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Part Two

The Capital

 


“This love which I had
thought was a joke and a plaything—it is only now that I understand
that it is the moulder of one’s life, the most solemn and sacred of
all things.”

The Adventures of
Gerard by Sir Arthur Conan
Doyle

 


Text exchange.

Ginny: Check out this link.

Chloe: Before I do, should I brace myself?
Is this porn? Can I open it at work?

Ginny: Not really. Sort of. Maybe.
Somewhere around the erotica/softcore threshold.

Ginny: Better use your phone and not a work
computer.

Chloe: Holy shit. Is that you? You
didn’t!

Ginny: I told you I was an
exhibitionist.

Chloe scrolled through the website that Ginny
had sent to her. It was one of those weblog sites that allowed the
user to post pictures and comments. The pictures were mostly of
Ginny and in the pictures she was mostly nude. That didn’t shock
Chloe; she had seen more explicit stuff. In none of it was Ginny
doing a full gyno spread. It was largely soft focus and amateur
artsy stuff. The shocking part was that Ginny was showing her face
in many of the pictures and she was completely
recognizable.

Chloe: Okay…why?

Ginny: Why what?

Chloe: Why do you post these pictures and
why are you sending me the link?

Over the past few weeks the two women had
grown a fairly close friendship. They were different in personality
and background, but they shared one critical common interest:
Trent. Both had slept with him and both were, in varying intensity,
in love with him.

Ginny: I just wanted to let you know the
type of person I am.

Chloe thought that it was fine sharing that
information with a close friend. It was another matter entirely to
share it with the entire world. It was an open website. No password
needed. Anyone could see Ginny in her birthday suit.

Chloe: I know the type of person you are.
You don’t have to tell the world.

She continued to scroll through the pictures,
intrigued and vaguely aroused. Her phone was halfway hidden in her
lap, under the desk like a high school student, so none of her
passing coworkers would see she was browsing pornography during
work hours.

Ginny: I like telling the world. You know
that I’m an exhibitionist.

Chloe: True. And I can’t wait to see your
body again in person. And make it do those wonderful
things…

With that comment she knew that she was making
Ginny blush. The blonde woman liked showing off her body, but she
was still a bit shy about being forthright with exploring her
sexuality. Chloe knew Ginny was bi; she just needed to become
accustomed to the idea a little more.

Ginny: Stop. You’re making me
blush.

Chloe: I’m making me wet.

Ginny: Back to the main topic. I sent you
the link because I want to post the pictures Sam took of
you.

After a pause Chloe responded.

Chloe: You know about that?

Ginny: Yes. Of course. So? Can I? I’ll
obscure your face.

Chloe: Can I see the pictures before you
post them?

Ginny’s reply was instantaneous.

Ginny: Of course.

Ten minutes later Ginny sent the slightly
edited and photoshopped pictures to Chloe’s phone. When she saw
them Chloe started to feel a bit light headed. She knew what she
looked like naked but had never really seen pictures of herself
before. Ginny had obviously done something to them because they
weren’t exactly like what she remembered Sam showing her. She knew
that Ginny worked for some printing company and she must know how
to make plain pictures look extraordinary. Except for two shots
where her face was oddly cropped out and one where the blur tool
had been used to obscure Chloe’s face they looked like
semi-professional boudoir glamor shots.

Chloe: Okay. Go ahead.

Ginny: Do you feel that?

Chloe: Feel what?

Ginny: That tenseness in your tummy where
you’re turned on and nervous at the same time. A little bit scared.
A little bit excited.

Chloe: Yeah…?

Ginny: That’s what it feels like to be an
exhibitionist.

Chloe: It’s a bit scary.

Ginny: Are you still wet?

Chloe: Yes.

Ginny: Want to take some pictures with me
and we can post them together?

Chloe: Yes.

A few minutes later the pictures were on
Ginny’s website and Chloe was looking at them. Everyone in the
world could see her naked if they wished. Chloe started to feel a
bit of pride in the way her body was on display. She could never
tell any of her coworkers or friends about it. But she could tell
Trent. And Sam. A smile crept across her face as she quickly
messaged them both with the link and then turned her phone
off

 


“Completely different view than at
the cabin,” Chloe said as she looked out the broad expanses of
windows that lined one wall of the hotel room. The view wasn’t
exactly spectacular, but it was impressive. The hotel was one of
the bigger ones in the capital and being in the downtown there
wasn’t much of a view: just the capitol buildings and the
riverfront. Since it was snowing lightly the view was somewhat
obscured.

“We should have gone to the city,”
groused Trent.

“A two hour drive and the fighting
the crowds just for a chance to scream ‘Happy New Year’ in the
middle of Times Square?” Asked Ginny. “No thank you. Besides, did
you come here for the lame New Year’s Eve party or the sex?” She
reached behind her back and deftly unzipped the top of her dress.
Shimmying her shoulders the red dress quickly fell to the floor in
a neat circle around her feet.

“I came here for the view,”
quipped Trent as he kept his eye on the blonde woman’s body. She
was completely self-assured in just her bra, panties, and
stockings.

“I came here to photograph the
sites,” Sam commented mildly as he pulled out his camera and
snapped a few pictures of his wife as she posed for him in front of
the open windows. They were high up enough that it was unlikely
anyone would see them through the window and weather, but not
impossible.

“Is that on photos or video?”
Chloe asked.

“Pics. I’ll do video later.” He
turned the camera toward her and took a few snaps. “Why don’t you
take of your clothes?” Sam asked her.

In spite of her self-assurance at being naked
in front of other people and having sex with near-strangers, Chloe
was nervous, even scared, of having her naked body photographed,
and for good reason. She had a nice job with the state and this was
the sort of thing that, after a series of scandals in the capitol,
had gotten more than a few workers relieved of their duties. But
she couldn’t deny her need to express her desires
either.

“Why don’t I help her take off her
clothes?” Ginny asked. This was the blonde woman’s forte;
put a camera in front of her and she was eager to get naked. Mix in
new friends who were sexually adventurous and strange things
started happening to her. Chloe didn’t object so Ginny kicked off
her high heels—they were better designed for a party than for
sex—and padded across the room.

Chloe greeted her with a kiss, an intimate
kiss, one exchanged by lovers, not friends. In her heels she was a
few inches taller than Ginny, but the blonde didn’t mind. Her hands
reached behind Chloe and unbuttoned her dress. It fell to the
floor. Sam’s camera was busy recording the event on pictures, not
video. When he took pictures of his wife he felt like an artist;
when he did video he felt like a cheap pornographer.

The women kissed again and Chloe felt Ginny’s
hands all over her body. Her bra came off and then Ginny was on her
knees pulling down her stockings.

“Leave on the panties,” Sam said
as he took more pictures. He glanced over at Trent who had been
silent and for good reason. The other man’s cock was out and he was
slowly stroking it during the show. “Move more in front of the
window. I want to get your outline against the skyline.”

Chloe did as she was told, followed closely by
Ginny. They continued to kiss and Sam took his pictures.

“Want to go down to the party?”
Chloe abruptly asked.

Ginny shook her head. “No. I want to have
sex.”

“Sex and then the
party?”

“Maybe more sex,” Ginny said with
a laugh pulling the other woman away from the window and toward the
bed. She was still wearing her bra, panties, and stockings. The two
women fell onto the bed as Chloe wiggled her fingers under Ginny’s
waistband.

“Slow down,” Sam
instructed.

“I’m wet,” Ginny whispered to her
friend.

“I know,” Chloe replied. Her
fingers had already burrowed into Ginny’s slit.

“Take off her panties,” Sam said.
“Leave on the stockings and bra.”

He felt like he was in charge. Chloe did as he
said, but she simply wanted to sink her tongue into Ginny’s sweet
and musky pussy. “You didn’t shave,” she said,
disappointed.

Ginny shook her head. “No, I like my
curls.”

With a shrug Chloe dismissed her concern.
“That’s okay.” And then the plunged her face forward into Ginny’s
pussy. Allowing her head to fall back on the pillow Ginny closed
her eyes and enjoyed what Chloe was doing. Her tongue snaked into
Ginny’s pussy and sought out her clit and every hidden fold of her
labia. Almost immediately Ginny started to hyperventilate. She
didn’t want to cum too soon but her anticipation of the evening was
almost too much. She wanted to clamp her thighs around Chloe’s face
to keep her from going to face, but at the same time she wanted to
open her legs wide and allow her lover to do with her as she
wished.

In the background she heard Sam clicking away
with his high end digital camera. It was a present she had given
him a year before; it was as much for him as it was for her because
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