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Erotic Arts Book 1

Missy Jane

Love creeps up when you least expect it.

Lynn Graves is desperate for money to pay off the debt left behind after her divorce. So, when she comes across an ad from an erotic photographer looking for a model, the answer is easy. However, being shy and slightly inexperienced aren’t exactly traits needed for her to take off all her clothes for the world to see.

A photographer with years of experience under his belt, Weston Myers is pretty sure he’s seen it all. However, he’s never encountered a woman with the natural beauty and grace that Lynn exhibits. He knows his camera’s going to love her from the first moment he sees her but convincing her of it won’t be easy. Once her clothes come off attraction hits hard, but it’s the quiet moments between them that are the real kicker. With a stalking ex-husband and Lynn’s insecurities, Wes has his work cut out for him. He’ll do whatever it takes to make Lynn believe he wants more between them than her erotic images. 
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The ad was simple and worded exactly as the whispered conversation had stated.

Discreet photographer seeking attractive models for erotic images, complete anonymity guaranteed.

Lynn read it three times, biting her lip in indecision as she looked around her empty apartment. She’d already sold everything of value weeks ago and gone to the bare minimum of necessities. She was hungry, tired and terrified of what the future might bring. Working two fulltime jobs had proven futile in her attempts to pay off her debts and continue living. There were no other prospects in sight. She took a deep breath and strengthened her resolve. She could do this. 

Her reflection in the living room window seemed to mock her, looking old and worn. She knew she wasn’t unattractive, though she hadn’t bothered trying to enhance her looks for longer than she cared to remember. Her thick, black hair fell in loose curls to her waist, and she had grown thinner over the past few months. Hopefully, the photographer wasn’t looking for voluptuous Rubenesque models right now. When Lynn was a child, her mother had entered her into various pageants and contests. Modeling wasn’t a new concept, though it had been many years. If her other talents weren’t in demand in the current job market, at least she had one last asset. Her body would be the tool she used to redeem herself. All she had to do now was make the call.

A cell phone was one of many luxuries she’d given up in the past few weeks, though she knew it was really a necessity. Working two jobs had also prevented her from having much free time. Shopping for anything but groceries seemed to take too much energy. She looked around one more time at the kitchen she’d always loved, with its open floor plan and spacious counters. The cheap motel now serving as her home didn’t have a kitchen, just a microwave and mini-refrigerator. There had been a lot of changes in her life but dwelling on them was pointless. It was time to move on. She walked to the front door and picked up the small duffel bag filled with nearly all her worldly possessions. This was it. After twenty-six years, numerous job changes, the deaths of her parents and her marriage, everything she could call her own fit into one medium-sized bag and the two boxes already waiting in her car.

Lynn took a deep breath and walked out of the apartment. She stowed the duffel in her car and kept the apartment key in her hand as she headed to the front office. Her landlord was a decent guy. Larry had agreed to continue receiving her mail until she got another permanent address. He’d even offered to help her move. She stifled a small, bitter laugh. What would he have thought at seeing her one duffel bag and two small cardboard boxes? 

The bell over the door chimed as she walked into the office. Larry stood and gave her a sad smile. His tall thin frame was stooped with age. He had the musculature of a man who had been heavier in his prime, but whittled away with age like an eroded statue. His head was still full of thick, white hair that he kept in a short shaggy cut. She had always wondered if he’d grown it longer when he was young.

“Ready to go?” he asked.

She returned his smile and held up the key. “Yup. Here’s the key. I’ll come by next weekend to check for any mail.”

“No problem.”

“Do you mind if I use the phone?”

He accepted her key and waved at the plastic phone on a table across the small office. “No problem. I was just gonna run out to the vending machine. Take your time.”

“Thanks, Larry.”

He nodded and gave her one last smile before walking out the door.

She picked up the phone and dialed before doubt could settle in again. After a single ring a deep, masculine voice sent shivers down her spine, sexually potent despite being a recording. 

“I’m unavailable at the moment. If you’re responding to the ad, leave your name and number. I will return your call by the end of the day.”

Lynn frowned, completely unsure of what to say in a message. The beep sounded loudly in her ear.

“H-hello, my name is Lynn Graves and I’m calling about the ad. Um, I don’t have a number to leave but I’m staying at the Roadside Motel on Travers Street... I’ll call again at three o’clock. Thank you.”

She dropped the handset onto its cradle with a loud crack that caused her to jump. Then she shook her head at herself. “Stop being ridiculous.”

What had she been thinking to mention the motel? She blew out a deep breath and decided not to worry over it too much. Most likely he wouldn’t even listen to the whole message.

Larry was nowhere in sight when she walked out to the parking lot. Probably for the best, as she really hated saying goodbye. She headed for her small beat-up car and got into the driver’s seat. They’d been through a lot together. The ten-year-old sedan was the only constant in her life lately and she’d become unnaturally attached to it. She only prayed it wouldn’t become her permanent residence.

The short drive to the motel was uneventful and Lynn pulled up to a spot right outside her door. A glance at her watch showed it was barely one o’clock. This was one of those rare occasions when she had the day off from both jobs. She wished she had a book to read, but the library was far enough away to seem like a waste of gas. The room was cool and plain. After putting away her few things she decided on a short nap. Setting the alarm for two-fifty, she lay down and tried to relax.  

Lynn knew she was dreaming because she was happy. Her mother was sitting beside her and they were at the house Lynn had shared with her husband. It was a beautiful day and they sat outside to enjoy it, seemingly content to just sit and stare at each other. Lynn wanted to ask her mom so many questions. She wanted to demand explanations for everything that had gone wrong. Just as she opened her mouth to begin, a sound erupted and jolted her from the dream. It was her alarm clock, reminding her she had an important phone call to make. She groaned and found the switch to shut it off before rolling out of bed.

The plain, off-white telephone beside her bed wouldn’t have been out of place in a seventies sitcom. It was almost a shock to see regular buttons instead of a rotary dial. She pulled the ad back out and found the photographer’s phone number, then lifted the receiver. All of her concentration was on talking herself into calling him again so it took a second for her to realize there was no dial tone. She pressed down on the disconnect button, then released it to hear only silence again.

“Damn.”

Now what? Maybe this was some kind of omen that she shouldn’t be trying to answer the ad. A harsh laughed escaped at that thought. If she was superstitious then she could consider the whole past year a bad omen. No, this was just bad luck and a broken phone. She traced the cord back to the wall to see it was in fact plugged in, then decided to let the office know. What if there was an emergency and she needed to call the cops?

The office was just down the sidewalk from her room, not more than a couple of yards away. As she headed that way she noticed a few people milling about, a couple of teenagers smoking by the stairs, an old man looking under the hood of his car and a woman with a toddler on her hip at the soda machine. No one paid any attention to her whatsoever. Something else caught her eye just outside the office door, a pay phone. She stuck her hand into the pocket of her jeans to see if she had any loose change, noticing a man standing a few feet away from the corner of her eye. As she slowed to a stop at the phone he began walking her way. Goose bumps broke out on her skin.

“Lynn Graves?”

Everything in her froze as she turned her head, noting at once he was very handsome. She also immediately recognized his deep sexy voice and knew this was the photographer from the ad.

“Yes?”

“Hi. I’m sorry to just show up like this, but I got your call about my ad and happened to be on this side of town.”

Lynn raised a brow in surprise and quickly eyed him up and down. He wore well-fitted jeans, a black t-shirt and designer boots. His pose was non-threatening as he relaxed against the side of the building. He smiled at her and removed his dark sun glasses to reveal breathtaking hazel eyes. She swallowed and cleared her throat.

“Oh, uh...thanks.”

“I hope I don’t seem pushy, but I really need a model as quickly as possible and you’ve been the only one to call.”

Now she was skeptical and knew the frown on her face showed it. He chuckled.

“My usual models backed out at the last minute and finding a replacement hasn’t been as easy as I’d expected. Taking out the ad was kind of a last-ditch effort, but as I said, you’ve been the only one call.”

“I see.”

She looked around, noting the other people still milling about. She felt relatively safe. He seemed to notice her apprehension as he cleared his throat and smiled.

“Look, there’s a diner across the street where we can sit in plain view of a lot of people. In fact, I think I saw a cop car near the back. How about I buy us a late lunch while I lay out the details of the job?”

She glanced across to the diner and saw the parking lot was half full. Even without a cop it should be fairly safe to go there with this man. She thought again of how stupid it had been to mention where she was staying. Running over her options in her head, Lynn knew she didn’t have much choice. From the whispered conversation she’d overheard at the drug store, he was paying good money for little work. Exactly what she needed right now. She had to go with him.

“All right. I’ll go with you, but not until I know your name.”

Wes sighed in relief and grinned at the beautiful woman trying so hard to stare him down defiantly. She was perfect. Olive-toned skin, large brown eyes and luscious lips, her oval face had caught his attention the moment she’d stepped out of her room. He’d watched her approaching the phone, praying she was the model because once he saw her no one else would do. Her face was one dreams were made of but it was her body he needed to shoot. He quickly glanced down her offering and knew it was just as perfect. She was the one. Now he just had to convince her of it.

“Weston Myers, professional photographer for twelve years, though I’ve been shooting much longer. I hope we can find a way to work together.”

She gave him a small, shy smile that was gone so quickly he might have imagined it, then held out her hand.

“Nice to meet you, Mr. Myers. I’m sorry to say I haven’t seen your work.”

He raised a questioning brow and took her hand.

“Wes, please, and I highly doubt it, Ms. Graves. I’ve done a lot of advertising work in the past few years. Chances are you’ve seen some of it.”

“You can call me Lynn. Shall we?”

She took her hand back the moment he relaxed his grip and stepped past him in the direction of the diner. He had to fight the urge to grasp her arm as they crossed the parking lot, sensing this particular woman wouldn’t appreciate his protective instincts.

“So, have you ever modeled before?”

She shook her head but then shrugged as they reached the diner door.

“When I was a child. My mother entered me in a couple of pageants and they led to work for a department store. I don’t remember much of it.”

He opened the door and stepped in behind her. “How old were you?”

She walked over to an open booth and slid into the seat facing the door. He wondered if she was hiding from someone. He watched her smile at the waitress and order a simple lunch after barely a glance at the menu. He ordered the same and waited patiently until they were left alone. “Well?”

Her large brown eyes widened in confusion. “Well, what?”

He grinned. “How old were you when you modeled last?”

A slight blush reddened her pale cheeks and she looked
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