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DESCENT INTO SORDID DEBAUCHERY


Svelte blonde Julie Wintersteen, 20
years old, is having trouble finding a job after quitting her previous one. Her
dream, of course, isn’t to work at a drugstore. Her dream is to be a model.


 


Julie’s next door neighbor, Frank
Jenkins, is a handsome ex-TV commercial actor. Frank has a hobby. He loves to
take pictures. He has a photo studio in his basement. While talking with Frank
one summer afternoon, Julie has told him of her lifelong dream to be a fashion
model.


 


Frank offers to take pictures of
her. He’s willing to pay her money. He thinks Julie has what it takes to be a
model. Or so he says.


 


She agrees.


 


At first, the photos are just innocent.
But after a while, Frank is able to get her to show more and more of her body.
And he is able to make money for her by posting her pictures on the internet. 


 


When Julie shows up for a photo
session, and finds herself in a basement room with Frank and one of his
friends, she is surprised, but takes it in stride.


 


Meanwhile, Julie’s revealing,
sexually intense internet photos are found by local man Ed Johnson, a worker at
an auto parts warehouse. And Ed wants to date Julie.


 


How long will it take before Julie
finds that she is just a toy for Frank to use and enjoy, as she discovers that
Frank is not just a photographer, but a slut merchant?


 


This fantasy fiction erotica story
contains adult themes, adult language, and graphic depictions of adult sexual
activity, and is NOT intended for readers under age 18.


 


 
















 


WRITHING AND
CLAWING


The
young blonde scraped her fingernails across the couch cushion, gasping for air
as her body was penetrated mercilessly – the silky surface of the couch tearing
from her grasp as the small, dank but brightly lit room filled with her
whimpers and curses. The man on top of her was taking his time – and why
wouldn’t he? He was 40-something and fit enough looking – but the blonde was so
lithe; so fresh -- so beautiful, with her sweet curves and stringy hair making
her look like the sexpot next door.


Plunge!
Plunge! Plunge!
The man’s body went up and down, as the young blonde cried out in the throes of
ecstasy. The room was confining – a basement turned into an amateur photo
studio. The sordid scene was well lit, however, with shade-backed lights on
tripods and at least two video cameras in the room, filming the spectacle.


The
blonde, ready to reach the peak, wrapped her legs around the older man who was
still mechanically performing the act of physical union. Up and down, up and
down went his body over the blonde’s svelte, fragile looking form until finally
he grunted and then pulled out, leaving the young woman gasping for breath.


“Cut!”
shouted another man from the corner of the room – a tall dark haired man
holding an SLR camera. “That was great!”


The
man on the bed turned, his handsome looks belying his utter happiness.


“You
did good, Hal,” said the other man holding the SLR. “Good performance.”


“Thanks,”
said the burly, cowboy-ish looking man on the bed, his glistening member
flagging.


“And
Julie,” said the man with the camera, “I’m certain that you will be a star!”


“Really,
Frank?” said the blonde, her voice sounding innocent as a schoolgirl’s.


“Yes,
Julie,” said the man. “You have that definite star quality about you.”


Little
did blonde Julie realise: she was going to be just another body in a long line
of girls and women to fall prey to the Slut Merchant.


 


ANOTHER DAY


Julie
Wintersteen drove home from another day of job searching. A young blonde woman
just past her twentieth birthday, she had long, lustrous hair, that was so
straight it was often a bit stringy looking; bright blue eyes, which were her
most appealing facial feature; and a svelte, almost athletic build. With a pert
nose, and a sweet smile, she looked like a hot version of the pretty girl next
door.


She
had just been through another interview for a job -- this one at a local box
store -- and she was certain she didn’t pass muster. She could tell that the
only thing the interviewer was interested in was her tits – which were small,
but perky – and her ass, which was finely formed, and plush for such a slim, lithe
body.


The
man had glanced at her resume for maybe an entirety of five seconds before
slapping it back on the table in front of him. He spent more time staring at
her ass and legs than he did looking at her qualifications, which were a high
school diploma and a summer of part time waitressing at a local burger joint,
followed by almost a year of working the counter at a local fish and chips
stand. Julie knew that her ass and her legs were two of her best physical
features – but the man’s apparent attention to her physical attributes she
found a bit unnerving.


Although
she had graduated from high school just over a year previous with barely
passing marks, she was hoping to get a decent job in something other than
waitressing, and then – if she discovered which career field she wanted – she
hoped to eventually go to college. The first step, of course, was to get a new
job. She had quit the job at the fish and chips shack down by the lakeside
because they never gave her a raise. 


But
a new job that would pay anything decent just wasn’t forthcoming. Most stores
and retailers weren’t looking for new employees, and those who were preferred
people with college educations – with the labor market still being full of
unemployed people, they could afford to be that selective.


Of
course, her real dream vocation was one that seemed completely out of reach: to
be a model. A fashion model, a clothes model – even a pin-up model would be
preferable to a nowheresville job plodding away making other people money at
some store.


But
reality trumped dreams. Julie had her dreams, and had spent hours searching the
subject of modeling on the internet. But she just hadn’t figured out how to
find a way to get her foot in through the door. Furthermore, she didn’t know
any good photographers. For the time being, her dreams would have to be put on
hold.


Julie
pulled up in front of her house, where she lived with her father and her
step-mom. It was a smallish, white painted one-storey bungalow in the inner
suburbs of Seattle. The neighborhood had been part of the American Dream
perhaps in the 1950’s, but by the time the 1990’s had rolled around it had gone
through a period of semi-sluminess, before reverting back into gentrification
during Seattle’s second software boom in the 2010’s.


Julie
parked her aging, thirteen year old, grey Chevy Impala in her parent’s
driveway, a bit despondent.


As
she climbed out of her car, she noticed their new neighbor, the middle-aged man
next door, who was walking to his mailbox. Although he was older – perhaps in
his early 40’s -- Julie always thought he was good looking. He was broad
shouldered, muscular and handsome, with a full head of short cropped dark brown
hair; a set jaw; a gleaming smile; and limpid blue eyes. She also had found
out, from her father, that the man was single. Looking at the man, Julie always
wondered why Frank Jenkins wasn’t married. But she’d never bothered to ask him
during the few times they’d talked since he moved in next door. That sort of
question just wasn’t something that a 20 year-old woman asked strange men, even
if they lived next door.


Julie
stepped out from the greenhouse heat of the interior of her Chevy out onto the
pavement, and into the summer sun, the rays warming her skin.


The
man, who was walking back across the street from his mailbox, noticed the young
blonde, and smiled.


“Hi,
Julie!” he said. “Howya doin’?”


“Hi
Frank!” said the blonde. “I’m doing O.K., I guess. Another day of job
searching.”


The
man’s blue eyes were like magnets to the young woman – even though he was maybe
42 or 43, he was ruggedly attractive. Word was that Frank Jenkins had done TV
commercials in Southern California in the past, before moving up to the Seattle
area to work in sales of arcane, specialised medical equipment. Or so Julie had
heard from her father. 


“Any
luck?” he said, as he smiled his best smile, knowing that it would probably
melt the 20 year-old the same way it had melted numerous other women over the
years.


“No,”
said Julie. “No luck at all.” She matched his gaze before demurely looking
away.


“That’s
too bad,” said Frank. “You know, you should go to college. You’ll have better
luck getting a decent job with a college education. The economy is still tough
for employment, especially if you don’t have a degree.”


“I
hate school,” said the blonde. “That’s the problem. Especially math. Math is hard.”


“Math
is hard for everybody, Julie,” said Frank. He looked over the young, slim
beauty standing in front of him. “So, what do you want to do for a living?”


“I’m
looking for a job that isn’t waitressing,” said Julie.


“No,
I didn’t mean that,” said Frank. “I mean – what career field
would you like to do the most?” He looked the blonde in the eye. “Of all the
career fields you could do, which one is your biggest dream?”


Julie
thought for a moment. “What I really have wanted to do my whole life, is to be
a model.” As she spoke, she looked downwards, as if embarrassed to reveal her
biggest dream. She kicked a small pebble across the tarmac with the toe of her
right shoe.


“A
model?” The man looked over his mail quickly, which was little more than junk
ads.


“Yeah.
A model. I want to be somebody.”


“Everyone
is somebody, Julie.”


“You
know what I mean!”


Frank
grinned. “I know. I was somebody for a while.”


“Dad
says you told him you did TV commercials a few years ago.”


“Yeah.
I did them when I was in my 20’s and early 30’s. When I still lived down in So
Cal. It was fun.”


“Why
did you quit?”


“I
didn’t. They got rid of me, basically. There was just too much competition, and
glamour fields like commercial acting are tough on older people. Once you pass
30, for all intents and purposes, you’re through. Over 35? Unless you have a
lot of connections, or a really good agent, you’re as done as an
overcooked Thanksgiving turkey.” He glanced out towards the subtle roar of the
nearby highway, and watched a redwing blackbird flit to the top of a nearby
telephone pole. Tufts of cottonwood cotton wafted down in the pleasant
afternoon breeze as the blackbird started its trademark song konk-a-reeee.



“I’m
lucky I lasted as long as I did,” Frank concluded. “The entertainment business
is a tough business on people.”


“Oh.”
Julie shifted her feet a little, nudging another small rock across the
pavement.


“How
bad do you want to pursue your dream of being a model?” said the man.


“Really,
really bad,” said Julie.


“Have
you had any pictures taken of you?” said Frank. “Like, pro shots for your
portfolio?”


“Not
yet,” said Julie. “I sent a couple snapshots I took of myself with my phone,
and sent them to a photographer I found online. I never heard back from him.
Except a month later, he sent me a cock pic and said he wanted to fuck me.
Yuck.”


Frank
looked the blonde over, almost undressing her with his eyes.


“That’s
too bad,” he said finally. “Sounds like a fake photographer. They’re out there.
And, you know – if you want to be a model, snapshots won’t make it happen,
usually. You need high quality, high resolution pics taken with a real good
digital camera.”


“I
figured that one out already,” said Julie.


“It’s
also a very tough field to break into,” said Frank. “Lots of girls want to be
models.”


“I
know,” said Julie. “It sucks.” 


“Well,”
said Frank. “I’d love to talk with you further about your career search, Julie,
but I’ve got to get back to work. I have a spreadsheet I need to update, and
then there’s a TV show I want to watch.” He gave the young blonde a smile.
“Seeya ‘round.”


“Seeya,
Frank,” said the blonde, heading towards the front door of her house.


As
she approached her front door, Julie thought of the man she had just talked to.
Here he was, someone who was very good looking, and who had already had a
career in television. And now, for all intents and purposes, he was a nobody
like everybody else. Living a normal, plebian existence in a nondescript
neighborhood in the inner suburbs of Seattle.


It
seemed so ordinary.


Except
he obviously had money. A good looking older man with money. And, of course, he
was single. Even more – the bulge in his jeans hinted that he was as well-built
down below as he was in his arms and shoulders.


She
put the thought out of her mind.


She
went inside the house. Her stepmom, which whom she did not get along, was
working late at the city offices, and her father John was sitting at the
kitchen table doing some work on his laptop computer.


“Hi
sweetie,” he said, looking up from his work. As he worked at a small retailer
of yard equipment, he sometimes worked on the spreadsheets while at home. “How
was the job search?”


“The
guy just looked at my body and then said ‘sorry, we don’t have any openings
yet.’”


“He
might call you back.”


“He
won’t. I can just tell.”


Her
father got up from the table. A tall, dark haired man, he was almost as
handsome as Frank the neighbor next door. Julie often wondered why her dad
never tried to get into the entertainment business. Instead, he opted for
college and a business degree. John Wintersteen gave his daughter a long hug.


“Don’t
worry,” he said, kissing her on the top of the head. “You’ll find a job. And if
you don’t, we can put you through college.”


“I
really want to be a model, Dad,” said the blonde.


“I
know. But it’s a tough business. You should talk to Frank next door about it.
He did a lot of that kind of work in Los Angeles.”


“I
did talk to him about it,” said Julie. “And he said it was tough.”


“Try
to get a job, and then let’s see if we can get you into college,” said the
father.


“O.K.,”
said Julie. She grabbed a can of cola from the refrigerator and went down the
hall towards her room.


“Don’t
forget,” said John. “We’re having some really good pizza as soon as Stephanie
gets home!”


“O.K.,”
said Julie, calling out from the hallway, before entering her bedroom, which
was located in the sunnier corner of the house. 


Yuck,
she thought to herself. Stephanie Jacobsen – now Stephanie Wintersteen. What a
bitch.


Julie
and her stepmom never hit it off. Stephanie always acted jealous of her new
husband’s daughter, and she acted too much like she was a replacement for
Julie’s mother. Julie hated that. Her real mom died two years earlier, an
unfortunate victim of breast cancer. One November she was ready to celebrate
Thanksgiving – then a month later she was given six months to live. She hung on
for two more years before the unthinkable happened. It really hit Julie hard,
and it devastated her father. Then he met Stephanie, and Stephanie seemed to
mean the world to him, and seemed to heal his broken heart -- so Julie
tolerated the older blonde.


But
no one could replace her mother – especially not a dingbat, gold digging,
bottle-blonde bimbo with an ego and jealousy problem. 


Julie
and her dad were super tight. There was no getting around that. And Julie knew
that Stephanie hated the fact that she didn’t have John all to herself.


Putting
her stepmom out of her mind, she plopped down on her bed and checked her cell
phone for social media notifications. There was nothing new that was worth
clicking on. She leaned over and grabbed her laptop computer from the nearby
nightstand, and did a quick job search. Nothing came up that didn’t require
prior experience or specific education requirements. It was depressing. 


Then
she saw an opening for clerk at a drugstore across town. Julie knew that it was
in a rough part of town, with a fair bit of crime occurring there. She shook
her head. 


I’m
not ready to work at a place like that – not quite yet, she thought to herself.


She
looked at a model site, a web page where numerous models had example photos
from their portfolios displayed. She sighed.


If
only I knew someone who was a model photographer, she thought to herself.


And
if only the ones I contacted didn’t just ignore me, or send me cock pics.


 


The
following afternoon Julie once more drove home. She had managed to get through
a second interview at another box store located about five miles south of her
neighborhood, down in the next suburb south of Seattle -- only this time she
was interviewed by an older woman with short grey hair and a stern attitude,
who was no-nonsense, and who seemed to be definitely not predisposed to hire
young blondes.


Once
again, as Julie exited her Impala, neighbor Frank Jenkins had sauntered out to
check his mail.


“Hi,
Frank!” said the blonde.


The
man turned. Recognising the blonde, he smiled. “Hi Julie,” he said warmly.
“How’s the job search going?”


“Still
going nowhere,” said Julie.


Frank
emptied his mailbox and strode towards the 20 year-old. “You know, you told me
yesterday that you want to be a model.”


“Yeah,
I did. ‘Cause I do.”


“You
also said you never got any good pictures for a portfolio.”


“Yeah.
‘Cause I don’t have any.” Julie looked at the man’s hair – it looked freshly
cut. Everything about Frank Jenkins seemed to be custom made for television. It
was as if he had never lost the habit of trying to look picture perfect. “I
don’t know any photographers.” She shrugged. “Selfies don’t count, obviously.
And pictures taken by some uncle with a snapshot camera at Christmas don’t
count either.”


“You
know,” said Frank. “I didn’t tell you this before, but I have a really good
camera. I also have a photo studio in my basement. I’m really into photography.
I take nature photos – and other photos – for a hobby.”


“Really!”


“Yeah,
really. I always liked cameras -- ever since I was a kid, when my dad gave me a
film camera.” The man glanced at his mail quickly, and then shoved it under his
arm. “Of course, today it’s all digital. So I have a digital SLR which is quite
expensive. It takes very high resolution photographs.” He looked the young
blonde in the eyes. “You’d be interested in coming over some time? I could take
some high quality photos of you, which you could use to try to get other
photographers – who may have connections, which I haven’t – to get you into the
fashion modeling industry.”


Julie’s
bright blue eyes widened. “Would I? Shit, yeah!”


Frank
smiled, his teeth all perfectly formed, his slightly tanned skin projecting a
picture of beaming health. “Well, just let me know whenever you’re interested,”
he said. “I’ve got a decent studio, with a nice backdrop and everything. I’ve
photographed women before – the most recent one being gal I met online who I
dated for a while – so I’m used to working with women and a camera. And I am
pretty good behind a lens.”


He
pulled out his cell phone. He scrolled through some icons on his phone’s screen
and after a few seconds of searching, he held the phone out for the blonde to
see.


“Take
a look. These are pictures of the woman I photographed just last month. She is
the woman I dated. Unfortunately, she finally admitted to me that she was
married… You know how it goes.” He looked at Julie expectantly as she glanced
over the pics. “What do you think?”


Julie
took a look at the pictures – ten to fifteen pictures of a brunette woman who
looked maybe 32, who had striking good looks and was dressed in a lace bikini.
She was posed on a stand, of sorts – perhaps an ottoman, covered with a deep
blue silky material. The backdrop looked very professional. It was also a deep
blue color, and the photos of the woman were very high quality. They looked
very professionally done.


“You
took these in your basement studio?”


“Yep.”


“They’re
quite impressive. They definitely look professional.”


“Thanks.”


“She’s
really good looking,” said Julie, scrolling through the pictures. “I see she’s
wearing a sheer lace bra and sheer panties.”


“She
wanted to pose for what they used to call cheesecake photos. Glamour pics,
basically.” Frank smiled. “I thought it was to impress me, but I guess really
she wanted to impress her husband. I really enjoyed taking the pictures,
naturally.”


Julie
scrolled further. There were more pictures of the woman, this time in a blue
corset top, matching blue panties, and sheer black stockings with a blue garter
belt. Several of the poses were very provocative – with her ass out towards the
camera, and her legs spread wide – there was nothing X-rated, however. All the
juicy bits were adequately covered in lace.


“Nice
lingerie shots,” Julie said.


“She
was a natural for those kinds of pictures,” said Frank. “I offered her a couple
glasses of wine, to help her loosen up a bit and feel more comfortable in front
of the camera. She liked the results.”


“Would
you take pics like that of me?”


“Only
if you wanted me to,” said Frank. He looked the blonde over, like a man looking
over a menu. “It would be a good idea if you at least wore a bikini, or some
fancy underwear, for some of your glamour shots. A lot of women prefer to wear
revealing clothing nowadays while being photographed. The industry is a bit
more edgy than it was 40 or 50 years ago. Bikini models and lingerie models can
make decent bucks. And then – of course – you have the soft core porn models,
who make a lot of money sometimes.”


“Soft
core, like these pictures are?”


“I
wouldn’t call them soft core porn, but I did take some of those pictures this
woman – where she took her panties off. Those pics are not on my phone,
though.”


“She
didn’t mind you seeing her body like that?” Julie gasped, wide eyed. “Even
though she was married?”


“We
dated. I mean, I didn’t know she was married when we hooked up. Obviously her
marriage had a few issues. But she was a very sexual person.” Frank looked the
blonde in the eye. “A lot of women are sexual these days, you know.”


“I
know.” Julie scrolled over the pictures, wondering how it would feel to pose
for a real camera, and not just family snapshots. “It must be nice to pose like
this, where you look really hot and fashionable,” she said. “But – no panties?
Wow. That would mean that while taking the pictures, you can see everything.”


“A
lot of women really like posing like that. They find it exciting, in a way.”
Frank grinned. “Katie – that was her name – said it made her feel ‘hot’.”


“Wow,”
Julie said, trying to imagine posing with no panties on for a photographer. “I
don’t know if I could pose without clothes on.”


“You
should try it sometime,” said Frank, smiling. “Katie said it was very
liberating.” He looked away, after a large truck slammed on its brakes out on
the nearby highway, startling the neighborhood with a screech.


“I
didn’t mean you should let me take photos of you like that,
Julie,” he added quickly. “I meant you shouldn’t completely write off that
idea, of posing naked, or partially naked – no matter who is the
photographer.” He grinned. “It’s the modern age, you know. Women are liberated
now, to feel good about their bodies and all…”


Julie
handed the phone back. “How soon could you photograph me?”


Frank
looked away for a second, and pursed his lips, as if in thought. “How about
tonight?” he said, finally. “I don’t have anything else planned. The cameras
are permanently set up. It would be no problem to do a shoot.”


“Wow!”
said the blonde, her eyes brightening. “You’re on.”


“Seven
thirty, perhaps?”


“Sure!”
Julie said, beaming. 


“Come
on over then,” said Frank. “And maybe bring some sexy clothing to wear. At
least a bikini. The skimpier the better.” He paused, as if assessing her
reaction. “I mean, scantily clad is the way it goes in modeling, Julie. You’re
in competition with a lot of other young women out there. You’ve got to
be willing to show yourself off. You won’t have a problem with that, will you?”


“No,”
said the blonde.


“That’s
good,” said Frank. “So plan on showing just a bit of skin, O.K.?”


“O.K.,”
said Julie.


She
pushed back a lock of hair over her bare shoulders. The man’s eyes followed her
hand avidly, and then his eyes strayed downwards. It was obvious that he found
the blonde attractive, and at first, Julie felt a little edgy about that –
being alone with her neighbor, an older man she barely knew. Especially a very
good looking one, who was single, and who had a nice bulge where it counts.


But
at the same time, if he had a decent camera, and was good with it, it would be
worth it spending some time in his basement studio. After all – the photos he
had taken of the other woman were quite good. Perhaps he could take the photos
that would give her a break in the modeling industry. And what harm could he
really cause? He was the neighbor next door. She knew her dad, although a
really nice guy, was protective and had a gun locked away somewhere in the
house. Frank wouldn’t pull any weird stuff.


I’ll
go ahead with it, she concluded.


She
went inside her house, and went into her bedroom. Going over to her closet, she
pulled out her gym bag, which was a stylish dark blue one with a popular sports
brand logo stamped on the side. She set the bag on her bed. Then she went to
her dresser, and pulled out her fanciest underwear – a matching set with red
lace panties and a red lace, push-up brassiere. Then from another drawer she
grabbed her blue and white bikini, which was her favorite. She tossed it on her
bed, to put on before leaving. She looked down at her strap heels, which she
had just taken off. She tossed them into the gym bag. Some guys like seeing
girls in strap heels and a bikini. Might as well be prepared.


She
saw her vibrator. She pursed her lips, thinking. She was well aware that some
internet soft core porn models used them for shoots. Deciding against taking
it, she shut the drawer.


She
then doffed her blouse and stylish jeans and put on her blue and white bikini,
and put on her jeans and grabbed a girlish blue and white T-shirt with a V-neck
and pulled it over the bikini top. Putting on her running shoes over her anklet
sock-clad feet, she carried her gym bag out to her car and set it in the trunk,
and she went out to the kitchen to make some creamed coffee. Then she went back
to her room and called up the internet on her laptop.


She
perused a few modeling websites, finding them via search engines. A couple of
the ones that came up were porn modeling sites. As she perused the websites,
she heard both her father and her stepmother come home.


Julie
noticed that the girls all looked different. Some were strikingly beautiful, others
looked like the girl next door. Some used vibes, others just posed in various
stages of undress. The wide variety of girls she saw on the internet sites gave
her confidence that perhaps she would have a chance.


She
looked at the clock. It was a twenty minutes to seven.


She
switched off the laptop and went out to the kitchen, drank the last of the
coffee from her cup and set it in the sink. Then she headed for the front door.


“Hi
sweetie,” said her father, sitting at his easy chair, watching a baseball game
on TV. “How was your day? Any luck with the job search?”


“Nothing
yet, Dad,” said the blonde. “I’m going to go for a walk on the nature trail for
a while.”


“You’ll
miss dinner,” said Stephanie, Julie’s streaked-blonde, busty and flirty
stepmom. “We’re having spaghetti.”


“I’ll
have some leftovers when I get back,” said Julie. “I really need to get some
exercise and get rid of some stress.”


“O.K.,”
said her stepmom. “Be careful out there.”


“I’m
all right,” said Julie, “I always carry my knife with me.”


“That’s
my girl,” said her father.


“We’ll
see you when you get back, then,” said Stephanie.


 


DOWN THE WOODEN
STAIRS


Julie
exited the front door and quietly pulled her gym bag from the trunk of her
Impala. Then she glanced at her smart phone. It was 6:50 p.m. She had just
enough time to have a cigarette, as she was a bit nervous, and smoking
sometimes calmed her nerves.


She
pulled her cigarette pack out of her purse, along with a pink lighter, and lit
a cigarette.


Shit,
she thought to herself. I need to quit. Why did I ever start? She had tried to
quit at least three times, but something always came up that made her go back
to smoking – usually a crisis of some sort. Cigarettes – which at first she had
just tried as a lark, because some of her friends smoked -- for some reason had
become a crutch when she was trying to deal with her mother’s long illness. The
crutch became a habit. And now she was certain she was becoming addicted. It
was a daily habit she wished she had never acquired.


She
took a few puffs and watched the smoke waft up into the balmy, sun streaked
sky, as the rays broke through the large clouds overhead. The air outside felt
like Spring. Julie took another puff and glanced towards Frank’s house. She
wondered exactly how his “studio” would look. Would it really look like a photo
studio, or was he just a complete bullshitter?


She
obviously would find out. Finishing her cigarette, she dropped the butt and
stubbed it out with her shoe, and kicked it into the gravel that lined the
tarmac’ed street.


Grabbing
her gym bag, she walked down the sidewalk that crossed in front of Frank’s
yard, noticing the cottonwood cotton that lined the sides of the pavement – a
true harbinger of approaching Summer. Then she opened Frank’s front gate and
walked up towards his house. She stopped and looked at the only bit of actual
landscaping in his front yard: a massive rhododendron, which still had its
blooms. The bush was so large it covered up one of the front windows.


The
rest of the yard looked spare and just barely mowed, and any flowerbeds edging
it were overgrown with weeds – the stale beauty-bark bleached from the last
year’s sun. But the rhododendron, maybe eight feet high and ten to twelve feet
wide, looking as if it covered nearly half the side of the house, was a
breathtaking bit of shrubbery – its deep red blooms looking richer than the
ones seen on the cover of a gardening book.


Obviously,
the plant had been well cared for by the home’s previous owners -- an older
couple that Julie and her father had barely gotten to know, as her mother had
just died -- and when tragedies strike the last thing you worry about is what
sort of gardening your neighbors are up to before they move away.


Julie
spied a bumblebee going from bloom to bloom. She could just hear it buzzing as
it searched nectar from the rhododendron flowers.


Stepping
up to Frank’s small concrete porch, she knocked on the door.


Within
15 seconds, the door opened. Frank was wearing a T-shirt and dark blue sweats.
“Julie!” he said. “Good to see ya!” He looked down at himself. “Pardon the
workout garb. I wear these around the house a lot.”


“No
problem,” said Julie. She looked around the inside of the house. It was a bit
spare, as bachelors’ quarters can be. There was a large flatscreen TV on the
wall of the nearby living room, and the furniture was sparse, but new – a grey
lounge chair and a grey couch, with a small black wood coffee table. There was
a small bookshelf against the far wall that had various photography and nature
books, along with a couple history books as well. 


The
house was almost meticulously clean – but that would have been an easy task to
maintain as there wasn’t that much to dust or clean around. Just a couch, an
easy chair, the small bookcase, a small entertainment center, the TV on the wall,
and the coffee table – all on or near a large Persian style rug, which covered
the center of a sparkling conditioned hardwood floor. In the far corner
opposite the two large windows was a grandfather’s clock – a rarity, as Julie
had never seen such a thing before. The deep Tick! Tick! Tick! had
almost an enchantment to it – like something left over from a bygone era. It
reminded Julie of a prop in some movie set in colonial times.


“You
like that?” said Frank, pointing to the clock. Suddenly, it struck seven, the
melodious tones of the chimes echoing off of the mostly bare walls of the room.


“I’ve
never seen a clock like that before,” said Julie.


“It
was my grandmother’s clock, actually.” Frank led the blonde to the front of the
clock. He pointed to the clock’s hands. “If you look carefully, you can see the
moon or the sun appear on its face. When the sun is visible, it is day. When
the moon is visible, it is night. Not all grandfather’s clocks have that
feature.”


Julie
could just make out half of the moon – complete with eyes and a quizzical
smile.


“I’ve
only seen these clocks in fairy tale movies,” said the blonde.


“They
never were common. But they are very rare now,” said Frank.


Frank
led the blonde towards the short hallway that served as the centerpoint of the
bungalow, and directed her towards the small kitchen, which was in the back
corner of the house, the brightly lit room visible through a short hallway. The
waning yellow rays of the setting sun glowed from the back window. As they
entered the kitchen, Julie glanced out at Frank’s back yard. It was nothing but
choppily mown grass.


“Have
a seat at the table,” said Frank. “I’ll get you a soda if you want. Or coffee.
I have the heater on in the basement studio, warming it up. Even though it’s
May, the basement still can get a little chilly for bikinis.” He smiled. “We
can have something to drink in the meantime and chat a little.”


“I’ll
have a coffee, if that’s O.K.,” said Julie, wanting something warm in her
stomach to soothe her nerves.


“Cool.
I just made some fresh.” 


As
Frank went over towards the counter, Julie looked around the kitchen, which –
although obviously small and originally designed some time in the late 1950’s,
was modernised, with granite counter tops, a brand new stainless steel, divided
sink, and a tall stainless steel refrigerator. The kitchen smelled of the
pleasant, nutty aroma of fresh ground coffee beans.


“This
is really good coffee,” said the man, while checking the carafe of rich, deep
brown brew, which sat in an expensive looking coffee maker. “It’s some
Colombian, slow-roasted Arabica something-or-other. You know, Seattle coffee. I
don’t remember the brand name. I get the beans. I grind it myself.”


“Nice
place you have here, Frank,” said Julie, who set her gym bag on the linoleum
tiled floor as she sat herself at the smallish dining table.


“Thanks,”
said Frank. He filled the tall mugs after retrieving them from the polished
walnut-faced cupboard. He set the cups on the counter and grabbed a bottle from
the fridge. He held it up for Julie to see. “Creamer?”


“Please,”
said Julie.


“You
know,” said the man, pouring the creamer into the mugs and putting the creamer
back inside the fridge, “I never wanted to live in a house like this, in a
neighborhood like this. I grew up just up the hill from here, and when I
finished college and left for California I never wanted to come back.”


“Why
was that?”


“Because
it sort of sucks here.” Frank stirred both cups of coffee with a spoon from the
utensil drawer and set a cup in front of Julie, and then sat down across from
her. “Face it. The weather is great maybe three to four months of the year, and
although Seattle had a buzz in the 90’s, that buzz is long gone.” 


He
took a sip from his mug and swallowed, relishing the flavor of the coffee. He
glanced towards the sliding glass door behind them. An English sparrow was
flitting across his back patio, picking at the little cracks in between paving
blocks, probably feeding on the little ants that often were found there.


“You
wouldn’t remember the buzz we had here in town when grunge hit, and every band
was getting recording contracts, and going downtown was fun.” Frank looked over
the blonde, and then glanced towards the window, glowing yellow, gold, and
orange from the sunset. “Of course, that was before your time.” He took a
second sip of his coffee. “I miss the 90’s. I was in school, and life was
simpler back then.”


“Dad
says the same thing,” said Julie.


“Well,
the buzz here got up and went. Now the only vibe here is that of big money.”
Frank shrugged. “Not that money is bad, mind you. But L.A.? It’s awesome there.
That town always has a buzz about it.”


“Who
needs to live where there is a buzz?” said Julie, sipping her coffee. She set the
mug down, and looked it over. It had a picture of Snoopy the famous comic
character, and said I Think I’m Allergic To Morning. “I mean, I can see
why California is cool. But I’ve never been there. My stepmom was there. She
thinks it was O.K. But she says anywhere is a good place to live if you have
enough money, and have a decent life. Isn’t that true?”


“Yeah.
But location can help. To live in California, where it’s Spring or Summer all
the time -- in a nice house, and work in the entertainment industry – that was
my dream. I came close.” He tapped the sides of his mug, watching the circular
waves on the surface of the coffee. “So now I’m back. My job is about as
glamourous as your average accountant’s. El-Dullo. I haven’t been lucky in love
here. But I do have this house. And the wolf is no longer at the door. But this
house is a lot like my folks’ place, and I hated living there.”


“Why?”


“Because
they fought all the time. Yelling and screaming. Lots of unhappiness. And I was
stuck in the middle of it, because my older sister was already married and
gone. And the house was a little house just like this. And the parents fought
like hell every weekend. They both worked at the airplane factory, but even
with the good jobs and good money they were the unhappiest couple alive. I kept
thinking to myself: is this all there is?”


He
took another sip of his brew and continued. “In school I was good at acting,
and also public speaking. My acting teacher said I should try out for
commercials or some sort of modeling, or even radio. And he knew some people in
California. So I went. Well, radio bottomed out after deregulation happened in
the 90’s, and the economic shocks in the 2000’s caused a lot of radio companies
to shed jobs. But I did O.K. in commercials – for a while. Then the jobs got
scarcer and scarcer. I didn’t look the part anymore. Competition, you know. So
I ended up with a job in retail. And working in retail? That was fun – for
maybe ten minutes.” 


He
looked at the blonde, his gaze distant and almost philosophical. “A lot of time
I’d drive my Ford Taurus up into the hills around the San Fernando Valley, and
look at the houses. Man, they’re awesome! There’s a lot of great places to live
in the L.A. region. All these nice neighborhoods, with big houses and the good
life. But the goal of getting there was slipping from my grasp.”


“So
you lost your dream.”


“Yeah.
The recession hit my savings hard. A buddy of mine got a line on a job up here in
Seattle. I got extra training and took some courses on marketing at the
community college. I got lucky to get my job here, actually. But I’m doing
O.K.” He gestured around the kitchen. “I mean – I’ve got all this.” 


“And
you know?” he continued, spinning the coffee mug slowly in his hands, looking
down at the swirls on the surface of the creamy brown liquid. “Every day when I
go to work I see the homeless guys on their bikes downtown -- believe you me –
I know how lucky I am.”


“How
did you get into photography?” Julie asked, sipping her coffee, relishing its
rich taste.


“I
had an interest when cameras were still mostly film. Then I got an entry-level
digital SLR for Christmas one year in the early ‘90’s, a gift from my parents.
I never lost interest. I used to take photos of my first girlfriend. My
interest in photographing women sort of took off from there. In California I
met a guy who knew some dudes who made soft core porn. I got to look in on one
of the shoots. It looked like fun. I always wanted to try something like that
myself. I mean – all you need is a good camera and a hot girl to photograph.”


“So
it became your hobby.”


“Yeah,
I guess.” Frank stood up, and went over and refilled his mug. “More coffee?”


“Sure.”
Julie held out her cup. Frank topped it with coffee and some creamer which he
retrieved from the fridge. Then he gestured for Julie to follow him.


“Come
on,” he said. “Let’s go down to the studio. Might as well see what we can do.
Don’t want you to get home too late, you know.”


“O.K.,”
said the blonde.


Julie
grabbed her gym bag and followed Frank towards an open door that was down the
short foyer and to the right. 


As
they walked down the wooden stairs Julie could hear both of their footsteps
echoing off the sides of the stairwell. The slight smell of old, stale concrete
was in the air by the time they reached the landing at the bottom, and Frank
led the blonde into the main room, which was actually deceptively nice. Two
walls were paneled with fake veneer; the other ones being pastel blue painted
concrete. The lighting was pleasing enough. The ceiling was bare rafters and
plywood underflooring. Against one wall was a large, deep blue colored cloth
backdrop, which provided a neutral background for photos. In front of it was a
plush, deep blue-grey couch, ostensibly for posing. 


There
were two overhead lights attached to the bare rafters of the ceiling, and there
were two 30-watt LED photographer’s umbrella lights – which were the equivalent
of 250 watt incandescents -- on tripods, already burning. The room was maybe 68
degrees. There were two more tripods, one with a video camera and another with
an SLR atop it, all aimed at the couch.


“Welcome
to my little photo studio,” said Frank. “It is what it is… But it works.”


“I’m
sure it will do the job,” said Julie. “I liked the other photos you took of the
other girls.”


Frank
smiled and switched on his desktop computer.


To
the far left corner of the room was a storage closet, its contents mostly
cardboard boxes. There was a small wooden chair about halfway between the
storage closet and the basement stairwell.


“You
can set your bag near that chair if you want,” said Frank, putting his coffee
on a large computer desk that sat to the side of the small studio. “We’ll be
using the couch as a prop for photographing you.” He switched up the heat on an
electric radiator heater which was near the computer desk. He glanced at the
young blonde. “You nervous? You O.K.?” He took a sip from his coffee as the
computer fired up. “You still want to go through with this?”


Julie
looked up after setting her gym bag on the floor. She took a sip from her
coffee. “I’m fine. I’ll be O.K. once we get started. I just haven’t been in a
studio before – even one like this one.”


“You
mean you haven’t been photographed by a rank amateur before,” quipped Frank,
chuckling.


Julie
smiled. “My ex-boyfriend – the photos he took were rank amateur. I’m
sure yours will be much better.”


“O.K.,”
said Frank. “I’ll take your word for it.”


Frank
checked the computer screen and called up a photo editing program, and then
minimised it. He took a sip of coffee and went over to the SLR that was mounted
on one of the tripods. 


“Now,
before we get started here, Julie, I want to make one thing clear.”


“What’s
that?”


“The
only guys I know in the photo modeling business are on the… Er… Shadier
side of it.”


“What
do you mean?”


“They
market photos and videos of women naked and stuff. They do some tame stuff, but
that doesn’t sell as well as the sexier stuff, so…”


“You
mean porn?” said the blonde, presciently.


“Yeah.
They have connections in the L.A. porn business.” He looked back towards the
computer screen, the blue glare reflecting off of his reading glasses. “But
there is a lot of money in porn, even now, with the internet making an
international marketplace for it.” He turned towards his neighbor. “A hot girl
like you can make a shitload of money at it.”


Julie
smiled.


“O.K.,”
she said. “I’m fine with that option.”


“Well,”
he said. “Now that that is decided, what do you say we get started? First,
I need you to get your ID. I need to photograph you holding it in front of you,
where most of the writing is legible. Section 2257 legal stuff.”


“O.K.”


 Julie
went over to her gym bag and pulled out her purse, and then she dug out her
driver’s license. Frank took a couple pictures of the blonde holding the
license up near her face, where the ID was clearly visible in HD.


Snap!
Snap! Snap!


Frank
lowered the camera. “O.K.,” he said. “That’s done. Now, how about a few glamour
shots of you with all of your clothes on?”


“Let
me get on my strap heels,” said Julie. “I think I’d look a little classier with
them on.”


“Those
canvas shoes have the girl-next-door look. So leave them on instead. I think
that has an appeal. Because you do look like the hot girl next door.”


Julie
almost blushed.


“Go
ahead,” said Frank. “Just sit on the couch. I’m going to take some preliminary
shots to check the lighting.


Julie
went over to the couch and sat down. She looked up at Frank. Frank, who’d by
now removed the SLR camera from the tripod, was aiming it at her. He reached
over and switched on the video camera, and then focused the digital SLR camera
at the young blonde and snapped a couple of shots. Julie smiled.


“Yeah,
thatta girl,” said Frank. “What a nice smile.” He focused in closely, the
blonde’s pretty, girl-next-door smile filling the viewfinder of the SLR.


Snap!
Snap! Snap!


“Turn
a little to the side now,” said Frank.


Snap!
Snap! Snap!


“O.K.,
why don’t you take your shoes off, and then lie on the couch, belly down, and feet
up?” said Frank. “That’s a common pose.”


“O.K.,”
said Julie.


She
pushed her long hair back over her shoulder and smiled. Her anklet sock covered
feet were pointed towards the ceiling, making her look like she was posing for
her senior pictures.


Snap!
Snap! Snap!


“O.K.,”
said Frank. “Now on your hands and knees. Get your butt up in the air a bit, so
we can see your body.”


Julie
got up on her hands and knees, pushing her ass upwards, the roundness of her
jeans covered cheeks and the curves of her slender body looking sexy even
though she was fully clothed. Part of the small of her back was exposed, as
well as the top of her bikini bottom, which crept up just above the hem of her
jeans.


Snap!
Snap! Snap!


“Excellent,
Julie. Just excellent!”


Snap!
Snap! Snap!


“Now,
why don’t you get that top off? I take it you have a nice bra on underneath?”


“I
have my bikini on under my clothes.”


“Cool.
Can you take the shirt off then?”


“Sure!”


“Do
it slow, like you’re stripping slowly for the camera.”


“O.K.”


The
blonde smiled as Frank snapped the shutter, and she reached up and gracefully
pulled off the T-shirt very slowly, as Frank repeatedly hit the button on the
camera. The only sound was the electric ker-chunk of the shutter.


Soon
enough, Julie was dressed in jeans and a bikini top. She grinned for the
camera.


“How
am I doing?” she said.


“Just
great!” said Frank. “Now, let’s get those jeans off. Stand up, and pull them
off slowly, O.K.?”


“O.K.”
The blonde got up off the couch, and stood in front of it. She turned her back
to the camera and looked over her shoulder, licking her lips sexily.


Snap!
Snap! Snap!


“That’s
awesome!” said Frank.


The
blonde reached down and unhitched the button to the front of her jeans, out of
sight of the camera lens. She bent over, making sure her pert, round ass –
tightly covered with the strained denim of her blue jeans – was aimed right at
the camera. Then she ever so slowly pulled her jeans down, making sure Frank
had plenty of time to get an SD card full of high resolution shots.


Within
15 seconds, the jeans were on the floor, and she was dressed in nothing but her
bikini and anklet socks.


“Get
on the couch on your hands and knees, Julie,” said Frank.


For
the next 20 minutes Frank took all sorts of poses of the blonde in her tight bikini,
with her looking directly at the camera; looking up and towards the side coyly;
looking over her shoulder with a lusty glance; on her hands and knees, biting
her lip enticingly with a look that would melt a polar icecap -- and then Frank
took closer shots of her in her bikini. The entire time he marveled at her
lithe, sexy body – looking every bit the high school graduate that she was.


After
Frank had taken close to 250 different shots, he stopped. “O.K.,” he said.
“Time for a break.”


“How
did I do?” said Julie, standing on the carpet, still dressed in just her
bikini.


“Awesome,”
said Frank.


He
showed Julie several of the shots via the LCD readout on the back of the
camera. Even though the readout was small, Julie could tell that the lighting
and the backdrop highlighted her quite well.


“It
looks like we’re about done here, Julie,” said Frank, pausing his words.
“Unless…”


“Unless
you want me to get naked?” Julie replied, almost stammering the words. 


Frank
looked at her, surprised. He was expecting to have more push-back after
breaching the subject. “Yeah. I would love for you to get naked. That would
make for some great pictures.”


He
went over to the computer desk and took a last slurp of coffee – which by now
was mostly cold. “You wouldn’t have to really show anything. Just your tits,
and maybe spread your ass a tiny bit, to give a little hint. No pussy shots, or
anything like that.” He set the cup back on the desk. “Just to get you used to
being naked in front of the camera, that’s all.”


He
paused, letting out a breath, as if almost nervous about breaching the subject.


“It’s
all up to you, Julie,” he said. “Your choice.”


The
blonde bit her lip and swallowed, her eyes looking up towards the ceiling
momentarily. Then she smiled. “Let’s do it.”


Frank
focused the SLR on the blonde. “O.K., Julie. Pretend you’re taking your bikini
off for a guy, trying to entice him. Remember, if these pictures sell, it’s
going to be lonely guys who are looking at them, putting you in the place of a
girlfriend. It sounds weird, I know, but that’s how it works. They’re the
market. Lonely guys. Tease them. When I tell you to take off your top,
take it off slowly at first.”


“O.K.,”
said Julie. She stood in front of the couch, and looked into the camera, biting
her lip shyly as Frank zeroed in first on her face. Then he lowered the camera
angle, taking in a close up of her modest but sweet looking chest, now encased
in blue and white cotton. The cleavage – whatever cleavage there was, was pale
and wonderful to behold. The young blonde’s large B’s filled out the top just
enough to hint at the promise of sex.


Frank
knew the HD quality of the photograph would sell on the internet. It was just a
matter of getting the photos in the right hands.


He
lowered the camera towards the blonde’s flat, smooth tummy.


“Hold
still, just like that,” said Frank, lowering the camera yet lower. Within
seconds the awesome sight of Julie’s pleasantly wide hips and smooth, pale
thighs filled the viewfinder, her skimpy bikini bottom belying the fact that
she shaved down below. The sides of the bikini bottom tightly dug into the
young woman’s soft skin delightfully. Frank’s cock stiffened as he snapped
several shots of the sight, zeroing back in towards Julie’s cotton covered
gusset.


Then
he backed up, and aimed the camera at Julie’s upper body and face.


“O.K.,
Julie. Take your top off, slowly. Now I’m going to zero in on your tits, so I
hope you’re fine with that.”


“I
don’t mind. I don’t have much to show off.”


“Guys
love a young woman’s tits, of any size. Believe me. They’ll love
your tits.”


Julie
giggled. “O.K.” She once again looked into the camera lens, pretending it was a
guy she liked. Biting her lip, she pulled out on the side straps of the bikini
top teasingly.


“That
a girl,” said the older man. “Tease the camera!”


Julie
smiled and suppressed a giggle. She licked her lips.


Snap!
Snap! Snap!


Smiling
and looking deeply into the camera lens, Julie removed her top, ever so slowly,
as if trying to induce as hard an erection as she could from whomever was
watching. 


Soon
enough, her large B’s bit the rarified air of the basement, in all their perky
glory.


Frank
nearly gasped. It was a cock-stiffening sight: pale, perky mounds, with a hint
of fullness, topped by ever-so-pale areolas that surrounded a delightful pair
of nipples which stuck out enticingly, as if begging to be sucked. The blonde
held out her top, dangling it from her fingers playfully, as if teasing a
boyfriend. Frank snapped several shots of Julie as she grinned gleefully, almost
as if she were proud of inducing erections in any potential viewers.


“Excellent,
Julie. You’re a natural at this.”


The
blonde giggled, and dropped the bikini top on the couch.


By
now, Frank had a hard-on pressing against the front of his jeans.


“Now
press your tits together with your upper arms, Julie. Make them stick out for
the camera.”


The
blonde pushed her smallish tits together, causing the nipples to jut out
better.


Frank
got pictures of the girl’s sexy chest from both sides, the angular shots
exemplifying the small globes pushed out towards the lens, begging for
attention.


“Am
I doing O.K.?” said the blonde nervously.


“You’re
doing wonderful, Julie,” said Frank, snapping close-ups of the girl’s areolas
and nipples, making each entire breast filled the camera lens.


He
took a breath and backed away. His cock by now was raging hard.


“Well,
we need to see that bottom come off, Julie.” He paused. “Unless you want to
stop. I mean, this is your show, really – not mine.”


The
blonde smiled coyly.


“Sure!”
she said.


“O.K.”
Frank took a breath. He checked the video camera, which was still filming. Then
he stood near the young blonde. “First, let’s get some pics of you with your
top off and your bikini bottom on. Get on the couch, on your hands and knees.”


“O.K.”
The blonde climbed onto the couch. Frank took shots of her from the side, from
the front, from overhead, and from behind – her full, perfect ass filling the
screen, with her warm gusset just barely covered in blue and white cotton, the
narrow slip of fabric deeply embedded in the silky pale cleft between her
nubile ass cheeks.


“Slip
the bikini bottom off now,” he ordered. “Do it reeeeeaaaal slow. I want
each bit of it to be framed in a high quality picture.”


“O.K.”
said the blonde. Still kneeling, she reached back and hooked a thumb under the
sides of the bikini bottom. Ever so slowly, she pulled the skimpy cotton down
over her pert, plump ass, as Frank took picture after picture.


“Hold
it there,” he said, as soon as the bikini was just below the pussy line,
resting on the top of Julie’s smooth, pale thighs.


Snap!
Snap! Snap! Snap!


The
very bottom of the blonde’s ass was squeezed by the sides of the bikini, the
fabric cutting into the plump, pale skin. Frank could just see her pink, fleshy
back orifice peeking out from in between her cheeks. He zeroed in and took
several close-ups. Julie’s pussy was just visible – bare and pink, the lips
thin and moist, and slightly dilated from her excitement at posing in front of
the camera.


“Pull
a cheek to the side, please.”


“O.K.”


Instantly,
Frank had a full view of warm, slightly sweaty ass crack. The top hole was
bright pink and surrounded by a deep cleft of pale flesh. The bottom hole
opened just barely from the cheek being pulled aside.


Snap!
Snap! Snap! Snap! Snap!


“O.K.,
take that bikini down the rest of the way.”


Julie
pulled the cotton bikini bottom down her thighs, and then lifted herself from
the couch cushions, yanking the blue and white fabric all the way down and past
her feet. She tossed the bikini bottom out onto the couch, giggling, and then
she got back onto her hands and knees. Frank backed up and got a side profile
shot of the blonde naked, both halves of her bikini forming a skimpy, blue and
white pile in front of her.


“Wow,”
said Frank. “That’s a great pose.”


Julie
giggled. “Thanks.”


He
positioned himself behind Julie’s ass, and aimed the camera right at it,
causing it to fill the viewfinder. It was a cock-stiffening sight.


“Pull
both cheeks apart, if you will,” Frank ordered.


“O.K.”
said Julie obediently.


Within
seconds Frank was presented with a sight more beautiful than Mt. Rainier – more
awe inspiring than Yosemite or the wonders of Yellowstone, and more pleasing to
the eye than a cool summer day on Puget Sound – it was the grand view of both
of Julie’s holes, glistening with just a hint of perspiration, bright pink and
bared for the world to enjoy.


Snap!
Snap! Snap! Snap! Snap! Snap! Snap!


By
now, Frank’s cock was hard as stone, his jeans tenting at the sight of the
younger woman’s presenting her goods so wonderfully. His instinct was crying
out: lean forwards and lick up that wonderful female candy. How tasty those
sweet holes looked! How awesome it would feel for that sweaty skin to grace the
tip of his tongue!


A
true professional, Frank did not heed his instinctive cravings. He took a few
more close-ups, his cock raging with each view of the blonde’s offerings.


“Stand
up in front of the couch,” he ordered. “I’ll get some shots of you that way.”
Julie stood, obviously a little nervous at being completely naked. Frank took
shots of every asset she had, from her feet to her face, and then he stood
back.


“Turn
around,” he said.


Julie
turned, and Frank took a high quality photo of her hair, which hung down over
her shoulders. On an HD screen it would almost seem like one could reach out
and touch it.


“Get
back on your hands and knees. We’ll get a few more shots that way. Then we’ll
be done for this session,” said Frank.


After
the blonde got back on the couch, Frank photographed her from every angle, with
Julie performing for the camera like a pro. His favorite shot was overhead,
where he could see every mouthwatering curve; her hair resting gently over her
upper back; every slight blemish on her silky skin; and the wonderful round
curves of her bottom as it stuck out in the direction of the camera.


On
a high-def LCD monitor it would look just like being there.


Which
was the point.


After
getting as many shots as he could, Frank switched the camera off, and went over
to the computer desk.


“O.K.,
Julie,” he said. “We’re done. You can get your clothes back on now.”


While
he hooked the camera to the computer via a USB cable, the blonde put back on
her bikini. She was breathlessly excited. It felt very unusual, but very
exciting to disrobe for a strange man. And the gravity of what could happen was
just hitting her: these photographs could be viewed by hundreds, if not
thousands, of horny men.


For
the time being, the thought appealed to her ego. After all, she was presently a
nobody in this world, and it was not a fun place to be.


She
stood up, and pulled on her jeans, and then donned her T-shirt.


Frank
glanced over at her. “Come on over and have a look.”


Soon
the computer monitor was covered in little colored squares – all thumbnails of
the photos he had just taken.


“These
came out pretty good,” Frank said.


Julie
looked over the pics. She had to admit she looked really hot naked. And the
bikini pics also looked hot, especially the ones where she was on her hands and
knees, aiming her ass at the camera. But that pose looked exponentially hotter
with no clothes on – every supple curve, every spotless inch of skin, and every
hint of pinkness between the blonde’s cheeks – all were erection inducingly
heated.


“See
that pic there?” said Frank, pointing to a shot of Julie on hands and knees,
with her looking ready to be taken from behind – her ass pointed at the
camera, with her glancing over her shoulder slyly, looking back towards the
camera. “That’s every guy’s dream.”


“Wow.
Really?” said Julie.


“Shit
yeah,” said Frank. He scrolled down the gallery of naked and bikini-clad
Julies. “You look just like the hot girl next door. That sells. Believe
me.”


He
scrolled further down the screen full of pictures.


“Man,”
said Frank. “If these don’t catch some agent’s eye, I don’t know what will.” He
pulled up a document on his computer, which he had found on the internet. He
printed it out. “I need you to sign this. It’s a model’s release form. It says
that I will pay you for these photographs. Which I will. I can write a check,
or give you cash. If they sell on the ‘net, you’ll get more money.”


“Wow!”
said the blonde.


“It’s
only fair. It’s a business, Julie. You can make money at it.” He handed her the
form. “I need you to fill it out now. And then I’ll give you your money.”


“Cool!”
said Julie. Frank handed her a pen. Julie read over it, and signed it. While
Julie worked on the form, Frank loaded some of her photos on a USB stick for
her to keep.


Frank
handed Julie the USB stick, and then reached into his pocket and pulled out two
100 dollar bills, and a fifty, and handed them to the blonde.


“Congratulations,”
he said, as Julie took the money, looking it over, awestruck. “You are a real
model now.”


“Wow!”
said the blonde. “This is so cool!”


“Yep!”
said Frank. “Now, remember, we need to arrange for another photo session some
time soon.”


“I
have to let you know later, in case I get a job,” said the blonde.


“All
right. See you soon.”


As
she walked home, with $250 in her pocket for maybe an hour and 15 minutes of
posing semi-clothed and naked, she felt all warm inside.


She
was going to be somebody, after all. 


 


GET ON THE COUCH,
I’LL GET THE CAMERA


The
next week was a blur. Julie went out on some job interviews, but still no luck.



When
she got home, she looked over the pictures that Frank had taken of her. She
couldn’t believe how professional they looked. 


Tuesday
afternoon she saw Frank outside, getting his mail.


“Hi
Julie,” said Frank. “Any luck on the job hunt?”


“Nope,”
said the blonde. “Any news from any of your contacts?”


“I’ve
only heard back from one of them, Julie,” said Frank. “And that’s the
guy I told you about earlier -- the guy who is looking for softcore porn
models. I know at least two guys who have those kinds of connections. This one,
and then there is another one, who actually works in that industry filming
girls having sex. I haven’t contacted him yet.” 


Julie’s
eyes widened.


“Now
-- I’m not saying that’s what I’m trying to get you into,” said Frank,
reassuringly. “I just thought you should at least have that option. It would be
entirely up to you.”


Soft
core porn, or even sex on camera? Julie bit her lip, thinking about the idea.
It seemed so exciting, but she hadn’t thought of that as an option for
modeling. But suddenly, it seemed that it could be fun, though.


All
I’d have to do is take my clothes off, and make money that way, she thought to
herself. And maybe have sex if I wanted to make even more money. 


“O.K.,”
she said. “That might not be a bad thing to look into.”


“I’ll
keep plugging away,” said Frank. “I haven’t sent all your pics out, just the
best ones. Hopefully my contact in the fashion industry will get back to me. If
he still is working in it. Some of them come and go. Otherwise, I’ll bug the
guy who works in the porn industry.”


“O.K.,”
said Julie. “Thanks for all the help.”


“Any
time, Julie,” said Frank. “By the way – how about another photo shoot this
weekend? Maybe some pics with lingerie, and the like.”


“Wow!”
said the blonde. “That would be great!”


“Well,
just let me know when you want to make the time for another shoot. Saturday is
good for me.”


“How
about Saturday evening?” said Julie.


“Seven
p.m.?”


“Yeah.”


“You’re
on,” said Frank.


As
the hot young blonde turned to walk back into her house, Frank watched. She had
such grace, as young women often do – her long legs setting up a gentle rhythm
as she walked, with her pert, finely formed ass pumping pleasingly. Before she
went into her house, she turned, catching Frank checking her out. Julie smiled.
Then she opened the screen door to the front of the house and went inside.


It
sure would be awesome to tap that hot ass, Frank thought to himself as he took
his mail and went inside his own house. Maybe if I play it right, I can indeed
get a piece of her before she goes porn on us.


When
he got inside his kitchen, he slapped the mail down on the table, grabbed a
coffee, and then went into the computer studio to look over and edit some more
of the photos he’d taken of Julie. 


Maybe
I can turn this young hottie into the next porn star, he thought, as he looked
over the pictures.


Just
think of it: my own neighbor, the blonde girl next door. Doing porn. In my
house.


And
maybe, just maybe…. I could fuck her. Maybe.


I
mean, it would be semi-ethical – that that hot fuckin’ body. Man.


If
I get the chance… Well… At least it’s something to fantasize about.


Frank
smiled.


 


Julie
woke up late on Saturday after a long night playing zombie apocalypse video
games online. The sun was shining and it was a beautiful day. Her father and
stepmother were out taking a day together, sightseeing downtown Seattle.


Before
they were due home, Julie left a note for her dad and stepmom, to let them know
she wouldn’t be home for dinner.


Hi
Dad, Hi Steph. I’m going out on a long nature walk on the Trail. I’ll be home
around 8 or 9. I need to get some fresh air. Seeya. Julie.


It
was a quickly penned lie, but it would do. After all, she often went out on
jogs on the Trail during the afternoons and sometimes early evenings during the
Summer. It wouldn’t be something so out of the ordinary that it wouldn’t be
believed.


She
stuffed a few items of clothing into her dark blue gym bag and headed out the
front door, not wanting to be caught by her parents.


By
six p.m., Frank set up all the cameras, including a new addition – a video
camera.


Right
before seven, the doorbell rang. It was Julie. She was wearing a hoodie, and
had her gym bag with some lingerie in it.


“I
brought some extra changes of lingerie, just in case you wanted me to pose in
different ones,” said the blonde.


“Really
good thinking,” said Frank, grinning. “Come on in. The lighting is already set
up in the basement.”


He
led the blonde down the stairs into the pleasantly lit studio.


Julie
walked into the room. The cameras were mounted on their tripods – a new, large
format SLR, and a video camera. The older, standard format SLR was sitting on
the computer desk, which was against the wall, to the right side of the couch. 


“Go
ahead and take off your coat, Julie,” said Frank. “Make yourself comfortable.”


Julie
dropped her clothes bag in the corner of the room.


“I
really liked the pictures you took of me last time, Frank,” said the blonde,
grinning. She doffed her hoodie and threw it over the back of the small chair
in the corner of the darkened room. “No one to show them to, though. I didn’t
want to show my dad. He’d freak.”


“That’s
understandable,” said Frank.


“Dad
still thinks I’m a virgin, you know,” said the blonde coyly. “I play up on it
for him. I mean, I would never tell him I’ve had sex with Dylan a bunch of
times already.” The blonde bit her lip slightly. “I don’t know why, but Daddy
wants to think I’m still his little girl.”


“I’ve
never had kids,” said Frank, “so I have no idea how it feels to be a dad. But I
can see why your father is protective of you. It’s probably a natural
inclination.”


“We’re
really close,” said the blonde. “We became super close after Mom died.”


“I’m
sorry to hear about your loss,” said Frank. “I know she had cancer.”


“Yeah.
And when she died, Dad took it super hard. We both did. But now he has
Stephanie. The bitch.”


“Now,
now,” said Frank. “Cut her some slack. She has to know she’s in a tough
position.”


“She
sometimes acts like she owns my dad,” said Julie. “I just hope she doesn’t turn
Dad against me somehow. She acts like it sometimes.”


“I’m
sure your dad knows who is more important,” said Frank. “After all, you said
he’s very protective of you.”


 “True,”
said the blonde. “Anyway, I love the pics. I look like a real model!”


“You
have an awesome body, Julie,” said Frank. He grabbed his handheld SLR camera
from the computer desk and aimed it at the blonde, taking a couple shots of her
as she took off her sweatjacket. The blonde looked over and grinned, still
getting used to the idea of being the center of a camera’s attention. Even
after her first shoot, it was still difficult for her to believe that she
looked great on camera.


“I
hope you don’t tell my dad about this,” she said. “He’d kill me if he knew my
older neighbor was taking half naked pictures of me.”


“It
will always be our secret, Julie,” said the older man, his slightly greying
hair expertly cropped, him looking much like the successful salesman he was. “I
would never tell your dad. You should know that.”


He
set up the video camera, checking the viewfinder, ensuring that the couch was
in full view. Frank glanced at the blonde, who was sitting quietly on the
couch, waiting for instructions. Her gym bag was still in the corner of the
room, by the chair. 


After
about minute or so of checking the lighting in the room, Frank glanced at the
blonde. “Well,” he said. “You want to do some bikini or lingerie shots first?”


“Well…”
said the blonde, almost stammering. “I got a on new lace bra and panties. I
could show them off. They’re on under my jeans and T-shirt.” She pointed to her
clothes bag. “I also have a catsuit, and a teddy in the bag. It’s a nice one.
And some stockings.”


“Why
don’t we just have you slowly disrobe in front of the cameras this time,
Julie?” said the older man. “Then a lot more pics of you naked, like last time.
And maybe you could play with yourself later on, too.”


“O.K,”
said Julie. “I feel so hot right now. I mean, I’m gonna be naked again for the
camera, and guys are going to see my body!”


“Just
relax. Get on the couch. I’ll start the video camera.” Frank moved the
tripod that held the SLR, to finely adjust the view. “There,” he said finally.
“All set. My new camera here should show every square millimeter of your skin.
It’s large format – HD quality. Men will think they can reach out and touch
you. That’s how real it will look.”


“Wow,”
said the blonde.


Frank
pulled over his chair and sat behind the main SLR on the tripod, after lowering
it a bit. He then focused it on the blonde. He started the video camera
rolling. “Now, Julie, I’m going to ask you a series of questions. Sex related
ones. It would give the guys I know in L.A. an idea about how sexy you are on
camera, and they’ll get to hear your voice. And… Like I said. Porn shoots are
just an option.”


The
blonde looked at the man and smiled nervously. 


“Well,”
said Frank. “Let’s get started. We’ll play it by ear. Just see how it goes.
O.K.?”


“O.K.,”
said the blonde.


Frank
clicked the button on the video camera, and adjusted the two umbrella lights
that were in corners of the room, until the lighting looked completely natural.
Julie sat on the couch, somewhat nervously, pulling and toying with her long,
stringy blonde hair. She looked first at the large format SLR, then Frank, then
the video camera.


“Look,”
said Frank. “Just pretend I’m taking pics with the SLR like last time. And when
I talk to you, just talk to me like we’ve been talking now. Just normal-like.
O.K.?”


“O.K.,”
said the blonde.


 


I FEEL SO HOT
RIGHT NOW


Frank’s
cell phone went off. 


“Hold
on,” he said. He quickly grabbed the phone out of the side pocket of his
sweats. He scrolled through the icons, and tapped some characters on the
screen, using his fingers. “Sorry,” he said. “Just got a text from a buddy at
work. He wants to see a photo session. I keep having to put him off. He’s been
bugging me to let him in on a shoot ever since I told him about photographing
Katie, and told him about my photo hobby.” He paused. “I didn’t show him any of
my pics, of course. Especially not of you.”


He
switched off the screen to the phone. “James really was taken with the idea of
me photographing women. I think he wished he could do the same thing. Now he
wants to see me photograph someone. Of course, right now, that would mean you.
I should have kept my mouth shut. Oh well.”


“Really?”
said the blonde, curious. “You think this guy would want to see me pose in
front of the camera?”


“Yeah,
he is simply dying to see a woman in a photo shoot. It would make his
day.” He glanced at the young blonde. “See? That’s the effect you could
have on men, Julie. In fact, you could have that effect on a strange man, just
this evening -- if you want.” He paused, for effect. “Do you feel hotter
yet?”


The
blonde bit her lip. Her mind was racing. Never in her life had she felt so
attractive to anyone, or so much the center of attention. And here was a chance
to sort of perform in front of more than one man. And strangers, at that. The
thought of it made her heart pound.


“Is
this James guy close by?” she said, curious.


“He
just lives in the next neighborhood.” Frank put his phone back into his pocket
nonchalantly. “I could have him come over if you don’t mind. He won’t do anything.
He’ll just sit and watch. I showed him the pics of Katie. He was completely
blown away. The idea of a hot babe – like you – being photographed? To him that
would be like being present at the shoot of a famous Hollywood movie.” Frank
frowned. “Poor James. Doesn’t get out all that much.” He looked at the blonde.
“It would make his day, if he could watch.”


Julie
thought for a second. She had already agreed to pose naked for potential
strangers on the internet. What would a spectator hurt?


“Have
him come over,” she said finally.


“Wow!”
said Frank. “You’re going to really make him a happy man. He’s going to think
you’re a modeling superstar!”


“Wow!”
said the blonde. “Now I really feel hot!”


“You
mean, hot and bothered?” said Frank. “Like sexually aroused?”


“Yeah,”
said Julie. She fidgeted slightly in her seat, her almost threadbare jeans
showing off her slim legs primly.


“Well,”
said Frank. “I’ll text James and let him know he can come over and watch. I can
guarantee he won’t interfere or anything like that.”


“That’s
cool,” said Julie.


Frank
sent the other man a text. Within seconds, his ring tone went off. Frank looked
at the screen on his phone.


“Great,”
he said. “James will be on his way shortly.” 


Frank
got the two of them colas from a small refrigerator in the corner near the
desk, and within 10 minutes the doorbell upstairs rang.


“That’s
got to be James,” he said. “I’ll be right back.” He looked over the blonde.
“Now, remember. He won’t interfere. He’s a decent guy -- a quiet type, but a
nice guy. He just isn’t very good with women. You’ll be sort of putting on a
show for him, as it were. You’ll probably be the superstar of his entire life.”
Frank grinned.


“So
I’d be like modeling for him personally,” Julie said.


“Sort
of,” said Frank. “He’ll be the spectator.” He turned for the stairs. “I’ll be
right back down. Don’t go anywhere!” he quipped.


“I
won’t!” said Julie, giggling. She took a sip of her cola, and tried to settle
her nerves. The idea of disrobing for Frank was edgy enough. But here would be
a second man – a complete stranger – someone she hadn’t met before in her life.
He would be seeing her naked. She would be the complete center of attention for
two strange men.


It
was an exciting thing to ponder. As Julie sipped her drink, she heard the
subtle sound of the two men’s voices as they came down the stairs. Finally, the
two men turned the corner, and came into the studio. Julie looked up, expecting
to see Frank leading a fat, bloated blob of a man with thick glasses and thin,
balding hair. After all, this ‘James’ character was a guy who wasn’t a hit with
women, right? 


As
soon as she saw James her jaw dropped. He actually was decent looking – maybe
39 or 40, with a decent build. He did have glasses, although they weren’t
thick, and he had all of his hair, although it was greying slightly.


“Julie,”
said Frank. “This is James. He works in the delivery department where I work.”


Julie
stood up, cola in her left hand. She extended her other one towards the
visitor. “Hi James,” she said. “Nice to meet you.”


“Hi,”
said James somewhat nervously. “I guess you are Frank’s model.”


“I
guess I am,” said Julie, giggling.


“You’re
really pretty,” said the man. He looked as if he were out of place, and seemed
nervous to be speaking with a hot looking, blonde college-age girl.


“Thank
you!” said Julie.


Frank
grabbed a cola from the little black refrigerator in the corner of the room,
and handed it to James. “Now, James, you can watch from the chair in the corner
there, if you like. Julie is fine with you observing, as long as you don’t
interfere with the shoot.”


“Oh,
I wouldn’t do that,” said the man, taking a sip from his cola nervously. “I
just would like to see how these things happen.” He looked at Julie. “I’ve seen
shots of girls on the internet, and always wondered how the photographers do
their thing.”


 He
went over to the chair in the corner, next to Julie’s clothes bag.


“Now
Julie,” said the cameraman, “I’m going to start up the video, O.K.?”


“O.K.,”
said Julie, sitting back down on the couch somewhat nervously, as she had no
idea what to expect from there on out. She glanced at James, who was just taking
it all in. She began to get more excited, thinking that soon enough she would
be naked in front of the man.


“By
the way -- we need to refer to you online by a fake name.” Frank pursed his
lips. “You don’t want anyone out there knowing your real one, of course. Not a
good idea.” He checked the aim of the video camera on the tripod that was
pointed towards the couch. “You have any name you’d like to use?”


“I
never thought of a stage name,” said Julie. “This is all so much for me to get
used to.”


“I
know,” said Frank. “We’ll call you Misty. That would be a good name. Catchy.
Fits a blonde girl pretty well.”


“O.K.,”
said Julie.


Frank
switched on the video camera, switched the large format SLR on, and then grabbed
the handheld SLR. He snapped a couple pictures as the blonde nervously sipped
her cola.


“We’re
rolling,” he said softly. He once more checked the video camera’s viewfinder.
The entire couch, with the blonde sitting in the middle of it, filled the view
wonderfully.


“Well
boys,” said Frank for the benefit of any future video viewers, “This is Misty.
She’s new to modelling. Say hi to the boys out there, Misty.”


“Hi
guys!” said the blonde.


“So,
how old are you, Misty?”


“I
just turned 20.”


“Have
you ever gotten naked on camera before?”


“No.
Not like this.”


“Not
even for your boyfriends?”


“Well,
one boyfriend took a picture of my tits and my ass. But that was just with his
cell phone.”


“He
didn’t take pictures of you having sex?”


“Well,
he did take a pic of me giving him a blowjob.”


“Did
he give you a facial?”


The
blonde got slightly red in the face, and took a sip of her cola and smiled
nervously. “Yes, he did, actually!”


“I
bet he took pictures of that.”


“As
a matter of fact, he did.” She paused. “Wow, I almost forgot he took pictures
of it.”


“I
bet you looked really hot with a facial,” said Frank.


“He
seemed to like it,” said Julie, coyly.


“Did
he give you any more facials?”


“No.
He was a jerk. He was cheating on me, so I dumped him. The asshole.”


“Oh,”
said Frank. “Sorry to hear about that. His loss, our gain.”


The
blonde laughed.


Frank
moved closer and took some more close up pics, of the girl’s body, and a few
close-ups of her face. Julie beamed for the camera, and pulled on her long,
stringy blonde hair playfully. Frank already was happy with the way the shoot
was progressing. The girl was readily talking about sex, and her face looked
terrific on the SLR viewfinder. Face shots often were very popular on the
internet sex sites. Periodically he snapped pictures with the larger format
SLR, using a remote, being sure to stand out of the way.


The
handheld SLR camera was a high resolution model, and every freckle, every
sparkle from Julie’s bright blue eyes, and every nuance of her pink lips showed
up perfectly. To a man viewing it on a computer screen it would be just as if
she were right there. 


“I
can see your face right now, Misty,” said Frank, trying to remember to always
use her new stage name. “I can almost imagine it coated with lobs of hot cum.
How much cum did you have on your face when your boyfriend gave you a facial?”


The
blonde bit her lip nervously. “It was a lot. On my nose, and all over my
forehead, and a lot of it was in my hair, too.”


Frank
snapped photos of the girl’s silky, stringy blonde hair, and then backed up a
bit.


Meanwhile,
James watched in shocked amazement. He had never seen a hot young babe in such
an intimate setting before. The idea that she may start disrobing added a
sordid atmosphere that made his cock stiffen. He sipped his cola intently,
watching. The blonde, while being interviewed, looked over at him, and smiled
nervously.


Frank
backed up and got a shot of the blonde, including the entire small couch.


“Misty,
why don’t you get up and show us your ass, with your pants still on.”


“Sure!”
said the blonde. She stood and bent over in front of the camera. Frank snapped
some close up shots, of her ass – the top of her underwear just showing above
the hem of her jeans.


“Now
why don’t you take off your shirt,” said the older man. “Slowly.”


“O.K.,”
said the blonde. She grabbed the lower hem of her pink T-shirt, and slowly
pulled it up, up, up – revealing her small chest, which was covered by a light
blue lace brassiere, and then slowly pulled the shirt over her head. She dropped
it on the arm of the couch.


“Excellent,”
said Frank.


The
blonde smiled, naked from the waist up, except for the bra.


“Now
the jeans,” said Frank. “Get them off.”


“O.K.,”
said Julie. She slowly unbuttoned the fly, and then pulled her jeans down her
hips, and then down her ass, slowly, while grinning for the cameras. Down,
down, down went the tight jeans, and soon enough, they were down to her ankles,
her pert ass bare except for the thin lacy material of her light blue panties.


She
kicked off her jeans. Now she was naked, except for two thin, lacy bits of
clothing.


“Well,
now,” said the man. “How about you getting up onto your hands and knees, on the
couch. I want to take some shots of that hot body.”


Julie
giggled. “I feel so hot and bothered right now,” she said.


“You
look hot, woman,” said Frank. “Now get on your hands and knees.”


“O.K.”


The
blonde was on all fours, her pert, sleek body looking achingly sweet and making
the cocks of both men rock hard. Frank photographed the blonde from the front,
and he took shots of her back, and her ass, including close ups of her crotch,
legs, and her feet as well.


He
returned the camera to her ass, and then took a shot looking up her back,
towards her long blonde hair.


“I’m
getting some really good shots, Misty,” he said. “I’d really like you to get
those panties off.” 


The
blonde smiled and bit her lip, looking over her shoulder at the camera
teasingly.


“You
really want me naked?”


“Yeah,
why not? How about just taking off your top first?” suggested Frank. “Let’s see
how you feel about that. That’s innocent enough. Lots of girls take their tops
off for the camera.”


“O.K.,”
said Julie. Grinning nervously and biting her lip, she smiled at the camera,
and reached behind her back and unclasped her lace bra. Within seconds the
rarified air of the basement studio was greeted with the glorious sight of
Julie’s pert, perky A cup sized breasts – the nipples a bright shade of pink,
with puffy areolas – the teats erect from the excitement of posing for
strangers.


“Push
them together,” said Frank. “Let’s see those titties in action!”


Julie
giggled, bringing her hands up to her chest, and pushing the small breasts
together, the cleavage just tight enough to embrace the sides of a small cock.
Her nipples jutted out into the air, begging to be sucked.


The
blonde, smiling for the camera, stuck out her tongue and licked her left tit,
and then her right. Back and forth she went, coating her pert nipples with
spit, causing them to gleam in the lighting of the studio.


“You’re
making us super hard, Misty,” said Frank, snapping away. He zoomed in on each
glistening nipple, catching every subtle nuance of the wetness on her pink
skin.


“Do
you like it?” said the blonde.


“My
cock is about to break out of my pants!” said the older man, chuckling. “Why
don’t you take off that bottom?”


“Then
you’d be able to see my pussy,” said Julie.


“That’s
the idea, Misty,” said Frank.


The
blonde bit her lip. “Well…” She hesitated.


She
already knew what she was going to do. The hot feeling she had from taking off
her top and playing with her breasts in front of two strange men had already
excited her to no end.


She
got up off the couch and grinned for the camera. She wiggled her ass for the
lens, and then pulled her cheeks apart, causing the thin band of light blue
lace to crawl deep into the pink cleft of her ass crack. Frank zoomed in, and
the blonde pulled her cheeks wider. Frank could now just see the sides of the
blonde’s moist labia, peeking through the sheer lace band, and sides of the
pink pucker of her anus was just barely visible.


Giggling,
the blonde hooked her soft, feminine fingers around the hem of her lace panties
and slowly pulled them down over her ass cheeks, and within 15 seconds her
panties were down around her ankles. She then pulled her cheeks apart for the
camera, giggling the entire time – as Frank and the camera were greeted with
the glorious sight of wet, gaping blonde pussy.


Frank
backed away, and took some more pictures, trying to keep his hands from shaking
in the excitement of photographing such a lusty young nubile.


“James,”
he said. “Get over here and look at her.”


The
other man got up off the chair and plodded over.


“Get
on your knees on the couch, Misty, and aim your ass back in our direction. I
want James to get a really good look at your pussy.”


“O.K.,”
said the blonde.


She
kneeled on the couch cushion, and stuck her pert butt up in the air, and spread
her cheeks for the world to see her privates in their musky and moist glory.
The presence of both older men watching her every move – and the fact she was
exposing herself sexually to two strange men – sent Julie’s heart pounding with
rampant excitement.


“I’m
so hot right now,” said the blonde, “I could fuck a bunch of guys!”


The
blonde looked over her shoulder at the camera, her bright blue eyes glinting
with lust and mischief, as she obviously relished every second of the two men’s
avid attention.


“Now
sit on the couch and spread your legs,” ordered Frank.


The
blonde did as she was told. Soon enough, her legs formed a wide, wide V – her
narrow, feminine feet pointed outwards, her toes aimed at the opposing walls of
the studio. Her pale body looked awesome against the dark greyish blue of the
couch and studio.


Frank
already knew his friend in California would be asking to see if Julie could get
fucked on camera. She had the quality every porn entrepreneur was seeking: the
right combination of dirty girl and wide-eyed innocence.


“How
am I doing?” said the 20 year-old nervously.


“You’re
doing fine, Misty,” said Frank. “You’re doing perfect.” He snapped several
close-ups of the blonde’s bare pussy. Her pussy lips were slim and virginal,
wet with juice, the nearby skin moist from the sweat of excitement.


“Run
a finger up and down in your pussy, Misty,” ordered Frank.


“You
sure?” said the blonde nervously.


“Sure.
Put on a show for us. You can do it!”


“Um….
O.K.,” said the blonde. She looked over the two men, and pulled her hair back
over her shoulders, and then licked her lips before biting her lower one as she
concentrated on the task at hand: slowly moving a long, slim, pale finger down
in between her labia, as she began to massage herself. Within seconds the video
camera’s microphone was presented with the pleasant sounds of heavy, girlish
breaths, as Julie proceeded to play with herself -- working herself ever so
slowly towards the inevitable. Up and down went the blonde’s fingers, her moist
labia curling and moistening, the young woman’s sweet gasps echoing off the
walls with every fourth or fifth stroke of her fingers.


Squish!
Squish! Squish! Gasp! 


Squish!
Squish! Squish! Gasp!


The
blonde’s finger movements became more urgent, as her sharp breaths and soft
whimpers got louder and louder.


“That’s
my girl,” said Frank, snapping pic after pic. “Play with that pussy! Make it wet!
Make it really wet!”


Squish!
Squish! Squish!  Gasp!


Squish!
Squish! Squish!  Gasp!


“That’s
a girl. Come for the camera!” Frank urged, softly.


Squish!
Squish! Squish! Gasp!


Squish!
Squish! Squish! Gasp! Whimper! Whimper!


James
watched in disbelief. His cock was about to explode in his pants. A shy man, he
had actually never seen a live woman naked that close before in real life. The
days of the live arcade were long gone, and tittie bars were places he never
bothered to enter, because of the stigma attached to them. Looking at internet
girls and cam girls just wasn’t the same as seeing the real thing – live and up
close, where you could smell the shampoo and deodorant, and almost feel the
heat coming from her alabaster skin. And here was something that he could have
never dreamed he would see for real: a hot nubile, making herself cum for the
camera lens.


The
blonde’s face began to look flushed, her eyes half closed, her eyebrows arching
with each exuberant vocal, her body jerking gently with each convulsion of
subtle pleasure going through her slim, pale body – her whines and sharp
breaths jolting the air of the room. Her pale pink lips formed an ‘O’ as she
gasped in the increasing waves of ecstasy.


The
college-age girl’s legs pumped and bucked, as the two men watched and listened,
fascinated – observing the blonde working herself closer and closer to climax,
her feet wagging in time with the bucking of her ass over the edge of the couch
cushions – her face and chest flushed from impending orgasm.


Finally,
Julie’s breaths increased more and more in rapidity, as the room got louder and
louder and louder with 20 year-old whimpers, and within a minute the men’s ears
were deafened with a loud cry of pleasure.


Frank
snapped dozens of photos of the spectacle. It was incredible – he felt as if he
had hit a goldmine. He knew the video, as well as all the photos, would
probably sell if he wanted to market them.


 


BZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZ


After
a minute, the blonde quieted down. Frank smiled.


The
blonde looked up at him, and a smile spread over her face. “That was
incredible!” she gasped. “Being on camera really made me feel so hot and horny!
It made me cum so much harder than usual.”


“I’m
glad of that,” said Frank. He turned to James, who had just spent the previous
five minutes with the hardest erection of his life.


“What
do you think, James?” he said.


James
was speechless.


“Man!”
he finally muttered. “She’s awesome. Absolutely incredible.”


“I
think that says it all, don’t ya think, Misty?” said Frank. “You’re going to be
a star.”


The
blonde smiled, her face and upper body exuding a healthy glow – looking like
she had just run a mile. “Wow!” she said. “I’m so… So excited!”


“You
should be,” said Frank, setting down the SLR camera for a minute. “You didn’t
happen to bring a vibrator or anything with you in that bag over there, did
you?” he added.


“No,”
said the blonde. “I’ve got one at home, though.”


“I
took it upon myself to buy you one, just in case you wanted to use it on
camera,” said Frank. “I was thinking ahead…. Just in case. You want to try it
out? It’s a vibrating dildo, and it’s brand new – still in the packaging.”


The
blonde’s eyes widened.


“It
will be yours to keep,” added the cameraman. 


“Well…”
hemmed the blonde. She paused, sitting both bare feet on the carpeted flooring.
She placed her chin on her hands, thinking.


“I
thought it would add to the marketability if you were to pose with it in your
pussy for the camera lens,” said Frank.


 “O.K.,
I’ll do it!” Julie grinned. “It sounds like fun! Where is it?”


Frank
smiled. He set down his SLR camera and went over to the drawer of the computer
desk. He pulled out a large package – it was a decorated cardboard box with a
cellophane window which showed a large, realistic, veiny, vibrating dildo that
looked to be about just over seven inches long. He went over and handed it to
the blonde. Instantly, he switched on the video camera to catch her reaction.
It was just in time.


“Wow!”
said the blonde, her eyes as big as pie plates. “This is big!”


“I
figured there was no point in going small with a vibrating dildo,” said Frank,
matter-of-factly.


“I
have never had a guy this big,” said Julie. “My ex was about five inches or so.
And the guy before him was like that, too.” She began to open the package, and
within 15 seconds or so, she had the dildo in her hands. Frank tossed her a
fresh bottle of lube. The blonde caught it and opened the bottle, which was
still safety wrapped. She inserted the batteries that came with the artificial
penis, and lubed it. Frank snapped pictures of the spectacle with the SLR.
James just looked on, his cock throbbing in his pants – dumbfounded.


“You
know, James,” said the blonde, her eyes glinting, “I can see your cock is
hard.”


“Er…
Yeah,” said James, stammering. “I can’t help that.”


She
lay back against the back of the small couch, and spread her legs. She held up
the dildo for the camera.


“Now,
Misty,” said Frank for the benefit of any video viewers, “you said you haven’t
had a cock that big before. Is that really true?”


“Yep.”


“How
many boyfriends have you had?”


“Seven.”


“Wow,
and none of them were over seven inches?”


“I
didn’t fuck all of them. But no – the four of them that I messed with were
smaller than this.”


She
pulled her legs back further, causing her juice-coated pussy to gape slightly
for the camera. She touched the head of the dildo to her pussy, separating her
lips just a little with the moistened head of the penis. It looked very close
to the real thing. She switched on the vibe. The studio filled with the sound
of buzzing. The blonde held the head of the penis next to her clitoris, and let
out a series of sweet whimpers. She moved the head up and down, working it
against her sopping wet vulva.


James
was beside himself. His pulse quickened, and his mouth became dry from watching
the 20 year-old buzz her pussy with the massive, realistic looking phallus.


The
buzzing intensified as the blonde switched it up to maximum. Her feet – pointed
towards the direction of the men, flexed and her toes curled as she worked the
vibrating head over her glistening labia and juice dampened muff. Then she
pushed, and within seconds the raspy buzzing noise softened to a wet, gurgling,
electric sounding fizzle – which intensified and then became muffled as the
pink phallus entered and exited the blonde’s pussy.


The
room reverberated with buzzing and brrrrr-ing and Julia’s whimpers and sweet
gasps.


James
watched, mesmerised, as the blonde’s eyes rolled up into her head, her breath
catching in sharp gasps as she whimpered aloud. The dildo, meanwhile, went in
and out of her widely stretched lips, the big cock moving in and out repeatedly
in time to the blonde’s fervent sighs.


Julia’s
pussy sucked and exhaled -- the sloppy sounding buzzing of the vibe sharpening
and muffling with the insertions of the dildo in and out of the wet orifice.
The blonde’s flat, pale tummy was coated with a light mist of sweat, her silver
belly button ring moving with the rhythm of her body as she slowly climbed
towards the edge of the orgasmic cliff.


In
and out, in and out, went the thick penis – the blonde’s labia stretched thin
around its buzzing, thick girth.


She
began speeding up the movements as she worked herself back towards climax.


Squish!
Squish! Squish! Squish! Squish!


Bzzzzzzz
Bzzzzzzz Brrrrrrrmmmmphf! 


Bzzzzzzz
Bzzzzzzz Brrrrrrrmmmmphf!


As
Julie got closer and closer to orgasm her noises increased, along with the
variable sounds of the vibrator’s buzz – going from clear to muffled, clear to muffled,
clear to muffled – the labia and clitoris being worked to a frenzy as her pussy
repeatedly sucked, swallowed and exhaled the thick, veiny appendage. Suddenly,
the blonde let out a gasp and began speeding up the thrusts.


James’
mouth was dry, his vision throbbing, as he watched Julia go over the edge into
full orgasm. Instantly, his ears were treated to the deafening din of nubile
heat, as Julia’s sweat and lube coated ass jerked and bucked wildly on the edge
of the couch cushion; her hand gripping the end of the dildo with a death grip;
her pussy completely filled and impaled with thick dick – her soft feet wagging
violently in time to the jerking and bucking of her lithe, pale body. The dildo
instantly was washed in a gush of juice as the blonde climaxed.


She
slowly calmed, her breaths reducing in frequency, her whimpers slowly quieting
down to soft moans, as she slowly pulled the long, thick cock from her gaping,
reddened and juice drenched pussy.


James
couldn’t believe the sight: the couch cushion had a large, dark patch of
dampness just below the place where the blonde’s pussy was being vibed and
fucked – and Julie herself looked as if she’d run a four-minute mile:
completely flushed. Frank threw her a small roll of paper towels, and she began
to clean up a little. Frank switched off the cameras, and James took deep
breaths waiting for his erection to fade.


“So,
James,” said Frank, grinning. “You think this hot young thing can make money in
porn? You think guys out there would drop their bucks, and clean out their
debit cards, to watch her do her thing?”


“Shit
yeah,” said James. “She’s a beauty. She could be a big star. I know that I
would buy all her pictures and videos.” He glanced at the blonde, who glanced
back. For a moment, their eyes met. James, suddenly nervous, looked away.


For
the next twenty minutes, as Julie got dressed, the three bantered about the
video and the photographs. Frank loaded them onto the computer on the desktop,
which had a high definition monitor screen, and as Frank scrolled through the
shoot Julie felt a twinge of pride in her ability to put on a show, but also
look the part of a hot, model.


“So
how about another shoot next weekend?” said Frank. “Hopefully, I’ll hear back
from my pal George in L.A. before then, and maybe we can cut a deal with him.”
He glanced at the blonde. “You game? You want to be a porn model? There’s money
– and fame – in it.”


Julie
thought for a second. On one hand, being a porn model would be very cool. The
money would be easy, and it definitely would boost her ego. On the other hand,
it would make her a public persona. Chances of her being recognised as such
would be slim, but even so… What if she wanted to do something else in life, to
have an important career?


“You’re
undecided about it, I see,” said Frank.


“I
want to do it, but what if people find out about me?”


“They
could, I suppose,” said Frank. “But the internet is a vast, vast place.
It’s not like you’re going to publicise this on your personal social media or
anything. So who’s really going to know?”


Julie
bit her lip and looked towards the computer screen, which still had a collage
of shots from the session.


“Look,
Julie,” said the older man, “I can pull up any of a gazillion web sites that
are loaded with girls. Sometimes it seems half the young women in Southern Cal
have done a porn scene. There are so many of them you can’t count them –
blondes, brunettes, redheads, Asian-American and African-American girls – there
are so many of them they become… Well, to put it bluntly: more-or-less
faceless.” 


He
paused. “Yet, they make money doing it. Then when they tire of it, they quit,
and use their bankroll for school or whatever. There are so many of them that
no one’s going to track each and every one. You don’t want to be stupid about
it, but chances are high that no one around here is going to know you are
posing naked for pictures that guys on the other side of the country are
downloading on their computers.” He reached over on the desk and carefully picked
up his can of cola, so as not to spill any on the equipment. “But the decision
is yours. I don’t want to push you into anything you don’t want to do. It’s
entirely up to you. No pressure.”


The
blonde looked down towards the carpet, deep in thought. Then she looked up,
eyes brightened.


“I’ll
do it,” she said. “You only live once.”


“So,
we do another naked shoot – perhaps a week from next Saturday?” He glanced at
his phone, and set it on the computer desk. “I need time to see if George in
L.A. wants to buy your pictures.”


“O.K.,”
said Julie. “A week from next Saturday. Seven o’clock?”


“Seven
o’clock. And bring back that dildo-vibe. We can put it to use again.”


“Wow!”
said the blonde. “I’m going to be a real internet porn model!”


Julie
giggled. She grabbed her clothes bag. She glanced inside – the unused lingerie
was still inside it. She had managed to do a shoot with just the clothes she
was wearing. She stuffed the dildo and lube inside it quickly.


“Hold
up a minute, Julie!” said Frank.


“What?”


“I
almost forgot.” Frank reached into his drawer, and pulled out his checkbook. He
opened it up and scribbled over the top of one of the checks. He handed it to
the blonde: Julie Wintersteen. Five Hundred and No 100ths Dollars.


“Congratulations,”
said Frank. “You are now a professional model!”


“Wow!”
said the blonde. She gave Frank a quick hug, and a kiss on the cheek. “Thanks,
Frank!”


“Nothing
of it!” said the man, grinning. “You can see your way out of the house if you want.
I need to go over these pics and choose the best ones for sending to my man in
L.A.”


Julie
grinned as she stuffed the check into her clothes bag. As she walked the 110
feet to the front door of her own house she was full of all sorts of thoughts:
thoughts of being an actual paid model, and a nude model at that. Thoughts of
having fans, and a following. Thoughts of what it would feel like to
know that thousands of men were excited over seeing her, not just with a bikini
on, but also naked, and playing with herself for the camera. 


There
were thoughts of her being so close to her dream – to be a model. Modeling for
porn wasn’t exactly her first intention, but it was close enough. And she also
had thoughts of being somebody, instead of a nobody whose next job
probably would be working the counter of some store on the rougher side of
town.


And
last but not least, she had thoughts of how she hoped to keep it all secret
from her father.


 


IT’S YOUR LIFE


Meanwhile,
John and Stephanie Wintersteen had just finished a late dinner in their little
dinette. On the way home from sightseeing Pioneer Square and the Waterfront,
they stopped at a pizza-to-go place, and got a large stuffed Chicago-style
pizza which Stephanie baked in the oven. Stephanie had just finished putting
the spare slices of thick pizza into the refrigerator, and had just placed the
dishes in the sink. John was sipping coffee at the table. He was mildly
concerned that Julie hadn’t shown up for supper. 


“I
still don’t know why Julie had to go for a long walk instead of eating with
us,” said John. “It seems there is a lot on her mind lately.”


“She
needs to get a fucking job,” said Stephanie, sounding mildly irritated. She was
busy rinsing off the two plates and knives and forks, as well as the pizza cutter
she had used to cut the pizza she and John had just finished eating.


“She’s
trying,” said John.


“Maybe
not hard enough,” said Stephanie, who was about to place the plates and
utensils in the dishwasher when she glanced out the window and noticed her stepdaughter
Julie exiting their neighbor Frank’s house – dark blue gym bag in hand. Then
she watched Julie walk down his front sidewalk and make a turn for the
Wintersteens’ house.


Hmmmmm,
thought Stephanie to herself. John’s daughter is lying to us. She hasn’t been
on any fucking nature walk. Not when she has been inside our single, handsome,
and somewhat sketchy neighbor’s house. Not with a gym bag that looks a lot like
the one I used to use when I took skimpy clothing and lingerie back in
my stripper days.


She
glanced at John, who was still sitting at the table, having coffee.


Should
I say something? Stephanie wondered. No, why drive a wrench in their
relationship. After all, they both went through enough when Julie’s mother
died. It’s not my business. John thinks the world of her. Let it be.


“I’ll
go into the living room and start our movie, Steph. O.K.?” said John.


“Sure,
hon,” said the wife, forcing a smile. “I’ll be right in.” She slammed the door
to the dishwasher shut and quickly poured a coffee. She glanced out the kitchen
window again. She could just see Julie disappear behind a small hedge that
lined the street. Shaking her head, she grabbed her full cup and soon joined
her husband in the living room.


The
opening credits had just finished rolling to the latest zombie apocalypse DVD
when Stephanie and John heard the front door open.


“Hi
Dad! Hi Steph!” said Julie, beaming. She looked as if she had walked a mile or
more – although her stepmother had already sussed out that there had been no
walking taking place.


Her
father turned and smiled.


“How’s
Daddy’s little girl?” he said. Julie noticed that he looked at the clothes bag
curiously. “Gym bag? You been out to the gym? I thought you said you were going
for a long walk. And I didn’t hear your car running.”


“I’m
fine, Dad,” said Julie. “I did go for a long walk down the nature
trail.” She held up her clothes bag. “I just got this out of the car. I forgot
I had it in the trunk from the last time I went out with Galina to the gym.”


John
smiled. 


Stephanie
looked over at the bag, and then looked at Julie, and her eyes gave her
thoughts away. Julie knew that her stepmom suspected that she was lying to her
father about something. The way Stephanie looked at the gym bag hinted that she
saw some significance in the bag that belied some sort of knowledge in what
Julie was doing: anything but nature-walking.


I’ve
got to figure out a way to either get rid of that bitch, or put her in her
place, Julie thought to herself.


Stephanie
forced a smile. “Want to join us in watching the movie, Julie? We just put it
on.”


Julie
glanced at the screen. It was obviously a dystopian epic about a world mad with
zombies. She had already seen it several times.


“No
thanks,” said Julie. “I’ll maybe watch another one with you guys later.”


“O.K.,”
said the stepmother. “Don’t say we didn’t invite you.” She turned towards her
husband and squeezed his hand, as if owning him. “There is pizza in the
refrigerator if you want it. It’s really good pizza. Chicago style, freshly
made. Sorry you missed having some with us earlier.”


“Thanks,
Steph,” said the blonde. She turned and went down the hallway.


I
know that bitch can tell I just lied to my father, she thought to herself.


What
if she blabs? What if Dad finds out the truth? I need to figure out a way to
keep her shut up. She may try to figure out a way to drive a wedge between me
and Dad. That can’t happen. And what if she finds out our neighbor is taking
pictures of me naked when Daddy still thinks I’m a virgin?


 


The
following afternoon Julie got up feeling quite relaxed from the hard orgasms
the previous evening during the photo shoot. She got dressed, and checked her
computer. The drug store on the other side of town was still looking for help.


She
filled out the online application, and was told via email to go ahead and come
down for an interview.


As
she made her coffee, her stepmother came out from a late sleep.


“Hi
Julie,” said the older blonde, pulling back her hair into a glittery blue
plastic clip. Julie instantly felt a bit of tension, as neither of them truly
got along.


“Hi
Stephanie,” said Julie, diplomatically. “Aren’t you working today?”


“The
city gave a couple of us a few extra days off this week,” said the older blonde,
her large tits pressing against the front of her thin, white cotton low-necked
top. “You got anything planned?”


“I’m
going to one of the stores down by North Boulevard somewhere. Applying to be a
clerk. After that, I’m going to the mall with Rita and we’re going to do some
shopping.”


“That
is a bad part of town,” said Stephanie.


“It’s
not that bad,” said Julie. “So what if there are a few extra homeless
and poor people around?”


“They
have a lot of trouble there.”


“I
see the cops there a lot,” said Julie. “No one’s gonna harm me if there are
cops nearby.”


Stephanie
shook her head. “It’s your life.”


“That’s
right, and I could use the job.”


“O.K.,”
said the older blonde. “I won’t argue with you.” She forced a smile. “Good
luck, Julie. I hope you get the job.”


“Thanks,
Steph,” said the younger blonde.


Steph
left the kitchen, and Julie poured her coffee into her commuter cup and soon
headed out the front door.


As
she drove across town to the drugstore, Julie thought about the photo shoot she
had done a couple nights previous, and how exciting it was to show her pussy
and body to strange men – and then how even more exciting it was to perform in
front of them.


It
sure beat real work.


But
like Frank kept saying – it was not guaranteed. This drugstore job would
definitely help out.


The
interview went O.K., or at least Julie thought as much. The manager, a balding
guy with a growing beer belly, was decent enough, if a bit reserved. He hired
her on the spot. She would start working by the end of the week.


As
Julie drove back home, the sun came out from behind the clouds, and as it was
May, the sunshine was quite bright and warm inside the car. She turned on some
pop music on the radio, and hummed and sang along as she made her way up the
hill towards her own neighborhood. At the top of the hill was a sex supply
store. It was an unusual location because of antiquated City zoning laws.


She
went inside and bought a larger dildo than the one Frank had given her – a nine
inch realistic model.


I’ll
use this during the next photo shoot, she thought to herself. I’m going to have
to really put on a show to get my photos selling on the internet. Guys like
seeing big cocks stretch out a girl. This baby will do.


 


SUPERSTAR


Almost
a week later, auto parts man Ed Johnson drove home from work -- his old,
somewhat dented and primer-painted compact Toyota truck tooling down one of the
major thoroughfares through the vast valley where he was employed. It was a
hazy, grey May day in the suburbs of Seattle. Although it was 75F, it was
slightly humid. As Ed left work, he glanced up towards the bright overcast,
which was splotched here and there with darker patches that threatened rain.


Shit,
he thought to himself. Hope it doesn’t rain. My wipers don’t work all that well
right now. I need a new switch, but my rent is due this week. Fuck, it sucks to
be short of money half the time. 


Coaxing
his aging pickup as it sputtered towards the next intersection, he passed a
boarded-up decrepit building that used to be a thriving business – parts of it
coated in graffiti, it was nearly hidden in places with overgrown shrubbery. Ed
looked over at the building, which appeared to be a relic from better days
despite the plywood sheets covering the broken windows. Once bustling with
customers, it had been closed for quite some time, another victim of a
struggling economy.


As
Ed rolled to a stop at North Boulevard – one of his suburb’s heavily used
arterials -- he reached out and readjusted his Toyota’s side mirror, which was
partially held in place with duct tape. The mirror had been run into by a
bicyclist, or perhaps a wayward car, when he had gone grocery shopping a couple
weeks previous. 


The
intersection always had heavy traffic, and it was all that Ed could do to keep
the truck’s ailing engine running while waiting in line at the stoplight. Ed
glanced in the rearview mirror to see what traffic was behind him. There was a
hot Latina girl in a Kia Rio checking her makeup. His glance darted quickly
from the girl to his own visage in the mirror – his eyes a dull shade of steely
blue with his nondescript, light brown hair – thinning at the top -- looking
back at him. Ugh. He looked back at the girl, now busy texting.


A
29 year-old man with a nowhere job at an auto parts warehouse and a truck that
was falling apart and a cheap apartment in a questionable neighborhood on the
south hill of town, Ed knew automatically that the woman he had just viewed far
outclassed him.


Oh
well, he thought to himself. It’s just another facet of life here in green
oblivion.


Quickly,
he looked away from the rearview mirror. There was no point in belaboring it.
Sure -- the woman was beautiful. But he had traffic to worry about.


He
could tell that the light was about to change to green. Naturally, the people
in front of him either didn’t care, or were unaware that at this particular
intersection the light only stayed green for maybe 2.5 seconds. The green
signal appeared. The occupant of the car in front of him was taking his sweet
time finding the accelerator. Ed raced his sputtering engine, engaging the
clutch, hoping he didn’t have to slam on his brakes to keep from running the
light if it turned red. A few tiny droplets from the sky began to hit his
windshield, threatening rain.


“Come
on, dammit!” he growled at the driver in front of him. “Find the fucking gas
pedal, and fuckin’ drive!”


The
car in front of him suddenly lurched and both cars barely made it through the
intersection as the light turned yellow.


It
was a picture out of Ed’s life: the lights were never green much. Generally red
or yellow. Stop, or slow down. Go? Very rarely.


The
light mist began to turn to actual drops of water, splattering in small
torrents against the windshield as Ed coaxed his Toyota to the right lane after
head checking to make sure the woman behind him wasn’t trying to cut him off.


He
had to push and pull the wiper lever several times to activate the windshield
wipers, as he cursed the weather. Rain was a blessing for farmers and gardeners
– true – but it wasn’t fun to deal with rain when your vehicle is slowly
disintegrating and you don’t make enough money to get a newer one, and your
windshield wipers could stop working at any moment. 


He
turned the corner and coaxed the sputtering, ancient Toyota out across North
Boulevard and instantly made a turn into the drugstore parking lot.


The
store had a gaudy, bright green neon logo over the entrance, which had
obviously seen better days – one of the letters was sputtering, another two
letters were dark, and one of the signs that used to emblazon the side of the
store was now missing – with only a rusty shadow and open holes left on the
side of the building where the neon once was mounted. It made the store look
like it never survived the Recession. 


Once
pristine looking, the building had some rust stains in places near the roof,
and the store had this overall look of tiredness about it that spoke loads
about the hit it took from several years of a mediocre economy, which had
harmed businesses all over the area.


Parts
of the city had fallen onto hard times due to the Recession, and they still
hadn’t returned to normal, if there was indeed a ‘normal’ anymore. The
increasing numbers of homeless guys riding around on bikes, and walking around
with gritty looking, old and fully stuffed backpacks told Ed that the new
version of ‘normal’ was different than what it was in 2007 before the Recession
hit -- when he’d had a better job, and a better car – and a better life. 


It
had probably been the same with many of the homeless guys, who were on bikes or
simply walking around aimlessly with all they owned hanging on their backs.
Most of them probably lost everything during the crash, too.


Needing
cigarettes, Ed got out of the Toyota after shutting off the engine. He left the
little pickup unlocked, as the stereo had long quit working, and there was no
longer anything in the gaping, rusty looking empty hole where it had once been
mounted. With no stereo, there was nothing worth stealing inside the truck –
besides, the lock had stopped working the previous year. Putting his keys in
his pocket, Ed sauntered into the store.


As
he approached the slightly mirrored finish of the glass entry doors, he saw his
profile – a 195 pound man on a 150 pound frame wearing a fading blackish-grey
Tool T-shirt. He looked away, never enjoying the sight of himself because he
knew he wasn’t exactly attractive on the outside.


As
he walked inside, he looked over at the counter.


There
she was, that waif of a girl. It was the third time he’d seen her while
shopping at the store. She was a bit plain looking in the face, in a way – but
to Ed she was a superstar. Cute in a girl-next-door way, she had long, stringy
blonde hair, and pearly white, mostly straight teeth. Her eyes and attitude
were her brightest features, as well as her finely shaped ass, and long, slim
legs. She smiled a lot, which was a bit unusual. The fact she smiled was nice,
but obviously she was only doing so because she was a new hire at the
drugstore, which – due to its high crime, wasn’t exactly a magnet for workers.
But the girl seemed to fit in well. She wasn’t bad at her job for a new hire,
and she was friendly enough – a definite asset to the company.


And
though she was skinny, had no tits to speak of, and had no exceptionally hot physical
features, she was pleasant enough to look at. In fact, she was the kind of girl
Ed always wished he’d be able to date, or be with – if only he wasn’t such a
complete klutz at all things male-female.


The
first time Ed had met her, it was her first day at the store apparently. Like
this time, it was late afternoon, and he had stopped by the store on the way
home from work.


The
blonde – obviously new to the store – seemed very friendly, and she smiled a
lot. 


She
seemed a bit nervous about working the front counter, and there was another
clerk there helping her get acquainted with the equipment and procedures. At
the time, all Ed needed was a sixpack of beer, some soda, and a couple bags of
chips for snacks. A smoker, he often bought cigarettes at this drugstore, if
only because it was so convenient, but he had just bought a carton elsewhere
the previous weekend so all he needed was beer, chips and soda.


He
sat the four items on the counter. The blonde’s eyes sparkled as she looked
over his items.


“Beer
and cola,” she said spryly. “That’s a strange combination! I’ve never heard of
that mix before!”


Ed
was taken aback. This blonde wonder was making conversation? 


“Er…
I don’t drink them at the same time, you know,” he said. “I drink them at
different times of the day.”


The
blonde smiled broadly. “I know. I was just kidding!” She moved the items in
front of the laser scanner, and gently placed them in the bag. Ed shoved his
debit card into the slot, and after the machine dinged, and he pulled his card
back out and put it into his wallet, the girl handed him the bag of goods.
Their fingers just barely touched. Her fingers were warm and soft, and the
sensation thrilled him.


“See
you next time!” said the girl.


“Er…
Yeah. See you!” said Ed.


As
he wandered out of the store he was struck by the interaction. And mostly, he
just really found her attractive.


His
second interaction with her was hurried, as there was a long line of customers
at the store. All he needed was a pack of soda and a tube of toothpaste.


And
now on this particular grey, humid, rainy and misty afternoon, as Ed had went
inside the store to buy cigarettes, he had half hoped that the blonde wonder
would be there once again. Of course, he was pleasantly surprised that she was.


As
he walked past the front counter, the girl looked right at him. 


She
smiled. Ed smiled back.


“Hi,”
she said. 


“Hi,”
said Ed. He quickly went further into the store, going about his business.


As
he walked through the store, he passed the gifty section, where all the seasonal
items were. Being very early Summer, the picnic items were on display – fancy
coolers, beach wear, buckets and shovels for the little kids -- all sorts of
cool stuff that Ed would never be able to buy even if he had a reason to.


The
store itself was locally run, so the managers were trying to appeal to all
income levels: they had the liquor and cigarettes in cabinets near the front,
for those who just wanted those things. They had the picnic supplies and other
seasonal goods in the middle, and even an aisle just behind the seasonal goods,
stocked with some really nice housewares. 


Ed
had to pass the housewares to get to the coolers in back of the store, where
the cola was. As he went down the housewares aisle, he stopped and looked at
the teapots, which caught his eye, as he was often a tea drinker.


There
was a really nice big, white ceramic one, with blue designs on the side. Ed
picked it up. It reminded him of something his late grandmother would have
bought for Sunday dinner or holidays. In an alternate universe, Ed would have
bought it, because it would have been a nice addition to anyone’s kitchen
table. Ed, of course, had no teapot. Like most plebians, he used tea bags. No
fuss, and less bother, and besides: tea bags were cheaper.


How
great it would be to be able to afford a nice tea pot, and drink tea the way
the British did for generations!


He
turned the pot in his hands, admiring the blue willow design. He looked at the
bottom. Made In China. Of course – wasn’t everything? Still, it was very
nice, and would be a great addition to his small kitchen – except the $25 price
tag placed it out of the question. If only he made more money.


Next
to the tea pots were the tea accessories. Massive, shiny steel-mesh tea balls,
made for use with the big tea pot. Eight bucks each. Yikes.


“Must
be nice to be rich,” he muttered to himself. He glanced over the rest of the
housewares – nice cups with fancy and funny designs, plates and blenders – all
these things intended to make a house a better home, and all priced just enough
to where they were out of the reach for those on the bottom rung of society.
Not on purpose, of course. It’s just the way it was.


Ed
shook his head. He knew the issue wasn’t the drug store trying to rape
consumers. The issue was the economy. It still wasn’t as good as it should be.
Jobs were still overseas that should have remained in the U.S. And every
business had their reason for keeping wages low. And who could blame them,
really? Doesn’t everyone try to save money? Unfortunately, for men like Ed,
being on the bottom rung was too common an experience. And although things
appeared to be picking up somewhat, hearing the rosy reports on the news
sometimes made him very angry. He often wondered what planet the news
announcers were living on.


All
he had to do was take a look around his city – there were homeless people
everywhere. New visitors sleeping in their cars, parked next to the railroad
tracks, and sometimes on a weekly basis – often with something thrown over the
window to keep the sunlight out in the morning, which was usually a sign that
someone was sleeping inside. The Washington license plates gave away the fact
that they were local people, probably recently evicted. Cars, trucks, and
sometimes RV’s – all with people who had lost their roof and had nowhere to go.
For all the talk of low unemployment and prosperity, the real picture looked a
bit different.


But
those were all things that were way beyond Ed’s control, and Ed made it a practice
to only get angry over things he could do something about. And improving the
economy, or making life better for struggling people on the bottom? There was
nothing Ed could do about that problem, except try to get a better job
than the one he had.


Ed
left the housewares and grabbed a sixpack of cola from the coolers, and then
sauntered back to the snack section of the store and got a couple bags of
chips; and then he got a small bag of cat food for his cat Willy, and then he
went back up to the front of the store to get his cigarettes, his arms full of
his purchases.


Of
course, as soon as he approached the counter, he looked for the blonde hair.
How could he not?


“Hi
again!” said the blonde girl again, her bright blue eyes sparkling.


“Hi,”
said Ed. He dumped the purchases on the counter. “I’ll get these, please. And a
pack of cigarettes.”


“Which
kind?” said the girl.


Ed
pointed to the exact brand, exact type – filtered 100’s – and made sure the
girl got the ones with the red label, not the green, as he hated menthol
cigarettes.


As
the girl placed the cigarettes on the counter, Ed let out a sigh. How many
years he had tried to quit smoking. But he never could.


“You
know -- I smoke these, too,” said the girl, almost smiling. “They’re a good buy
for the money.”


“They
are,” said Ed, almost stammering. Even though it was his third time interacting
with the girl, he was still taken aback that she actually said anything aside
from that which was absolutely necessary.


As
he left the store he managed to get another peek at the girl, who had just
started serving the next customer.


What
a hottie, he thought to himself. She’s not the kind you’d see in a magazine,
but she’s hot just the same. To a lot of guys, maybe she’s a 5 or a 6, because
she’s just a little plain in the face, and she doesn’t have a big chest – but
most guys I know are too picky about everything when it comes to girls. But
look at her! What a beauty.


In
my world, she’s a 10. Because she actually is.


But
none of that matters, does it. All I have to do is look at myself: I don’t
stand a chance with a girl like that.


Bulging
shopping bag in hand, he approached his now mostly wet, grey-primered Toyota
and got inside.


It
took several attempts to get the truck started. It needed a fresh set of
sparkplugs, and had a couple fouled injectors – hence the sputtering
performance. But that all took money. And money – as anyone knows -- was not in
terrific supply.


Glancing
one final time towards the entrance of the store, hoping to get one last glance
at the new girl, Ed gunned the engine to the Toyota and sputtered his way up
the hill, towards home. As he went up hill the rain stopped, so he could switch
off the hesitant windshield wipers.


When
he reached the brown painted, 1980’s-era apartment complex he pulled the Toyota
to his parking spot, which was sheltered by a forlorn looking rusting metal
overhang which was coated with peeling, metallic brown paint. He grabbed his
bag of purchases and made his way across the wide sidewalk, towards the short
flight of stairs that led to his apartment -- the vague rumble and muted roar
of the traffic speeding past on the four-lane arterial behind him being
omnipresent until he got inside. 


A
fresh breeze picked up as he walked across the wet pavement of the walkway. The
gentle wind smelled of the pleasant scent of wet fir trees. Ed stopped in his
tracks, and closed his eyes, and breathed in deep. How wonderful that scent
was! It reminded him of home – which meant the neighborhood he grew up in, a
few miles east of town.


His
mother and father had bought a mobile home in a nice trailer park in a narrow
valley not too far from the area where he now lived -- the park itself tucked
into a small landing between the railroad tracks and the river. All around were
the scents and sounds of nature. The river was audible, being that it carried a
lot of water from the Cascades to the Sound. There were magnificent groves of
cottonwood, alder and bigleaf maple in the large undeveloped tracts near the
river and on each side of the highway and railroad tracks. When he was little,
Ed could easily walk just a couple blocks and be in the midst of the second
growth forest.


Now,
of course, it was all developed with new housing developments and a few condos.
His trailer park home was now long gone, just as his youth was.


The
breeze blew a little stronger, and there was a scent of pine – a tree
non-native to the area. Ed caught hints of it numerous times, but had no clue
where the offending trees were.


Ed’s
apartment was a typical bachelor’s affair, which meant it was a typical working
class man’s apartment in Seattle, being that half the people in Seattle are
unattached and a significant enough proportion of them don’t make a shitload of
money. The apartment was a standard one bedroom, one bathroom and one living
room affair, with the kitchenette sort of slammed against the back space of the
open living room, placed there almost as an afterthought.


The
carpet throughout was getting close to eight or nine years old, but it was
still decent enough looking – a brownish tinge of grey that is popular in many
apartments. The walls were painted a dull tone of pastel yellow, which looked
almost a light shade of dirty green if the light coming through the back
windows struck the interior of the apartment at the right angle.


Ed
opened the door and within seconds he heard the meowing. Then his grey puffball
of a cat trotted around the corner of the kitchenette, into the apartment’s
short hallway.


“Hey,
Willy!” said Ed. He set his packages down and petted the cat, which arched its
back against his hand, purring.


“Look
what I got for you!” said Ed. “A fresh bag of cat food!” Willy the Cat pushed
his nose against the top edge of the cat food bag, sniffing it, as if sensing
the contents were good for cats. Ed petted his cat a little more, talking to
him, as the cat purred and meowed. 


Then
Ed stood and grabbed the packages, and went into the dinette as the cat
followed him.


He
set the packages down on the kitchen table – an old one he had gotten from a friend
who had purchased it at a thrift store. The table was a nice one, though –
light colored wood, it looked like it was made of pine, but it could have been
made out of the wood from any lightwood pulp tree from the Far East somewhere.
The finish on it was shiny enough. There was a small cigarette burn mark on it,
near one of the corners – the only real issue with the table – probably the
reason the first owners got rid of it.


Making
some coffee, Ed opened the bag of cat food and poured some into Willy’s food
dish.


As
his cat ate, Ed grabbed his bag of chips and went inside his bedroom, which was
on the other side of a perennially open door, which was ‘held’ open by a pile
of dirty jeans and T-shirts. He sauntered over to the computer desk, which had
the only prized possession he owned: his desktop computer, one with high
definition graphics and a fast GPU which allowed him to play violent, bloody,
space war video games over the internet.


He
switched on the computer and ripped open the bag of chips. Clicking on the
browser icon he cruised to his favorite website that wasn’t a video game
oriented site: Hot College Babes Clearing House. He liked the site so
much that he was a member, which meant that he had access to plenty of
exclusive content. Being that he was alone, and had been so for months, the
website provided his only real connection with the female world, and it served
its purpose quite well.


The
opening page was a large, colorful collage of photos of hot girls of every
stripe: blondes, brunettes, redheads, Asian-American girls, African-American
girls, and girls from all over the U.S. as well as Europe and the rest of the
world. The theme, of course, was that they were coeds, with the “college” the
girl attended usually typed in underneath her name. It was obvious, however,
that most of the girls on Hot College Babes Clearing House probably
never even saw the parking lot of a community college, much less the inside of
a major university.


Many
of the girls on the front page of the site Ed had seen before. In fact, he had
viewed and downloaded many of the pictures as soon as any new girl appeared,
which happened usually once or twice a week. The girls had these flashy names,
like ‘Star’ and ‘Spring’ and ‘Fire’ and ‘Storm’ and the like – chances were
rather high that the names were fake.


But
who cares? You don’t download photos for the name. You’re looking at the girl,
and the action.


This
particular evening Ed noticed there were two new faces in the spread – and one
in particular caught his eye. She was a cute waif of a blonde. Her stage name
was “Misty”. The college she supposedly went to was one of the prominent West
Coast universities.


He
clicked on her picture, which led to a gallery of numerous pictures of a hot
young blonde, with long stringy looking hair – well maintained, but her hair
gave her the look of the working class girl down the street – and a hot, slim
body. Her makeup was minimal, but well applied, especially accenting her eyes.


Wow,
those eyes. Dreamy, emotionally blue eyes.


There
were pictures of her posing on what appeared to be a couch in some guy’s
basement studio. Then Ed happened upon the series of pics of the girl playing
with herself, running a finger into her pussy, and then using a vibrating
dildo, which seemed to stretch her virginally tight, juicy pussy to the limit.


It
was mind-blowing.


But
most importantly, there was something about the girl.


She
was beautiful, of course – sweet natured, and lithe. But she exhibited this
zest for life, this verve for fun, along with a hint of girlish, upbeat
innocence, all of which struck Ed to the core. It was as if every dream he had
ever felt in his life was right there in front of him – portrayed in pixels on
his laptop computer screen.


Where
can I find girls like this? he thought to himself. Where are they all? Oh –
yeah, that’s right, if they saw me they’d look the other way.


He
scrolled through the pictures, lost in a dream. He took a sip of his coffee and
then looked out the window. It was still light outside, being May – the sun
setting beneath a looming bank of clouds over the trees in the neighboring
property.


Fuck,
he thought to himself. Is this all there is to life? To just be a spectator. He
glanced back at the screen. But at least I have this, he concluded. At least
there are these websites, for guys like me to dream, if only vicariously. He
scrolled further through “Misty’s” page. There wasn’t all that much information
written, of course. And what was written about her was probably all made up for
obvious reasons.


However,
“Misty’s” web page promised that soon enough, there would be a forthcoming
video of her masturbatory delights, and possibly some still photos and videos
of her first time being fucked on camera.


That’s
cool, thought Ed to himself. She isn’t probably going away any time soon. He
continued looking through the photos.


By
the time Ed was done looking over all the 120 pictures, he was in love.


He
had found his new superstar. An anonymous model named “Misty”.


It
was right about then that it struck him. It was uncanny, actually.


She
didn’t just look hot. She looked familiar.


“Misty”
was a dead ringer for the new girl at the drug store.


It
couldn’t be, of course. Hot internet babes don’t work at the local drugstore,
do they?


Can
they?


But
those eyes. They were the same shade of dark blue. And that hair. And
her face – and her body – lithe and slim. There was no audio, so he couldn’t
hear anything. Videos apparently had been made, but they hadn’t been posted
yet. So he couldn’t hear the voice of the girl on the screen. That would help
him determine if this new angel of the internet was the girl at the drugstore
down the hill and across town.


But
the more he examined the photos, the more he became convinced:


Either
the new girl at the drug store had a doppelganger somewhere in California, or
his new love interest led a double life.


 


YOU WANT TO SEE ME
NAKED


Frank
got home early from work on a Wednesday. Just over a week had passed since he
had shot the photos of Julie using the dildo. For the past three evenings he
had watched the video footage and looked over the stills of Julie using the
vibes and the big dildo. He was certain she had what it took to make it in porn
– especially as she was already making the website in California some money.


He
went out to get his mail – the mailman usually came through the neighborhood
around one in the afternoon, well before most workers got home.


It
was a bright, sunny afternoon. The temperature was about 75F, and the blooms on
the cherry trees in the neighbor’s yards across the street were about to drop
from the branches. One neighbor had several large rhododendrons that were
magnificent – obviously well maintained by someone with a very green thumb. The
massive blooms were a deep red, making the front of their yard look like a
scarlet hedge.


“Hi
neighbor!” said a friendly voice. Frank finished opening his mailbox after
pulling out the sheaf of mail, and then he turned to see what the source of the
voice was. When his eyes landed on the source of the sweet toned voice, they
nearly bulged out of his head.


He
was greeted with the sight of a fully stacked blonde woman, looking to be in
her 30’s somewhere, perhaps 35 or a little older. Her hair was long and silky, tied
in a braid that went down one shoulder. She was dressed in a stylish summer
shirt and short, tight cutoffs, with rhinestone sandals showing off her
well-pedicured feet. Her long legs were stupendous, and her face was like a
model’s. It was obvious that she worked out, and obvious that she took
excellent care of herself.


Frank
was stunned. Where did this angelic being come from? What was she doing on his
street? Was she lost?


She
smiled at him, as if she had seen him before. “Nice meeting you for the first
time,” she said. “I always wondered what you looked like.”


Frank
nearly dropped the colorful sheaf of junk mail in his hands.


“You’re
my neighbor?” he said to the woman, nearly stammering. The woman looked
him in the eyes – her pearly blue-green irises expressive and hypnotic. He
glanced down towards her chest, which was hard to ignore, as her summer shirt
had a low neckline, and she had awe inspiring, deep cleavage.


“Yes!
Of course!” said the woman. “I’m Stephanie Wintersteen! I live next door!” She
pointed at the little house next to Frank’s with a long feminine finger.


“You
must be John’s wife, then,” said Frank. “And Julie’s mom.” He held out his
hand. “Nice to meet you!”


“I’m
Frank’s wife, yes,” said the blonde. “But Julie is my…er…stepdaughter. It’s so
nice to you too!” She smiled broadly, revealing a perfect set of teeth that
probably made an orthodontist a lot of money. “I had no idea my neighbor was
such a good looking man!”


Frank
almost blushed. “You’re too kind!” he said. In fact, he would have truly
blushed, but years of conditioned response to horny looking females – whether
attached or single – kicked in, and he began to switch over to flirt mode. A
jet airliner flew overhead, its engines sounding as if it were gunning it for
higher areas of the stratosphere.


“But
you are indeed handsome,” said Stephanie, toying with her hair almost
flirtatiously. “When my stepdaughter said you were good looking, she wasn’t
kidding.”


“Julie
said that?” said Frank, stunned.


“Yeah,
she did. She told me she and you have talked out by the mailbox.”


“We
have, a little,” said Frank.


 “So
– why is a good looking man like you single?” said the MILF.


“Never
found the right woman to marry, I guess,” said Frank.


“My
husband says you used to do commercials down in L.A.”


“Yeah.
But that was in my other life. My new life now is more tedious.”
He frowned. “I sell medical equipment to clinics and hospitals. Compared to
what I used to do, it’s El-dullo.”


“I
can see how something like that would pay the bills, though,” offered the
blonde. “My husband is struggling right now to keep the lights on at our
place.” She licked her lips, and Frank could tell she was giving him the
typical shakedown – her eyes going from his shoes, to his crotch, to his wrist,
to his eyes. “In fact, I have to work extra hours at the City sometimes to make
sure we keep the wolf from the door.” She glanced towards Frank’s Lexus. “And
don’t get me started about John’s lazy dreamer of a daughter, not getting a
job.” She halted. “But, anyway, I have the next three days off. Benefits of
working for the City – a few extra vacation days.”


“That
must be nice, though, having a few days off. A short vacation during the
sunniest time of the year – late Spring.” Frank grinned. “Well – at least when
we have a good one. And right now, this weather is excellent for a few days
off.”


“Yeah,
but I get so bored.” The wife took a look over towards the red
rhododendrons, as if pondering her next move. “I’m all alone in that house,
and…” She let out a breath, and shifted her body slightly, causing her
prodigious breasts to press more tightly against the front of her almost
threadbare-thin blouse. 


The
more Frank looked over the blonde MILF, the more he lusted after her – especially
her large, sweat tinged chest. Her cleavage was fabulous. All of a sudden all
thoughts of the 20 year-old stepdaughter with moderate boobs went into the
toilet. Stephanie’s body screamed ‘sex’. The fact she was a bit flirty didn’t
necessarily mean she was looking for something on the side, but Frank didn’t
see any harm in flirting with her. After all – she approached him first. And
her body language spoke loads: she may or may not be interested, but she was
definitely curious about Frank. And he was curious about the possibility of
getting those clothes off to see what the rest of that body looked like.


“You
want to come over to my place for a drink, or some coffee?” he said, looking
the wife in the eye. “I make good coffee.”


“Sure!”
said the blonde woman. “I could use a cup of good coffee! Right now John and I
can only afford the house brand at the local X-Mart, and it’s like drinking
peasant coffee.”


Frank
laughed.


“Well,
come on, then. I just got a brand new coffee grinder, and I grind my coffee
fresh.”


“Ooooohh,”
said the MILF. “A coffee connoisseur!”


“Not
really,” said Frank. “I just like it to taste like real coffee.” He
smiled.


Stephanie
followed him up the front walk towards his bright grey painted house. She
noticed the red rhododendron.


“Wow,”
she said. “This is the first Spring I’ve been able to see this bloom. You must
be really good at growing things.”


“Nah,”
said Frank. “The previous owners were good at it. I’m just lucky it hasn’t
died.” He opened the front door for the blonde wife to enter the house. “I have
done a bit of reading on the internet about keeping it going, though. I would
hate to lose it. Ironically, putting coffee grounds around the base help
rhododendrons.”


“Really?”


“Well,
it says that on the internet.” Frank chuckled, as he led the MILF through the
short living room hallway. “And you know that you can trust everything you read
on the ‘net!”


The
blonde laughed.


Frank
led her into the kitchen. “Have a seat. I’ll grind us up some coffee!”


Stephanie
sat down and looked around the tidy kitchen. It looked as if it had barely been
used for cooking – it was spotless. Soon the sound of dark beans grinding
filled the room, and then Frank poured the grind into his coffee maker. Within
minutes, the kitchen smelled of fresh brew.


Frank
pulled out two mugs and filled them with the frothy brown liquid. “You take
creamer?” he said.


“Yes,
please,” said Stephanie.


The
man brought the full cups over to the table, and sat one in front of the
blonde.


“Well,”
said Frank. “How did you meet John, anyway? Just curious.”


“I
met him online,” said the blonde. “One of those match-up websites. I guess he
had just lost his wife. We met at a pub down by the lake. We hit it off right
away.”


“I’ve
talked to him a few times,” said Frank. “He told me about you, but I never see
you, except when you leave for work in the morning.”


“I
work a lot of long hours,” said the blonde. “I’m very dedicated to my work.”
She took a sip of her coffee. “So – what brought you to Seattle? I heard you
used to live in California.”


“The
Recession. That, and I needed a job.” Frank smiled, taking a sip from his mug
and setting the mug back onto the table. “I went from the promise of an
exciting life in a great place, to a boring one here.” He grimaced. “But it
still has its benefits. My main hobby doesn’t require good weather.”


“What’s
that?” said the MILF, shifting her posture to show off her cleavage a bit
better.


“Photography,”
said Frank. “I like to take portraits.”


“You
mean, like nature and stuff?”


“Not
the out of doors kind of nature,” said Frank, looking the blonde in the eye. He
paused. “How do I say this? I guess I’ll be blunt. I love photographing women.”


Stephanie
took a sip of her brew and ran a finger through her long blonde tresses. “You
mean with their clothes on, or their clothes off?”


“Both.”
Frank bit his tongue a little, in thought. On one hand, he wanted the blonde to
hold interest in his hobby, because he thought it would be cool to photograph
her. On the other hand, he didn’t want to come off as too eager to make such
intentions known. “I have taken pictures of women mostly in fancy lingerie and
bikinis and the like – you know, glamour photography. I’ve been told I’m pretty
good at it.”


“I’ve
heard of that kind of photography,” said the wife. “I’ve had it done before.”


“You
mean, you’ve been a model?”


“I
was a stripper for a few months in college. Down in Portland. Where I grew up.”


“You
were a stripper?”


“Yes,
I was. I made some good money at it.”


“I
can see why. You are extremely attractive.”


The
blonde smiled. “Thanks. I suppose it’s my boobs. I have big ones, I can’t deny
that. They have made me money. And they got me at least two husbands.”


“No,”
said Frank, lying. “It’s not just your boobs that’s attractive. It’s everything.”
He took a sip from his mug. “But your boobs are very nice. In fact, they
look awesome.”


“The
men loved them. Especially when I took off my top. I think it’s because I have
big nipples.” Stephanie giggled. “Men love big tits with big nipples. And a
girl with big tits loves to show them off – once she gets used to the idea.”


“You
said you posed for pictures.”


“Yeah.
The club I worked at – and there were a lot of them in Portland back then
– had a small magazine. Sort of a form of advertising for the club – showing
all the girls. It also gave the girls a chance to have a modeling career, if
they wanted to go further.”


“I
remember some of those. There were some clubs in Seattle that did the same
thing.”


“Yeah.
A very late 90’s, early 2000’s thing. I was doing it in 2002 and 2003, when I
was 20. Now the magazines are gone. It’s all internet.” Stephanie took a sip of
her coffee, relishing the rich, creamy taste. “Heck – a lot of the clubs are
gone. Everything’s internet now.”


“Did
you pose naked for the pictures?” asked Frank.


The
blonde laughed. “Of course! At least in some of them! But mostly I showed my
tits.”


“Wow,”
said Frank. “I bet that was awesome for the photographer who took them.”


Stephanie
bit her lip, and looked the man in the eye. She nervously took another sip of
her coffee. “I suppose,” she said softly. “I could tell if one was getting
aroused or not. And why wouldn’t he? He was probably zooming in on my nipples.”
She looked directly at Frank. “Did you ever get aroused taking pictures of a
girl?”


Frank
grinned. “Yes,” he said. “It’s really difficult not to sometimes.” He
paused for a moment. “I know I definitely would get hard if I had a chance to
take pictures of you.”


“Really.”


“Shit,
yeah.” He took a sip from his mug and glanced towards the door to his basement.
“You know, I would love to take pics of you. Maybe some clothed glamour shots
for your husband. My studio is just downstairs.”


“You
have a studio.”


“Yep.
Large and medium format SLR’s, a good video camera, lights, a backdrop – I’ve
got everything a photographer needs to get excellent photos of a hot
blonde.” He looked the wife in the eye, hoping his famous smile would melt her
enough to get her through that basement door. “I’ve got everything – except a
hot blonde to photograph.”


Stephanie
laughed. “Very, very smooth, Mr. Jenkins.” She pushed her cup – now half
empty – away from the edge of the table with her finely manicured fingers. “You
win. You want to show me this photo studio of yours? Just maybe I’ll let
you take some glamour shots of me.”


“With
your clothes on, of course.”


“Of
course!” The blonde paused. “And maybe I’ll take off my shirt. I have a bra
on.”


“You’re
on,” said Frank. He stood up and finished his cup and set it over on the
counter. He walked over towards the basement door. “Come on,” he said. “My
studio is just down these stairs.”


The
blonde followed him down the narrow stairwell, the click-clack of their steps resonating
off the wooden walls of the passageway. Within seconds they were in Frank’s
studio. He switched on the studio’s two LED umbrella lights, which brightened
up the concrete walled room. The blue-grey couch was still there, with the deep
blue backdrop, and there was no evidence that the room had been used as a
location for a filmed threesome a little more than a week or so earlier.


“Wow,”
said Stephanie, looking about the room. “This is nice. Professional style set-up.
Nice cameras.” She leaned down a little to look through the large format SLR
which was mounted on one of the tripods, left there from the shoot with Julie.
Naturally, Stephanie could see nothing. The LCD viewfinder was dark. As she
leaned down Frank got an eyeful of her deep, luscious cleavage.


“The
camera isn’t turned on,” said Frank. “Want me to switch on a couple of them,
and take a few sample shots of you?”


“Sure!”
said the MILF. “I’m game!”


Frank
switched on the large format SLR and pointed the lens towards the couch. “Why
don’t you sit there. I’ll get a couple nice shots of you – first your whole
body, and then your upper torso afterwards.”


“You’re
trying to photograph my boobs, aren’t you.”







“Not
necessarily. You are a very attractive woman. This camera will bring all that
out. You’ll see.”


The
blonde MILF smiled. “Whatever you say, Mr. Man!”


Frank
shook his head and grinned. “Look, I love tits. But I’m also trying to be a
good neighbor here. I want to photograph you in a way your husband will like.”


“He
likes my tits,” said the blonde. “He can’t get enough of them.”


“You
want me to photograph them?”


“I
don’t know. He wouldn’t be able to see the pictures. He would ask where they
were taken.”


“You
could say they were old pics. I could clear the metadata by using a computer
workaround and get you copies that wouldn’t have the date or anything else on
them.” He looked Stephanie in the eyes. “Look – I doubt John will ever come
down here. And by looking at the pictures, they’d just have a blue-grey couch
and blue-grey backdrop. That’s pretty generic, actually. There’s no way he
would know I took the pictures.”


The
blonde bit her lip, and scratched her chin. “Let me think about all that.”


“So,
are you going to give me approval to snap some photos, or not?”


“With
clothes on? Sure,” said the MILF.


Frank
aimed the lens of his large format SLR at Stephanie, and focused on her entire
body. “Smile, Stephanie!” he said.


The
blonde woman gave a wide smile, her teeth perfect, her lips looking fresh and
pink.


Snap!
Snap! Snap! Snap!


“O.K.,”
said Frank. “I’m going to zoom in on your upper body a bit. And yes – your
cleavage will look magnificent.”


“That’s
fine with me,” said the blonde.


Snap!
Snap! Snap! Snap!


Frank
zoomed in on the cleavage – as Stephanie was wearing a low cut summer shirt,
and her bra was a push up bra, the valley between her D’s looked stunning.


Snap!
Snap! Snap! Snap!


“O.K.,”
said Frank. “I’ll connect the camera to the desktop computer and you can see
how good you look on a really good camera.” He unscrewed the SLR from the
tripod, and took it to the desk. “Come on over.”


The
blonde got up and went over by the computer desk. Within a few seconds, Frank
had the SLR connected to the computer via a cable, and downloaded all 12
pictures to the computer. Then he pulled them up on the monitor.


“Wow!”
said the blonde. “These are really good quality!” She watched as Frank scrolled
to the pics of the blonde’s chest, her cleavage showing in all it’s fleshly
glory. “My boobs look really good on your camera, too.”


“Of
course!” said Frank. “It’s a larger format camera. Super high resolution.
Professional quality.” He looked at the blonde. “Watch this.”


He
right clicked on one of the photos of the blonde’s chest. A big dialogue box appeared,
with a bunch of bizarre alphanumeric data displayed in rows, including time and
date. “See all this?” He pointed to the time and date stamp, as well as other
information that identified the picture.


“Yes.”


“If
I were to take photos of you with your breasts bared, and you gave them to your
husband without doing some editing, he could look at this data and see when the
pictures were taken.”


“That
wouldn’t be so hot,” said the blonde. “I wouldn’t want him to know any of
that.”


“There
is a solution, though,” said Frank. He moved the mouse and pointer
around, working his way through several small routines, clicking here, swooping
there… and before Stephanie knew it, all the ID data on that picture
disappeared. 


“See?”
said Frank. “It’s now gone.”


“Wow,”
said the blonde. She looked directly at Frank. “So, if I decided to let you
photograph my bare tits, you could do that to the photos, so if I tell John
they were taken four years ago, it would be believable?”


“Yep.”
Frank closed the photo until it was just an icon. Then he clicked on the icon,
and right clicked. “See? All that data you first saw is still missing. It’s now
just an anonymous photo. Nothing more. Could have been taken in Portland, when
you were a stripper.”


The
blonde put a finger to her lip and smiled. “Well…”


“I
still would love to photograph your tits for your husband,” said Frank.
“But it’s up to you.”


“O.K.,”
said Stephanie. “Let’s do it!”


For
the next fifteen minutes Frank took pictures of the blonde wife in various
states of disrobing: with her shirt on – her tits pressed together; with her
shirt coming off; with the bra on; with the bra being taken off; and finally –
her magnificent breasts became exposed in the basement air, two massive globes
of perfectly formed flesh, topped by large pink areolas, the blonde’s nipples
jutting out excitedly.


Stephanie
hammed it up for the camera: smiling and pushing her tits together, sticking
her tongue out, sucking on a nipple, and she even had Frank grab and icecube
for her to rub on her nipples and areolas to make them look more exaggerated –
it was a trick she had learned from a college friend in the stripper business.


The
last set, with the ice treated nipples jutting marvelously, were ball draining
hot.


When
Frank was done, he had about 150 really good photos of the blonde wife in her
half-naked glory. He also had a really good erection, which was hard to hide.


“These
pictures should make your husband’s cock hard,” said Frank. He loaded the
pictures onto Stephanie’s phone with his USB cable. “They made me hard,
that’s for sure.”


The
blonde almost blushed. “I can tell. You have a bulge right now.”


“It’s
too bad you are married,” said Frank. “If you weren’t, I’d probably try to get
you to do something about my er… hardness.”


“It’s
too bad I’m married,” said Stephanie. “Because you are one good looking man.
I’d be tempted to help you get some good relief!”


Frank
grinned, and disconnected the USB cable from Stephanie’s phone. “I’m glad you
feel that way.”


“Temptation,”
said Stephanie. “It’s something a lot of us married girls have to deal with.”
She put on her bra, and then pulled on her blouse. “When you have big tits, and
you are a blonde, the men always notice you and they always make it
known that they are interested.”


“I
can imagine,” said Frank. He followed the blonde up the narrow stairwell,
watching the pleasant pumping of her ass as she walked in front of him.


It’s
too bad she’s so faithful, he thought to himself. I wish I could lead her into
my bedroom right now. I would fuck her for hours.


“Well,”
said the blonde, “thanks for the photos. I suppose I’ll show them to John
eventually.”


“Eventually?”
said Frank. “What do you mean?”


“He’s
a great guy, and good enough in bed – but he is uptight about so many things.”
She frowned. “He’d freak about these, even though I know he’d actually love to
see them.” She looked at the photographer in the eye. “John loves sex – the
problem is, he isn’t sexual enough with me.”


“Hmmm,”
said Frank. “Maybe you just need to take the initiative. In time it will kick
in. Men are wired to fuck – especially if their wife is a hot blonde. Maybe he
is pressured and stressed from work. That can fuck a guy up. I know.”


“They
take advantage of him where he works – the bastards.”


“He
needs you to grab him and jump his bones more often, then.”


“Wouldn’t
he think I’m a slut?”


Frank
laughed. “For maybe three seconds, until you’ve got him inside you.” He looked
the woman in the eye. “Look – he married you. He knows what sex is. Maybe he was
brought up to treat women delicately. Show him that isn’t what you want. You’re
his wife. He loves you. You have leverage.”


“I
never thought about it that way,” said the blonde. She bit her lip slightly, as
if in deep thought. “Thanks for the insight.”


“Any
time,” said Frank, smiling.


As
Stephanie exited his house, the sun was still bright, the warm sunlight heating
her shoulders.


I’ll
have to make a few changes I guess, she thought to herself. I’ll have to be
more forward with my husband. My husband needs it.


 


ALL IS VANITY


Ed
Johnson woke up five minutes before the alarm was to go off. His fluffy grey
cat Willy was purring at the foot of the bed, sleeping next to Ed’s feet. 


As
Ed watched Willy sleep at the foot of his bed, he thought of how he got Willy.


Willy
was a vagabond, you could say. Ed was his third owner. The first owner was
whomever had the mother kitty that had the litter of kittens to which Willy
belonged. The owners lived at an apartment complex and couldn’t keep the
kittens. Even having the mama cat was stretching the rules.


They
managed to give the mama cat and kittens to another couple in a rental house,
who had a large dog that almost injured one of the kittens while playing with
them. Realising they had a problem, the young couple put the mama cat and
kittens in a box and the husband took them to work – and he worked at the auto
parts warehouse.


Ed
came into work that day tired. He hadn’t slept well for some reason. The coffee
had barely kicked in and as soon as he was inside the front door the guy at the
counter – a skinny young man named Jimmy -- pointed to a large cardboard box
sitting on a chair in the foyer.


“Dude,
check out what’s in the box,” said Jimmy. “You might be interested in what’s in
there.”


Suddenly,
Ed heard some mewing.


He
walked over to the box, and looked inside.


There
were four kittens, curled up in the corner of the box, kept warm by a small red
blanket. Their mother was lying right next to them. A tortoiseshell cat, she
looked up and purred.


“Kittens,”
said Ed. The kittens looked about ten weeks old.


“No
shit, Sherlock!” said Jimmy.


“Whose
kittens are they?”


“They
belong to Ralph, who works in truck parts. He can’t keep ‘em. He got ‘em from
somebody else who can’t keep ‘em. He can keep the mama cat, and maybe one kitten.
But that leaves three kittens that have to find owners.”


“Wow,”
said Ed. He watched the kittens sleep. He had never had a cat. In fact, he’d
never even thought of getting one. But they looked cute. There was a little
tuxedo cat, a calico, a little grey puffball, and an orange tabby.


“Hey
there, little guys,” he said softly, resting his hand on the edge of the box.


“Why
don’t you choose one. They’re free,” said Jimmy, walking over. “I’ve got dibs
on the little black and white one, though.”


Before
Ed could reach in and pick up one, the little grey puffball kitten opened its
eyes, which were a bright blue, and as soon as it spied Ed, it started mewing.
It got up on its wobbly legs and slowly made its way over the blanket to come
towards him.


“Wow,
Ed,” said Jimmy. “I think this little guy likes you.”


The
kitten looked up at Ed and mewed, and tried to climb up the side of the box,
his tiny paws clawing at the side vainly.


Ed
gingerly reached down and picked the little kitten up. The kitten mewed and
purred, holding onto Ed’s shirtsleeve with his little claws.


Ed
was taken aback at first, thinking he would get scratched.


“Hey,
don’t worry about the claws, man,” said Jimmy. “They learn about human skin and
everything. Cats are real smart.” Jimmy looked at the grey kitten, and then his
friend. The kitten by now was trying to climb up Ed’s sleeve, like he was a
tree. Ed laughed.


He
picked the kitten off his shirtsleeve and carefully held him. The kitten calmed
down and began to purr in his cupped hands, as if it were falling asleep.


“So?”
said Jimmy.


“So,
what?” said Ed.


“What
you gonna name him? Look like he’s your cat now.”


Ed
smiled. He looked over at the calendar on the wall, which had antique cars. The
car of the month was a Willys Jeep.


“I’ll
call him Willy,” he said.


It
was very fortuitous – and the kitten added a lot to his life.


On
this particular day, Ed watched his cat sleep at the foot of his bed, and
smiled. He felt really lucky to have Willy.


He
glanced at the clock radio – it was 7:30. He had to be into work by 8:45. He
gingerly pulled back his covers, so as not to disturb Willy, and reached over
and petted him.


“Well,
Willy,” he said to the cat, which stirred a bit, meowing in protest at first,
for being awakened. “I have to head off to make more money so I can keep you in
cat food.”


The
cat, now awake, meowed a couple times, closing his eyes in content, as cats are
wont to do.


Ed
sat and petted his little friend for a minute, glad that he had a companion who
never yelled at him, never stabbed him in the back, and whose demands amounted
to nothing more than ‘feed me, pet me, and change out the litter in the cat
box.’


At
the same time, his mind wandered to his station in life – what, really, was
life all about? Is this all there is? To work, eat, sleep, and eventually die?
With a few gems tossed your way here and there – the odd smile from a pretty
girl, the odd time when you can keep your truck running perfectly, the odd time
when your wallet is brimming with money and your debit card is chock full? The
times you can pet your cat, and maybe have a beer on a Saturday?


Ed
was not a religious man. To him all the preachers were con men out to make
money and feed their big egos off of people. But being raised Methodist, he had
read a bit of the Bible, and the only part of it that resonated with him was a
very small part of it, that one that no one read, and no one ever preached. 


It
was like this big vacant hole in the middle of a book a lot of religious people
wanted to say they had read cover to cover – it was the 12 pages that no one
wanted to admit was there: Ecclesiastes, a very profound tome supposedly
written by King Solomon, a man revered by three religions as having more wisdom
than any other ancient figure. 


And
yet those 12 pages stated that everything in life is vain: you are born,
you live, and then you die. Nothing you do in life really amounts to anything.
The only real advice in it is don’t forget about God before you go to the
grave. Very dark in tone, for the most part.


But
the longer Ed lived, the more that the concepts in those 12 pages became a
truism: nothing really seemed to matter. Bust your ass at work, and they lay
you off. Start saving up for the house, and the economy dives and you’re fucked
again. Get your truck fixed, something else breaks. Get current with your
bills, they jack the rates again. Develop feelings for someone – they always
love someone else.


Everything
was indeed in vain. Sure, sometimes there was a bit of laughter. Then it’s
gone. You have couple beers and feel a buzz. Then it goes away, and dull
reality returns. 


Everything
was temporal -- just as the book stated. ‘Try to get the best out of every day’
seemed to be the best attitude to hold towards life, financially deprived as Ed
was. 


But
any time he turned on a TV, or read musings on social media, people always
hinted of a greater meaning, as if you just had to keep striving for
that unknown fame or riches, and eventually you’ll get it. And everywhere it
seemed people were acting as if they all were trying to change the world – yet
out of the billions and billions of people who have lived on the Earth, the
number who actually changed any of it are very few.


What
was the meaning to all this? Ed pondered. Was it to just make enough money to
keep me and my cat from starving or freezing to death in the Winter? Is it just
so I live as long as I can without suffering – yet I’m still going to die
forgotten?


He
petted his cat, and realised that nothing else mattered. Just pet the cat, and
enjoy the fact he’s there. Listen to him purr and enjoy the feeling of
unconditional love, even if it’s just from your furry friend. 


And
just try to get through the day.


“I’m
sure glad I have you, Willy,” he said softly. He ran his hand along the cat’s
soft fur as the cat purred softly, his eyes closed in contentment. “I’ll see ya
when I get home.”


He
went into the kitchen and made himself some instant coffee – a good brand, full
of rich flavor, one of the few things he pampered himself with – and then he
showered, shaved, and got ready for the day.


Within
20 minutes he had the Toyota running, the windshield partially fogged from the
worn door seals and the morning’s humidity. Ed switched on the blower, but it
was to no avail: the weak defroster vainly tried to eliminate the fog from the
inside of the windshield, but it was not succeeding. Finally, Ed grabbed the
roll of paper towels that were sitting on the passenger seat for just that
purpose, and he tore off a hank of them and cleared the mist as the struggling
defroster sputtered and wheezed.


After
his engine was reasonably warmed up, he hit the gas and engaged the clutch, and
soon enough was rolling down the long hill towards town, and then towards work.
He had no radio to listen to, so he just hummed the tunes that were stored
inside that vast MP3 player inside his head -- mostly rap-rock and nu-metal
tunes from his high school days, from bands that were once the greatest new
thing, which were now considered old hat.


It
was a marginally sunny day, the sky a bright overcast and the temperatures in
the high 60’s somewhere. As he approached the main intersection at the bottom
of the hill, Ed had an urge to smoke, and felt his shirt pocket. It was then
that he realised he had just run out of cigarettes. Shit, he thought to
himself. Just what I need – to spend five or more extra minutes getting
cigarettes when I just might make it into work on time. That is, if
traffic doesn’t suck down in the valley. And that is – if my truck
doesn’t decide to break down.


He
gunned the engine of his little Toyota and crossed town – the semi-industrial
suburb packed with traffic, as was usual during morning rush hour. The journey
downhill from his apartment complex wasn’t bad. But the closer he got to the
drug store the worse that traffic seemed to be.


He
reached an almost open stretch of four lane road, and was about to gun the
accelerator to take advantage of it when he noticed the students walking on the
sidewalks with backpacks. 


Shit
– a speed zone. Right next to the middle school. Slow the truck down to 20
miles per hour. Of course, the Toyota – still needing new sparkplugs and still
needing its injectors cleaned, wasn’t participating with the plan all that
well. It was a challenge to keep it running smoothly at that slow a speed,
especially with the truck being a stick shift.


Hopefully,
by next paycheck I can get the engine fixed, Ed thought to himself, finally
speeding up as the speed zone passed – the little truck sputtering and
hesitating slightly before roaring up to the next light.


Two
minutes and three plodding stoplights later he was in the drugstore parking
lot.


He
got out and rushed inside. Only needing cigarettes, he went straight to the
checkout stand near the front entrance. There was a short line of five other
people, some with purchases, the others obviously there to get cigarettes. He
glanced at the counter. He couldn’t see the checkout person, who was bent over,
grabbing something off the floor. Either way, whomever was behind the counter
would be of no interest to him. He knew that the girl of his dreams wouldn’t be
there. The blonde with the sparkling eyes and sunny smile. She obviously worked
nights.


The
line moved. A couple of loud people walked inside the front door – guys with
backpacks. Possibly homeless, as there were a few places on the hillside nearby
where they could thankfully camp in the brush and not be bothered or noticed.
Ed then glanced once more towards the counter. At first, he saw the long shock
of blonde hair.


Then
he saw who that long shock of blonde hair belonged to.


It
was the girl of his dreams.


The
skinny girl he’d thought he’d seen on the internet. The cute one, who probably
looked a little plain to most guys but was a definite 10 in his world.


The
one with the sparkling blue eyes.


She
was working mornings now? Weird.


He
finally got to the front of the line.


“Hi!”
said the girl. This time, she had a name tag, which said Julie. “You
want your usual?”


“My
usual what?” said Ed.


“Your
cigarettes! I don’t know your name, but I remember you from last time. You got
the red pack with filtered 100’s.”


“I’m
Ed.”


“Well,
I am…” said the blonde, proudly pointing to her name tag.


“Julie,”
said Ed, finishing the sentence. He smiled. “As it says on your badge.”


“Right.
So you want your usual?”


“Yes
please,” said Ed.


The
girl smiled.


“Don’t
you work afternoons?” said Ed. “I mean, this is morning. I wasn’t expecting you
to be here at this time of the day.”


“They
change our shifts here a lot, I guess.” The girl’s eyes brightened as she
talked. She instantly grabbed the same brand and size of cigarettes that Ed
smoked. “They move the shifts especially for us new people. I don’t mind,
though. I like the morning, too.”


“I’ll
have to remember to come back here during the morning to get my cigarettes
then,” joked Ed.


“That
would be great!” said the blonde. “I’ll be working mornings for the next week
and a half.” She handed Ed his cigarettes. “I remembered what you smoked, Ed,
because you smoke the same brand as I do. And it’s one of our most popular
brands.”


“I
know I should quit, but it’s not easy,” said Ed.


“Tell
me about it,” said Julie. “I’ve only tried ten times now.”


“Maybe
the eleventh time will be the charm,” said Ed, remembering to smile. 


The
girl smiled back.


Ed
shoved his debit card in the slot and entered his PIN code, and within seconds
the machine dinged and the girl ripped the receipt and handed it to him.


“Come
by the next time you need cigarettes,” she said cheerily.


“I’ll
be back. In the morning.” 


“I’d
like that,” said Julie, smiling, her eyes bright with cheer.


 Ed
shoved the receipt in his bag and turned to leave.


“Hey!”
shouted the blonde.


“Hey
what?” said Ed.


The
girl pointed to the card reader. “Don’t forget your debit card!”


“Shit,”
said Ed. He quickly yanked it from the reader. “Thanks!”


“No
problem. See you next time?”


“Sure,”
said Ed.


As
Ed walked out into the slightly humid, 68 degree overcast weather, his heart
pounded. The girl had acted almost as if she liked him somewhat. It wasn’t just
the fact she was being pleasant for the public – she was actually friendly.


I
still wonder if she is that girl on the internet site, he thought to
himself. I’m almost sure she is.


One
thing I know: I am never going to ask her.


As
he drove down one of the wide, industrial thoroughfares towards the business
park where the auto parts warehouse was, Ed thought about the girl. 


Julie. I now know her
name.


But
what’s the point? She’s probably got someone. They all do. She probably thinks
I’m a dud, like most of the others did. She’s just nice to me ‘cause she works
at the store.


Fuck.


It’s
just like that book says.


Everything
is in vain.


 


IF YOUR DAD COULD
JUST SEE YOU NOW


Julie
spent Saturday afternoon playing a video game. She had just worked her first
week and a half at the drugstore and was excited about the prospect of making a
bit of money at the job. For the moment, however, she was even more excited
about the prospect of getting photographed doing dirty things by herself for
Frank’s high quality cameras.


If
I look the part, perhaps the photos will sell, and I will be able to be a real
professional model, she thought to herself. Frank thinks I have what it takes.
He thinks his friend in California wants to use me as a model for porn pics.
Think of all the guys watching me! And the money – that would be nice.


She
was certain that if her pics were sellable to porn sites, she would make more
money than she could at the drugstore.


About
6:30 p.m. she brushed up on her eye makeup, and had a cup of coffee. Then she
went to her bedroom to dress and sort out her stuff.


She
put on her dark blue lace bra and matching blue lace thong. On top of that she
pulled on a pastel, blue-green T-shirt and a very tight pair of matching,
pastel blue plaid shorts that not only clung to her ass, but the lower hemline
hung just below her ass crack. She then pulled on some anklet socks and running
shoes, packed a blue lace corset and vibe and the new dildo into her gym bag --
along with her purse, phone, and ID -- and left for Frank’s. Her parents had
already left for a dinner in town.


Within
a minute and a half she was walking up Frank’s walk. She noticed a strange car
parked out front.


Hmmmm,
she thought to herself. Somebody’s parking their car in front of Frank’s place,
or he has company. I guess I will find out.


At
6:55 she was knocking on Frank’s front door. She looked towards the large
rhododendron and saw that the blooms were starting to wither a little and drop
off.


The
door opened. Frank smiled. This time he was wearing the similar clothing to
what he was the previous weekend: his casual workout wear -- a clean pair of
grey sweats at a large sports T-shirt.


“Hi,
Julie!” he said. “Please excuse my garb again – as you know, athletic clothing
is what I usually wear around the house, because it’s most comfortable. Want
some coffee?”


“I
just had some,” said the blonde, “but if you have a can of soda, I wouldn’t
mind one.”


Frank
smiled. “Why don’t you go down to the basement and I’ll bring it down to you.”


“O.K.”


Julie
glanced around inside the living room and the foyer. There was no one else
there. Turning towards the basement door, she made her way down the stairwell.
As she descended towards the basement, that familiar stale concrete smell was
palpable. When she got inside the studio it was warm – the heater had obviously
been on a while.


She
slapped the gym bag down near the wooden chair in the corner, and went over
towards the computer desk. The computer was on, and her gallery of 250-odd
photos was on the screen. Julie scrolled through several pictures, and felt a
sense of pride that she looked as well as she did on camera. The ones with her
using her fingers and vibe on her pussy looked as good as any porn shots she
had seen.


Soon
enough she could hear the clunk-clonk sound of Frank coming down the stairwell.


“I
brought my vibe and my big dildo,” said Julie, as soon as Frank emerged from
the bottom doorway.


“Great!”
said Frank. “We might have a use for those this time. Then again, we may push
the envelope a little more.”


“Ooh,”
said the blonde, wondering what exactly he meant. As soon as they entered the
basement studio, she looked around the room. There were no other people. Just
the couch, the wall backdrop, the indoor outdoor carpeting and several cameras,
including an extra, brand new video camera. She still wondered what the strange
car had been doing parked in the corner of Frank’s driveway. She eyed the brand
new video camera. It had a larger lens then Frank’s older model.


“You
got a new camera,” she said.


“Yeah,”
said Frank. “Because this time, we need to use the video for real. I mean,
regular video is O.K. for getting the word and images out there, but we need
higher quality if we want to make money. These will be shots and video clips
that will be put on the internet for sale.” He grinned. “Like I said, you may
be the next popular pro-am porn star!”


“Wow,
I feel so hot already,” said the blonde, thumping her gym bag on the floor. “I
always get really horny in front of the camera.”


“That’s
good,” said Frank. “I want all of my models hot and horny now.”


The
blonde looked at him, her eyes widened. “Do you have other girls you are
photographing also?”


“Nope,”
said Frank. “Right now, you are the only girl I want to photograph. I want to
help you become a pro-am porn star.” He shrugged his shoulders. “Maybe in a
year or so I’ll worry about others, but not now.” 


He
put his hands on the blonde’s shoulders and looked her in the eyes. “Quit worrying,
Julie. You are the only girl I’m photographing. It’s because
you’re special.”


“O.K.,”
said Julie, a bit taken aback at the possibility


“You
don’t sound convinced,” said the older man. “Look, I also have a job that takes
up a lot of my time. Don’t worry. You’re the only hot blonde in my
stable.” He winked at her.


Julie
giggled. “I’m not jealous! Just wondering, that’s all.”


“Quit
wondering.”


Frank
switched on the cameras, including the new video camera. The older video camera
on another tripod, taking in the view of the couch lengthwise. The higher
quality video camera was closer to the couch, taking a more direct view.


“Well,”
said Frank, checking the view through his video cameras, and finally firing up
the SLR. “We’re almost ready. Why don’t you put on some sexy underwear.” 


“I
already have it on underneath my clothes.”


“That’s
good,” said Frank. He looked over the blonde. “I love those tight, short
shorts.” The blonde noticed his gaze was this side of a leer. “We will take a
bunch of pictures of you with your clothes on – especially close-ups of those
hot shorts.”


Julie
giggled in anticipation.


Frank
set down a video camera and picked his cell phone off the desktop and tapped
his fingers on the LCD readout.


“I’m
letting him know he can come down now.” Frank looked at Julie. “I told you
about our visitor, didn’t I?”


“No,”
said Julie quizzically. “You never mentioned a visitor.”


“I
thought for sure I did,” said Frank. He grimaced. “Shit. Well, I invited
a friend to come over to watch a shoot. He’s been upstairs in the kitchen. I
just texted him to come on down.”


“Who’s
he?” said Julie.


Soon
the sound of the front door opening and shutting could be heard, then the
muffled ‘clunk clunk clunk’ of footsteps upstairs somewhere were audible. Then Julie
could hear the sound of someone coming down the stairwell. Could it be that
James guy, and Frank wanted her to perform in front of him again?


“His
name is Hal. He’s a friend from work. I happened to show him a couple pictures
of you – with clothes on, of course – and he really likes you. He wanted to see
a shoot. I thought I’d already told you,” Frank said, lying. “You O.K. with
meeting him, at least? If you’re not O.K. with him being here, I’ll tell him to
leave. Shall I tell him it’s off?”


“No,”
said the blonde. “I’m fine with him here. Can’t hurt. I have to get used to
that sort of thing – people in the room – if I want to go forwards with this.”


“True,”
said Frank. “That’s excellent thinking.”


Julie
glanced at the stairwell doorway. Soon a tall, 30-ish man appeared. He was
wearing jeans, a department store button-up sleeved shirt, and cowboy boots.
Aside from his exquisite grooming, he had the bearing of a cowboy. The only
thing missing was the Western cut of the shirt, and the cowboy hat. His step exuded
confidence, and his bearing was athletic and muscular. He had a full head of
short dark hair, just receding above the temples – and he had a closely trimmed
mustache and goatee to match.


The
man smiled, his teeth whitened and perfect. Julie was taken aback, as he was
actually quite handsome.


“Julie,
this is Hal. I know him from the company I work for. He saw a couple of your
pictures and really wanted to see a shoot in action.” Frank turned towards Hal.
“Hal, this is my model friend Julie.”


Hal
stepped forwards, and held out his hand. “Hi Julie. Nice to meet you.” His soft
drawl gave away the fact he was not originally from Seattle.


“Nice
to meet you, too, Hal,” said the blonde, giggling nervously. “You’re quite
tall. How tall are you?”


“Six
feet five,” said the cowboy.


“You
from Texas or something?” she said. “You have a drawl.”


“Yep,”
said Hal. “Fort Worth, Texas. The Metroplex.”


“Wow,”
said Julie. “I’ve never been there. But my dad says the airport is huge.”


“Yes
it is,” said the cowboy. “We like everything big in Texas.” He smiled,
as if hoping his double entendre of sorts would not get lost on the blonde.


The
blonde glanced from his strong, brawny arms -- something that the rolled-up
shirtsleeves could not hide very well – to his broad shoulders and his bright
blue eyes, and then her glance dropped down towards his flat belly, further
down to his hint of a large bulge, and then over his ironed blue jeans. Then
her gaze quickly darted back up to his watch, which was a gold one and quite
fancy looking.


“What
do you do for a living?” she asked.


“I
manage the sales department for the company that Frank and I work for.”


“Wow.
You must make a lot of money then.”


“They
pay me well,” said the cowboy.


“Well
guys,” interjected Frank. “Now that we all know each other, let’s get the photo
shoot rolling.” He looked at the young blonde. “Julie, you O.K. with us having
a visitor observe? If you don’t, then Hal can leave, no problem.”


“I’m
fine with him watching. I kind of like it when guys watch.”


“What
about fucking him?” said Frank abruptly.


The
blonde’s eyes widened. “I would have to think about that.”


“Cool,”
said Frank. “Just wondering. I mean, that would make a great selling video.
You’d be famous more quickly that way.”


“Let’s
see how I feel in a while,” said Misty, smiling demurely. At first, she was
taken aback, but the more she looked over the cowboy, the more the idea of
fucking him seemed like a fun idea.


The
cowboy, by now looking over every inch of the blonde, smiled.


Frank
started the video rolling on the stationary video camera.


“Hal,
why don’t you just sit over by the computer desk while Julie gets started,”
said Frank. “Maybe you can join in later.”


“All
right, Frank, that’s cool,” said the tall cowboy.


Julie
went over to the couch and sat down.


“Let’s
start with the usual talk, Julie,” said Frank, grabbing a brand new, handheld
video camera from the computer desk. “You know, like we did the second time,
when I interviewed you. Then – the clothes begin to come off. O.K.?”


“Sure,”
said the blonde.


Hal
the cowboy watched as his photographer friend interviewed the blonde for the
video, calling her “Misty”. Her legs especially caught his eye. They were so
long, and lean, and youthful looking. And they had such supple curves, leading
up to a pert, round ass that screamed “taste me!”


As
Hal watched intently, “Misty” reiterated the litany of things she had said two
shoots previous, about being a neophyte to modeling, about her first time
getting a facial, and how her boyfriend at the time took a few photos of it;
and how she didn’t have a boyfriend presently. As he watched the young blonde
smiling and talking, and observed her gestures – and most of all, her slim,
sexy body – Hal began to stiffen in the pants.


I
can’t wait to see her naked, he thought to himself.


Frank
finally took a ton of shots of the blonde in various poses, with her clothing
on – her tight shorts straining over the taut surface of her round ass, looking
as if they would rip at the seam at any moment. The blonde looked at the
camera, as Frank shot close-ups and medium shots from every angle. Several
times Julie noticed Hal watching her and smiled.


Then
it was time for Julie to disrobe.


“O.K.,
Misty,” he said. “Why don’t you take off the shirt and shorts?”


“But
there’s that guy over there watching me!” said the blonde, playing up a feigned
innocence for the camera. She pointed over at Hal, as she pulled off her white
canvas shoes and her white anklet socks.


“Don’t
worry, Misty,” said Frank. “Hal won’t bite.” He turned the video camera,
following the direction of Julie’s finger until the lens landed on Hal, who
just sat next to the desk, smiling.


“You
like this hot blonde babe, Hal? You want to see her get naked on camera?”


“Shit
yeah!” said Hal, giving the camera a thumbs up. “Can’t wait!”


He
turned the camera back towards the blonde. “Well…” he suggested to the younger
woman. “Let’s see some of those clothes come off.”


The
blonde began to blush slightly. Then she bit her lip, and slowly pulled off her
T-shirt, revealing her blue lace bra.


“Wow,”
said Frank. “What do you think of that, Hal?”


“I
wish I could pull that off with my teeth,” said Hal.


Julie
then bent over, and slowly pulled her shorts down for the HD video camera,
making sure Frank got a screenful of nubile blonde ass.


As
Frank zeroed in on the sight, the younger blonde pulled the shorts down her
thighs, and then down her calves, and then finally she kicked them off her bare
feet.


She
stuck her round butt in the direction of the camera, showing off her blue
thong.


She
looked over her shoulder at the video camera.


“What
do you think, Hal?” said Frank.


“She’s
definitely fuckable,” said Hal. “I bet she’s a screamer in bed.”


Frank
turned the camera back towards the blonde. “Are you, Misty?”


“Am
I what?”


“Do
you make noise in bed?”


“I
make lots of noise!” said the blonde coyly.


“Well,
let’s get some nice shots of that hot body in your underwear,” said Frank.
“Then you can get naked.”


“O.K.,”
said the blonde, and for the next five to ten minutes Julie posed on the couch
with legs spread into a wide V – her gusset just barely visible behind the
webbing of the blue lace – and then shifted to her hands and knees, sticking
her pert butt up into the air sexily. First her hair was splayed sexily over
her back, and then she pulled it down in front of a shoulder, grinning for the
camera the entire time.


Frank
got a photo of her from the front, her blue eyes melting the camera, the lace
brassiere revealing the cleavage of her modest chest, making her look like that
combination of young coed and girl-next-door that Frank hoped would sell big on
the internet. Then Julie lay on her side, and Frank photographed every inch of
her svelte body.


Julie
stuck her tongue out at the video lens playfully, made kiss gestures, smiled,
licked her lips lustily, and overall did a decent job of soft core porn
modeling.


Frank
knew she was a natural for it – she really got into character. The presence of
the cowboy-handsome spectator and the high quality video camera – as well as
the potential for an internet audience -- brought out something from the blonde
that the previous shoots hadn’t. Julie the girl-next-door was rapidly
transforming into “Misty”, the porn model, and possibly “Misty” the hard core
porn actress.


Or
– such was his hope.


After
15 minutes of videoing and photographing the blonde, Frank backed up and
focused on the entire scene.


“Well,
Misty,” he said. “You want to take off that lacy top?”


“Sure!”
said the blonde. Smiling for the camera, she reached behind her bra, and slowly
unclasped the back strap, and within ten seconds her small boobs were free.


Hal’s
pulse quickened at the sight of the blonde’s pert, pale nipples. His cock
stiffened. He had to shift in his chair to stay comfortable.


Frank
ran the video camera in front of Julie’s chest, as the blonde squeezed her
nubile breasts together, the slightly puffy areolas jutting out sweetly. Frank
backed the camera away slightly, and focused on Julie’s face.


“Want
to take off that thong now, Misty?”


The
blonde gave the camera a sly grin, and got up on her hands and knees, and as
Frank zeroed the lens on the roundness of her pale buttocks, she hitched her
thumbs underneath the sides of the blue lace underwear, and slowly pulled it
down over her cheeks while eyeing the camera and looking over at Hal, whom by
now she was aware was turned on by the sight of her getting naked.


Down,
down, down came the thong -- slithering down her thighs, and further down past
her narrow ankles, and then out past her toes. Finally the thong was cast off
on the floor. The blonde giggled softly and pulled a cheek aside for the
camera, revealing two bright pink, hairless holes. Julie was completely
depilated, her orifices clearly visible for all to see.


“Wow,”
said Frank. “Delicious!”


Julie
laughed.


Frank
backed the camera away, taking in a clean shot of the blonde’s entire ass – the
lens looking down her curvy back towards her blonde hair, which was splayed
across her shoulders.


“What
do you think, Hal?” said Frank.


“She’s
super hot,” said Hal.


“She
would look great getting fucked, wouldn’t she?”


“Sure
would.”


“You
said you brought your dildo,” Frank said to Julie. “A new one.”


“Yeah,”
said the blonde. “It’s really big. Maybe eight inches or so.”


“Why
don’t you show us what you can do with it, Misty?”


“O.K.”


Julie
got off the couch and went over to her gym bag, and pulled out the dildo, which
was still in its packaging, and some lube. While she was pulling the items from
her bag, Frank trained the camera on the cowboy and asked him a few things
about himself. He told Frank the basics, except when talking about what he did
for a job it was all generalities. I’m Hal. I was born in Texas, but live in
Seattle. Yes, I like the weather here. It beats 100 degrees Fahrenheit and 89
percent humidity.


By
the time Julie reached the couch, Frank stopped talking to Hal and zoomed in on
Julie.


“Well,
Misty,” said Frank. “You gonna put on a show for us with that dildo in your
pussy?”


“Sure!”
said the blonde.


She
lay back against the back of the couch and held up her large, pink dildo for
the camera. It was very realistic looking and thick, with real looking ‘skin’
and veins alongside the shaft. At the bottom of it were two large balls, made
of the same, flexible silicone material – for the blonde to hold onto while
pleasuring herself.


The
head of the silicone penis was pronounced and a darker shade of pink than the
shaft was. Julie grinned and applied some lube to the surface of the vibe. With
her feet propped against the front of the couch cushions, and her pussy maybe
an inch from the front edge, Julie lowered the dildo and pressed the head
against her open labia and moved it around, teasing herself with the large
appendage.


“Have
you had a dildo this big before, Misty?” said Frank, filming the sordid scene.


“Not
this big. This is a first for me.” The blonde split her labia with the head,
and whimpered softly as the head nudged just beneath her clitoris.


Then
she pushed. First the head moved the labia apart as it stretched the orifice…
Then, as Frank filmed the spectacle, the head worked its way inside the blonde,
her glistening lips wrapped tightly against the veiny sides, until just more
than seven inches of it was swallowed up in 20 year old pussy.


Julie
held the large phallus inside her vagina, rolling it around inside her very
slowly. Her mouth opened, her breath pronounced, as she worked her pussy with
the veiny object.


Then
she pulled it outwards, the lips of her pussy tightly wrapped around the thick
penis as if holding on to it for dear life.


As
soon as the first inch remained buried inside her, Julie shoved the fake cock
back inside, letting out a loud cry as the head hit home next to her cervix.


Within
seconds the blonde was fucking herself with the dildo, the surface of it shiny
with lube and pussy juice.


Frank
watched in excitement as the blonde’s bare mons moved in time with the fucking
as the blonde worked herself towards the inevitable. Keeping his camera focused
on Julie, to where her entire body was visible as she fucked herself, he
recorded her bringing herself to the brink of orgasm – and then zeroed in on
her face as she went over the cliff.


The
basement studio echoed with a loud din of wails and whimpers, the blonde’s eyes
rolling up in her head as she gasped for air, her mouth a large ‘O’, her face a
grimace of overpowering pleasure, her legs and thighs bucking and jolting from
the shocks and convulsions of pleasure.


Hal
the cowboy watched greedily, his cock raging stiff in his jeans. He wanted a
piece of the blonde – it was just a question of whether Frank could convince
her to fuck him. He knew that Frank asked him over to watch with the hope that
the blonde would accede to being taken – but Frank insisted that it would be up
to the girl – there would be no pressure upon her whatsoever.


Watching
the blonde’s hearty reactions to all things sexual, Hal figured he had a 60-40
chance at fucking her at least. He’d been around enough young women to know
that when one is so sexually attuned, she is more open to the idea of rampant
intercourse.


The
blonde kept fucking herself with the thick cock until her orgasm was complete,
and then she slowed down to a slow grind, her eyes still closed, her legs
quieting down from the jerking and flailing.


Julie
finally opened her eyes.


“Fuck!”
she sighed. “That was hot! I can only imagine what it feels like to be fucked
by a real cock that big!”


“Would
you like that, Misty?” said Frank.


“I
would love to have a real cock this big!” She held up the big dildo, which was
dripping in juice.


Frank
gave Hal a sidelong glance. He knew from what Hal had told him that Hal was
about that size. Now it was just a matter of trying to convince Julie to try it
out.


 


YOU CAN TOUCH IT
IF YOU LIKE


Frank
turned back to Julie. “You ever consider having sex on camera, Misty?”


“I’ve
thought about it,” said the blonde. “I just don’t know, though… I mean, having
sex… I need to think about that a little.”


“How
about if I try to persuade you? It will be your decision, of course.”


“How
are you going to do that?” said the blonde.


“Watch
and see,” said Frank. He turned to the cowboy.


“Why
don’t you show her a bit of what you’ve got down there, Hal,” he said. “After
all, you told me you were big down there.”


“Only
if it’s O.K. with the girl,” said Hal. “If she isn’t O.K. with it, I won’t go
there.”


Frank
turned to Julie. “You O.K. with just seeing Hal’s cock? He says it is about as
big as that dildo.” He paused. “You don’t have to do anything with it if you
don’t want. Just look.”


Julie
bit her lip. “Well… Maybe.”


“Just
maybe?” 


“Well…”


“Hal,
just take off your jeans. Keep your shorts on. Let her just see the bulge. Try
that. There’s no harm in that, after all.”


“O.K.,”
said the cowboy. He pulled off his boots and then stood up, and unhitched his
belt. Within 15 seconds his boot-cut jeans hit the floor, and his bulge was
prominent enough beneath the checkered cotton of his boxer shorts.


Julie’s
eyes widened at the sight of it.


Frank
zoomed in closer on the blonde’s face, showing clearly her astonishment and
excitement at the apparent size of the handsome cowboy standing just 10 feet
away from her. The orgasmic state she had sent herself into with the dildo only
pushed the sexual feeling more to the forefront.


“What
do you think, Misty?” said Frank, teasing. “You want to see more?”


“I…
Uh…” the blonde stammered. It was clear from her reaction that she was
interested.


“How
about just a peek then?” said Frank. “A little peek won’t hurt, will it?”


“Er…
OK,” said Julie. “Can’t hurt. He looks big, though...” She turned and looked
directly towards Frank and the camera. “And Hal is really good looking. That
helps.” 


“Thank
you, Misty,” said Hal.


“Well,
it’s true,” said the blonde.


Frank
focused the video camera to a wide angle, and filmed the scene. Hal first
kicked off his jeans onto the indoor-outdoor carpeting. Then he hitched his
thumbs underneath the elastic hem of his boxers and slowly lowered them. His
massive appendage instantly sprang out from beneath them as the boxers went
down just below his manhood.


The
blonde’s eyes widened.


“Sorry
for the erection,” said Hal self-effacingly. “It was from watching you, Misty.”


“Wow,”
said the blonde, biting her lip. “You’re big.”


“You
want to see him closer up, Misty?” said Frank.


The
blonde looked over at the cameraman, and then her eyes darted back to the
cowboy, and his big, thick cock.


“Yeah,”
she said finally. “Why not?”


Frank
motioned for the cowboy to approach the couch. Hal kicked off his boxers, and
half dressed and half naked, his massive erection still showing, he walked over
to just in front of the blonde.


“Go
ahead, Misty,” said Frank. “You can touch it if you like. Play with it a bit.
It won’t bite.”


The
blonde let out a breath, her eyes still glued to the cowboy’s massive penis.


Slowly,
she reached out, and touched the head, and then the shaft gingerly, as if she
were a curator of a museum delicately handling an artifact from an ancient
civilization.


The
blonde smiled, her fingers exploring the surface of the throbbing, veiny shaft.
“He is really big on my fingers,” she said giggling. “It feels good!”


Frank
zoomed in as the blonde began stroking the penis with her fine, feminine
fingers, her motions becoming more hurried as sexual instinct took over. 


Hal
groaned, the sensation of the girl’s 20 year-old fingers sending him places he
had not been in at least a few months – if ever. Her fingers felt so fine, so
warm, and so electric on the surface of his turgid manhood. He looked down at
the sight, and the blonde looked up at him, her eyes meeting his, a lustful
smile on her face – as if she were proud of the fact that she was giving him
pleasure.


“You
ever had a cock that big?” said Frank.


The
blonde looked into the camera, her eyes belying lust and excitement. “No,” she
said. “Not like this. Ever.”


“His
cock looks a bit dry to be jacking him,” said Frank. “Want some lube? Or you
could just spit on it.”


The
blonde looked over at Frank.


“I
have a better idea,” she said.


Instantly,
she leaned forward, and put the man’s cock head into her mouth.


Within
seconds, she had three to four inches of Hal’s girth resting atop her tongue,
with the head pushing out against one of her cheeks. Then she let the cock
slowly out of her mouth, before shoving it back in again. Her right hand
gripped the massive cock at the base, her fingers wrapped around it like a
tight, fleshy ring, which only made Hal’s veins stand out more as the girl
slobbered and sucked them to a glistening shine. Julie’s left hand went for
Hal’s bare balls, and she kneaded and squeezed them rhythmically as she blew
him.


Frank
was pleasantly surprised. He had hoped for this shoot to turn into a sex
session of some sort, but had no intention of pushing the blonde into something
she wouldn’t want to do.


The
blonde moaned and whimpered as she sucked ‘Hal’s’ massive cock deep into her
throat, taking in at least six of Hal’s eight inches. Then she let him out with
a slow sluuuurrrrrp!


She
looked at the camera.


“How
do I look?” she said.


“You
look just like a porn star, Misty,” said Frank. “Even better. I bet the guys
watching this are all ready to blow their nut just watching you.”


The
blonde smiled. She sucked Hal’s big cock in again, all the way into her throat
– this time almost taking in seven plus inches. She looked upwards, looking
into Hal’s eyes.


Frank
grinned. “If only your father could see you now, Misty,” he said. “If he could
only see that look on your face. That – and the look I saw you five when you
first saw ‘Hal’s’ big cock!”


The
blonde let Hal out of her mouth slowly, moaning the entire time. She turned to
the camera. “Hi dad!” she said jokingly. “I know he’ll never see me doing this,
though.”


“He
won’t, unless he cruises a lot of porn,” said Frank.


“He
doesn’t,” said ‘Misty’. “I need more of this,” she added, giving the head of
Hal’s cock a kiss.


She
lay back and spread her legs on the couch. “Eat me, ‘Hal’,” she ordered.


Hal
looked over at Frank. Frank nodded approvingly.


Hal
got down on his hands and knees, and buried his face in bare blonde pussy.


Within
seconds the concrete and fake wood paneled wall was echoing in Julie’s music,
as she whimpered and whined, her legs pointed into an ultra-wide V, her toes
curling in pleasure.


Slurp!
Slurp! Slurp!


Hal
licked and sucked at the blonde’s pussy, and then held his tongue just beneath
her clit and moved it up and down until he found the pressure and rhythm that
made the most noise.


After
two and a half minutes of such treatment, the room exploded with a deafening
din of sweet, whimpery chaos as Julie bucked and jerked spasmodically against
the older man’s tongue.


Hal
kept at it, only slowing down after Julie’s whimpers quieted a bit.


He
pulled away from the girl’s sloppy wet gusset, licking his lips.


“She
tastes epic!” he said, grinning for the camera.


“Look
at her!” said Frank, aiming the camera at the blonde, her eyes almost droopy
from satiation. “She looks like she wants to be fucked right now!”


Hal
stood up, his cock still raging hard.


“What
do you think, Misty?” said Frank to the blonde. The blonde smiled and bit her
lower lip. She brought her legs back together. 


“Well?”
said Frank. “Is that a yes or a no?”


Instantly,
the blonde scooted sideways on the couch, and – lying on her back – she spread
her legs, pulling them back towards the rest of her body.


“Fuck
me, ‘Hal’,” she said.


“Ooooh,”
said Frank. “Your father would really be proud of his little girl now!”


Julie
grinned and gave Frank, and the camera, the finger. Hal stepped forwards and
got on the couch onto his hands and knees, his hands astride the girl’s body,
and his knees in between her long, pale legs. His cock was rock stiff, and
still glistening from the fellatio the blonde had given him 15 minutes earlier.
He positioned himself closer to the blonde, and within seconds his cock found
the entrance to the blonde’s wet, pink pussy.


Frank
zeroed in on the view – Julie’s lower belly and thighs filling the viewfinder
as Hal’s cock pressed against the prize. 


First,
Julie’s labia opened and embraced the tip of Hal’s cock. 


Then,
Julie’s labia spread wide, as Hal’s head slowly disappeared into her pussy.


As
soon as the first inch of the cowboy’s cock was inside her, the blonde gasped
with a high pitched breath, her body arching and dropping as she felt the big
appendage stretch against her eager clitoris.


Within
seconds, Hal was as deep in the blonde as he could go. Frank, who by now had a
raging erection under his sweats, zoomed in on the union between cowboy and
would-be coed, and then backed the camera away, taking in the sweet sight of
the nubile blonde gasping and whimpering as the older man held his cock in her,
moving it slightly, as if testing it.


Instantly,
the cowboy pulled back and lunged deep, nearly bottoming out in blonde.


“FUCK!!”
gasped Julie.


Hal
pulled back and lunged again, driving all eight thick inches deep in blonde.


“DAMN!!!!”


Hal
pulled back and slammed his cock home again, immediately pulling back and
slamming it home, starting to nail the 20 year-old repeatedly with deep, strong
thrusts.


The
room exploded in Julie’s gasps of pleasure. Her hand instinctively went for her
clit. Hal slapped it away.


“Not
yet, woman,” he said teasingly. “I want to fuck you until you pass out from
orgasm.”


The
blonde looked up at him, her eyes betraying a growing sense of sexual
affection. The cowboy started pumping away, with long, steady thrusts, holding
the blonde’s hands together behind her head. The couch thumped as it rocked and
knocked from the fucking. As the cowboy fucked the blonde, the room filled with
more and more of her high pitched outbursts, which punctuated the air with
every third or fourth thrust, increasing in intensity as the union continued.
The blonde’s gasps of pleasure and fervent breaths only became muffled when the
cowboy leaned down and kissed her sloppily.


Thrust!
Thrust! Thrust!
went the man’s penis inside the blonde.


Thump!
Thump! Thump! went
the couch cushions.


Gasp!
Gasp! Whimper! went
the blonde.


After
a couple minutes of steady, hard fucking, the noise increased and Julie began
to buck and jerk, her feet flexing and her toes curling as she screamed in
climax, the noise distorting the microphone on the video camera.


Hal
began to slam his cock in the blonde, hard.


Squish!
Squish! Squish! Whimper!


Squish!
Squish! Squish! Whine!


Frank’s
cock was turgid as he filmed the scene, the young blonde’s cries of impending
convulsion getting louder and more intense. Her cries were punctuated by the
concussion of balls slapping perineum, and groin colliding against clitoris. He
zoomed in on the union, the cowboy’s rigid phallus glistening from being coated
in pussy.


Hal
then pulled back, and took several deep breaths.


“Fuck!”
he grunted. “What a pussy!”


Julie
laughed. “You ready to come?”


“Shit,
no! I don’t want to come just yet,” he muttered.


“You’re
doing great, ah… Hal,” said Frank. “Keep fucking her.”


“I’m
going to!” said the cowboy. He held his cock head next to the blonde’s frothy
wet labia, ready to plunge. Taking a deep breath, he shoved it home, and once
more fucked her with long, smooth thrusts.


“Do
I look like a porn star yet?” said the blonde, looking right into the camera.


“Yes,”
said Frank. “Misty, you look like a proper porn slut now. How does Hal’s cock
feel in your pussy?”


“It
feels super!” gushed the blonde. She glanced over at Frank’s sweats, which were
tenting from his own erection. “You’re hard,” she said, grinning.


“Yes,
I am,” said Frank.


“You
need a blonde girl to do something about that,” said Julie, teasingly.


“I
would like that, Misty. But that’s up to you.”


“Pull
it out, and let me touch it.”


Frank’s
heart leaped. He dropped his sweats, and instantly his seven inches of hardness
bit the air of the basement studio.


The
blonde reached out as Hal fucked her with super slow, deep thrusts. Breathing
heavily from the penetration, she licked her lips and grabbed Frank’s throbbing
girth, her fingers gently squeezing as they moved up and down his cock.


“That
feels awesome, Misty,” said Frank, zooming in on the young blonde’s slim pale
fingers as they worked the surface of his penis.


Slip!
Slip! Squeeze!


The
blonde expertly jacked Frank, as the cowboy fucked her in a long, slow grind –
periodically stopping to keep from coming.


Frank
inched his cock closer to the blonde, finally pushing it against her lips. She
swallowed the head greedily, slurping over it with her soft, pale pink lips.
Frank’s heart went through the ceiling. 


The
cowboy picked up the pace, slamming the blonde’s pert, sweaty ass into the
couch cushion as she sucked and slurped on Frank’s cock. She turned her head
sideways, making it easier for Frank to shove his cock deeper into her mouth.
Frank began fucking Julie’s mouth in time with Hal’s fucking her pussy, the
blonde whimpering through the sloppiness of her spit soaked lips.


Slam!
Slam! Slam! Slam! Slam!


Hal
began barreling his cock deep into the blonde. Frank found it difficult to keep
his camera focused on either the blowjob or the fucking. He was glad there was
another video camera running on the tripod that was off to the side of the
couch.


Slurp!
Slurp! Slurp!


Frank
felt his cock go past Julie’s uvula and into her throat – then it slipped back
out into her mouth, and then back into her throat again.


It
was too much.


He
pulled out and shot a massive load all over Julie’s sweet, pristine face.


“Fuck!”
grunted Hal. “I’m gonna either fill this girl or come all over her belly!”


“Come
on my tummy!” urged the blonde.


Hal
pulled out and several long streams of superheated, creamy liquid shot out over
the surface of the blonde’s flat stomach, splattering on her skin, some of it
reaching her tits.


When
Hal was done, he pulled away from the blonde, and Frank videoed her body from
thighs to face, making sure to get every trace of semen that coated various
parts of her body.


“Wow!”
said Julie. “You guys really blasted me!” Her eyes were still a bright blue,
but the long, sticky trails of pasty white dripping down over her pink lips and
the pale skin of her cheeks and chin were exhilarating to see.


Frank
handed the blonde a roll of paper towels from the desk, and filmed her cleaning
herself up.


“So,
Misty,” he said, aiming the camera once more at the blonde, “you got anything
you want to tell the guys out there before we shut this off?”


The
blonde looked up at the camera, smiling happily. “I hope you all got off
watching me, guys! Seeya next time!”


She
waved at the camera.


Frank
zeroed in on her face, her eyes bright with excitement.


Then
he turned off the recording.


“Well,”
he said. “That is a winner, I think.”


“This
girl is super hot,” said Hal, wiping his cock dry from cumming all over the
blonde. “I think she will be a big pro-am porn star for sure.”


“You
really think so?” said Julie.


“Yes,
Julie,” said Hal. “You’ve got that look. Take advantage of it while you still
got it.”


He
went over to the desk chair and sat down. “Fuck. I’m worn out. Her pussy is that
good!”


For
a few minutes the three talked a bit as Frank loaded the video into the
computer, and Julie pulled her clothes back on.


Julie
looked at the time. “Shit,” she said. “I’d better get back home. My parents
don’t know about this.”


“You
think you will ever tell them?” said Hal.


“No,”
said Julie. “My stepmom is a bitch, and my dad is too old fashioned to
understand. But I really want to do this. And until I get out on my own, I
don’t want to fuck things up, and hurt their feelings any.”


She
went over to her gym bag and put her dildo and lube away. Then she turned for
the stairwell door. “I’d better leave. I’ll be in touch with you Frank. Nice
meeting you, Hal!”


“Nice
meeting you too, Julie,” said Hal, pulling his boxers back up.


“Julie,
before you go, wait up,” said Frank.


“What
for?”


“The
check. That was part of our deal, when you became my model. You pose, or
perform, I pay you. If my friend in California shows interest, you get even
more money.”


Frank
pulled his checkbook out of the computer desk drawer. He scribbled on the
check, and then the stub. Then her ripped the check free and handed it to
Julie.


 Julie
took the check in hand and stared at the four figures written in the center of
it: $2500! It was more money she had seen at one time than any other time in
her life. Her previous jobs never paid that much in a month, much less in a
couple hours.


And
for that $2500 all she had to do was let a guy fuck her. And orgasm on camera.


It
was easy enough, and it was fun.


The
amount she had made that entire summer working hard at the fish and chip stand
was only $3000, including tips, which weren’t plentiful. Here she had made --
in just two hours of nude modeling and live sex for the camera -- almost as
much as she had made during an entire summer of waiting on cranky people in a
hot, stuffy building that constantly smelled of boiling oil, fish sticks, and
stale clam chowder. Two hours versus three months – the contrast couldn’t be
much greater than that.


She
put the check in her pocket and smiled.


She
had just found her calling.


I
wonder if I should quit my new job, she pondered to herself. I mean, modeling
already has made me tons more money. Then she thought of Frank: he had been a
professional commercial actor, and here he was, peddling medical equipment in
the rainy Northwest because of the fickle vagaries of the entertainment
business. Sure, it seemed he was making good money. But his dream was gone –
unless his photographing and videoing of women of various ages doing salacious
things was his new dream.


And
didn’t Frank tell her that she shouldn’t put all of her eggs in one basket?
Didn’t he tell her that the porn world was a fast paced, highly competitive
one, where young girls were chewed up and spat out like yesterday’s pizza
boxes?


I’ll
stick with my new job at the drug store, she concluded. Besides, I need all the
fucking money I can earn right now.


As
she walked down the sidewalk towards her own house next door, Julie noticed
that Stephanie had just gotten home.


Shit,
thought Julie to herself. Better put the gym bag in my own car. Don’t want
Steph to suspect anything.


She
slipped the gym bag into the trunk of her car and went inside, not aware that
her stepmother had twice observed her walking out of Frank’s house.


 


After
Julie and Hal had left, Frank played and edited the video footage on his
desktop computer. The quality of the shoot was excellent – the blonde looking
awesome posing, playing with herself, and getting fucked on the couch – all in
HD.


He
sent a copy to his friend in California, with a note mentioning that Julie was
interested in continuing with more shoots.


The
next day after he came home from work he texted Stephanie.


U
want to come over and see my photo studio again? he texted.


He
didn’t get an answer for a while. He knew Stephanie was home, and neither John
nor Julie were home yet – as he only saw one car in the Wintersteens’ driveway.


He
set his cell phone on the kitchen table and poured himself a mixed drink.


Soon
enough, his cell phone went off.


I’ll
have to take a rain check on that, texted Stephanie.


Something
come up?
texted Frank.


Husband
is suspicious,
texted Stephanie. TTYL.


The
next afternoon Julie went to work at the drugstore. She was back on night
shift. Just before she got into her car, she looked over towards Frank’s house.
There was a strange white car in Frank’s driveway, and Julie immediately saw a
young woman getting out, and then carrying a gym bag up the sidewalk towards
his front door. The girl was svelte and slim and blonde – just like Julie. The
young woman looked to be about Julie’s age, maybe 20 or 21. There was another
car parked in the driveway, next to the young woman’s. Julie recognised it as
the cowboy’s.


She
instantly felt as if someone had kicked her in the stomach.


She
lit a cigarette, and gunned the Impala’s accelerator.


Why
is it I always feel like men just lie to me because they want to use me? she
thought to herself, as she drove through the late afternoon traffic towards
work.


 


DEAL


For
a couple days Stephanie stewed and pondered over what to do – about her
marriage, and about her stepdaughter. She knew the fact that Julie was carrying
her gym bag from Frank’s house was unusual. And she also knew that Frank had a
photo studio – after all, she had been down there, and had bared her tits for
Frank’s camera.


Then
Frank texted her, asking if she wanted to pose naked in front of his cameras,
too. So far, she ignored the texts. For the moment, she was concerned about her
20 year-old stepdaughter.


Was
this what her stepdaughter was doing? Being groomed as a porn model by their
neighbor? Was Frank photographing Julie naked? Was he just using her?


And
if so, was it the best thing for Julie? After all, Julie was the apple of her
husband John’s eye. And Stephanie had experienced enough in the business to
know that although it could provide good money, they ate and spat out young
women like Julie on a weekly basis.


I’m
going to have to confront her about this, thought Stephanie.


But
that leads to another problem: my husband does not know about my past.


The
next afternoon when her husband John was working late, Stephanie caught Julie
just after Julie had gotten home from her day shift at the drugstore.


Julie
had just sat down at the table with a slice of pizza and a can of cola.


Stephanie
grabbed a cup of coffee and sat down across from her.


She
let out a breath, a bit nervous about what would transpire.


“Julie?”


“Yeah?”


“What
were you doing leaving Frank’s house on Saturday?”


“What
are you talking about?” said Julie.


“I
saw you leave Frank’s house, through the kitchen window. And you were carrying
your gym bag.”


The
younger blonde’s eyes widened. For a moment she said nothing. She had just
bitten off a piece of pizza. After swallowing, she took a sip of her cola. Then
she spoke.


“It’s
really none of your business,” said the younger blonde.


“Really?”
Stephanie took a sip of her coffee, and paused. “You want me to tell your
father that you hang out over at Frank’s? I’ll do that. I think he has a right
to know if his daughter is seeing an older man. He’s very protective of you,
you know. And if you’re doing anything like I think you could be doing, Frank
could just be using you.”


“It’s
none of his business, or your business, who I am seeing – and that’s if
I am seeing anybody, which I’m not!” Julie stood up, grabbing her dish of
pizza, and her cola can. “Who the fuck are you to be prying into my life
anyway, you fake blonde bitch!!”


The
younger blonde stomped down the hall.


“I
think I know what you are up to, girl!” said the older blonde. “I know more
than you think I do. don’t think your father would want to know about it!”


“Fuck
you!!!” shouted the younger woman. Instantly, the sound of Julie’s bedroom door
slamming resonated through the house.


Shit,
thought Stephanie. Now we are in a pickle.


But
I suppose what Julie does is indeed none of my business. Nor is it really
John’s business. Julie is a grown woman now. She can decide for herself what
she wants to do.


I
just hope that player Frank isn’t using Julie – for my husband’s sake.


I
know one thing: I won’t be seeing Frank, or showing him anything, ever again.


Julie,
angry and hurt, sobbed in her bedroom.


That
fucking bitch, implying that I am a slut and a whore!


And
threatening to tell my father about my modeling!


My
father married a blonde shrew!


After
an hour or two of lying on her bed, Julie thought of something.


It
was her stepmother’s phone. Stephanie always left it out on the kitchen counter
when she charged it while sleeping.


Julie
decided she would wait until Stephanie and her dad went to bed. Then she would
look over that phone with a fine-toothed comb. There was something about her
stepmom’s demeanour that just didn’t ring true lately. It was like she was up
to no good. It was something that a woman would pick up on right away --
something over which a trusting man like her father probably would be clueless.


My
stepmom is doing something behind my father’s back, thought Julie to herself. I
just know it.


Just
as Stephanie has figured out I’m trying to hide what I’m doing at Frank’s, I
know she’s doing something haywire also. She’s got to be.


Her
phone will have the clues!


Two
hours later Julie heard her father and Stephanie go to bed. About 15 minutes
after their bedroom door was closed, Julie snuck out of her bedroom, and walked
quietly down the carpeted hallway, ostensibly to get a can of soda or a
midnight snack.


There
it was: Stephanie’s smart phone! Sitting in front of the microwave, plugged
into the little pink charger. Waiting to be perused and explored!


Julie
picked it up. She swiped a finger across the screen. The phone came alive.


The
first thing Julie did was look over the phone calls.


There
were three calls to Frank Jenkins, made during the day when John was at work
and Stephanie was still at home on her days off.


Julie
took her own phone, and photographed the screen showing the evidence of the
calls. 


Then
she looked over Stephanie’s text messages.


There
was a conversation with Frank. Her finger jittery from excitement, Julie opened
the conversation.


Awesome
tits, Steph, texted
Frank. Thanks for letting me photograph them.


I
feel so slutty now, texted
Stephanie back.


Don’t
feel that way, texted
Frank. Every woman with big tits needs to show them off once in a while!


Now
I really feel like a slut! texted Stephanie.


Did
U feel that way when U were a stripper in Portland, in 2002? texted Frank.


Yeah,
sort of. That’s why I quit!


Julie’s
heart pounded. Her hands were shaking as she photographed the conversation. She
couldn’t believe her eyes. Her stepmom was stabbing her dad right in the back!
And she was doing it by showing her tits – and who knows what else? -- to
Julie’s neighbor, and mentor – and dirty photographer and agent – Frank!


And
what was this about her being a stripper in Portland in 2002? Could this be?


It
was then that a thought struck her.


Maybe
Frank sent some of the pictures he took of their sexual shenanigans to
Stephanie.


“There
has gotta be pictures,” she said under her breath. “Frank is a nut about
photographing sex.”


Julie
hurriedly checked out the photo gallery on her stepmom’s phone.


There
it was. The evidence.


The
first pic was her stepmom, looking up into the camera, her lucid blue eyes
looking into the camera, her large, pale globes in plain sight, in HD glory.


The
second pic had her tits from the front, and the side, and there was another
photo taken from below, looking up, with Stephanie smiling and looking down
through her cleavage.


Julie
couldn’t believe her eyes.


Quickly,
Julie texted copies of that photo, and all the others – to her own phone.


Within
seconds, her ring tone went off about eight or nine times.


The
evidence was now stored for her own protection.


“Shit!”
she muttered, as the sound of her cell going off reverberated throughout the
kitchen, and the rest of the house. “I forgot to put it on vibrate.”


She
instantly exited Stephanie’s photo gallery and switched off the screen – and
then she set Stephanie’s phone back down on the counter exactly where it was.


She
was about to put her own phone in her pocket when she realised that she was not
alone.


She
turned.


“What
the fuck are you doing snooping on my phone?” said the older blonde. “What kind
of shit is this? Who gave you permission to spy on my phone?”


Julie
bit her lip. Then her anger took over.


“I
just emailed these shots -- of you flashing your tits for Frank -- to my
phone,” she said, speaking very calmly. “So, if you ever call me a slut
again – in here in this house, or on social media, or anywhere – I will
show my father these pictures. And I can guarantee -- you will no longer
be a part of his life.”


The
older woman grimaced, her eyes widening.


There
was a long silence as the two blondes faced off in the small kitchen.


“Furthermore,”
Julie added, “if you ever say anything to my father about what you know
about my dealings with Frank…”


“You’ll
send the photos to your father, of me flashing my tits for Frank,” finished
Stephanie.


“Exactly.”
Julie paused. “And I might tell him about your past. You know – when you were a
stripper in Portland. I saw the texts between you and Frank. You want Dad to
know about that? Does he know about your past?”


The
older woman took a deep breath.


“No,”
Stephanie said softly. “He doesn’t. O.K. You win.”


“I
know my dad better than you do, Stephanie. And I am number one on his
totem pole, not you. I’m his daughter. He may be your husband for the
time being – but he’s my daddy. Never forget that.”


“You’re
right. I should treat you with a little more respect.”


“I’ll
leave it up to you two to figure out your marriage. Obviously there are issues
of some sort or you wouldn’t be fucking Frank behind my father’s back.”


“I’m
not doing that. I didn’t fuck him.”


“What
do you mean? It looks like it.”


“I
haven’t fucked around on your father. Frank and I got to talking one afternoon
when he was home early, and I had a couple days off. One thing led to another
and he showed me his photo studio. And he talked me into showing him my tits.
To get some pics that I could give to your father. I went along with it. Your
father loves my breasts.” She looked away, as if searching for the words.
“Frank wanted to video me naked. But I’m not going there.” 


The
younger blonde remained silent.


The
older blonde broke the silence. “Either way, I wonder what you may have
been doing recently. Like, maybe having sex on camera.”


“Oh.”
Julie was taken aback. Had Frank said anything about her secret life -- her
porn modeling? Hopefully not.


“I
was doing back what I think you are doing now. I know about Frank’s
studio. I’ve been down there – in his basement. When I saw you leave his house
the other day with your gym bag, I had a damn good idea what that meant.”


Julie
blanched.


“I’ll
tell you what,” said Stephanie. “I won’t tell your father about your modelling
– or whatever you are doing over there. But I still don’t want your
father to know about my past, either. Or my little mess-up.” She paused.
“Deal?”


Stephanie
opened the fridge, and pulled out a can of lemon-lime soda, and opened it. The
fizzing sound of the can opening was the only thing that could be heard in the
kitchen for a few moments. Julie broke the silence.


“I
don’t think you want your father to know that you go over and pose for Frank,”
said Stephanie. “Or are you fucking him? It sure looks like it.”


Julie
clammed up for a second. “We’re not fucking,” she lied. “He just takes
pictures.”


“O.K.,”
said the older blonde. There was an uneasy pause.


Finally,
Stephanie spoke. “Look,” she said. “You have a secret. And so do I. I don’t
think your father needs to know your secret, or mine. Does he.”


“You’re
right. He probably doesn’t.”


“So
let’s make a deal. I don’t tell him your secret, and you don’t tell him mine.”


“And
you quit treating me like an also-ran.”


“And
I quit treating you like an also ran,” repeated the older blonde. “Like you
said, you’re on top of the totem pole.”


Julie
let out a breath. Then she looked the older woman in the eye. She slowly held
out her hand. “Deal.”


Stephanie
took the younger girl’s hand and shook it. “Fair enough. It’s a deal.”


As
soon as Stephanie let go of the younger woman’s hand she thought of something.
She thought of what it felt like to be churned through an industry that was
both exciting and a bit heartless in its superficiality. Did Julie know what
she might be headed for?


Julie
turned to walk down the hallway towards her room.


“Julie,”
said Stephanie.


The
young woman turned.


“I
don’t know what your plans are, with Frank. I don’t know if he’s taking
pictures for a modeling portfolio, or whether it’s something more sexual for
pro-am porn, but just be careful.”


“In
what way?”


“I
knew some girls who did pro-am. One of them was my best friend my roommate
Amanda. We were all just freshmen college girls. When we were stripping we also
did photo shoots, to promote the shows. Amanda and I both got out of stripping,
and she quit pro-am, because there was a point where it wasn’t so fun anymore,
and you realise you are just one out of a million girls that want to get famous
and be noticed and have sex on camera for a few bucks. Even though it can be
fun for a while, it has its drawbacks.” 


Stephanie
took a sip of her lemon-lime. “The photos, the videos, they’re out there in
some form, and with the internet today, they’ll be out there forever. Just keep
that in mind.”


Julie
looked at the older blonde, as if pondering over what she had just said.


“I’ll
keep everything you’ve said in mind, Stephanie,” she said finally. “Thanks.”


She
turned and headed down the hallway.


As
she walked towards her bedroom, Julie felt a wave of a million different
emotions come over her. She felt a hint of betrayal at the thought of Frank
photographing other women. The idea that he wanted to take naked pictures of
her stepmom – as good looking as she was – bothered her also.


Didn’t
Frank say Julie would be the only one he was photographing? Didn’t he
say Julie would be his only model? But here were two other women he
photographed, or attempted to photograph. The unknown college-age blonde girl
she saw leaving his house -- and her stepmom.


Suddenly
she felt used. Frank had acted as if he was concerned about Julie as a person
– interested in helping her achieve her dream. But then it was all a ruse. He
was just taking advantage of her for his own enjoyment.


And
then there was the problem Stephanie had brought up. The pictures. What if by
chance she found a man who was like her father – a decent guy? How would he
feel knowing that his future wife did porn?


It
was something to think about.


Julie
went into her room and fell on her bed and tried to fall asleep. Tomorrow she
would have to go to work. And then, the next evening, she would have to figure
out if she wanted to continue posing for pictures, with Frank as photographer,
and possibly fuck the cowboy – or another man.


She
would have to decide whether she wanted to continue, or perhaps dump her dream
of modeling, and carry on with life.


As
she drove to work the next afternoon Julie once again saw the new blonde girl
walk up to Frank’s door, gym bag in hand.


She
felt slammed in the gut.


I’m
just a piece of meat to Frank, she thought to herself. I’m just another young
blonde to video and photograph and then get a blowjob from.


The
bastard. He at least could have told me the truth about everything.


Why
do guys just treat me like a piece of meat? My fucking ex boyfriend did the
same thing.


 


Ed
Johnson once more was low on cigarettes. He also needed to get cat food. The
drugstore beckoned. He was driving home, and once more, it was a balmy, high
overcast day. As it was afternoon, he figured that “Misty”, the hot babe who he
was now certain worked at the local drugstore, would not be working, because
obviously she was working mornings.


He
pulled his Toyota in front of the store. There were maybe three or four
homeless people hanging out on one side of the store, sitting on the paved
walkway that surrounded the building – they were sitting next to their bikes,
their backpacks placed on the concrete next to them. Some of them were drinking
cans of soda. One of the guys had a bike that was missing a seat.


Fuck,
thought Ed to himself. It’s one thing to only have a bike to get around, but a
bike without a seat? And what sort of asshat rips off another guy’s bicycle
seat?


He
looked at his truck. I’m a more fortunate man than I realise, he thought to
himself. I at least have a roof, a cat, and a truck to drive around in. These
guys? All they had is two wheels and whatever they can carry on their backs.


He
made his way past them and entered the store. He was glad that they didn’t ask
him for change, because he truly had none in his pocket, or wallet, to give them.


He
only half glanced towards the front counter. After all, Julie the blonde – or
was she truly “Misty”? – wouldn’t be there. It was the wrong shift for that.


He
didn’t bother looking towards the counter. After all, Julie wouldn’t be there.


“Hey!”
said a familiar voice.


Ed
quickly glanced around.


First
he saw the hair, and then those eyes looked at him. His heart leaped.


There
were no other customers near the counter. There was apparently a lull in the store’s
business that afternoon. There would be time to talk a little perhaps.


“Hi,
er… Julie,” he said, approaching the front counter, not sure if the girl would
feel weird about him addressing her by her name.


“You
getting some beer and cola today?” she chided, her eyes sparkling.


“No,
I’m getting a couple other things,” said Ed. He looked around the store again.
There was one customer talking with the camera counter woman. “It looks slow in
here today.”


“It
is,” said Julie. “You want your cigarettes?”


“I’ll
get them when I come back to the counter,” said Ed.


“O.K.,”
said the blonde. “I’ll still be here.” She laughed.


Ed
sauntered back to the rear section of the store where the pet supplies were. He
looked over the cat food, and decided on getting the brand his cat loved the
most, even though it was a dollar a bag more than the cheap brand. Grabbing it,
he headed back towards the front counter. As he approached, there were still no
other customers.


Cool,
thought Ed. Maybe we can talk a little.


“Back
again so soon!” quipped the blonde. She grabbed a pack of cigarettes for Ed,
and then scanned it. Then she grabbed the cat food bag, and scanned it also,
before placing both items in a plastic shopping bag.


“You
obviously have a cat,” she said. “This is the third or fourth time you’ve
bought cat food.”


“You
noticed,” said Ed.


“Of
course,” said Julie. “You’re my favorite customer, you know. And you buy a lot
of cat food.”


“Yeah,”
said Ed. “I’ve had my cat for about a year. And he eats a lot.”


“What
kind of cat?”


“He’s
just a grey puffball. I’ve had him since he was a kitten.”


“What’s
his name?”


“Willy.”


“That’s
a cute name for a cat.”


“You
have a cat?”


“No.
My stepmom doesn’t like animals in the house. I hate that. When my real mom was
alive, we used to have a cat, though.”


“What
kind?”


“Black
and white. His name was Snoopy. He would sleep on my bed. A coyote got him one
night.”


“Sorry
to hear that.”


“Then
Mom died… and then Dad got together with my stepmom… and it’s been downhill
ever since!”


As
she spoke, the blonde had this realness about her. A bubbling variety of
directness; it was as if she had no desire for carrying on with the usual
male-female bullshit that a lot of women tend to gravitate towards when dealing
with men.


“Maybe
your stepmom will change her mind, and let you have another cat.”


“Probably
not,” said the blonde, smiling. She handed Ed his shopping bag, cat food and
cigarettes securely inside. Once again, their fingers barely touched. He almost
forgot to extract his debit card he was so entranced.


The
girl smiled.


There
was a short pause, as Ed was trying to think of something catchy or funny to
leave with. Of course, he could come up with nothing. As he had been talking
with Julie, the visions of her doppelganger “Misty” the internet girl – images
of her getting fucked on a couch, with the sweet sounds of her voice blasting
out of his computer speakers – kept getting in the way. He tried to shut the
visions out, but it was difficult.


I
know it’s her, he thought to himself.


“You’re
Ed, right?” said the blonde, breaking the short pause. “Do you have a last
name? Mine’s Wintersteen.”


Ed
held out his hand. “I’m Ed Johnson. I live just up the hill.”


“I
live up the hill, too,” said Julie, shaking his hand, and letting go. 


“Which
one?”


“I
live on Highfield hill.” She pointed towards the burgeoning suburb to the
northeast.


“I
live on the other one, on South hill,” said Ed, pointing towards the large,
sprawling, elevated neighborhood near the opposite corner of town.


“You’re
not all that far away from me then.”


“Probably
not,” said Ed.


“I
figured you either lived or worked in town here, because you always come here,”
said Julie.


“It’s
convenient for me,” said Ed. “This store is on my way home from work.” 


“Where
do you work?”


“At
an auto parts warehouse in the valley.”


“What
do you do there?”


“I
unload trucks, and stock the warehouse.”


“Cool,”
said Julie.


As
another customer approached the counter, Ed turned to leave. “I’ll see you next
time, Julie. Sorry again to hear about losing your black and white cat. That
can hurt.”


“It
happened,” said the blonde. “Thanks.”


With
that, Ed went out the front doors. As he walked towards the truck, he kept wondering
if he said the right thing or the wrong thing to the girl. Did he come off as
too interested, or not interested enough? 


Why
is it always so difficult? We’re just people. Why should there be so much
bullshit?


He
got into his truck, and looked back towards the entrance.


There
will be other times to talk with her, he thought to himself. Maybe I’ll ask her
out for coffee. That’s innocent enough. I can find out that way if I could ever
go out with her.


Then
he remembered again that she was probably the girl on the internet porn site.
In fact – there was no doubt in his mind about it anymore. The eyes matched.
The hair matched. The body matched. And most importantly – the voice matched.


Shit,
he thought to himself. If it is her, would that be a problem?


He
put the key in the ignition, and turned over the engine.


As
he drove home, he decided no – it would not be a problem. Everybody has
a past. It doesn’t matter what it is, we all have one, and the only thing that
ever counts is the present and the future.


Fuck
it, he concluded. I’ll ask her out for a coffee next time. Get this over with.


 


The
next week was a blur of working and wondering for Julie. She received a text
from Frank asking if she wanted to do another shoot.


I
have another girl I’ve been shooting, he texted. U interested in doing a
girl on girl? They sell really well.


Yuck,
thought Julie, who didn’t have those inclinations. That may be for some girls,
but it’s not for me. And besides, why would I want to pose for him anymore? He
lied to me when he said I was the only model he was photographing. What else
is he going to lie about?


It
was Thursday afternoon she was working in the drugstore, and it was a slow day.


Ed
came in. As soon as Julie saw him, she felt glad to see him. There was
something about him that appealed to her. For one, he seemed honest, which was
truly refreshing. And for another, he seemed genuinely interested in her as a
person.


The
two said ‘hi’ to each other and Ed disappeared down the aisles, and within a
minute or so he was back. This time he had three big cans of cat food.


“I’m
going to give Willy a treat,” said Ed. He set the three cans down with a clunk.


“Well,”
said Julie. “Your Willy sure has a good daddy,” she quipped.


Ed
smiled. “I try.”


“How
is work?” said the blonde.


“It’s
the same most days. I like cars, so that helps. I get discounts on parts when I
need them. The problem is, sometimes they are still too expensive.”


“It
seems that way all over,” said Julie. “I get a discount here, too. But times
are still a bit tough.” She frowned. “I still live with my folks, you know. I
don’t know when I’ll be able to have an apartment.”


“The
economy is getting better, though,” said Ed. “Slowly.”


Julie
laughed, as she scanned the cans of cat food. “You want your cigarettes?”


“I
still have enough from last time,” said Ed. He pushed his debit card into the
slot. He looked around the store. There were no customers coming up towards the
counter. His heart pounded. He was about to do something he hadn’t done in
months, and it wasn’t easy. It’s never really easy asking a woman somewhere
unless you do it on a weekly basis, or have had a string of women ten miles
long etched on your dick.


“Er,
Julie?”


The
blonde pressed her finger on the LCD checkout screen, making the payment go through.
“Yes?” she said.


“Would
you like to have coffee? Maybe when you get off work tonight?” Ed felt his
blood pressure increase as his nerves were on high alert. “There’s a restaurant
on the other side of town that is open late. It’s the one by the freeway. It
has really good coffee.”


The
blonde looked him in the eye, with a bemused smile. For a moment Ed felt as if
he’d already blown it.


“Sure!”
she said. “I get off work at eleven. Can you meet me here?”


“Yeah,”
said Ed, almost stammering. “Then you can follow me. Or I could give you a
ride. Whichever you want.”


“See
you at eleven, Ed,” said the blonde.


“Cool!”
said Ed. He grabbed his bag of purchases and headed for the door.


“Ed!”
shouted Julie.


He
turned. The blonde was grinning and held up his debit card in her fingers.


“You
can’t leave without your card, you know!”


Ed
nearly blushed. He strode back to the counter and grabbed his card.


“Thanks!”
he blurted.


“See
you for coffee later!” said Julie, giggling.


“See
you Julie,” said Ed.


Several
hours later Ed drove back to the drugstore. Julie had just walked out the front
door, purse slung over her shoulder. Seeing him in his truck, she strode over
to his driver’s side window.


Ed
rolled it down.


“Can
we ride in your truck?” she said. “We could save gas that way.”


“Sure,”
said Ed.


He
reached over and opened the passenger side door. Julie got in.


“I
like this truck,” she said. “This is a guy’s work truck, you can tell.”


Ed
laughed. “It’s an old one, but it still gets me where I want to go.”


“Nothing
wrong with old and working,” said Julie.


On
the way to the restaurant, which was on the other side of town, just off the
freeway, the two talked about their jobs, and Julie told Ed more about her cat
Snoopy who had been nabbed by a coyote. Snoopy turned out to be a talker. He
always meowed about everything. Then Julie told Ed about her dad and her real
mom, and what they went through when her real mom took ill with cancer.


Nervous,
she instinctively pulled out her cigarettes. “Is it O.K. if I smoke?” she said.


“Go
ahead,” said Ed. “You know I do – so it doesn’t bother me.”


“I’ve
been cutting back but I usually smoke when I’m nervous,” said Julie.


“Are
you nervous now?”


“Kind
of.”


“Why?”


“Being
with a guy on a date, I guess.”


“A
hot girl like you probably is used to it though.”


Julie
laughed. “Thank you for the compliment, Ed, but this girl hasn’t been on a date
in five or six months – and he was an asshole.” She paused. “And so was the one
after that,” she added, referring to Frank. She looked over at Ed. “I already
know you aren’t one of those.”


“I
try not to be,” said Ed. “Although I have heard it works for a lot of guys.”


“It
doesn’t work with me,” said Julie. She lit her filtered cigarette and pushed
her lighter back into her purse. “I like guys that are real.” She took a puff
and blew the smoke out the half open window. She looked over at Ed and smiled.


Ed
was within a few blocks of the restaurant and he noticed a burger stand on the
corner of the main drag that led to the 405 freeway.


“You
want a burger or something?” he said. “It would be on me. They have great
burgers at that place. Their coffee is O.K., too.”


Julie
looked at Ed and broke into a grin. “O.K.!” she said.


Ed
maneuvered his way towards the burger place, using the dual left turn lane.


Within
seconds the Toyota was parked in the lot. “Do you want to use the drive
through, or go inside? I’ll leave that up to you.”


“Let’s
use the drive through. That way I can finish my cigarette,” said Julie.


Ed
pulled the Toyota to the window. He ordered a burger and fries for each of
them, along with two coffees.


“Like
I said, the coffee is good here,” said Ed.


“You
know, it’s pretty rare for any place to have bad coffee,” said Julie. “My dad
used to tell me there were places that used to have shitty coffee back in the
70’s and 80’s. That’s hard to believe here in Seattle.”


“You
really look up to your dad, I can tell,” said Ed.


“You
remind me a little of him,” said Julie, giggling. “That’s a bad sign.”


Ed
blanched.


“I’m
just kidding!” said the blonde.


After
Ed pulled the truck to a nearby parking spot that had a view of the freeway,
and the hills beyond, the two of them ate their burgers in silence, the glaring
hole in his Toyota’s dashboard still devoid of an FM radio. Julie didn’t seem
to care, though. Ed took a bite of his juicy burger, and glanced over to his
side. He couldn’t believe it. He was on a date with the woman of his dreams. In
the back of his mind, however, were the photos of her fucking the man with the
huge cock, and sucking on another man. 


He
didn’t think ill of her for it. But if anything developed, could he measure up
to the guys in the photo? And then he was also a little bothered because he
knew something about Julie that she was unaware he knew. Would that ever be a
problem? He hoped not.


“Good
burgers here, aren’t they,” he said, breaking the silence.


“Yeah.
I love them here. Thanks again for the treat.”


“No
problem, Julie,” said Ed. He wiped some juice from his lips with the napkin.
“You know… I really like you, Julie.”


“I
can tell.”


“I
just thought I’d tell you. I don’t think it’s fair when a girl doesn’t know
that a guy really likes her.”


“I
understand.” She looked him in the eyes. In the back of her mind, this pudgy
guy wasn’t the man of her dreams. But he had this quality to him that roughly
reminded her of her father: an honest man. A good man. A decent, hard working
guy, who just wanted a fair shake in life. And most of all, Ed treated her like
her father did: with respect, and care.


What
would she do about her past? Bury it? You can’t bury something that still is
sold on the internet. Every guy looks at porn, or has looked at porn – she knew
that much. What if Ed had, by chance, seen her pictures, or would in the
future?


It
was something she had to get out of the way before she developed any feelings
for him.


“I
have a confession to make, Ed,” said Julie softly. “I kind of like you, too…
And I need to get something out of the way before we see each other again.”


“What’s
that?” said Ed, suddenly feeling a little nervous.


“I
don’t just work at the drug store.”


There
was a pause. Ed tried to think of something to say that wasn’t pointed.


“I
don’t just work at the auto parts warehouse,” he said, finally. “I have another
life, too. I play space war on the internet, and read sci-fi novels and then
try to write them. Miserably.”


“Quit
trying to make a joke of what I’m saying!” said the blonde, giggling. “I’m
serious.”


“What
do you mean?” said Ed – already suspecting what his new girlfriend was going to
say – after all, he had looked over the high definition pics of her numerous
times.


“I
model nude for an internet website.”


“Oh
-- really?” Ed tried to look surprised, but not too surprised.


“Yes.”


“So?”


“I
thought you should know. Just in case you ever find out. Like some guy tells
you.”


“O.K.”


“You
don’t care?”


“You’re
good looking, Julie. I can see why you’d be a model. You look like a natural
for modeling.”


“But
I’ve done it nude, though.”


“O.K.”


“You
don’t mind?


“I
still like you, Julie.”


“But
I’ve had sex with a guy on camera, too.” She took a bite of her burger and
swallowed, washing it down with the coffee.


 “O.K.,”
said Ed. “I can accept that.”


There
was a pause in the conversation. Julie looked out the window. A homeless man
with a shopping cart chock full of his belongings slowly pushed his way across
the neighboring supermarket parking lot. For a few seconds, she watched the
man. Finally, she broke the silence.


“But
Ed,” she said, “I’ve had sex with more than one guy at a time. On
camera.”


“Oh,”
said Ed. He paused, trying to decide what to say. “I can accept that, too,” he
said, finally. “It doesn’t change who you are to me.”


“But
I’m on the internet,” added Julie. “I modeled for a guy, who sold my pics
to a website. Of me doing stuff, including sex. I made a few bucks with it. And
the pics are out there.” She frowned. “I wanted to be a model. That was my
dream.”


“I
can understand,” said Ed. “You look like one.”


Ed
took a breath. “Look,” he said. “What you did doesn’t change how I feel about
you, Julie,” he said. “I accept you as you are, no matter what. O.K.?”


“Really?”
said the blonde.


“Really,”
said Ed.


“O.K.”
said Julie, giggling. She paused. “Maybe – just maybe – I’ll show you the pics
some day, though. If you think you could handle it. You’ll see what a hot girl
you have.”


“Sounds
like I have got a hot model sitting next to me, then,” said Ed. “I can
handle that.” He smiled.


Julie
laughed. She took the last bite of her burger, relieved. The talk was over.


She
looked out the window, towards the supermarket that was across the large
parking lot from the burger house. The homeless guy pushing the shopping cart
was now gone, probably across the next avenue. She felt a wave of relief over
telling Ed about the photo sessions. She knew he probably meant what he said.
After all, he seemed very much like an honest man – just like her father was.


She
could tell he liked her, and he was probably going to accept her for who she
was. The rest of it would take care of itself.


When
Ed pulled his truck up into the drugstore parking lot, he parked next to
Julie’s Impala.


“I
really enjoyed the burger and coffee, Ed,” said the blonde. She pulled out her
cell phone. There were two messages from Frank, which she ignored. “What’s your
number?”


Ed
pulled out his phone and read it out to her, as he still didn’t know it by
heart.


“Well,”
said Julie, “I’d better get going. My father might be worried about me. He
might think I’m having sex with a guy or something.” She giggled.


“Your
dad seems like a good man,” said Ed.


“What
are your parents like?”


“They
live in Yakima,” said Ed. “I don’t see them very often. We’re not all that
close. I’m the middle kid in the family.”


There
was a moment of silence. Ed wasn’t sure what to say, without stammering. He
turned to Julie. “Would you like to do this again? With maybe a movie?”


The
blonde smiled. “I’d love to.”


“Saturday,
maybe?” said Ed.


“I
have that night off. So we can do that.”


“O.K.,”
said Ed.


As
he spoke, he looked at her. She looked into his eyes.


Those
eyes. He couldn’t keep from looking in those bright blue eyes – eyes that were
full of life.  And it wasn’t just the eyes, there was something about this
girl’s heart that appealed to him. 


Ed
took a breath, trying to think of what to say. The blonde looked at him, and
suddenly, she leaned forward slightly, biting her lip a little nervously, as if
tempting fate. Ed wasted no time. He leaned his face slowly towards hers, and
their lips met.


A
shock went through his system as Julie’s soft, warm lips touched his, and he
found it difficult to pull away. He wanted it to last forever.


Ed
gently placed his hand behind Julie’s head and pulled her closer to him. He
slowly opened his lips – ever so slightly, still relishing the taste of Julie’s
kiss. Julie opened her lips, pressing them against his. Ed could feel her warm
breath on his cheek, which made his heart pound. Then he could feel her tongue
touching his. And soon enough, he was lost in the awesome warmth of her kiss.
He never wanted it to stop.


When
he drove home, he could think of nothing else, but the wonderful blonde girl at
the drugstore and her kiss.


 


The
following Saturday Julie received a text from Frank. She hadn’t seen him
outside the house, and hadn’t thought of what she would say to him if she did
see him.


The
text was short:


Haven’t
seen U in a while. U still want to model?


Julie
thought for a moment. She still could do what she dreamed of doing. But the lustre
of modeling and doing porn had rusted some. In fact, she realised she didn’t
want to do it anymore.


It
took her a minute to come up with a tactful message to text Frank:


I
have decided that I don’t want to pursue modeling anymore. My plate is a bit full
right now, and I think I’ll save my money from working at the drugstore so I
can go to college. Thanks for all you did.


 


Saturday
night Ed asked her to a movie. It was an action flick, and afterwards they went
to Ed’s apartment where they had chips and dip and watched a DVD.


As
soon as Ed and Julie got inside the door, Willy the Cat came around the corner
of the short hallway, meowing. The cat – spying the stranger – stopped in his
tracks. His eyes widened.


Julie
slowly leaned down onto her haunches. “Hey here, little guy!” she said softly.
She held her hand out. Willy just stood there, sniffing the air a little.


“Willy
isn’t used to strangers,” said Ed. “I don’t have a lot of people over, as you
can probably tell.”


Julie
held her hand out further, and just kept it there patiently. The cat moved
forwards, his little grey puffball body straining with every step. He touched
his nose to Julie’s fingertips.


“Hey
there, Willy,” the blonde said softly. “I don’t bite.” She looked at the kitty
and blinked her eyes slowly, which is cat language for ‘I’m comfortable around
you.’


The
cat moved forward, and slowly rubbed his head against her hand, finally
determining that the blonde was a cat person, and was no threat.


Julie
giggled. “I guess he has decided that I’m O.K. after all!” she said excitedly.
Slowly, she petted the cat, and within a minute the kitty was rubbing against
her hand and forearm, wanting more.


After
a few minutes, Julie slowly got up off her haunches. “Well, Willy, your dad and
I have a movie to watch!” The cat, by now at ease with her, followed the two
into the kitchen, where Ed poured Willy some food in his dish. Then Ed pulled
out some chips, dip, and a couple cans of soda. He poured the dip – spicy
cheese dip – into a clean bowl.


As
Ed led Julie into the living room, he swept his hand around towards the walls
of the room, as if presenting it.


“This
is it,” he said, “my castle.” He chuckled. “I hope to get a better place once I
get a better job, or better position where I work. But for the time being –
this works out for Willy and me.” He looked at the blonde. “I hope to go back
to school. My employer has a tuition program, and I’ve looked into it. Maybe I
can get a better paying position that way.”


“I
want to go to college, too,” said Julie, who set her purse, a large black
leather one with big silver buckles, on the couch. “I just don’t know what I
want to do yet. My dad said he’d help me.”


“Your
dad sounds like he is a great dad,” said Ed.


“He
is. You’ll meet him some day. He’ll like you.”


The
blonde looked over the apartment as a new owner. “I really like this place
you’ve got, Ed,” she said. “You just need a few plants to liven it up. It looks
like a guy lives here – and there’s nothing wrong with that – but it doesn’t
look like a home, really.”


“Yeah,
that’s because it’s just a place I stay when I’m not at work. My bedroom is
where my computer is, where I play video games. Really this apartment is more
Willy’s than it is mine. He’s here all the time.”


Julie
sat down on the small couch. Ed ripped the bags of chips open and set the dish
of dip on the coffee table. Willy the Cat went over to his cat bed near the
side of the couch and lay down, closing his eyes. Ed put on a DVD, which was an
action movie that had come out in 2009 that was about drug smugglers getting
caught and having to shoot their way free from a cartel. It was quite exciting.


Julie
sat close to Ed, and he grabbed her hand. Within several minutes, the hand
holding evolved into deep kissing. Ed found himself very, very hard.


Julie’s
hand glanced over his bulge as the two clenched.


“You’re
erect,” she whispered in his ear.


“It’s
because of you, Julie,” said Ed.


“You
want to do something about that?”


Ed’s
heart pounded.


“Er…
What are you suggesting?”


“Sex.”


Ed’s
cock throbbed.


Julie
smiled. “Let’s take this one step at a time. First?” She unzipped his fly, and
reached her small, slim hand through the opening, fingers finding flesh. A
shock of pleasure went up Ed’s spine. “Let’s try a few fun things before we do
full sex. When I’m with a guy I really like, I like to drive them nuts
before we go all out in bed.”


Ed
gulped. “Sure,” he stammered. “That sounds awesome.”


The
blonde unbuttoned his top button, and got in front of him, yanking down his
trousers. When they hit the floor, Julie stood up and took off her jeans –
pulling them down, slowly.


“Do
you like this?” she said.


“I
can tell that I’m with a model,” said Ed, smiling. “I love it.”


Julie
giggled, and then she pulled down her cotton panties, slowly revealing her
pert, round ass. Ed caught a quick glimpse of her bare pussy, and his cock
drooled at the sight of it.


“Lie
back,” ordered the blonde. “Your model girlfriend now wants to sit on your face
a while.”


“O.K.,”
said Ed.


The
blonde climbed back onto the couch, and backed her ass over Ed’s face, her
fingers instantly wrapping around the base of his seven thick inches.


Before
Ed knew it, he had his hands on Julie’s round buttocks, her pussy plastered
against his face. His entire universe was Julie, her flavor and scent sending
him to the stratosphere. He squeezed Julie’s ass cheeks, pulling them towards
his face as he licked her, the blonde’s whimpers echoing off the walls of the
little apartment. He could feel the tight wrap of Julie’s lips going up and
down over the surface of his cock, each movement sending him closer and closer
to paradise.


He
relished the tangy flavor of Julie’s glistening labia, as he licked and licked
and licked, feeling her ass buck slightly as she gasped and whimpered on his
cock, her pussy lurching and pressing down on his mouth as he worked her
special spot with his tongue.


After
five minutes of joyously eating her, she shuddered on top of him, her ass
bucking gently against his face as she hit orgasm. He could hear her sighs and
whimpers, her sweet sounds echoing off the walls of the apartment. Soon enough,
he felt his balls light up from the blonde’s continuing oral caresses – his
body being wracked with shivers of pleasure from the wonders the blonde’s mouth
and tongue were doing to his penis.


He
lasted maybe thirty more seconds before blasting a massive load against Julie’s
tonsils, coating the inside of her throat with hot cum -- which the blonde
swallowed immediately, her hot lips tightly sealed against his throbbing
member.


After
swallowing the last drop, Julie climbed off of him and sat next to him.


“Well?”
she said. “Did you like that?”


Ed
just smiled. He leaned over and kissed her.


Julie
giggled softly. “I take that as a yes.”


“You
got that right,” said Ed.


 


GREAT LIFE


It
was a blazing Saturday afternoon in August. Stephanie was out on the patio,
nursing a cola. She was wearing a bikini – a skimpy one. John had finally
decided he loved and appreciated having a wife who wore bikinis, and requested that
she wear them whenever it was sunny out. The month of frequent, hard sex had
begun to awaken him from his more puritan background.


As
the blonde wife lay back on the chaise lounge, the sliding screen door opened
and shut. It was Julie, also wearing a bikini.


The
older blonde glanced at the younger blonde.


“You
look good in that one, Julie,” she said. “Sexy, but stylish.”


“Thank
you, Stephanie,” said Julie. She set her cold can of cola on the picnic table.
She lay back on the other chaise lounge. The patio was now graced with two hot
babes in bikinis, one a MILF, and the other a 20 year-old – any man’s dream.


Julie
glanced over at the older blonde.


“Stephanie?”


“Yeah?”


“I
wanted to tell you something.”


“I
hope it’s not bad.”


“No,
not at all.” Julie sat up a little and took a sip from her lemon-lime. “I
notice that you and Dad are really getting along well. It’s like you’re
lovestruck teenagers.” She toyed with the can, running her fingers on the
condensation that coated the aluminum surface. “I just wanted to tell you I
appreciate that – what you’re doing for my dad.”


The
older blonde sat up, her large breasts pressing against the front of her white
nylon bikini top.


“Thank
you, Julie!” she said.


“You
seem happier with him, too,” said Julie.


The
older blonde looked at her stepdaughter, and then she smiled serenely. “Your
dad and I worked some things out. You could say we worked out a few things in
bed, things I needed, and things I think he needed too. I think we’re both
happier for it.” She took a sip of her cola. “You still seeing that Ed guy?”


“Yes,”
said Julie. “I really like him.”


“It
sounds like he’s a good man,” said Stephanie. Suddenly, the sound of a weed
whacker arose from across the fence. Stephanie, shading her eyes from the hot
July sun, glanced towards the racket, but couldn’t see who was trimming the
grass by the fence, as it was a tall, wood slat one. But she knew it was
undoubtedly Frank.


“Looks
like Frank’s busy,” said Stephanie. “Getting his yard all spruced up.”


“Spruced
up for what?” said Julie.


“I
think he and my college friend Amanda are really hitting it off. I connected
them on social media. She told me she is coming up to visit him.”


“You
mean that college friend of yours you told me about, who was a stripper too?”
said Julie.


“Yes,”
said Stephanie, “our hopeful porn empresario is possibly becoming
domesticated.” She looked over at her stepdaughter. “Frank is kind of a jerk,
but he has his good side. Perhaps Amanda can straighten him out a bit. He needs
a woman like her in his life.”


Julie
laughed. “Stephanie?” she said.


“Yeah?”


“Did
you really strip in clubs in 2002 down in Portland when you were in
college?”


“Yeah.
It was one of those wild things I did when I was a freshman. I don’t broadcast
to people the fact that I did it. For example, I haven’t told your dad yet. I
will when I think he won’t judge me over it. It will come in time.” She paused,
taking a sip from her cola. “I don’t tell people about it, but I don’t regret
it either. There are worse things a coed could do, like get into drugs or
something like that.”


“I
see what you’re saying,” said Julie. “But all those photos are out there, that
you said they took of you. Don’t you worry about that?”


The
older blonde looked at her younger compatriot. “I know what you’re thinking.
You’re thinking that what you did at Frank’s studio will come back to haunt
you.” 


“Yeah,
sort of.”


“Does
Ed know?”


“Yeah.”


“What
does he say about it?”


“He
doesn’t mind. He likes me and accepts me for who I am. I think he’s nuts about
me, actually.”


“He’s
a keeper, then,” said Stephanie.


“I
think so,” said Julie.


“Well,
so long as Ed doesn’t care about what you did, just stop thinking about it.
Move on.”


Julie
took a drink of her lemon-lime soda and set the can down on the table. Her
smart phone went off. It was a text from Ed.


Hi
sexy. Does my hot model girlfriend want to go out for a burger? he texted.


Julie
smiled. It was going to be a great evening – and, just maybe, a great life.
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