

My good friend Becca told me about this photographer friend of hers. Someone she managed to connect with over social media by liking the photos he took. Talking to him a bit about his craft. Then finally meeting up with him for a shoot. She didn’t tell me too much about the nature of the shoot. You know, how that sort of thing goes. She did share her excitement over it with me though. How great it felt to dress up in different outfits. Have someone pose and play with her, snapping photo after photo of her. She showed me some of the shots. Really beautiful. In one she's standing in a lake wearing a corset looking like a maiden of the sea, looking seductive. The photos made her look even more beautiful, even more real to me.

The more she spoke about it and the more I imagined it, the more I wanted to experience it for myself. Hearing how it allowed her to let loose, really be who she was. It sounded like a much needed break from the mundane life we both lived while in the office, filing paper after paper, glossing over faceless names and abstract numbers. Becca was a bit younger than me. She started working in the office with me only a few months ago. I can’t remember how long I’ve been here, which is just another way of saying I’ve been here far too long. So long that my days have become habitual acts of working, going home to my husband, eating dinner, and doing it all again the next day. I could use something a little different. A break from the everyday.

I imagine myself, like most women might, even if only passively, about being a model. Regardless of whether or not we actually looked like them. I didn’t need some career as a model or anything. I suppose I was happy enough where I was. But getting to spend some time pretending to be an artist's muse, loved by him and the camera, it sounded like a damn good way to spend an afternoon. Better than going back home to sitcoms and an exhausted husband.

Of course I had to talk to my husband about it first. Make sure he was comfortable with the whole thing. I thought when I told him about it, about Becca’s experience, and how badly I wanted to do this, he would jump right on board with me. He didn’t. And that hurt. When he condescendingly asked, “Why would you want to do that,” I didn’t know how to respond, stabbed in the heart by this man who I thought vowed to support my dreams, even the small and silly ones. I wanted to lash out at him a bit, tell him, “because I’m fucking tired of sitting home with you, doing nothing, day after day.” I didn’t say that though, I didn’t say anything.

As the days continued on in the same manner as always, as expected, our anniversary slowly approached. My husband Dan, asked what I’d like to do, there was only one thing I wanted. For the two of us to meet up with this photographer. I seemed to be wearing him down a bit, he said he’d think about it atleast.

Dan made his decision, albeit reluctantly, to do the shoot. I was happy, I was finally going to have this opportunity for a little fun. But at the same time the resentment he carried with him the whole drive there really bummed me out. The studio was in a small no name town. Run down, only two restaurants, not at all what I was used to.

We arrived at the studio around one o’clock. We walked in, greeted by a mass of photos hanging all around the walls.

Then greeted by the photographer, “Hello, I’m Todd,” he took my hand in his and

gave it a slight shake.

“Nice to meet you, I’m Lisa.”

Todd let a lock of my curls spin around his fingers, “You have such great hair. I love the curls.” I blushed. It's been awhile since anyone complimented me like that. Todd wasn’t exactly some super handsome man or anything like that. Rather average in looks, not that there’s anything wrong with average. But it wasn’t his looks that caught my attention so much. It was the vibe he had about him. How he just went for it. Or maybe I just really liked the attention.

Dan stood there awkwardly just watching the exchange between the two of us, not saying anything.

“You got a nice head of hair too,” said Todd.

“Um… thanks,” said Dan. I could tell he wasn’t completely comfortable yet. But I certainly was, so excited to get started. The three of us walked into the back room. A table filled with cameras and lenses and other such gear I knew nothing about lined the side wall. A soft antique green couch rested in an enclave, pillows propped against it. Lights hung from the ceiling angled toward the couch.

“So this is where we’ll shoot,” said Todd.

“Very cool,” I said.

“Where’s the bathroom?” Asked Dan.

“Just back there and to the right,” said Todd.

While the two of us waited for Dan to get back Todd went over a bit of what to expect. How important it was for me to be comfortable and all that.

“So what sort of shoot are you looking for,” he said.

I shrugged my shoulders, “I don’t really know.”

“Well how do you want to see yourself? When I look at you I see a sexy housewife with a hidden naughty side. You had to search the back of the closet for that low cut blouse didn’t you? And wished it hadn’t been so long since the last time you got to wear it.”

Todd was pretty spot on with his assessment, “Yeah, that’s about right.”

“Then we’ll go off of that. You get comfortable while I head to the back and get off on the thought of that cleavage,” said Todd.

I Blushed, he was so obscene, and I loved it.

“No no, I just gotta go grab my tool… I mean tools. Sorry, I have a hard time turning it off.

“Don’t turn it off,” I said.

“If you keep turning me on, I won’t be able to.”

I sat on the couch, sinking into the cushions. I loved the way Todd made me feel like a naughty sex goddess or something. It's been so long since I had anyone try and get that side out of me. I couldn’t wait to get in front of the camera and see how he might capture that side of me. Dan returned from the bathroom and took a seat next to me on the couch. Barely looking at me. Certainly not seeing the me that Todd saw.

“I can’t wait,” I said.

Dan just kept a scowl on his face.

“Why can’t you enjoy this with me?” I asked.

Todd grabbed a camera from off the table, fitting a lens to the front of it. He stood before the two of us and started to snap a couple of pictures. Stopping to look us over. I wondered what he was thinking about, what was he seeing as he looked at us sitting there. How much of who we were could be gleaned in that small moment.

“Lisa, can you toss a leg over him,” said Todd.

I did as he said, and let my slender leg rest across Dan’s lap. Dan remained still as stone.

“Don’t be afraid to touch her. Like you want her,” said Todd.

Dan reluctantly placed a hand on my leg. If he was going to be like this, why did he even bother coming.

“Look at her like you love her,” said Todd.

I wasn’t sure Dan even knew how to do that anymore. But I suppose he tried his best to oblige the request. Todd moved around, changing angles, snapping pictures.

“Now Lisa, look away from him. Look off into the distance, like you know men just want you, and it doesn’t mean a thing to you.”

With pleasure.

“Good. That’s fucking good.”

Todd came over to us, “Is it okay if I move you a bit?” He asked.

“Yeah, do whatever you want,” I said.

“Be careful now, you might regret saying that.”

The look on Dan’s face was priceless. So worth it.

“I don’t think I will,” he said.

Todd placed a hand on my cheek and tilted my head up a bit. Then reached around my back, pushing me up a bit.

“Can you arch your back, stick those girls out.”

I stuck my chest out forward, putting my cleavage out on display.

“Dan look at her tits, the ones I know we’ve both been drooling over since she walked in here.”

Dan gave Todd a look but didn’t say anything. Dan knew he wasn't the one in control, here. It was Todd that controlled this little world in this studio of his, this was his playground. We were his playthings, much to my satisfaction. Todd took a few steps back to capture the image. I really wanted to see that one. He definitely managed to portray exactly what I wanted to see.

I adjusted my position. Not sure if I should, but feeling as if I needed to. I angled myself toward the camera. Eyeing it down, my fingers pulling at the edge of my blouse, next to my tits, pulling it a bit to the side for a better view. Dan didn’t appreciate these tits. Not like Todd did. He was the one I wanted to show them off to.

“Alright, I see you know what you’re doing,” said Todd, “Go on and do your thing then.”

I removed my leg from Dan, and angled my body forward. I spread my legs wide, feet planted on the ground, leaning down and forward, letting the camera and Todd get a view down the front of my blouse. I grabbed at my blouse pulling it open a bit.

“What the hell are you doing,” said Dan.

“Enjoying myself,” I said.

“Me too,” said Todd, playfully grabbing at himself from over his jeans.

“There’s something wrong with you two,” said Dan.

“You’re just too stuck up,” I said.

“You can’t blame him,” said Todd, looking down between his legs, “Mine seems to be stuck up too.”

Dan scooted away from me on the couch. I didn’t care though, screw him then. I came here to have fun. To enjoy myself. To be sexy, remind myself how seductive I can be. If he didn’t see that in me then screw him.

“If you don’t want to do it, then just sit there and watch,” I said.

“Fine,” said Dan.

I crawled off the couch. Getting on my knees, down on the floor. Looking up into the camera. I undid another button on the blouse, a bit of my bra now visible.

“I don’t know about him, but I don’t think I can just watch,” said Todd.

“Maybe you won’t have to,” I said, I shot Dan a glance, letting him know he better not say anything, he lost that opportunity. He shut his open mouth and turned away. What was he going to do, leave me? Clearly I didn’t need him, I had what others wanted. But if he left me he’d be hard pressed to find someone willing to take him in.

“I think I need you to help me get this top off,” I said.

Todd got down next to me, unbuttoning the blouse the rest of the way, lowering it down off my shoulders.

“Hold on,” Said Todd, leaving the blouse half on and half off, “I’ve gotta get this shot first.” He had his camera back in his hands. Now here was a man who knew how to squeeze the life out of each moment, not just jumping right into it and  finishing himself off. Dan just saw my body as something to put it in and take it out and be done with it. Not Todd though, his art was capturing the moment, enjoying the process of the build up.

“Start removing it for me,” said Todd.

He set his camera to take a bunch of burst shots, capturing each moment until the blouse laid on the ground next to me.

In some way I knew this shoot was going to get sexy. I didn’t know exactly in what way, or with who. But I knew a little. I prepared for it, wearing a pink lace bra. One I didn’t get to wear often enough. For Dan the bra just got in the way. For Todd it added to the image.

“Damn they’re bigger than I thought,” said Todd, “your husband is a lucky man.”

“Not today. Today you’re the lucky one,” I licked my lips. Todd was on it, snapping the picture, not letting a single moment pass him by.

I stood up in front of the couch, in front of Dan. I wanted Todd to capture this. Capture what Dan wasn’t going to have today. I began to unbutton and unzip my pants, bending forward, my ass sticking back at Dan, as I peeled them off.

“Get a good look,” I said to Dan, “you're only gonna get to look today. And you’re lucky I’ll even allow that.”

“Fuck, you’re a naughty little mistress, aren’t you,” said Todd.

“Mhmm,” I stepped out of my pants, standing in nothing but a bra and thong.

“Can I get a few shots of that ass?”

“Of course. Take a few shots before you get your real shot at it,” I said.

I turned around and pressed my ass out for Todd. I wasn’t doing it for the camera anymore, I did it for the man behind the camera, the man I wanted behind me. I faced Dan as Todd took his photos.

“You know he deserves this ass more than you do, don’t you?” I asked Dan. Dan looked at me speechless. “I asked you a question,” I said. Dan knew he had no choice but to obey.

“Yes,” replied Dan sheepishly.

I put my hands on Dan’s knees, my ass out for Todd, my tits in Dan’s face. I looked down. And that’s when I saw it, and couldn’t help but laugh. I put my hand between Dan’s legs.

“Are you getting hard from this?” I asked. Dan nodded. “Do you like it when your wife lets another man look at her ass?” Dan nodded. “That’s right, you do.”

“Todd, can you remove my thong for me.” Todd placed his hands on my juicy ass. I let out a sigh.

“I’m going to let Todd fuck me, and you’re just going to watch,” I said. I squeezed Dan between the legs and then let go. That was the last of what he was going to get.

Todd removed my thong, “That’s one perfect pussy.”

“Yeah, Dan’s okay,” I said, “Oh you meant my vagina, yeah she is.”

I spread my legs apart a bit and reached my hand between them, teasing at my clit.

“Let me help,” said Todd, getting down between my legs, his tongue wetting my pussy.

“See Dan, now that’s how you treat it,” I unhooked my bra and tossed it at Dan, “you can play with that,” I said, “Since you’re not going to get to touch me.”

Todd’s tongue flicked at my clit, his mouth sucking my pussy, getting me nice and wet for a cock. I turned around and unbuckled his belt, sliding it out of the loops, unzipping his pants. I pulled his cock free, holding it in my hand.

“See this Dan, now this is what a cock should be,” I said, giving Todd a tug. I got on my knees ready to give it a taste. My tongue licking at the tip of Todd’s cock. A cock much bigger than Dan’s. Much more capable I’m sure of pleasing this wet pussy than Dan’s ever could. I sucked at the tip, crawling my lips further down the shaft. Todd put his hands on my head, holding to my hair, the curly hair that he loved so much.

“I don’t think I can get it all the way down,” I said, “Not as easily as I could his.” I stroked the spit into his hard dick. “You might have to force me,” I said. Now that was something I’d never let Dan do. But I wanted him to watch as another man choked me with a massive cock.

Todd placed his hands on the back of my head, forcing me further down the shaft. I gagged a bit, drool dripping out of my mouth and down his cock.

“Fuck,” I backed off, wiping the spit from my mouth, “Now that’s a fucking dick,” I wiped my hand clean off on Dan’s jeans. I played with myself as I went back to sucking.

“Damn, your wife really knows how to suck a dick,” said Todd.

“He wouldn’t know, I don’t do this for him anymore.”

“Poor guy.”

My pussy was nice and wet now. I was ready to have another man fuck me. A real man, who has what it takes to please a woman, knows how to make a woman feel real damn sexy and naughty.

I turned back around holding to the couch my body hovering over Dan, “you better not fucking touch me… or yourself,” I said. I presented my ass for Todd to take. “Come on and give me that dick,” I said.

“Fucking right,” said Todd, he gave my ass a slap. I let out a cry and bit my lip. He spread my cheeks, that tip of his flicking along my pussy.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned as he pressed himself in.

Todd held to my hips, thrusting in and out of me. My tits bouncing in Dan’s face.

“Fuck, just like that. Damn that's big.”

“I think your wife’s pussy is better than her mouth,” said Todd.

Todd fucked me so well. Dirty and raw, while my useless husband watched. Dan knew he deserved to be punished. Resigned to squirming uncomfortably while his cock throbbed for what it couldn’t have. This pussy deserved better than what Dan could give it. And I was going to make sure it got what it deserved. A good pounding, by a man strong enough to give it.

“I think I’m going to let him cum inside me,” I said. I fucked Todd back, throwing my ass back against him as he thrusted forward, working that cum from out of him.

“That’s right. Fuck me. Give me that cum. I want it inside me. I don’t let my husband cum inside me anymore.”

Todd went at it faster and harder, fighting for that powerful orgasm. He slapped my ass again, I let out a moan.

“Oh fuck, I’m gonna cum.”

“Do it baby, for me.”

With one hand on my hip and the other on my shoulder, Todd forced me back, holding me against him. His cock filled me with warm cum as he grunted in release. The two of us rocking back and forth, connected, over Dan.

Todd pulled out. His cum dripping down my thigh. I stuck two fingers in my pussy, playing a bit with the cum, getting it on my fingers. I took my fingers and held them out, wiping them clean on Dan’s shirt.

“So when can I come back for another shoot?” I asked.

“Whenever you want,” said Todd.

“Good.”

“Are you gonna bring him along next time?”

“Only if he doesn’t know how to behave, and I have a feeling he doesn’t,” I said.

I couldn’t wait for our next shoot. To do a little more modeling for Todd. To see what else the two of us might be able to come up with. I was interested in finding out if he had any other models that might be willing to do a shoot with me. Now that might be a lot of fun to try out. I was ready to leave that old world of marital repression behind and see what else was out here for me to experience. And Todd would be a perfect guide in that endeavor. I licked the last bit of cum off Todd’s cock.

“Are you ready to buy me dinner?” I asked Dan, “I’m starving.”

“I bet you are,” said Todd, “You two enjoy yourselves. I’ll send you the pictures as soon as they’re ready.”

“We will, thank you.”

For Further Enjoyment:

Daddy's Seduction (Taboo, Man Of The House)

Transgender Vampire Transformations 6 Book Bundle (Vampires, Shemale, Futa, M2F On Female, Gender Swap, BUNDLE)

Gender Swap: 5 Story Series/Bundle

Don't Stop Swapping: 5 Book Bundle (Transgender, Gender Swap, Hucow, Fertile, Milking)

Fertile Futa Nymph: 5 Story Bundle (Futa On Female)

Future Pharms: Gender Swapped (First Time MMF, M2F transformation)

Lesbian University: 5 Book Bundle

Futa Vampire Queen (Futa On Female)

OEBPS/image_rsrc5C.jpg





