up on her elbows and stared down at Billy.  His erection bobbed slightly above her pussy as he now hovered over her on all fours.  I moved to the side of the bed and even from that angle, could see her pussy was swollen, the labia open wide like beautiful petals on a rose.  “Billy, we have condoms in the nightstand to your left.  Probably need one since we will be rubbing a bit. Sorry but…” She finished reluctantly. 

    “Oh good, I was going to ask.  Honestly, I thought I was going to pop when you went down on me.  Don't want to ruin the last part of the shoot.” 

    “Kyle, before he puts it on did you want to do some like we saw the other day with his dick poised to enter?” Lilly asked me.  It was a set we discussed but knew would put them very close to sex.  Lilly wasn’t sure she wanted to try it and the idea was dropped early in our planning.  I was very distracted for a moment, knowing how aroused she was and where this was heading. 

    “Yes, I wasn't sure you would want to do that, but they would be perfect.” I said, calmly to my surprise. 

    Lilly explained to Billy that we researched some poses with the guy holding his dick near the model’s vagina. 

    “Oh yeah.  I know what you want.”  He said as he grasped his cock at the base and propped himself over her.  

    “Good, bring it down to almost touching. Great, now, Lilly, see if you can hold it.  I like your fingernail polish as contrast on his cock.” They did several poses with Billy shifting around and Lilly directing his cock. I realized the shots were difficult to get, bodies blocked some and others showed too much spread vagina.   

    “Billy, go ahead and put on the condom.” I said tossing it to him.  He made quick work of it then propped himself back over Lilly. “Hold his cock and hide it with your arm so we can’t see the rubber. I'm taking these down your bodies, Billy, arch your back.  Go ahead and move down, she is guiding your cock in so keep arched.”  I shot as they got closer. Lilly shifted slightly, moving his dick to ride along the ass cheek of her raised leg.  “Great, press together and tense up like this is your first time together.” 

    “Yeah, tense.  No problem.”  Billy grunted out. 

    “Lilly, grab his ass and pull.  Hold that. Good, let's do that again.  Billy, hold your arching for a bit then lay on her.  Give me a few poses like you were fucking.”  They moved back to the starting point and went through the same motions.  Billy then lay on her and moved his hips up and down.  Lilly pulled her knees up and wrapped her legs around him. “Ok, let me look at these and we can move to the next set.  Don’t move too much in case we need to reshoot.” 

    Billy nodded and started to lift his body from Lilly.  As he moved, his cock centered from where it was jammed against her leg only to press lightly against her pussy. I saw his face screw up in effort as he held there.  

    “Huh...Billy, wait a bit.”  Lilly murmured, loud enough for me to hear.  Lilly’s hands slipped from his ass to waist.  Now, she gripped him tight enough I saw the skin of his waist turn white under her fingers as she held him from breaking contact. She was breathing heavily, lower lip back between her teeth as she struggled for control.  Billy’s cock was clearly pressed between her labia and moved even further as she shifted her waist.  “Damn!”  She whispered.  Billy’s head was turned aside as he waited, caught in his own struggle for control.  I thought again of how difficult it would be to have my cock pressed against Lilly’s pussy, after hours of teasing and not plunge in her.  Lilly caught my eye at that moment, the question there evident.  I looked back, then nodded in agreement. Thinking quickly, I called out to them. 

    “Hang on.  These are amazing, but would you mind doing one more run?  I want to do more profile and catch your faces, so give me that penetration look.” 

    “OK, sure thing.”  Billy grunted out then tried to add humor. “I can simulate that.” He did a great job injecting a laugh over what had to be immense frustration.  Lilly chuckled as he finished. 

    “Wait.  Billy, do you want to stop simulating?” Lilly asked him softly.  She moved a hand between them to hold his cock in place.  

    “Fuck.” He moaned softly, then gave her a sickly grin. “You win, no more teasing. Please.” As he spoke she was gently rubbing the tip of his cock on her pussy.  She stopped rubbing and held his dick, so the tip was positioned at her tunnel and raised her hips slightly before responding, sliding just the tip of his head in her.  They both gasped as she paused. 

    “I’m done too.”  She looked at him and winked. “Fuck me. Only, we need to get these shots first.”  Billy dropped his head and chuckled at her fake business tone. 

    “How the fuck can you do that and have my dick in you?”  He joked. 

    “Hmmm, well… it isn’t all the way in.” She fired back. 

    “Tell you what.  I just have a few more shots. Let’s get those done.”  They both grunted, I took as an affirmative and Billy pulled back to his original starting position. 

    “Don’t have that sad look.”  Lilly teased as she saw what could only be described as sheer frustration and determination on Billy’s face as the tip of his cock slid from her pussy. “You’ll be back.”  That last comment brought a grin to his face. 

    “Just like the last time, only I will be getting full body and faces so cheat your faces to me a bit.”  I knew what I was doing.  I knew Lilly did too.  It was her choice, well both of ours but she was in the driver's seat and knew I was fine either way.  Yes, the shots would be good for the job but this was also for us. 

    “OK, I’m ready. You really OK with this?” Billy directed the last to me. “I mean, I’ve never fucked a guy’s girl while he was standing there.”  He asked bluntly, I appreciated that.  Lilly looked over at me, waiting for my response.  I used the fact I was changing lenses, again taking the time to mull my response. 

    “Honestly, fucking isn’t a relationship. I’m happy if she is and vice versa.  So, have fun.”  Billy nodded as I spoke, as if receiving words from some sex guru. 

     “Cool, had to ask.” 

    “Get in position,” I said as I moved to get a profile shot of their now sweat glistened bodies. I'd switched lenses to one that would give me a slightly wider angle.  Lilly looked over at me, caught her lower lip in her teeth and winked. I winked back and lowered myself in position. 

    She and Billy had been talking through the shoot, now I heard her say, “Come down a little, bring your hips down a bit.  Good, wait there.” She had her eyes closed, as if in concentration.  I could tell she was moving the hand holding his cock, slowly back and forth.  She dropped the leg nearest me, giving me a view of her rubbing his dick up and down her cunt, the tip already hidden by her lips. 

    “Lilly, that looks good, try to hide more of his cock so we don’t see the rubber.”  She shifted her hand around as I spoke.  “Billy, angle your body away from me slightly.  Good, now down a little.”  I knew I was asking him to slide in her but my focus, then, was on the shot.  Lilly gasped slightly as he followed direction.  Her hand was now a fist, wrapped around his shaft, the last several inches hidden within her.  From the profile, any viewer had to assume exactly what was happening.  Only, they couldn’t see it for sure.   

    I snapped several more shots.  Billy had his head back, the passion evident on his face as he felt her tempt his dick as she had through the shoot.  Only this time, there was the promise of more.  Lilly's face was reflecting her own pent-up need and frustration.  The images were perfect. 

    “OK guys, a little improv before we move on.”  I called to them.  I was still positioned for profile shots. 

    Lilly raised her leg, both knees up, and said, “Fuck me now Billy...”  then closed her eyes as she pushed her hips against him. 

    Hesitating for only a second, Billy began moving down and forward.  His dick obviously driving into her pussy. “Turn your faces this way a bit,” I whispered.  They both complied and the next several photos caught the pure, raw passion of that first complete penetration.  The culmination of hours of building sexual tension. 

    “Yes!  Fuck me Billy, Fuck me hard.” 

    “You like it hard?  Like this?”  Billy said as he increased his pace. 

    I examined my feelings as I watched them and lost myself in the shots I was taking.  I wasn't upset Lilly was taking another cock in her.  In fact, I reveled in the sheer animal passion on her face.  A look I’d brought her to time and time again but never appreciated from a distance.  As I watched, I finally understood why so many couples choose this lifestyle.  You weren’t cheating on someone you loved.  It was just another way to appreciate that love.  Lilly tried to explain to me how much she enjoyed watching me orgasm with Carrie, but I never understood until this moment.  Billy slowed his pace now sliding forward slowly, deeper and deeper before pulling back.  Their bodies tense and straining.  He stopped suddenly. 

    “OK, I can’t keep going.  Do we need more shots or are we just fucking?” He gasped out, the need clear in his tone.  

    “Damn!”  Lilly cursed. “Kyle, I know we need more shots. We have to hurry!  Billy let’s do them then finish this.”  She pulled him down to her as she spoke, kissing him passionately, for the first time all night.  That did send a shiver through me, something to examine later. Why would kissing cause that reaction when sex didn’t. 

    “Yes, a few more.  Can you handle this in a few different poses?” I stood there, looking at them, waiting. 

    “I think so.” He said at last, pulling away from her. 

    “Billy, we will finish this on our last set.” Lilly told him, her legs still wrapped around his waist.  He looked at her, then at me. 

    I changed lenses quickly before speaking.  “I'm good with that.” Looking at him I said, “We knew we would be riding the edge.  Lilly and I are good with it, obviously. Besides, after all this it wouldn’t be fair to either of you. So, fuck her brains out.” 

    “You can try.”  Lilly whispered at him, smirking her evil smirk.  Billy moved off Lilly and remembering the plan, laid on his back while she straddled him.  

    “OK. I’m so fucking ready.” 

    I moved to take shots down Billy's body at an angle, just catching Lilly holding his cock, poised to enter her vagina.  He still had on a condom and she used her arm to hide it.  Then stopped, “We have more rubbers.  I'm taking this off, so you can get some clean shots at this angle.  Could you grab another for when he slides it in?” 

    She pulled off the condom before I could reply and stroked his penis before returning to crouch over him.  I took several shots with her kneeling over his thighs, holding his dick up against her pelvis.  Then she rose over it and held it just below her pussy. She slowly lowered until the tip was just touching her wetness. 

    “Fuck!”  Billy gasped as her hot wet skin touched him.  He moved his waist up, slightly but enough that his head slid between the folds of her vagina. 

    “Oh Damn.”  Lilly muttered, still holding him before she pulled off.  “You good Kyle?  I need that condom.  Sorry Billy.”   

    “I'm good,” I said as I tossed her a rubber.  Before putting it on she leaned over and licked Billy’s cock from balls to tip.  She then unrolled the rubber over his member and crouched above him letting his head touch her pussy lips.  I began taking shots, her hand and arm at first hiding his shrouded cock.  Then, as she slid it deeper it wasn't necessary.  I watched her shaved pussy stretch around the base of his cock. It was one thing seeing that on a porn site, but to be in the room, watching someone you know, brought it to a whole new level. 

    “Yes, oh my god yes.” Lilly blurted out as she reached the base of his dick. She rocked back and forth slightly, playing with her tits as she sat on his cock.  His hands gripped her thighs as he moved with her.  I continued to take photos.  First of her face, then her profile and his in the background. 

    “Lilly, lay on him, let your tits just touch his chest.”  She did, the strain and pleasure evident on her face. “OK, arch your back.”  The effort drove him deeper.  “Billy, grab her ass and squeeze.  I need tension in your hands and arms.” Her breasts touched his chest as she leaned forward, driving him even deeper. 

    “You like that Billy?” She hissed out, driving down on him. 

    “Oh shit! Yes, I want to fuck you harder!” Billy got out between clenched teeth. 

    “Fuck!  I want it hard!” She gasped out.  He grabbed her ass and pulled her down.  Looking at me, as I took photos of her fucking him she moaned out, “I want him to fuck me hard, doggy style, can we now?  Please?” 

    “Yes!” It was my turn to gasp out and I moved to the front of the bed.  I was caught up in the heat of the moment, aware of my hardon straining the front of my shorts.  Lilly rose off Billy's cock and stroked it slightly. 

    “Let’s finish this.” She purred to him before she rounded the bed in my direction.  She stopped in front of me, panting like some wild animal, the smell of her musk filled the air, sweat glistened on her skin and it seemed as if her body radiated a raw sexual energy.  She moved the camera aside and wrapped her arms around my neck, kissing. I felt every curve of her body as she pressed into me, as if trying to push right through.  Her lips were passionate and loving as they met mine.  With my free hand, I grabbed her sweaty ass and squeezed, then smacked it hard as our tongues did war.  She leaned into me and moaned. “Yes, do that again!” I smacked her ass again, harder, then reached around further and found her wetness. My index finger slid easily in her to the second knuckle. 

    She moaned as I fingered her, pulling back slightly to arch her back.  “You like that Billy?”  She asked, confusing me at first until I saw Billy had come around the side of the bed and stood watching us.  His cock firm and eager before him but his expression cautious, if not a bit confused. “I didn’t forget you.” She directed at him. “Mmmm, I’m so fucking close. You ready to fuck me?”  She asked him as she slid further from me, my fingers dripping with her wetness.  Lilly moved over to him but not before she grasped my crotch and squeezed my dick. 

    “Like in practice now,” I got out. “Billy, give me a few with you holding her waist and flexing. Then just fuck her hard.” 

    “You heard him.” Lilly said softly but with great feeling as she stroked his dick, not that it needed encouragement to stay hard.  She released his cock as she turned, facing me, her ass to Billy, and bent over.  “Fuck me.”  She moaned as he entered her, slowly, methodically.  I didn’t think he was doing it for the camera, not then, he was doing it to enjoy every second of that sensation.  Regardless, it made for several great shots as the ecstasy on each of their faces was beyond faking.  I moved to different positions taking shots, after I got the one I wanted from straight on. 

    “Smack my ass!” She told him followed by the crack of his hand hitting her fleshy rump.  Snap, great shot. “Fuck me harder!”  

    “Harder!  I called out.  I want to see her tits bounce.”  Lilly gasped her pleasure as Billy did increase his pace, her tits swaying back and forth like two weighty pendulums.  

    I knew how passionate she was during sex, but this was different.   Only, I knew sex between us always had an element of love making.  This was nothing like that, it was nothing more than fucking, with a capital F.  This was pure animalistic lust.   

    “Your cunt is so tight!” Billy told her.  “You like it, you want it harder don't you?” He rasped out. 

    “Yes, yes.  I love to feel hard cock, I love fucking!” 

    “You going to fuck Kyle later, when we finish?  You want two cocks tonight?” 

    “Yes, shit yes!  I want to fuck you both.  I want to take turns feeling your cocks in me!”  Lilly gasped out, her eyes tearing holes through me as she spoke, devouring my essence and daring me to join her.   

    I stopped and put down the camera.  I had all I needed. Lilly was still looking at me, eyes wide, holding her tits as Billy pounded into her their flesh slapped together sounding like applause. 

    “Yes!  Kyle, I need to suck your cock!  I'm so close!” She moaned as he increased his pace. I needed no encouragement, dropping my shorts to the ground and stepping up to her head. “Yes!  Fuck me HARDER.  Smack my ass!” Lilly exclaimed as she rubbed her pussy with one hand and took my rock-hard member in the other. “Please don't stop!”  She screamed before taking me in her mouth, deep enough to gag before she found her rhythm.  It was only seconds later that she began a deep throaty moaning, vibrating my cock in her mouth.  “FUCK!”  She screamed suddenly and grabbed my hips with both hands to stabilize herself.  Every muscle in her body stood out in stark relief.  It was as if time stopped, beads of sweat glistened in the light and suddenly she let out gasped moan after gasped moan. “Oh Fuck!” 

    “Shit yes!”  Billy suddenly yelled as he gripped her tighter.  “I’m FUCKING there!”  He gasped as he drove into her violently, only to have her return his energy push for push. 

    He leaned back against the bed, gasping and pulled from her.  Lilly looked to me, the animal passion still clear on her face as she whirled around presenting her pussy to me.  “Fuck me!  Please Kyle, fuck me hard.” I started a rhythmic thrusting, feeling her clench tight around my shaft. Looking up as I fucked her, I saw Lilly place both hands on Billy's waist.  His hands rested on her shoulders, stabilizing her as I pushed.  I knew this was going to be one of those nights Lilly demanded multiple orgasms.  Several nights, I fucked her twice only to have her go to a vibrator to bring on more, cumming harder and harder with each one.  She once told me she loses herself when she gets like this.  I'd experienced it a few times over the last several months, the last was when we were with Carrie. 

    As I fucked her, occasionally smacking her ass I could see her head bob up and down on Billy.  I imagined her sucking his cock.  Her head continued to bob up and down for several more seconds as I felt myself building to orgasm. 

    “Damn! Huuhhh!” I grunted as I felt my cock begin to squirt deep in her.  The warm fluid filling her tunnel and lubricating it even further.  As I pulled from her, she knelt before Billy, now completely engrossed in giving him head.  Eagerly taking him in her mouth, one hand pumping his cock furiously while the other was hidden between her legs.   

    “Mmmmmmmm!”  She suddenly screamed around a mouthful of cock, her hand slowed its motion on her pussy only to join the other pumping Billy.  His head was thrown back, every sinew in his upper body taught, sweat dripping from him as she worked to make him cum a second time. 

    “FUCK! Suck that cock!”  He yelled and grabbed her head.  I’d fallen to the floor a few feet away, exhausted, watching Lilly tap into some inner sexual beast.  She pulled his cock from her mouth as he came, one spurt landing on her chin, the rest covering her chest. 

    Lilly dropped to the floor, sprawled out on the rug before the bed.  I sat on one side of her, then lay down, propped on an elbow.   

    “Be right back guys.”  Billy called out in an exhausted tone as he stumbled to the bathroom. 

    After several seconds Lilly looked at me, still with bedroom eyes and smiled.  “I love you.”  She stared in my eyes and I could sense her need for reassurance. 

    “I love you too.” I replied, staring back deeply into her eyes, willing her to sense my sincerity.   

    “I don't love you guys but that was pretty fucking awesome!” Came from Billy as he returned.  I chuckled, and Lilly giggled, one hand was lightly stroking her pussy.  

    “Seriously, you aren't finished?” I asked. It was more a statement than a question. 

    “No, I want to cum again.  I am so revved up.  Are you guys too worn out for more?” She reached out and began stroking Billy’s dick. 

    “Damn!  I would fucking love to…” Billy started then added. “This is fucking embarrassing, I’m not that old but you drained me. I mean, it would be a while before I could.” 

    She sighed, continuing to rub herself, fingers disappearing in wetness.  As I looked at her I could see she was staring up to the ceiling, then her eyes would glance to me then over to Billy.  

    “I get it.”  She murmured, concentrating on the sensations rushing through her body and displayed on her face. “You like watching?  Yes… watch me. Do you like watching me rub my clit?” She asked. 

    “Yeah.”  He said, watching as she teased the nub of her clit. We both sat mesmerized as she expertly worked herself to another orgasm.  Billy’s cum still coated her tits, her hair was a mess, sweaty and sticking to her face but she was never more beautiful as she writhed between us. 

    “Holy shit.” She said softly, pulling her hand from between her legs.  

    “Damn, you are so fucking hot.”  Billy exclaimed.  Lilly smiled tiredly now and reached over to grab his semi limp cock. 

    “Thanks, guess you really won’t be ready for another?” She stated. “I need to get clean.  I must look like hell.”  Suddenly, she found some depth of energy and bounded from the floor to go to the bathroom.  We sat silently until the sound of the shower drifted through the still open door. 

    “Do you think she is done?” Billy asked me almost in fear. 

    I laughed, “Maybe not. Guess that will be my issue tonight.” 

    “Yeah, I don’t know what to say.  This was fucking awesome on so many levels.  You still…?”  He trailed off. 

    “Seriously, no issues here.  We didn’t want to plan on this happening, but we talked about it.  I’m fine.” 

    “Cool, ummm...” He stood and moved to the table with his clothes.  We both dressed quickly and in silence as the shower continued to sound in the background. 

    “Stupid question but do you think the shoot was good?  I would be willing to do retakes.”  Then, obviously thinking twice he said, “Shit, that sounded bad.” 

    “Forget it. The shoot was great. I got a lot of shots, some very similar but I needed a good selection.  It will take me awhile to score them. I'll edit them over the next few days then put some in a gallery for you to view.  The clients want exclusive rights, so you can't use any of them but at least you can see what we created.” 

    “Cool, I should probably get going.” He said and moved to the door. “I don’t want to leave without saying bye to Lilly, I mean…”  

    “You gotta get over that.”  I laughed. “C’mon.”  I walked to the open bathroom door and peered in, Lilly’s form could barely be seen through the steamed glass of the shower wall.    “Billy is leaving, he’s here and wants to say bye.”  I called in. 

    “Later Billy, sorry, I’ll be in here for a while.”  She called back.  I smiled, from the way she was propped on the back wall, and her tone, I knew she was getting off… again. 

    “Later!”  Billy called in then turned to me and said softly. “Dude?  Again?” He gestured behind him as we walked through the living room. 

    “Yeah.” I chuckled and pointed to the counter. “Your pay is there.” 

    “Thanks so much.” He said accepting the envelope. “I have an early shift at the restaurant and need to hurry.  Don’t forget to tell me if they like the shoot.”  He said. “Keep me in mind if you have any other shoot ideas!” 

    After he left, I walked back to the bathroom, shedding clothes along the way.  I knew Lilly wasn’t finished. “A guys work is never done.” I sighed softly as I entered the shower to the sounds of Lilly’s latest orgasm. 

   







Chapter 19 

    The morning after the shoot, the late morning, I sat in the kitchen sipping a cup of coffee while I watched Lilly prepare breakfast, it was her turn.  We stayed up late, moving our marathon sex session from the shower to the bedroom.  I chuckled softly as I recalled my desperation in telling Lilly I couldn’t do it again after a third attempt.  We fell asleep in each other’s arms and woke that way just before noon. 

    “What?”  Lilly called over her shoulder.  I thought my chuckle was too soft to hear, guess not. 

    “Nothing, just admiring the view.” Lilly smiled contentedly as she set a plate of scrambled eggs and toast in front of me, and another for herself in the place across from where I sat. So far, our conversations were mundane, weather kind of stuff.  We hadn’t discussed the previous night and I’d decided to wait until she brought it up. She took a bite out of her toast and chewed thoughtfully. 

    “So, counselor.  Are we going to play games about who brings up last night first?”  I took a bite of my toast and chewed contemplatively as I watched her stare at me over her mug of coffee. 

    “Well, seems that you already brought up the subject. Counselor.” I smiled at her then went on. “Honestly, yeah.  We should talk about last night.  I just didn’t know if you wanted me to start or wait.  Before we fell asleep you seemed to… come down from a sex high.  I didn’t know, Hell, I figured you needed to figure it out and start the conversation.”  I held up my hand before she could respond. “I would have brought it up later today, either way.” Lilly set her mug down and scooped up a fork full of eggs, chewing and swallowing them before she responded.  The ticking of a clock in the other room was the only sound in the room before she spoke. 

    “It’s funny we didn’t talk much after Carrie.  When a guy fucks two women it’s like he deserves a medal.  But a woman, she gets fucked by two guys… You even see how the language twists it?  Getting fucked as opposed to fucking?”  I nodded in reply. “It’s so damned stupid but that is part of what I was thinking last night.  Almost ruined a perfectly amazing orgasmic bliss.” She smirked slightly before continuing. “You mentioned me on a ‘sex high’.  I think you were closer than you think in that description.  I would have done you both through the night.  I just felt ready to do more and more, just totally uninhibited.  I’ve always liked sex but there was also a boundary I put on it.”  I nodded, we’d talked about this before. “It worries me, I am changing, becoming a different person and I don’t know where that ends.” I nodded again. 

    “We don’t need to do anymore.”  I started before she interrupted. 

    “You don’t get it. I don’t think I want to put this in a box and forget it.”  She sipped her coffee then asked. “Would you do something like last night again? Then as if reading my mind she added, “Another guy or woman?” I took time before responding.  I was thinking about it all morning, really since the time with Carrie.  It was not the type of thing you can easily forget. 

    “Honestly, yeah.  I love watching you get off.” I shrugged my shoulders. “It’s weird, I was thinking about it while shooting.  I love that look on your face.  It’s something different to watch it and be able to focus just on that expression.  Oh, yeah.  I love getting off too.” She smiled when I added the last comment. “It does feel weird to me. I don’t know a better way to put this but I’m confident in us.  It doesn’t matter who we fuck, as long as it is just…. sex. Wow, that is so damn weird to say aloud.”  

    “Did you have any problems with last night?”  

    “No…. Well, one thing. It’s so silly.  At one point you kissed Billy.  I have to admit, it did give me a twinge.” I said and knew my face betrayed the depth of that twinge. 

    “Why?” She asked, genuine curiosity in her voice.  “It just seems like part of sex to me.” I threw up my hands in frustration.  Not at her but in my inability to put my feelings to words. 

    “Hell, I don’t know.  I just did.  Nothing else bothered me.  It was just that kiss.”  

    “Good to know.  If we did this again I don’t need to kiss.  It isn’t a big deal to me. Anything else?” I shook my head ‘No’. “So, if I wanted to do this again, guy or girl are you in?” 

    “Sure.”  I said without hesitation.  “I just think we need to talk through anything before we do it.  No secrets.” 

    “No secrets sounds like a good recipe for swinging.”  Lilly chuckled. We finished breakfast, while talking about upcoming shoots and the trip to Vegas.  After finishing the dishes, it was my turn, I told Lilly I was going to push to edit several images so Jill and Gary could get a look.  

    “You gonna help score?”  

    “Mmmmmm, no.  I will if you need me, but I’d rather step back and see what you do with them.  We can always go through them together later… If I disagree with your choices. Besides, I need to update my resume.”   

    Kissing her, I left to score, then edit photos.  Scoring turned out to be fairly easy.  I ruled out any that didn’t meet the client’s needs, then worked from there.  My goal was to find three or four to put in a gallery to show Jill and Gary.  I had my three ready faster than I thought and sent off an email once they were loaded. 

    Jill and Gary, 

    Please look over these sample images from the shoot we completed for the commission project.  I am looking for your thoughts and guidance, to be sure this meets your needs. 

    Kyle 

    I sent a similar message to Billy, with a reminder the images were proprietary for the clients and his link would expire after the first use. An hour later he responded with:  

    Kyle - Dude, these are fucking awesome!  Let me know the next time you need me to do some modeling. 

    The next morning, Lilly came into the room and dropped her iPad on the bed.  A smirk on her face. “You slept in long enough.”  

    I looked over to the clock. “Yep, 8 AM .  Long enough after some wanton woman kept me awake satisfying her every need.” 

    “Well, I’ve been up the last few hours, already worked out and I am waiting for the chef to make breakfast.  Before that, read the email.”  She gestured to the iPad, an email from our business account on the screen. 

    Kyle,  

    The images you posted have already more than surpassed our expectations.  Please let us know when final edits are ready, and we will arrange payment.  We showed the proofs to some of our guests. We love your models! The woman, you said she is your girlfriend/fiancé? Can you give us her name? She has several admirers here.   

    Jill and Gary 

    “I looked at the photos you edited and sent to them.  Sue me!” She laughed when I gave her a mock frown. “They are amazing.  I can’t believe how sensual they are, and you barely see any of the good parts.”  I snickered at that. “I’ll let you respond and feel free to give them my name, my first name.” 

    I spent the rest of that day and the next editing photos, taking breaks only for food and working out… and sex.  Lilly and I began a series of emails with Jill and Gary.  Most were business related as they had questions about the images but even those delved into safe conversation about us.  Jill opened up and explained they owned a very exclusive swingers club and the images we produced were for club decor.  Confirming our earlier suspicions. Lilly took over much of the conversation and eventually announced she and Jill had become pretty good ‘online’ friends.  

    “Oh, I don’t give her too many details, and she doesn’t ask.  She is curious about the modeling and if we are swingers. I’m also a big hit with their guests.  They had a huge print made of one of the BJ simulations.  Crazy!”  She smiled and shook her head. “I’m also learning a lot about swinging.  Who knew it could be so complicated?”  I remember we both chuckled at that, I should have asked her to tell me more. 

    A week or so after they paid for the commission, Lilly and I received an email from them. 

    Kyle and Lilly, 

    We can’t tell you what a huge hit the photos are with our guests!  So far, we have just done a limited showing to a handful of people.  That is one of the reasons we are contacting you now.  Gary had a wonderful idea to stage a showing at the club and unveil all the images we purchased, along with a few others not from you.  I’ve put some dates below for your consideration.  Yes, we would love to host you, if it works into your schedule.  

    Second, we would like to commission you for at least one more shoot.  If you are interested, please let us know as soon as possible.  We would love to hear any concepts as well. 

    Jill and Gary   

    “Do we need to talk about this? Both of these things?”  Lilly asked after I read the email. “I mean, I’m willing to do another shoot.  We just have to come up with a good idea. I’d also love to go see the club and the unveiling.  I’m not sure I’m ready for ‘swingers’ and orgy’s and all that.  I’d need new lingerie and oils, lots of different oils and…” She broke up giggling as she butchered the comedy line from an old sitcom. 

    “Sure, I’m fine going to see the club.  It is exciting to see someone want to show our ‘art’.” I paused and looked at her. “I’m good doing another shoot too.  Maybe just a little surprised you didn’t hesitate about it.” Lilly nodded as I spoke. 

    “Well, I read the email before you did and had some time to think.  Honestly, it was a no brainer after we talked.” I knew she was referring to the conversation we had after the shoot with Billy. “We did great work; the photos are beautiful.  I know some people would just call them porn because there is nudity and implied sex but we both know we accomplished something artistic and… pretty.”  She nodded her head as if agreeing with herself. “Besides. It sounds like fun.” She flushed as she said fun.   

    “Ha-ha! OK, you got me there.  As long as we can come up with a good idea for a shoot I’m in. I can pick a date and respond to them about the trip and let them know we have to talk more before we actually commit to a shoot.” 

    “Sounds like a plan.  I’m going to research some ideas and work on our schedule of shoots.  We are going to be very busy for a while. We’ve had a few more businesses contact us as well as some new models.”  

    Business was really booming.  Lilly’s comment about a ‘few’ contacts truly understated the situation. In the first few months since incorporating, I was only scheduling shoots for weekends.  Gradually, I was forced to move more and more to week days as demand increased.  A process that became easier when Lilly resigned and could devote time to the business.  She even began making cold calls to try and drum up more contracts.  She began scheduling several shoots a week.   

    A few days after agreeing to visit Jill and Gary, Lilly and I were sitting at the computer discussing ideas for a second erotic shoot.  “The shoot we did with Billy was OK because we knew him.” Lilly said.  “I was comfortable with him.  I just don’t know if we can pick another person at random and I would be as comfortable.   I know we have a good list of models we have worked with several times.  I’d be OK with a few but approaching them for this is a big deal.” 

    “I get that, and I totally agree.  All that aside, I still think we should use another male model. Is it possible someone we don’t know as well would be easier to work with?”  

    “Hmmm, maybe.  Maybe that comfort level with Billy made it easier to get carried away.  True… so...concepts.” Lilly muttered almost beneath her breath as she reached over me and used the mouse to pull up our file of shoot ideas. “Most of the old school shoots were guy/girl in various situations.” She clicked on pictures ranging from Tarzan and Jane to cowboy and cowgirl.  “Then there are the girl/girl shoots, also a variety.” clicking on another set of images. “Three ways, Roman Orgies…”  We began chuckling then laughed outright. 

    “OK, seriously, the toga’s in that set were a little ridiculous.” I took the mouse and clicked for the next photo in the series she pulled up. 

    “I don’t know, they did a good job draping them over the models.  There is something to be said for covering while not covering.” Lilly opined as she looked at the image I pulled up of a busty woman with the Toga wrapped around her but really covering nothing.  “So, looking at these one of the things I found to be a turn on was seeing others in the background, watching a couple.  It seems like that would actually play into the whole swingers club concept.”   

    “Sure, I get that.  It’s also about participation.” 

    “Yep, well, we have some time to come up with ideas.  I have a feeling something will strike an artistic chord with one of us.”  Lilly flourished her hand and struck a pose making me laugh. “Changing subjects, sort of, I have an idea I’d like to play around with and see if you like.” 

    “What do you mean by play around?”  

    “Well,” she said standing.  “I have some hands-on research I think we should do...”  She crooked her finger at me and walked to our room.  Reaching the bedroom, she gestured me to a chair.  “Sir, you can sit there and watch.” She started some music then began a slow sensual dance, peeling away her clothes.  Once nude she climbed onto the bed, catlike.  Then turned and slowly spread her legs lightly touching her smooth pussy. 

    “Is this OK, sir?” She said in a soft voice. “Do you need more?”  Her fingers slowly entered her vagina.  “Would you like to come closer to see better? You can direct me.  I like it when you tell me what you want.” 

    I moved to the foot of the bed and watched as she played with herself.  Breasts rising and falling with increased rapidity.  Her nipples began to harden.  Our fantasy life had grown even more erotic since our adventure with Billy...each of us trying to outdo the other. 

    “Spread your legs wider.” I said, “Good, I like seeing you finger yourself.” 

    “Can I try something?” She said. “I met this man, Max.  He had a huge cock and I wanted it so bad but was scared.” As she said that she reached under the sheet and pulled out a truly huge, lifelike vibrator and began caressing it.  OK, this is something new. I thought interested and just a little concerned. “I could show you this huge cock sliding in me. Would you like that?” 

    I nodded yes then rasped out, “Yes, do it.” 

    Lilly grabbed a tube of gel from the nightstand and began rubbing the lubricant on the vibrator.  It had to be nearly ten inches long with a huge girth.  She rubbed it between her tits then slowly down to her pussy as she lay back.  Her legs spread, knees up she clicked on the vibrator, the low buzz barely audible over the music. 

    Teasing the tip of the giant dildo around her clit and along her swollen labia before parting those lips and slowly inserting it.  I watched in amazement as inch by inch she slid it in her tunnel.  Gasping she moaned out, “Do you like this?  Oh… OH!”  She came quickly, not even a fourth of the vibrator in her. 

    Pulling it out. “Kyle, I need you.  I want to feel you in me.”  I dropped my clothes while watching her, ready and hopeful.  She moved to the edge of the bed, legs spread, and I entered her without hesitation.  I moved rapidly, taking advantage of her swollen wetness.  We looked at each other as I thrust in her till I reached my own orgasm. 

    Pushing up on her elbows to kiss me she said, “I needed that and OH MY GOD, I can’t believe I got that vibrator.” 

    “I can’t either, it is just freaking scary!”  I shuddered in jest as I purposely looked to the device now laying near her hip. “But damn, I did love watching! That was...incredible.” I stated ecstatically. 

    “HA, so my voyeur idea was pretty good.”  I had to laugh at the strange tableau and conversation, but it was uniquely us.  Less than 10 minutes before, Lilly was trying to impale herself with a giant sex toy, followed by the two of us having very satisfying orgasm.  Now, we were talking business.  Lilly looked at me as I laughed, her smile showing understanding.   

    “We do have a strange life my love.  There you are, half erect, staring at my ‘hoo-haw’ and talking about doing an erotic photo shoot for swingers.”  She grinned even wider as her comment caused me to look down and admire the view. “So, there is some value to my concept?” 

    “Sure…. Yeah, it is good.  I guess right now it just isn’t clicking with me.  I just think the idea we had with Billy happened make that light bulb go off.  When or if the right idea comes along, we will know it. By the way.  Where did you come up with ‘hoo-haw’?  Sounds like something from the country porn channel.” I tried to say that with a serious face but just couldn't do it. 

    “I don’t know where that came from.” Lilly said, wiping laughter tears from her eyes. “Fair enough on the wait around for a good idea.  I’m sure something will come up.”  Lilly squirmed around to lay on her side facing me. “I had another crazy idea. We are going to Vegas to meet the race team, there are a few swinger clubs in town…” 

    “Seriously?”  I asked her, surprised at the idea, especially surprised it came from her. 

    “Yeah, we don’t have to do anything, but I thought it would be a great way to get firsthand experience.  Maybe help us come up with ideas for a shoot.”  She winked suggestively at me, smirking at the expression on my face.   

    “OoooK.” I drawled out. I wasn’t opposed to the idea.  It was just another sign of how Lilly was changing or allowing something long buried within her to come out. 

    “I’m not saying we do anything, but it can’t hurt to check it out.  All the clubs have rules about what happens, seems the biggest is ‘No Means No’.  From what I’ve read, a lot of people just go to watch the more daring couples.  There is this crazy etiquette it seems. Jill filled me in on a lot.” 

    “So, gotta admit I am surprised.  You seem to have done a lot of ‘research’ into the idea.” I crooked an eyebrow in her direction. A slight frown passed across her face before she answered. 

    “I’m not hiding anything, yes.  I did some research.  I’m just trying to work through all this and I thought you would be interested.”  I could see my lukewarm reception to the idea bothered her.   

    “Hey.  I have no problem with you doing the research or with us going.  I’m just saying, you’ve been up and down on the whole idea since the shoot with Billy.  Sometimes you love it and other times I know it bothers you.  I just don’t want you to do anything you would regret.” Lilly sighed and looked down at the sheets bunched up between us. 

    “I know.  I know.” She looked up again and smiled. “Does it help that I’m mostly OK with all this.  No, I’m beyond mostly.  It’s still that conservative upbringing that occasionally pops up.” She began playing with the sheet again as she spoke. “I talked to mom the other day.  She asked what was new and the first thing I thought was, ‘Holy Shit, if she only knew. Well mom.  I just screwed a guy I barely know while Kyle took our pictures.’  She’d freak.”  Lilly shrugged. “Honestly, I’m happy.  I like this part of me.  It’s scary, and I may freak out every so often but… I do like it.” I reached out to hold her hand as she spoke, stopping her fingers from their nervous picking at the sheet. 

    “OK.  You know I’ve never been sexually repressed.”  She swatted me before I could continue. “I’m fine going to a club, we might as well go and check things out.”  It was my turn to shrug. “I really don’t know if I would have any temptation to do anything at one of those places.” 

    “Same here. We have a few days before we head to Vegas. How about contacting Jill and Gary to see if they know any of the places in the city or have recommendations.” 

    Later that evening Jill sent Lilly a quick response to our inquiry.  Generally positive about our ‘research’ but also cautioning us as we explored.  Lilly read the email aloud as we packed. 

    We remember several clubs in town, all very different.  One is a typical dance club except, it allows nudity on the floor and has rooms for guests to get together.  Another club is essentially a part of a house, really a mansion.  That one has a smaller dance floor, but many rooms set up for anything from several couples to large groups.  We think it is great you are interested in learning more.   

    If you don’t mind, a few pointers we’ve learned over the years.  First, talk about your boundaries.  Second, stick to them.  You’ve done some swinging already but going to a club is a big step.  Have fun and make sure you talk about everything.  Jill and Gary 

    “So, do you think we know boundaries?”  Lilly asked as she dropped her phone on the bed after finishing reading the email and flopped down next to it.  

    “Sure, do you?”  I replied, not really giving it much thought. I should have, we both should have given it more thought. 

    “Yeah, I think we are good.  I really don’t see me hooking up with random strangers.  You either.”  I nodded as I tossed a shirt into my overnight bag. I couldn’t see her doing that either, or me. 

    “Yeah, I agree.”  In hindsight, we should have taken Jill’s advice and talk more. 

    “She sent the address for the mansion.  I saw some photos online, looks very 80’s.” She chuckled. “How about we go to that one?”  Getting another nod from me Lilly added. “I have a special outfit that will knock your socks off!” 

    We had two busy days before leaving town, neither of us brought up the club again before arriving in Vegas. 

   







Chapter 20 

    Vegas lived up to its reputation as a crazy city.  Our first few days were an absolute whirlwind.  We barely arrived before we were whisked off to the track by limo to meet the team.  We just had time to shake hands and unload our camera equipment before the planned unveiling of the car and team to the press.  Lilly and I spent the day running around, lugging cameras and reflectors as we tried to get candid shots interspersed with some of the planned photo opportunities.  

    The next day was much calmer.  We arrived at the track early and set up in the garage area to take set shots of the car, team and driver.  That business took us several hours.  All of us were grateful for the air-conditioned space in which to work.  I felt that we were able to get some great shots and were even able to preview them for one of the team owners, Kent. 

    “Looks great Kyle, Lilly!  We have a change in plans, big mess with our transport so we will be loading things up this evening and leaving.  Most of the team has already gone on to the airport to head home.”  Lilly seemed surprised, but I knew these things were common with racing teams.  “Turns out we can’t be at the track with our equipment before a race since we aren’t competing.  Some crazy rule violation.  Anyway, did y’all get enough to work with?”  

    “Sure, don’t worry about it.  You saw most of what we took yesterday.  I hit all the items on the checklist and should have several edited samples to show you next week.”  

    “Great!  Well, at least you two get to spend some time in sin city.”  He laughed, shaking my hand then Lilly’s before turning back to the garage to supervise loading. Lilly looked around the track then turned to me. 

    “I thought we would be busy for a few days doing stuff with the team.  I’ve never been big into gambling but I’m sure we can find stuff to do.”   

    “Our hotel has a topless pool.”  I suggested.  “I have a few other ideas too.” 

    “Ha, going topless doesn’t shock me Mr. Frances.”  She sniffed her reply as we each picked up camera bags and began walking to the rental car waiting for us in a nearby parking lot. 

    “True.”  I gave her an obvious once over as we walked, taking in the sensible but cute hiking shorts and short sleeve nylon shirt she wore. “You want to do something crazy?” 

    “Like what?  Go topless in a crowd, visit a swingers club?”  Lilly laughed at me. 

    “Get married.  Now.”  Lilly stopped suddenly.  I was looking and caught the stunned look on her face as the thought registered. “Surprised you!” 

    “Kyle.  My mom would kill me. I didn’t bring anything to wear.”  She whispered, as if her mother could hear.  

    “We don’t tell her.  We still do a ceremony in your hometown.  Nobody has to know we made it official here.  There is a Chapel just down the road. We can just go as we are then use the next few days as a honeymoon.”  I grinned at her still stunned expression and watched as she mulled the idea.  Turning her sunglass covered eyes to me she simply said. 

    “OK.” was all she said before stepping out of the car and waiting for me.  It was a short cheesy ceremony that made us both laugh, but I knew it meant something important to both of us.  Returning to our hotel room, I carried her across the doorway as she complained and groaned about how goofy it was.  She didn’t try too hard to resist the act. 

    Laying her on the bed, without a word I removed her clothes and began to plant soft kisses on her face and body as she lay back, eyes closed.  Kneeling between her spread legs I began kissing her lower, finally flicking my tongue out to tease her clit then gently licking her labia. I stayed like that for a while, lovingly giving her attention until I felt her begin to pulse in orgasm.   

    She moaned out, “Stop, please. I want to feel you in me.” I wasn’t going to argue. Lilly gently caressed her mound while I quickly stripped.  I moved back to position myself between her raised knees, then lay on her, burying my face in her cleavage before kissing up to her mouth.  My cock slowly penetrated her wetness as I moved. We kissed, softly, lovingly while I maintained a slow rhythm gradually building to, and then reaching my own orgasm. 

    Lilly caressed my face, a tear rolling down her cheek.  “I truly love you.  You are my everything.  You do know, that don't you?” 

    “I do. I love you too.” I simply replied, looking her in the eye then planting a soft kiss on her lips., then on her forehead.  “You are my everything.” 

    We cuddled together for the next hour.  Content in each other's arms, words unnecessary to express our thoughts and feelings.   

    “Let’s explore.”  Lilly said suddenly.  “I’ve never been here and there are things I’d love to see.  Besides, we skipped lunch and I’m starving.”  Our hotel was one of the premium spots on the strip, almost centered on that famous stretch of road.  After changing we decided to walk through some of the nearby casinos and hit the more iconic locations.  A few hours later we were bored with the similarity between most of the casino floors. 

    “You ready to head back?  I know it’s still early and HOT.”  I didn’t exaggerate, the desert heat was draining even in the minimal time we spent walking between buildings.   

    “God.  I was going to suggest it if you didn’t.  All these places look the same!  I’m totally ready for some pool time.”  She grinned at me.  Back at the room, while we were changing into suits Lilly teased. 

    “I plan on letting the girls get some sun. Get rid of tan lines before we hit the club.” She said and gently rocked her torso causing her breasts to sway gently.  “I bet I could get a few free drinks with these.” Her bikini was similar to one she wore in Hawaii. This one also barely contained her breasts.  The bottoms were classic string bikini bottoms, tying on either side a narrow strip of cloth in front and a slightly wider strip in back. 

    “Really?  Sounds like a challenge, and unfair too.” I laughed.  “OK. You’re on.  Rules?  And what is the prize?” 

    “Hey, I didn’t say I would.  Just that I could.  But, since you dared.  Hmmm, rules. We do need some rules for this dare.  How about this counselor.” She dropped into her lawyer tones. “Nobody can know we are together for two hours.  We can sit near each other but no talking.” She smirked at me. “You can stare all you want.  It might even help the game. Prizes…. If I can’t get a free drink in two hours…” 

    “Wait,” I interrupted.  “Point of order, you said ‘a few drinks’ I believe that means at least two free drinks, counselor.” 

    “OK, smarty pants.  Two drinks in two hours.” She pretended to pout then held her tits and said to them. “Hear that girls, game on.” Turning back to me, “Prizes then?  What does the winner get?” 

    “Well, I win already watching you walk around topless and use those girls to get free drinks… But, if you can't get two drinks, you give me head at the club tonight.” Earlier we discussed going to the club and decided to hit it sooner rather than later. 

    Throwing her head back and laughing she said, “Wow!  So, it’s like that.  Lure a girl to Vegas and take advantage of her!”  She pouted. 

    “Ha, you’re the one who is going to bare her tits for drinks. Besides, I’m just asking for a blow job.” I fired back.  Laughing at me she grabbed my face and pulled me in for a kiss. 

    “You are on buddy.  If I win, we do my voyeur idea for a shoot.”  She stopped and looked at me, as if not believing she uttered those words. 

    “So, a win-win for me either way!” I took her in my arms and kissed her.  “I get to shoot you in another sexy set.  Gee, I may pay some guys to buy you drinks!” 

    Lilly patted my chest and looked up at me, “We are pretty good together.  OK, free drinks.  I should go in first, give me a few minutes.  She threw on a cover and called over her shoulder, “Hurry up, sun sets in a few hours.” Laughing we walked hand in hand out the door, parting well before we reached the pool. 

    Surprisingly, the pool area was only moderately crowded, mostly with single men and only a few of the women were topless.  That still provided very interesting scenery.   I bet the ratio was a little daunting to Lilly and wondered if she would still go topless. Looking around, I quickly found her in a relatively quiet area near one of the poolside bars.  She was casually sprawled on a lounge chair; the pose most sexy women fall into when at a pool or beach.  Lilly was still wearing her top but exuded sensuality as she thumbed through a magazine.  Damn, it seemed her every move, even casual was sexy.  I found a chair on the opposite side of the bar, within eyesight of her and pulled out a book while starting a mental timer. 

    Lilly didn’t wait long after I arrived before she walked over to the young bartender, an African American male who looked bored as he cleaned glasses.  Unfortunately for her, there were no men at the bar.  

    “Hi,” she greeted him.  “Can I have a sprite and vanilla vodka?” While she waited for her drink she struck up a flirty conversation with the guy.  I could tell she was looking around to see if any of the men would come over.  Several were watching her, their surreptitious glances shifted when she looked in their direction.  I felt like a voyeur watching.  The bartender seemed very willing to chat up the gorgeous guest in front of him and obviously slowed his drink making to continue the conversation.  

    “So, I noticed some of the women without their tops.  I guess that is allowed here?”  Lilly said innocently, staring at him over her glasses. 

    “Yes mam, we have two pools where we allow topless sunbathing.” He replied politely as he handed her the drink and asked if she wanted to start a tab, then had her sign a sheet when she said yes. 

    “You men must get immune to seeing all those boobs?” Lilly said, then sipped from her drink, turning slightly, profile to him and breathed deeply, her breasts straining the fabric. “OH, sorry, that was rude.  I mean you might be gay, right?” She is so pulling out all the stops.  I had to stifle a laugh as I watched.  

    Obviously, the staff was well trained throughout the hotel and I imagined that training was even more in depth for those working the topless pools.  Despite that, her comments obviously caught him off guard.  “Well, we try to treat all our guests with respect. It is actually easier to deal with women topless sometimes than with some of their swimsuits.” He laughed and added, “No, I’m not gay either, but some of the guys and gals here are.” 

    Lilly turned up the verbal flirting for the next several minutes as she sipped her drink.  The bartender's name was Will and she began dropping his name often as she talked.  Damn, she was good at this, I might end up losing right now and she was still wearing her top. 

    “Will, can you watch my drink while I take a dip?” At his nod, she put the cup on the bar surface. “I’ll just drop this off at my chair first.” She reached behind her to untie the top and appeared to struggle.  “Damn, Will, can you undo this for me?” As she spoke she moved over to the half door entry to the cabana bar. 

    I could see him look around before he moved to the half door to undo the knot in the strings crossing her back. He made quick work of them. “There you are.” 

    “Thanks!” She said, turning as she pulled off the top and accidently pushed out her breasts to him as she brought her arms together.  “That feels much better.”  Patting his hand, which had come to rest on the top of the door she turned saying, “I’ll be back for my drink in a bit.” Will had a very appreciative look on his face as she walked to the pool. 

    Lilly didn’t just walk, she positively sauntered to one of the pool entrances.  I quickly realized she planned her path wisely as it would take her near several men.  I snickered again as I watched them try to ignore her as she walked past.  She amazed me at how poised she was while simply radiating a raw sexuality.   

    Once in the pool, several men casually approached her and struck up conversations.  I was convinced she would win the bet in short order, but none went to get her a drink. An hour passed, and she now had three young guys, circling her, I could hear her silver laughter at a comment. They followed her, continuing the conversation as she walked out the beach entrance, a vision as her nipples tightened in the air, droplets of water glistening on her skin.  She gave a slight wave and left the guys standing in the pool watching her as she returned to the bar. 

    “Hi Will, do you still have my drink?” She asked as she sat on a barstool, boobs pointing right at him. 

    “Yep, still here and untouched.  You’ve been in there so long the ice melted.” He said as he slid the glass to her.  “Sorry.” Lilly gave a playful pout as she finished the glass. 

    “That’s OK. It did taste a little watered down.  I can’t believe how hot it is out here.  Can I get another?”  As he made a drink for her they continued talking.  I listened as Lilly explained she was in town with her fiancé who was working all day.  She propped herself on a stool as they spoke, one arm artfully crossed under her tits, raising them as if on a display stand.  Will handed her a drink then stood in front of her as they spoke.  In response to a question from her, he told her he was working his way through college.  I glanced to my watch, her time was nearly up and no drinks yet. 

    As if sensing my thoughts, she suddenly stood on one of the rungs of the barstool and leaned well over the bar.  Her tits swayed gently within inches of Will’s now wide eyes. I was impressed at his composure.  “What bourbons do you have,” she asked.  Then made as if she was looking at the bottles behind him she moved first left then right, causing her breasts to sway hypnotically.  

    “Uh, most of the good stuff is here under the bar, do you have a brand you like?” He replied to her.  I could barely see him from my angle, but knew he must be mesmerized, no matter how many tit’s he’d seen around the bar. Lilly’s were special. 

    “OK, hang on.” Lilly said cheerily and dropped from the rung of the barstool.  She walked around to the half door at the back of the cabana and leaned in, looking under the bar.  Breasts now squeezed between her arms.  Then pointed, “That one with the red stuff on top.  Can I have a shot?”  As he poured I watched her standing there, the tips of her breasts were slightly hidden by the door jamb. Lilly glanced over in my direction and bit her lower lip suggestively then turned back and said something to Will. 

    He moved from my sight as he walked to the half door with her drink.  Her hands rested on the top of the waist high door, arms squeezing her breasts together.  “Thanks, that looks good.” She pulled back slightly.  I could see his hand holding the glass out to her.  She took the hand holding the glass in one of hers, and the glass itself with the other. Then, as if shaking his hand, she brought it to her breast, rubbing his knuckles across her nipple then pressed it firmly into the gravity defying firm mound.  Thank God, I had on swimming trunks.  Something about the whole interplay was sexier than hell.  As it was, I knew I would need a few minutes to recover before it would be safe to stand. 

    Lilly released his hand, but he took the opportunity to linger a second longer, twisting it open to cup her firm tit and squeeze before pulling away.  I was struck by the image of his ebony fingers on her light skin and sidetracked with thoughts of how that image would look in a photo shoot.  Lilly walked back to the front of the front of the bar and gave me a quick glance and smile.  “Do you have the tab for me to sign, Will?” She asked the look on her face promised much more than a simple tip.  Any man looking at her, at that moment, would know beyond a doubt that she was ready to fuck, that she wanted him then and there.  Holy crap.  I thought. 

    “Consider that one comped.” He replied with a wide, knowing grin as she sat back on the stool, breasts resting on her arms, again pointed at him.  As they talked, a couple came up to the bar, sat and ordered drinks. 

    “I have to go,” Lilly called out to Will as he made the couple their drinks.  “I will probably be back tomorrow.” 

    “OK, I work the late shift here tomorrow evening.  Should be hopping but stop by to say hi.” He replied, eyes lingering more than necessary as if he was trying to convey additional meaning.  Hell, I knew what he wanted. 

    “Sure thing!” Putting her top back on, Lilly grabbed the rest of her things and walked back to the hotel entrance. She was waiting for me in the room, sitting on one of the chairs, legs crossed and drink in hand. 

    “That was so fucking hot.” I exclaimed when I saw her.  “I can't believe I won.” 

    “Well, I did get one for free.” She sighed as she said that.  “I figured you would enjoy my methods.” 

    “Definitely.  Fun to watch.  Seriously though.  I thought the guys in the pool, the ones who almost followed you out were sure to start buying you drinks.” 

    “Well….”  She stretched out. “They thought I was a working girl and were trying to hire me to come back to the room.  They didn’t believe I wasn’t, at first, and kept upping their ‘bid’.  I think it finally sunk in when I turned down a grand from each to party with them for the rest of the weekend.” 

    I guffawed at that admission.  Which brought about a repeat of her tinkling laughter that I loved so much.  “Let’s get ready for dinner then head out to the club.  OH, Didn't I win something?” 

    “Men.” She grumped good naturedly.  “I already ordered dinner, asked them to send it up in an hour.  Why don’t you shower and dress then I will get ready. I’m doing hair and make-up and want to have some fun.” 

    Lilly ordered a light dinner for us, which arrived while she was still preparing.  Normally, she never takes more than a few minutes but tonight was special.  She did come out wrapped in a towel to scarf down food and told me she would be ready in 20 minutes.  True to her word, she was. 

    “OK, here is what I have for the club,” she called out before making a grand appearance from the bathroom. Lilly’s hair was artfully tousled, her makeup more than normal, was perfectly applied, shades of earth tones accentuated her blue eyes in a look she called ‘fierce’.  As if that wasn’t enough, dark red lipstick enhanced her already full lips.  She was right when she said she had the perfect outfit.  Her dark makeup was a perfect match for her clothing theme. On top, she wore a black satin corset that barely covered her tits.\ Instead, it shelved them, showing off acres of bare skin.  Finishing the look, she wore dark skinny jeans that looked as if they were painted on. 

    “Holy shit!” I exclaimed.  “Maybe we should stay in and enjoy ourselves.” 

    “No way mister, I didn’t spend all this time and effort to stay in.  Besides,” she snorted, “I believe I OWE you something.”  She then twirled and said.  “Honestly, is this OK?”  I nodded my head vigorously.  With a flirty smile, she grabbed a black satin wrap and went to the door. I shook my head, bemused.  It reminded me of Hawaii. 

    Vegas at 10 PM was hopping.  We crossed the strip in our rental car then drove across town to arrive at the club just before 11 PM.  The place was in a residential area with walls surrounding each of the huge homes.  The one we wanted, had a large fenced in parking lot with an attendant waving in vehicles.  As we left the car Lilly pulled off her wrap and dropped it on the seat.  “Here we go.” She said, slightly flushed, a bit of nervousness came through her voice. 

    “Do you want to leave?” I asked, picking up on her tone.  “We can go if you don’t want to go in.” 

    “Oh no, I definitely want to see this.” she told me.  “I’m just excited and nervous. Let’s go.”  We held hands and walked up to the door, the deep bass of the music playing inside reaching out to us. 

    A cute, friendly faced woman met us at the door.  She was wearing a low-cut top that showed generous milky white breasts and jeans.  Her age ranged anywhere from early 30’s to mid-40’s.  “Hello and welcome.  First time here?” She asked with a smile. 

    “Yes, first time ever at a club.”  Lilly told her as she wrapped an arm through mine.    

    “Welcome!  I’m Kayla.  I’ll get your door charge, it’s cheaper for couples.”  She explained as I paid her, and she stamped both of our hands. “We always take new visitors on a tour before setting them loose.  Don’t hesitate to ask any questions.  My husband, Walter, will be here in just a sec.” She told us, having used a walkie talkie to call him. 

    Kayla engaged Lilly and I in small talk while we waited.  Lilly explained I was a photographer and she was a model.  In a few minutes a tall, well-built black man emerged from the hall behind her.  He grasped Kayla by the waist and planted a kiss on her neck before he reached out a hand to shake first my hand and then Lilly’s. 

    “Hi, I’m Walter!” He said in a friendly, sincere voice.  “Welcome! You two ever been to a club before?” 

    “No, we were just telling Kayla this is our first visit.”  He nodded  

    “Well, there are a few things to remember.  First thing, no means no.  We don’t allow people to get pushy or pester each other.  You get turned down, take it gracefully.  Second, no touching unless invited.”  He paused, looking at each of us in turn. 

    “We are fine with that and glad to hear it. We really just wanted to check things out.” 

    “Well, you definitely came dressed for it.” Walter said, admiring Lilly’s décolletage. “Damn, those are real?”  At her nod and laughed yes, he said, “Good response.  I mean, some people would get offended.  If you did I was going to say this wasn’t going to be the place for you. You have to be willing to take comments like that with good nature in a swinger’s club.  Doesn’t mean you have to put up with shit.” He added with a friendly smile. 

    Kayla smiled at Lilly and nodded. “Don’t be shocked to hear it again and to have the guy, or girl, follow up by asking to touch them.  How much swinging have you done?” 

    It was Lilly’s turn to respond, I noticed her blush slightly. Then she seemed to give herself a ‘what the hell’ shrug and said. “Well, not much.  We had a three-way with a woman once and then a guy we know.” 

    “It’s enough. You should have a good idea how you both respond.”  Will laughed then looked to me, “I guess you won't be freaking out if Lilly let’s someone play with those tits?” 

    “Noooo, if she is willing.” I replied, grinning back in his direction. 

    “Fair enough and good answer, let’s take the tour.” Entering the house, we walked down a short hall and paused at a small bar.  “First drink is on the house.” 

    “I’ll have a vodka and sprite.” Lilly told the woman behind the counter.  I just asked for a club soda as I was driving.  When Lilly’s drink arrived, she sipped and raised her eyebrows. “Whew!  Strong.” 

    “I’ll take you around and show you the different rooms.”  Will gestured for us to follow him to the dance floor.  The music was pounding, making discussion difficult as we entered the main room and walked across the back of the dance floor.  Several couples were dancing. All were in various stages of dress.  Walter continued walking, passing through a glass door which was steamed up from the other side.  That door opened to a room with a small pool and hot tub.  A nude man sat on the edge of the pool a woman, head down between his legs was obviously giving him head. He nodded languidly as we passed, also obviously enjoying the woman's attentions.  I glanced to Lilly, curious how she would respond.  Her eyes lingered on the couple as we passed, an almost hungry look on her face.  Then, noting my glance she squeezed my hand and winked.   

    “OK, real quick.” Will stopped at the back of the pool room.  The sound from the dance floor muffled enough to allow conversation. “Anything goes anywhere as long as all parties consent.  The public areas, pool, and dance floor we keep for light playing.  Petting, maybe a blow job that kind of thing.  We have private rooms good for two couples.  I’ll show you those in a second.  You can leave the door open if you want to be watched.  We have some who come here just to look. So if you are into that...” He paused for a breath then continued. “We also have a movie room down here, couples usually do some light play in there, but you may see more.  Off that room is the orgy room.  Going there is basically giving consent to being touched without being asked first.  BUT,” he said raising a finger, “If someone says no or stop…you stop.  There are lockers for clothes, if you need one.  We also have more group rooms upstairs, but you can’t go up there unless you are nude.” 

    Lilly and I both probably looked dazed.  It was a lot to take in at once.  She took a long pull from her drink and nodded as he finished.  Sweat was beading on the top of her breasts from the warmth and humidity in the pool room and probably from the drink and her obvious arousal.  At least, obvious to me, who knew the slight telltale signs in the person I loved.  Recognizing her state only served to increase my curiosity and desire to explore.  We said we wouldn’t do much tonight, but I was already looking forward to cashing in on my bet.   

    Walter laughed at our expressions, “Just relax tonight.  You don’t have to do anything but chill and soak it in.  Worst thing is to go past your comfort level.  Let me show you the rooms now.” He took Lilly’s empty glass and laid it on a table. “We can get another on our way out.”  After grabbing another drink at a second, smaller bar, he led us into the movie room.  A porn flick was playing on a large flat screen surrounded by low, cushioned loveseats designed for two or more.  There were several people in the room, two couples obviously having sex while several people divided their attention between the movie and the couples.  The lighting in the room was muted and added a strange anonymity to the scene.  Walter said nothing, but soon gestured us to follow him through another door. “This is the orgy room.  Remember, it is the one area you don’t have to ask to touch.  Go in there and it is anything goes.”  He held up a finger. “Unless someone says no.” The room was empty when we glanced through the open entry to look on a large space with interspersed cushions.  From there Walter led us down a hall past a few closed doors.  He finally stopped at one that was open and walked in.  

    “OK, there is a lot going on here.”  Lilly said.  “I had no idea there would be so much… variety.”  Walter chuckled. 

    “On a busy night all this is full and then some.  These are the private rooms.”  His arm swept a half circle indicating the room.  There was a single king size bed and not much more. “A closed-door means don’t go in.  Leave a door open and you are inviting visitors or at least watchers.  So that’s the tour, tell me more about yourselves.” He said and leaned back against a wall waiting.  Lilly took a long drink, using the opportunity to look around the room before she answered for us.  

    “Well, we own a photography business.  Kyle is usually behind the camera.  I do some modeling and a lot of organizing.”  She smiled at that. 

    “She keeps the business going.”  I chimed in.  

    “We were here doing some work and thought we’d come to the club for some fun and research.”  At Walters raised eyebrow she went on. “We have a client who asked us to do an erotic couple shoot.  The idea of swinging came up and it seemed like this would be a great chance to learn more.”  Lilly took a final sip from her drink as she finished talking. I handed him a card for our ‘artistic’ site when he expressed curiosity about our work. 

    “So, will I see some of you on that site? You said you did a bunch of the nudes?” He asked grinning at Lilly.  “I may have to get on a computer now.” 

    “Yeah, there are a few of me on the site.” She answered playfully. “That actually led to our second swinging experience.  I did a set with a guy and well…. we got carried away.”  She laughed. 

    “I will definitely check this out. Last, last thing.  There are condoms in bowls all over the house.  We encourage safe sex around here.  Plus, it makes cleanup after a big party a little easier.”  He grinned at her. “Lilly, I’d love to see those tits of yours.  I’ve been staring through the tour.  Do I have to find a computer for a view?” His wide, friendly grin was accompanied by a playful, daring tone as he asked.  

    “Ha, wow.  So, is that the way it usually goes?”  She laughed, one hand casually playing with the front of the corset as she looked at me, her eyes slightly lidded and shrugged.  Her face had a telltale flush that spread to the tops of her nearly exposed boobs.    

    “You had them out at the hotel pool. I don’t mind.” I said, curious to see how she would do this. 

    “Sure, why not.”  She used the hand playing with the front of the corset to tug gently on the satin material, all it took was a slight tug on the fabric to release her firm breasts.  Large areola, a little bigger than a half dollar were dark against her skin, drawing Walters eyes like a magnet.  Lilly watched him stare at her for a second a slow smirk spread across her lips as she took her cup, still full of ice, and slowly ran it along first one nipple then the other.  Each reacted to the sudden chill as they hardened visibly.  

    Holy shit. I thought in surprise and arousal as I watched. 

    “OK, that is fucking hot! You sure you guys are really newbies?” His eyes devoured her as he said that.   

    Lilly shrugged, the action of her shoulders releasing a little more. “C’mon, you see a lot of tits around here.”  She said in coy tones. Walter nodded about to reply when, his walkie talkie went off.  

    “Damn, gotta take that.  Can you find your way back?  I will check in from time to time. Oh, I do see a lot of tits, not many that are perfect like those.”  He pulled up the walkie talkie, pressed a button and said, “Go for Walter,” as he walked from the room 

    “Let’s go dance and I could use another drink.” Lilly said, almost tugging her top up to cover her tits, barely.  

    “You enjoyed that.” I said smirking at her. 

    “Yeah, a lot.” She replied with more sincerity than I expected. “Don’t tell me you didn’t?”  She teased back and took my hand as we left the room. “Will you get me another drink?” 

    “Sure. Hey, gotta ask.  You’ve had a few are you good?” I waited for her response. She turned to me, still holding my hand and leaned up for a kiss. 

    “Yeah, I’m fine.  This is making me hornier than I expected I’d get. I kinda wanted to lose the top in the movie room.”  She admitted, almost shyly. She moved her hand over to rub my crotch. “It’s turning you on too.” She stated, rather than asked. 

    “Ummm, it is.  We are here for research.”  I joked. “If that means you lose your top then….” 

    “That's what I figured.” She replied with a quick wink and pulled me by the hand to the dance floor. 

    The crowd on the dance floor had grown since we started our tour, with several dozen couples now dancing most, completely nude.  Well, couples, threesome and foursomes the groupings were varied, and I chuckled that there may be a ‘little’ more touching and grinding than in a clothed club. Lilly gave me a quick kiss and moved out onto the floor.   

    “I’ll be here when you get back.” She yelled and smiling began to dance to the rhythmic beat.  Her tits bounced as she moved, amazingly still completely covered despite her gyrations.   

    I returned a few minutes later with her drink to find Lilly moving with a small group.  Three men and two women.  All looked to be in their mid-30’s and in good shape, cute even.  The women wore nothing and seemed to be moving from one of the three men to the other.  Two of the men were nude, sporting erections, the third had on boxer briefs, also sporting an obvious erection as he currently danced with Lilly.  I watched as he leaned in and said something that made her laugh as she took a slight step back. Making my way closer I marveled at the casual nature of the touching.  The women spent a few seconds with one man, stroking his cock, then switched, almost in a choreographed routine to the next guy. I guessed permission had already been given and realized nobody was touching Lilly, although the guy with the boxers was pretty close.   

    “Here you go.”  I yelled to Lilly as she saw me approaching and broke away from her dance partner.  Lilly hugged me and took her drink.   

    Yelling in my ear over the music she said, “They came up and started dancing with me.  I don’t remember names, two are married, one couple is engaged and the guy in the underwear is a friend of theirs. I honestly forget who is with who, and I don’t think they care. Can we keep them?”  She laughed as she spoke, gesturing vaguely to the group.  As she was talking the three women came closer and joined our hug.  I was suddenly smothered in very warm tits, not a horrible situation if you appreciate boobs.  The three called out their names to me as I glanced to each and smiled.  I had no idea what they were saying and decided everyone would get a nickname, just to keep track. 

    Leaning away, one of the women, ‘blondie’, started to chant, “Lilly”.  She was quickly joined by the rest of the group.  I looked to Lilly quizzically. She laughed a little self-consciously and leaned in to my ear.  “They said I was overdressed and should strip.  I kinda put them off till you got back.”   

    I shrugged back at Lilly then yelled in her ear.  “You know I’m OK with it if you still want to.”  I winked, letting her know I already knew the answer to that question. 

    “I am.  I’m having fun.  As long as you don’t mind?”  I shook my head, rather than yell and gave her a grin and thumbs up.  That seemed to encourage the rest of the group as there was a loud cheer. 

    Grinning at me and shaking her head, she moved a step away, and began a sinuous movement in time to the music.  She undid the top button of her pants then moved her hands behind her to start pulling at the satin ties holding her corset together.  Lilly laughed as she struggled to reach them. I had to grin back at her as the others in the group cheered and hooted at her.   

    “Need a hand?” Walter’s deep voice boomed through the music.  I saw him walking over but his approach startled Lilly.  She turned the surprise into a laugh and nodded to him.  He held a drink in one hand, which he passed on to her with a word before sliding behind her.  His hands worked the ribbons as the group now cheered his name.  With a big grin, he looked around our gathering and began a teasing tug on the straps he now held tight behind Lilly.  Lilly squealed in laughter as he gradually allowed the top to slide down, exposing her tits to the group, hell to the room, most of whom had stopped dancing to watch and cheer.  Grasping the corset before it could drop to the floor, Lilly turned to hug him.    

    Breaking the embrace, after a few seconds, Walter then danced over to me with a key on a string, leaning over and yelled, “Locker 57 behind you. I figured you would need it.”  Lilly stood a few feet away, now dancing with the guy in his boxers.  I watched as he leaned in and said something that made her laugh.  She winked to me, slammed back her drink in one long pull as she nodded to him and spun around to dance with her back against his chest.  He wasted no time reaching around to squeeze her tits. Lilly allowed his hands to play for a few beats before she moved away from the embrace.  I shook my head slightly in amusement thinking, she is really enjoying herself. 

    Suddenly, ‘Third Wheel’ made a whooping noise and dropped his boxers before yelling, “helicopter taking off.” The guy was fairly well hung, and like the rest of the group in good shape.  Twirling his hips, he made his semi hard dick spin in circles.  His friends and Lilly laughed at the antics. 

    “You good with all this?” Lilly asked me as she danced closer. Her breasts, no matter how often I’d seen them, still pulled me in, especially moving as she was now.  I’d been with large chested women before, but few even approached the firmness of Lilly’s tits.  

    “Yeah.  Fun so far!”  I replied then held up the key on a chain Walter handed me. “We have a locker if you want to use it.  She nodded and allowed me to pull her from the floor in the direction of the room Walter had indicated.  She did turn to wave at our new friends, holding up one finger to let them know we would return.   

    “You’re going to get undressed too?  Right?” Lilly asked in the relative quiet of the locker room, really more of a locker hallway. Finding our locker, I undid my belt, kicked off my shoes and pulled my pants off.  It was done gracefully, if I do say so myself.   I felt Lilly’s warm, almost feverishly hot hands wrap around my cock from behind as she pressed her bare torso to my back. 

    “I’m getting so fucking horny.”  She said as she wriggled against me.  That motion made me aware, very aware of the fact she was suddenly no longer wearing pants as her bare pelvis and legs rubbed against mine. To ensure I was aware of that fact, she tossed the jeans she was wearing past me and into the locker. I will never cease to be amazed how some women can strip off the tightest of clothes in seconds. 

    “I’m still getting used to all this but yeah, it's fun and I’m obviously horny.” I turned to her, my cock bounced against her bare thigh as I faced her. “You’ve had a few drinks, you still good?” 

    With a wry grin and a suddenly sober look she said. “Totally, it’s just loosening me up a bit.  Good research, right?” She ended smiling as she unbuttoned my shirt and pressed her groin against mine to allow a nude guy to pass behind her on his way to the private rooms.  He nodded and smiled. 

    “You two interested in playing?” He asked, stopping just behind Lilly.  She turned slightly to get a better look at who was talking.  He was a tall, middle aged man with distinguished features.   

    “Maybe later.  We are heading back to dance with some friends.” He nodded and smiled as she spoke then walked off. “I’ve been getting offers from our new friends too and a few others.  Shoot, the women asked if they could play with you.”  She laughed and finished pulling my shirt off, then grabbed our clothes and tossed them in the locker.  The key went around my neck. 

    “Ready?”  I asked her as I made way for a threesome walking past.  They had no attention to spare for us in their wriggling, walking embrace.  I wondered if they would be able to finish the walk to one of the rooms.  It was so distracting, I’d completely forgotten what Lilly and I were just talking about. She grabbed my hand and pulled me along behind her without waiting for a response.  

    Returning to the dance floor, we found our group staked out at a bar table off the floor just behind a large pillar which helped mute sound, at least enough for softer yelled conversations.  One of the women, ‘Blondie’, jumped in as spokesperson for the group as we approached. 

    “Awesome!  You did come back.” She laughed, clapping her hands before she grabbed each of us by an arm in enthusiastic welcome. She was tall, maybe an inch over Lilly’s 5’7” with the slim build of a runner. Her small breasts were capped by tiny red nipples and nearly nonexistent areola. “Walter told us you did some swinging but never been to a club.  We live here in town, regulars.” She smiled and made sure we were still listening. “Anyway, he thought it would be good if we give you the down and dirty.  Fist, none of the guys in our group are bi, there are a few here tonight if you are into that Kyle? Lilly?”  I shook my head no while Lilly gave a smile and shrugged. “Cool!  You saw us dancing, lots of touching.  While we are here, any problems with that?  No worries if you do.  We don’t do anything more on the floor.” 

    “I don’t think we mind what you guys were doing on the floor.”  Lilly answered her after glancing to me.  Before she went on ‘Blondie’ jumped in. 

    “Good! Let’s leave it at that!”  She winked at us.  “I need to dance!”  I had to laugh and nod, she was the fastest talker I’d heard in a long time, and eager. Lilly and I followed the group back to the dance floor. 

    The dancing over the next hour was erotic, sensual and brought me to a steady, low level of horniness.  The kind you get when you’ve had regular sex and are enjoying an hour or more of foreplay.  It really was less dancing than moving around as an excuse to touch naked bodies, many different naked bodies.  Lilly and I stuck together most of the time we were on the floor.  Occasionally, one of the women would move in and either pull me slightly aside or Lilly.  The first time Lilly stayed near, but as the night wore on she was more likely to find one of the others to dance with her.  I watched the first time she peeled away.  ‘Blondie’ was dancing with me.  She saw me look over to Lilly and leaned in to speak in my ear.  

    “It’s cool, first time here couples watch each other.  It’s a good thing.  She’s been doing the same to you.”  I laughed as I realized it was true, even then, Lilly saw me looking in her direction and winked.  Walter was moving behind her, his dark hands on her hips as she ground her ass against his groin.  ‘Third Wheel’ moved in front of her, gyrating his dick until she grabbed it in self-defense.  Holding it like a rope in both hands she stroked him hand over hand while sliding her ass against Walter.  Walter’s hands moved up to cup her tits before he danced away.  A distinct bulge in his shorts.   

    “Damn!  She is so fucking hot!”  Blondie gasped as she watched the scene before us.  It was hot, Lilly was clearly allowing that inner lust to come out and play.  There was a part of me that worried we were moving too fast.  I was quickly distracted as ‘Blondie’ and ‘Short Brunette’ each took turns dancing with me and playing with my dick. 

    The night went on like that.  A few times, I saw one or another of the guys moving with Lilly, she at least made it look like she was dancing even when holding one, or a few times more than one cock.  The lighting in the room was typical to what you would find on any club floor.  Pulsing with the music, dim it added to the atmosphere hiding but also accentuating the nudity and actions of the participants.  I watched Lilly often, marveling at her beauty and the look of enjoyment on her face as she danced.  It seemed that she was wearing the lighting like clothes.  Shadowed one moment, then a spotlight exposing a breast or thigh or that never-ending smile.  At one point, I turned from the brunette in front of me and saw she had one of the guys in front of her, the other behind as their dicks bounced against her stomach and ass.   

    “Want to go fuck?”  A sultry voice called over my shoulder accompanied by a hand reaching around my waist to grasp my cock as it bounced before me like a diving board.  It was ‘Blondie’, I recognized her voice then confirmed it, as she sidled around me.  She pressed in tight so that I felt every curve and valley of her svelte body slide along mine.  One of the ‘couples’ in our group disappeared earlier, obviously to satiate themselves as had many of the other dancers.  She was the first who was obviously wanting to complete an act with me. Although, I figured any of the women I danced with would have been willing and grinned at the thought as I recalled the compliments my dick received.  Not sure how to answer, I hesitated and looked around. The dance floor was still busy but much less crowded.  Lilly was dancing nearby, this time with ‘third wheel’, who was gyrating his hips and pushing his pelvis into her as she bent slightly backward.  They could have been fucking but his cock was clearly visible on her stomach as they moved.   

    As if through some psychic connection, Lilly peeled away from ‘Third Wheel’, not before giving his cock a very generous stroking.  Moving to stand near ‘Blondie’, Lilly said something to her.  ‘Third Wheel’ decided to stick behind her as she moved in our direction.  He grabbed her hips and continued gyrating, now from behind as she spoke to Blondie.  The head of his dick peeking out from between her ass cheeks as I watched them in profile.  Lilly giggled, not at ‘Third Wheel’ but something Blondie said to her.   

    “Have fun!  Maybe later!” Blondie called to me as she stepped aside. 

    Lilly reached behind her and grabbed ‘Third Wheels’ solid cock while she stared meaningfully in my eyes.  She stroked him briefly, still staring at me then let go as he moved off to dance with one of the other women.  Grabbing my hand, she led me off to the movie room.  She quickly steered us to an unoccupied couch.   Before sitting she pressed into my arms, her body hot and damp from dancing.  I felt her heart beating, rapid and strong as she pressed into me.  My cock had been up and down so many times that night but now, the promise of fulfillment brought it fully erect as we kissed.   

     “Sorry I kept Blondie from fucking you.” She winked at me. “Maybe later?” 

    “Mmm, I’m more interested in this right now.” I told her as I fell back on the couch from her gentle shove on my chest. Lilly stood before me, the dim light of the movie room still enough to make out every curve and valley of her body.  Her breathing was deep and steady, breasts rising majestically with each inhalation.  “You won fair and square.” She said breathily as she knelt before me. “Time for that blowjob?”  

    “Yeah.”  It was tough being eloquent when that horny.  I looked at this woman with amazement as she knelt between my legs.  She was the love of my life, she completed me and she also made me willing to do and experience new things. 

    “I am ready if you are sure.” I looked around significantly at the crowded room. Lilly held my cock in one hand at the base, her other hidden between her legs. Mouth open slightly Lilly nodded at me. 

     “I am so fucking ready.”  She gasped leaning down with her tongue extended.  Reaching my balls, she flared it wide and cupped them, one at a time before drawing it up my shaft.  “You like that, don’t you?” She breathed out before returning her attentions to my shaft.  Lilly slowly increased her pace.  “Are we being watched?” She paused to ask then teasingly kissed the tip of my cock.  “I really want to be watched.” 

    I looked up from her.  Several couples and small groups were in the room and a few were definitely watching us.  As I glanced around, Walter walked in and paused, staring at us from several feet away.  Noticing me looking he gave a thumbs up and a grin.  “Yes, several. Walter just gave us a thumbs up.” I moaned out as she slid down my shaft, staring at me the whole time. 

    “Mmmmmm, that makes me so fucking wet.”  She murmured, shifting position slightly to lean forward, her legs shifting behind her.  I watched her back rise as she now crouched on her knees, the effect lifted her ass as she continued to rub herself. “Can he see my pussy?” She moaned around my cock. By then I was beyond caring. 

    “Uhhh, damn, sure!” I grunted out. Walter moved close enough to touch Lilly’s ass.  He gave me a questioning look, holding his hand near her ass and I nodded. He dropped his hand between her cheeks and I felt her suddenly stiffen. 

    “Hmmmmm! Fuck!!”  She moaned around my cock.  Walter moved back, waved and licked his finger with a smile.  

    ‘Blondie’ entered the room towing her husband by his hard-on like a leash and took a loveseat next to us.  Lilly glanced over and watched for a time, my dick just resting in her mouth.  “Damn, so fucking hot.” She breathed on my head, her eyes glittered as she sucked me deep into her mouth. “Time to get you off my love.”  I was lost in the overwhelming pure sexual energy in the room.  Watching others, being watched by them in turn aroused me but what it was doing to Lilly was well beyond simple arousal. 

    Lilly’s pace was soon more than I could bear.  As I came she sucked once then pulled me out, spurting the rest of my cum on her neck and sweaty tits.  I couldn’t believe how much cum I dumped on her.  The entire night had been one long session of foreplay culminating in one of my more intense orgasms.   Looking at me with wide eyes, tits heaving as she worked to catch her breath. “Good for you?”  Lilly smirked. 

    “Holy shit, yes!”  I gasped, struggling to come to my senses.   

    “This place is crazy.  I’m so fucking horny!” Lilly still knelt between my legs, cum dripping from her tits and stomach.  “I love you so very much, Kyle!”  I found nothing odd about the sentiment, even sitting there in a room full of naked strangers. 

    “I love you too, Lilly.  You are the best thing to ever happen in my life.” I replied with feeling, falling back into the cushions wearily. Lilly stirred, a smile on her face as she started to stand.  She glanced over to Blondie watching as she continued to suck her husband’s cock.  Lilly’s hand drifted back to her pussy, the other up to cup a tit.   

    “I need to go clean up.” She looked at me with her bedroom eyes, one hand still gently touching her pussy.  I don’t think she even realized she was rubbing herself.  I knew she was as aroused as I’d ever seen and promised myself to help her get off later.  “A little more dancing then can we leave?” She asked with a sigh.  “I could use a drink too.  I’ll go wipe down in the bathroom and meet you at our table or on the floor.” 

    “K,” I said, happily.  She grinned down at me as she turned to the bathrooms.  I went to the bar and got her a drink and another club soda for me then rejoined our diminished group.  The small brunette was jerking her boyfriend off, while he sat on one of the bar stools.  She smiled at me as I approached then returned to her boyfriend, ducking her head suddenly to catch his load as he began to cum.  I watched, fascinated by the whole thing.  She sucked him for a few seconds then chugged some of her drink.  Too loud to talk and very distracted I looked to the dance floor then turned when I felt a hand on my cock.  Expecting to see Lilly I was surprised by the blonde member of our group.  I guess she finished off her husband.  ‘Blondie’ pulled me to the dance floor with a loud “whoop”. 

    After the first song was over I began to be worry about Lilly.  She should have returned minutes ago.  Slipping away, I walked through the movie room, glancing at several couples and small groups writhing in pleasure, then to the bathrooms which were in the same hall as the private rooms.  They were empty. 

    Standing in the hall, I looked down its length. All the doors were open, the faint sounds of sex, or something energetic, came from several of the rooms, one about mid-way down the hall even had a man standing in the door watching.  The far end opened on the pool room and lockers.  I thought Lilly might have gone there for something, forgetting I had the key.  

    Shrugging, I walked down the hall thinking I might catch her on the way back. It was tough not glancing in the rooms with occupants, so I didn’t try to stop myself.  The open doors were there, an invitation for watchers, or even participants, according to Walter.  The first room I past had just one couple, engaged in very vanilla sex.  It looked like the brunette and one of the guys from our small group.  The next occupied room was the one with the watcher. As I approached he looked to me and nodded. 

    “Pretty fucking awesome!”  He said, obviously referring to the room’s occupants, two men and a woman.  I recognized him, he was the older guy who walked past Lilly and I in the locker room.  I was prepared to ask if he’d seen her, but his head turned back to view the show in the room.  As I looked past him, I realized he had seen Lilly.  In fact, he was watching her now.  Our friend, ‘Third Wheel’ was sitting at the foot of the queen bed, his arms behind him to prop up his torso as Lilly slid up then down his stiffened rod, which was covered with an incongruous purple condom.  Why the hell that stood out to me I will never know. 

    “Yes!”  She gasped as she dropped down, taking his entire length before grinding her clitoris in the wedge formed between them.  “You like that?  You’ve wanted it all night!”  She taunted ‘Third Wheel’ as she increased her pace, now sliding up and down his shaft mercilessly. 

    “Fuck him baby.  Goddam you are one fucking hot piece!” Walter encouraged her verbally as he stood just behind her, one hand resting on the front of his shorts, the other stretched around her to fondle a slowly bouncing tit.  The three were in profile to us as I stood at the door, slightly behind the other watcher.  I knew they couldn't see us, not really, even if they cared we would just be formless blobs in the dim hall. 

    I was shocked as I stood there and watched in stunned silence.  The only noises coming from the three in the room.  A flood of emotions ran through me, biggest of all was confusion.  I found myself torn between being pissed at her, pissed at me and then just pissed at being pissed.  Why should this bother me so much?  I just did a shoot with her and another guy, hell, we did a three-way after the shoot.  Why did this feel so different?  As I stood watching ‘Third Wheel’ It came to me then, some of what Jill and Gary had told us.  ‘Have rules and stick to them.’  We never set hard and fast rules, but I always assumed we would do our play together. 

    “You want my cock when you’re done with his baby?”  Walter asked as ‘Third Wheel began to grunt and shiver under her.  She didn’t answer, instead, ground down harder. I could tell Walter’s rough, crude talk hit some button in her, she loved it. 

    “Told you I’d make you fucking cum before me.”  She panted out defiantly as she pushed a laughing ‘Third Wheel’ down to the bed as she stood.  The watcher in front of me shifted slightly, blocking my view as he moved in the door. 

    “Babe, your pussy is so fucking wet.”  I heard Walter say a few second later, his voice deep and gravely with passion.  “You like having my black finger in you?” 

    “Yes, yes. I... need… another... dick... in... me.”  She said in quick, staccato bursts, as if trying to get the words out between hurried breaths.  

    “You never had a black cock before.”  He stated rather than asked. “You want mine?” 

    “Yes, I mean… I’ve never been with, goddamn, who the hell cares… Fuck yes, I want your cock.” Lilly grunted out, frustration and growing lust tinged her voice. As she did, the watcher moved further in the room to stand near the bed.  ‘Third Wheel’ was sprawled out, obviously spent.  His shrinking cock still covered in the condom he wore while fucking Lilly.  She lay next to him, one leg propped on the bed while Walter gently fingered her and stroked his erection through his shorts.  I stood in the darkness of the hall and watched.  Aroused despite my anger or frustration or whatever it was I was feeling. 

    “Suck my cock with that sweet mouth of yours first.”  As he spoke, Walter pulled out his finger and dropped his shorts to the floor, releasing at least 8 inches of nearly erect penis.  Lilly sat up in the bed and glanced over to the watcher. 

    “Karl likes to watch.” Walter told her as he held his cock.   

    “Sure. He can watch.” Lilly said absently, satisfied with Walter’s response. The level of lust combined with complete lack of concern at another man watching her struck me.  I knew she couldn’t see me but must have recognized there was at least one other ‘watcher’ in the hall.  No, she ignored everything around her and leaned forward. Her motion played out, as if eager for all watching to see her every move.  She slowly worked Walter’s glans into her mouth.  There was no time wasted on teasing or play as she eagerly took him just past half his length. I watched as that long dark tube slid between her lips, my erection growing as the scene unfolded before me.  Karl stepped slightly closer, cock in hand as he stroked himself.   

    “Suck it sweet thing! Yeah, like that.  Down to my balls.” Walter told her and she complied or tried. ‘Third Wheel’, laying on the other side of Lilly, began stroking her back. 

    “Damn, you are so fucking cock hungry!” He blurted out.  Lilly pulled back and laughed at his words. 

    “Yeah, I am.  You ready to fuck me Walter?”  She languidly spun around allowing Karl to get an eyeful of her tits as she faced him briefly, almost teasing him with her sultry eyes before she completed her turn, ending with her hands on the bed. A blatant invitation for Walter to take her from behind.  He wasted no time unrolling a condom on his solid shaft while she moved. Walter placed one hand on her ass while he used the other to guide his cock between her legs. Lilly dropped her head and moaned as he began to part her. 

    “You want this dick in your sweet thing?”  Walter grunted out.  “Say it.” 

    “I want it, I want your dick in me.” She hissed as he drove deeper, her fingers making scrabbling noises on the cheap sheets covering the bed. “Yesssss!” She hissed.  “Fuck me!  Fucking play with my tits!” She directed that to ‘Third Wheel’ who obliged willingly. Lilly was unwilling to let Walter make a slow entry as she pushed back on him, making him shift backwards slightly as he adjusted. 

    “Shit babe!  Hold on!  You are so fucking tight!”  He grunted as he pushed forward.  Mouth open wide taking deep breaths Lilly continued to moan. 

    “Yes, slide it in, I want it all. Yes!” She moved with him as he slid his length into her waiting pussy.  Ebony hands on her hips, pulled her onto his shaft, balls slapped her wet skin as he began an energetic thrusting.  She propped up on her hands getting better leverage to push against Walter.  “Oh fuck! Harder, smack my ass!” she screamed, losing all control. I stood there, caught up in the energy of the moment.   

    At that instant, I truly understood what Jill said in one of her emails about the ‘sexual energy and hunger’ they saw in the erotic images of Lilly. It was here, in front of me, some ravenous sexual best was in the room with those men.  I realized, they weren’t screwing her, no.  She was taking them, having her way and demanding, forcing them to respond to her needs.  

    Walter panted deeply as he plunged in her, “Yeah, you are so fucking tight, squeeze that pussy!”  Her face was streaming sweat from her exertions, ‘Third Wheel’ continued playing with her boobs, squeezing them then pulling on her nipples.  I had never seen her so out of control, so given into her lust but also, so much the mistress of the situation.  I had no doubt she could stop in an instant and walk away while making each of the men thank her for their frustration. Lilly bent down, taking one of ‘third wheels’ nipples in her mouth and biting it.  He grunted in surprise, pain and pleasure.  Lilly was rapidly approaching orgasm, the tension of her body, her gorgeous face tight, her eyes closed were all the signal I needed.   

    “Oh fuck, OH FUCK!  Uhhhhhhhh,” She screamed then tapered to a moan as Walter continued to thrust in her. 

    “You got me there, almost!” Then with a final shuddering thrust of his ass, driving himself into her he groaned out.  “Son of a bitch, that was so damn good! You know how to work those pussy muscles!”  Then gave her ass a playful slap as he withdrew.  “I’ll be ready again later if you want another try.” 

    Lilly held her pose as he spoke, back arched beautifully, ass still in the air. ‘Third wheel’ tugged lightly on her nipples.  She had a look of pure satisfaction on her face.   

    “Maybe.” Lilly breathed.  Karl, forgotten till then let out a gasp as he jerked himself off, a streamer of cum striking Lilly on a tit, shocking her and bringing a grunt of surprised anger from Walter.   

    As I stood there, another man moved off as the show was coming to an end and I suddenly felt like a creep, and an asshole. My cock was hard as a board and I felt needed to go before Lilly saw me standing there.  I had no idea if she would go another round with the men in the room.  Knowing her when she reached this point, she very well might.  I walked back through the movie room frustrated and feeling unusually vulnerable when my eyes fell on ‘Blondie’ walking in from the opposite direction. 

    “Missed you for a while.” She said grinning as she approached.  Stopping inches from me, she grabbed my throbbing member.  “Must have been a great show! Can I help you with that?” She ran her hand along my length as she spoke.  “You are so hard!” 

    “Yeah.”  I said simply and guided her to sit on the same couch Lilly and I used less than an hour before.  “Suck it,” I had barely muttered before she began doing just that.  Her technique differed from Lilly’s, I noted in my back brain.  Where Lilly used her tongue on my head and shaft while I was in her mouth, ‘Blondie’ seemed to hold her mouth open, using just her lips and then not very deep.  I found it distracting but fucking enjoyable until she stopped.  

    “Can we fuck?  I’m good blowing you but I really want to feel this in me.”  She shook my cock playfully. Looking around, I found the bowl of condoms where I remembered and reached out to grab one.  She watched, as I opened the wrapper.  “Here, let me.” She purred as she slowly, sensually unrolled the rubber down my waiting cock. She crawled on the couch to straddle me and asked again. “Can we fuck? I’m so goddamn horny.  It won’t take me long.”  

    “Yes. Fuck yes!”  I grinned as I spoke, knowing my tone was brusk.  She didn’t seem to care as she immediately slipped me in her.  “That's it, slide my cock all the way in!  Harder!” I told her. 

    ‘Blondie’ moaned in pleasure drawing in some of our own watchers..  “OH, that is so good!  I love your cock!  I am going to cum soon, drive it in hard, harder,” she demanded.  “I’m cumming, yes, YES!” She screamed, her vaginal muscles clamped down on me as her nipples became hard as rocks under my palms. 

    As she finished, I saw Lilly walk through the entry, her hair damp, I assumed from the shower.  ‘Third wheel’ followed close behind and said something that caused her to laugh.  Fucker, I thought.  She saw me then and her eyes widened slightly, several emotions passed over her face.  I wondered what she thought, seeing me with my cock buried balls deep in the woman on my lap.  She hesitated, then smiled, almost sheepishly before she walked over leaving ‘third wheel’ standing at the door. 

    I turned and looked at ‘Blondie’. “You like that?” 

    “Fuck yes!”  She gasped.  “Your turn stud.  I love that fucking cock of yours!”  She increased her pace as she spoke.  Working to bring me to an orgasm that I knew was seconds away. 

    “I’m ready, I’m cumming! Yes! YES!” I yelled as warm jets spurted from my penis to fill the condom.  ‘Blondie’ opened her mouth and released high pitched sounds as we pushed against each other for all we were worth.  Lilly watched as Blondie slowly rose from my lap. 

    “I wanted you all night!” She as she stood over me, a big grin lighting her face.  Then seeing Lilly, she gave her a hug and a semi passionate kiss.  “LILLY! He is all yours and I am so damn jealous!”  Blondie waved to me then glided from the room. 

    Lilly plopped down on the couch beside me as Blondie walked away.  I decided to wait and talk later.  I was still too messed up now to have a good conversation.  I was also feeling petty for the scene with Blondie, no matter how much I enjoyed it. 

    “Hi love!” She said at last, “Looks like you were having fun.” 

    “Yep, I guess.  What about you?” 

    “Crazy time.  ‘Third Wheel’ was back there when I was leaving the bathroom.  He was watching a couple in one of the rooms and kinda pulled me along to see.  It was our other friends from the group. Anyway, it was pretty hot, and I’ve been horny all night…and, well. We started fooling around in the hall.  Walter came by and said if we were doing that to go to a room.”  Lilly shrugged, I could tell relaying the story was embarrassing her, but I waited in silence, not moving until she continued. “We ended up in a room.  I only planned on giving him head but… I thought what the hell, we’ve been talking about this stuff anyway.  So, I fucked him while Walter watched us.  Ummm, I kinda got carried away and he joined in too.  I also forgot about the door thing and another guy came in and watched.” Lilly’s hand was resting in her lap as she spoke, fingers rolling slightly as she played with herself.  

    “Hmm.” I grunted noncommittally. “Bet they enjoyed it.” Watching her as closely as I ever had before, I sensed that while she was embarrassed she also turned herself on in the retelling of the story. 

    “Well, I can tell you more later.”  She leaned into my arms and asked, “Can we leave now?  I am wiped out.” 

    “Me too.”  We got our clothes, dressed and drove back to the hotel. Along the way Lilly fell asleep waking only long enough to walk to our room, drop her clothes and fall asleep on the bed.  Despite it being three in the morning, I couldn’t sleep and sat at the table, sipping a jack and coke and thinking. 

   







Chapter 21 

    “Kyle.”  I woke with a start, still in the chair where I had fallen asleep.  My mouth felt as if a family of cats crawled in and died sometime in the night. My back was sore as hell and I needed a shower.  

    “You didn’t come to bed.  What is the matter?” Lilly asked, concern in her voice.  She handed me a coffee and pulled back the light blocking curtains to allow the… mid-day sun to fill the room. “I didn’t want to wake you, so I left to get these.  You were still asleep when I got back.” 

    I nodded to her, then sipped the coffee.  Perfect, cream and tons of sugar.  She knew me well. “Thanks.” 

    “What is it?”  She said.  kneeling in front of me staring into my face. 

    I sighed, looking back at her.  “We promised to be honest with each other every step of the way.” I paused, still feeling the hurt from last night then letting it go and going into my attorney mode. “Last night, I was worried about you when you didn’t come back to the dance floor.  I went to look and found you with Walter and ‘third wheel’, Umm, you called him ‘propeller’ and another guy.  I pretty much watched the whole thing.  Including the guy who jacked off on you.”   

    “You were there?  You watched?”  Lilly said, anger tinging her voice, making it rise at the end of the statement.  “You could have come in instead of joining the jack-off patrol.”  I felt my anger rising with hers. 

    “I didn’t need a ‘jack off patrol’ Blondie was a pretty decent fuck!”  I steadied myself, this was not going the way I wanted. ‘Look, I don’t know why but it hurt finding you like that.  It pissed me off that you wandered off…” 

    Lilly rocked back, her face pale and furious. “How can you be hurt at that?  How can you even say that after all we have done!”  She said, anger coloring her voice red.  “I posed for you and fucked another guy while you took pictures.  I NEVER would have done any of this if it weren’t for you!  For US!  I thought we were in this together!” She finished, tears welling in her eyes.  “Don’t even act like this is my fault.  Or that I lied or cheated on you.  I told you what happened and was going to tell you the rest when you woke.  I thought you would enjoy it!” She took a deep rasping breath as she struggled to control her temper. 

    “I have never done anything even close to this!”  She stood and stormed to stare out the window.  “I’ve nearly doubled my sex partners in just the last few months.  Goddam!  I struggled with this enough.  Got to the point where I was genuinely enjoying myself and thinking it was right.  Don’t you dare make me out to be a slut!” She whirled and angrily pointed her finger at me. 

    Standing up I felt my anger return. “I am not calling you a slut.  Fuck it!”  I stopped and struggled to reign in my temper.  “I stayed out of relationships because I could never trust anyone…. Look, you wandered off!  You just said we were in this together, but you fucking left me out! I stumbled across you getting fucked by two guys and jacked off on by a third, it hurt.  I did feel cheated on!”  Neither of us were yelling but our voices were hard.  Stopping I said, “I do feel stupid even saying that after all we’ve done and talked about doing but I had to tell you.  Honestly, if you wanted to and brought me along I would have been fine with it.  Shit, I was fucking turned on watching.  I want my life to be with you.  I just realized last night that if we continue swinging,” I shook my head as I used the word and acknowledged its truth. “We can’t do things without the other.  I can’t, I guess that is my line.  I am fine with everything but there is a part of me that must be there if… I just need that commitment. Don’t get pissed but last night I realized it did feel like cheating.  You doing that and not…” Lilly stood looking at me, her face impassive. 

    “I was going to tell you everything.” She said firmly but with a soft voice. Neither of us were the types to hold on to anger.  I could already feel mine burning out. 

    I moved to her and said softly, “I saw your face when you came out and saw me fucking ‘Blondie’.  You were shocked, I could even see something like sadness cross your face.  Right?”  Not letting her answer, I ended, “I don’t want to fight.  I am fine with everything we do, as long as we do it together.”  I took a deep breath, hoping the look in her eyes was a softening of the anger she felt. “A while back you said we couldn’t go back and change what we’ve done.  I know that.  I think we both know we have some pretty strong sexual needs.  Damn, I don’t want to lose you.  Not now.”  I let my arms drop and sat in the chair I spent the night in. 

    Lilly stood silently for a long moment.  “You will never lose me Kyle. It did shock me when I saw you… I know what you mean, if I had been there when she started I wouldn’t have minded at all. I won't blame too much drink on what I did.  I was totally aware.” She moved over to me and reached out a hand, waiting until I grasped it before kneeling next to me. “I need to explore this side of who I am.  A part of that is being with you when I let that part of me out to play.” She squeezed my hand. “I was so turned on last night.  I could have come a dozen times.”  I knew she meant she thought she could have done a dozen guys. “Even the old guy who came in turned me on.  OK, that was weird… still.” My anger and frustration gone, I chuckled at that memory. 

    “I love you, that doesn’t change.  We are just doing things that are very on the edge and we need to be careful.” Taking her hand in one of mine, “I need to do them together. Jill mentioned how important it was to have rules.  One of ours needs to be we don't play when the other isn't around. Will that work for you?” Lilly paused and thought.   

    “Yeah, it really will. Kyle, I want to share this part of me with you.  It gets me off.” She said simply. “I love you.” 

    “I love you too.  I guess this relationship stuff isn’t going to be easy?” I joked. “So, I don’t think I missed much last night.” I kicked myself for asking as soon as the words left my mouth, but Lilly didn’t seem to care.  

    “No, you saw the older guy jacking off?”  She went on without me responding. “Walter got pissed at him.  Said he didn’t ask and should have been more careful.  I got some on my back and boob.  He was pretty loaded.”  She chuckled.  “Walter threw on his clothes and said he was expelling him from the club for a month.”  Lilly joined me in the chair snuggling as we laughed, releasing the tension of our argument.   

    After holding each other for several minutes I told her, “Let me take a quick shower then we can run out see some sites and hit the pool later. OH, I think I may have an idea for our next erotic shoot.”  

    “Hmmm.  I can’t wait to hear this.”  Lilly shook her head. “The pool sounds good,” she stared up at me a playful, testing glint in her eyes. “I did tell Will I would be back this afternoon.” 

    “You did, and we can’t have you not living up to your word.” I said, smiling back at her. I hoped we would continue moving forward from this point.  But, a part of me feared the sexual beast I saw Lilly release and where it might lead us. I hoped I would be able to keep up. 

    “Together.”  Lilly smiled at me. Keeping up would wait. 
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Author’s Note 

    Dear Reader,  
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