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ABIGAIL WAS SHOCKED and dismayed when she first realized what was happening, but in a split second, she had moved on and enjoyed both the joy and the erotic feeling it gave her. Abigail went to the shower, cleaning and delighting after the morning lovemaking she had just enjoyed with her husband.

She was recalling how it was the best way to start the weekend, waking up to find her husband caressing her body, with his erect cock hard against her buttocks. Their lovemaking as always, had been slow and sensual which is a ritual for relaxed Saturday morning sessions.

They had spent about two hours making slow, sensual love, reveling the knowledge that they had nothing planned for the day and could take their time and enjoy themselves.

While Abigail was in the bathroom, her husband had left the bed to put a pot of coffee on and warm the oven for a breakfast of warm croissants with butter and jam.

She stood in the shower allowing the warm water to wash over her body. She moved the tap to be a bit colder and smiled as goosebumps swept over her. She could not resist the urge as she cleaned her petals and pearl, just to linger a while longer, enjoying the chills between her legs in stark contrast to the cool water washing over her. She closed her eyes and felt the throbbing deep inside radiating from her gem, which was still hypersensitive after the attention her partner had paid to it. As she slowly stroked, she remembered some of the sweet, delightful attention he had paid her this morning.

Abigail could still taste the sweetness and saltiness she had coaxed from her husband's cock earlier. It conjured the fragrance of his warm, firm body with his musky morning essence. She loved burying her nose at the nape of his neck and relishing the scent that she possessively considered hers.

With the cold water and soft lubrication of the shower gel, she lingered with her finger gently teasing her still-thickened lips while she used the other hand to play with her erect nipples. The smell of the soap was fresh, and it easily slid sensuously on her skin. Tiny bubbles caressed a trail from her fingertips down her smooth skin. When she looked up to view the scene in the full-length mirror on the opposite wall, she found herself aroused by watching herself play.

In an instant, some thoughts raced through her head as she became startled to learn that she could see outside her bathroom window by peering in the huge mirror over the sink. Furthermore, from certain angles, people may see her in the shower by looking at the reflection in that same mirror. She was certain that people could see her, and she sensed that someone was watching her at that moment.

David, their neighbour's twenty-year-old son had just returned from studying abroad and was in his bedroom which faced her bathroom. He was naked, standing in the middle of his window gazing at her reflection. Not only that, but he also had his cock in hand and was slowly masturbating while watching her do the same in the shower.

With her heart racing, she quickly turned her back to the mirror reflection. She took a deep breath, ran her fingers over her wet hair, and slowly turned back around, washing her face in the shower stream. Abigail gently wiped her eyes and kept them slightly open so she could continue to watch him. She found it highly erotic that she could turn him on, even being nearly twenty years older than him. A smile played around her lips as she treasured the fact, she still had a body that could cause that sort of reaction. As she returned to playing with her breasts, she decided to make it even more of a show for him.

Abigail slightly opened her mouth, lifted her face, and sighed a moan as she swirled her finger around her nub, hoping the sound would carry through the open window to him. The fact was confirmed when she saw a smile growing wider on his face and his stroking began to speed up.

Abigail found herself enjoying the view of his naked body as well. He had narrow hips and broad chest and shoulders, and his muscles were clearly defined by the morning sun. His moving hand and strong grip showed his arm muscles to be well-sculpted but not overly developed. Abigail could also see how long and slim his fingers were, and imagined how they would feel, playing between her lips and finding their way into her moist and warm inner depths.

Feeling totally and blatantly wicked, she lifted one foot and braced it against the glass of the shower enclosure, making sure she was exposed and facing the mirror. She used the hand that had been playing with her breasts and nipples to open herself up and allow her access inside with a second finger. The sunlight was hitting the water droplets of the shower perfectly, and she looked as if she was bathed in a shimmering spray of diamonds.

She dipped two of her fingers deep, then slid them out and across her gem and back in. Her groans grew louder as her hips started to move in sync. The warmth of the water intensified the sweet aroma of her nectar, which had the scent of her husband's sperm. It drove her quickly towards her climax. She felt the waves growing, her inner walls contracting regularly. Water droplets collected on her lengthy eyelashes caressed her cheeks.

She continued to watch him through half-closed eyes. As David’s hand moved ever faster, his hips too began to move as if he was fucking her in reality. She watched as his head flew back, gasped and his body shook and shuddered as his sperm flew from the end of his hard manhood out of his window and onto the bushes below.

Seeing him ejaculate sent Abigail over the edge too. She leaned back against the cold tiles of the shower wall and began moaning as the wave of joy flooded through her body. Her free-flowing sensation mixed with the water swirled and vanished down the drain.

Abigail opened her eyes and with dawning realization, she saw her husband standing in the doorway drinking while he watched the sight before him. His beautiful, erect cock was throbbing and firm with the tip glistening as his hand slowly ran up and down its length.

“I did not realize you wanted more,” he stated with a hint of humour.

Chuckling sexily, “I’m always ready for more of you,” Abigail said as she switched the water off, and moved rapidly out of the shower, dripping water everywhere. As she knelt before him, she glanced out the window but found that David had stepped out of sight. Smiling, she began licking her husband’s cock, ran her tongue around his head, and found she could still smell and taste herself on him as she dropped her head further.

He had trimmed himself, and the skin was deliciously smooth. With a throaty laugh of delight, she licked each of his plums and gently nibbled at his sack with her lips. Abigail moved upward, licking his length she opened her mouth, and slowly, teasingly, slid his length into her mouth deeply. She held him there, moving her tongue around his shaft while she reached around grasping and kneading his cheeks.

She moved her eyes upward to gaze at him as she started to move. He threw back his head as a deep, satisfied groan erupted from deep inside him. She continued to bob her head, savoring the excitement of him deep in her mouth and throat, her moans of ecstasy soon joined his, knowing that her moans would send sensations through the glistening purple head of his manhood.
In response, his hand fell to the back of her head, and his hips slowly moved forward and backward. “It was so sexy watching you play in the shower. You should do that for me more often. You have me so wound up, I just have to have you again,” he groaned while slowing her head with his hand.
With her lower teeth, Abigail brushed her cock's length softly as he slid out of her lips. When his head was all that was left, she locked him in her mouth with her upper teeth. She applied just enough pressure to make him stiffen up and draw in a sharp breath. At last, she released him with a gentle plop from her lips.
With a tinge of huskiness in his voice, he pulled her onto the hallway carpet, lifted her knees apart, and spoke, “Show me yourself. I want to watch you again; it is so sexy.”
Abigail was stunned, so she reached down and used one of her fingers to open her petals. Her lips were rosy and glistening. Her husband watched hungrily as her crystal-clear nectar welled, dripped, and rolled over her rosebud. Her clit was peeking from its hood, and she looked enticing. He bent his head and began his worship of her body.

Her back arched as soon as his lips made contact with her inner folds. As he took turns sucking and pulling on each of her lips, he heard her groan with pleasure. He then savored the flavor of her honey as his tongue moved closer to the source of her pleasure. He started at the very top of her entrance and went meticulously up towards her hood, then settled on alternately sucking and licking her beautiful little pink bud.

She was thrashing her head from side to side as she felt a rushing wave lifting her up and nearly over the edge. When she felt his tongue as it licked her from rosebud to pearl, she felt the rolling wave crash against the beach as her orgasm exploded.

The air was filled with her orgasmic cries of pleasure, “Now,” she pleaded “I need you in me NOW.” Eagerly he moved forward and buried his full length into her, releasing a growl of rapture as her hot, waiting pussy expanded and pulsed, taking in every bit of his length.

Thrusting hard and deep into her, he grasped her hair with one hand, pulling her head backward and exposing her throat to his lips and teeth. His other hand kneaded one breast and squeezed the nipple hard between his fingertips. His breathing was hot and heavy in her ear. Abigail found the rough urgency thrilling as she demanded more.

“Yes,” she exclaimed, “take me hard and deep.”  “Make me cum again,” she urged him breathlessly as he responded to her demands. Abigail ran her fingernails up his back, and he leaned in to claim her mouth. “Abby baby, you’re so sexy.” He began to move deeper as he murmured, “You know that you’re the goddess of my love. I make this offering to you, my beauty.”

While he said those words, she felt his root begin to expand deep inside her as his seed poured into her. In response, she was pushed over the edge once more. Her passion unfurled from her center and radiated over her body as it unleashed a flood of her nectar. As if anointing the font of his offering, her nectar bathed his manhood.

Time was of no consequence as they lay there in the hallway locked together. He held her in a close embrace, gently stroking her back and resting his head atop hers. She could feel his heartbeat under her hand and sighed softly as she felt his spent cock slip from her lips, releasing the last of their co-mingled juices. He lifted her chin to claim a kiss. “Come on, my very own Aphrodite. Let your humble servant wash you.” He helped her up and led her to the shower. Abigail’s husband washed tenderly, back and front while telling her how gorgeous and sexy she was.

The next morning, after her husband had left the house on his regular Sunday morning run, Abigail heard a knock at the front door. Puzzled that the person did not ring the bell, she went to answer it. When she opened the door, there was no one there, but on the doorstep lay a single red rose with a short, handwritten note:

To the Goddess Venus,

I worship your beauty from afar.

XXX

She chuckled and guessed the gift had been placed by her window admirer. Interestingly, Abigail thought to herself, David next door had just returned from a 3-month stay in Rome, while her husband had a thing for Greek myth and legend. Two men, twenty years apart by age, both calling her by ancient names for the Goddess of Love. She returned to the kitchen to put the rose in a vase. She then sat at the table to enjoy her coffee, wondering if David might like a repeat performance someday. Glancing at the single rose, she knew she’d enjoy giving another show.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Story Two

Photo Fun






[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One



[image: ]


When Alice's friend Beth called, she assumed it would be a catch-up and gossip chat; she did not anticipate being asked to step in for a picture job.
Beth had built her business on doing Wedding and Boudoir work, often bundling a boudoir shoot for the bride into the wedding package, but what she had just explained to Alice had surprised her.
These days, Beth also photographed ladies to sell their personal information on some of the new websites that have emerged in recent years, such as Onlyfans and Fansly.
According to Beth's explanation, she would spend a half day with a lady and capture over 700 usable images. The lady would then distribute the images over a few weeks, typically sharing five to ten shots per day.
In contrast to wedding and boudoir shoots, which are rarely repeated, Beth said that not only was it easy to execute and that the girls were enjoyable to work with, but it also meant repeat business. She also mentioned that referrals for the boudoir work were poor because many clients were reluctant to show their friends what they had done.
Beth said that she would lend Alice the equipment she used and that the women would usually set up and supply a video device to film them as well.
In addition, Beth promised to send Alice a few files containing the contact sheets from previous sessions so that Alice could see two of the women she wanted her to photograph and know what kinds of images would be required.
Beth had found herself stuck because the Boudoir and Wedding she was booked for had added loads of extra requirements at the last minute, the bride and bridesmaids now wanted a pre-wedding shoot of themselves getting ready on the morning of the wedding adding a massive fee because it was on a short notice and while they initially rejected the idea, they now wanted it included, in the interim Beth had been booked to do a session with two of her regular ladies that morning which was valuable repeat business.

Beth had been a great friend to Alice, they had worked together and swapped assignments in the past. They had met several years before on a photography course, and during one of the breaks they found out that they lived close to each other, but had different photographic careers, Alice liked landscape and product work, and Beth did weddings and family work.

When Alice heard her email ping, she opened the file from Beth and saw a brief letter showing the contact sheets as promised, advising her to check over them and get back to her as soon as possible.
Alice clicked on the first thumbnail image and selected a slide show at 1- 2 second intervals, knowing she could go back and run it again at a slower speed if she wanted.
The first picture featured a young woman, perhaps 25 years old, with short blond hair and blue eyes. She was dressed in powder
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