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Editor’s Note:

 


You can find this story with the others listed below in
the ‘Hardcore Erotica Vol. 8’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

Witch vs Frat Guy, Window Cleaner vs
Housewife, Regular Guy vs Models 2, Regular Girl vs Male
Model.

 


The ‘Hardcore Erotica Vol. 8’ collection can be found at any of your favorite
e-stores.


Beginning: Just A Girl And
A Guy

 


I am just a regular girl. Really I am.
I never would have thought that I would be doing what I'm doing
today, but my friend asked and I had a day off and I mean, who
doesn't like looking at gorgeous men? Oh yeah, and I am also single
and haven't had any sex for like the last three months. This at
least is going to provide some very good fantasies. Getting paid is
nice too.

A men's fashion shoot is an exciting
thing to be at for a lusty lady (well, so-so lusty, but I really
like guys a lot, so I figure that's all good). Normally, you would
expect the men to be wearing clothing at something like this, but
today's shoot is a nude shoot - sort of. All of the guys are
topless, shortless and I'm finding myself smitten with the gorgeous
flesh that is hanging about looking handsome, hot and horny (the
three H's a woman loves).

Speaking of gorgeous, two men wander
by with their little black mini underwear on. All of the men are
wearing them and let's just say that it DOESN'T really hide
anything at all. These things are so dang tight that I can qualify
every man's package from 10 meters away. I'm seeing a lot of 9s and
10s in the length category (by my inexperienced female estimation -
one never knows how far a balloon will expand before it pops,
right?). Of course, we are not talking average man size here. We
are talking REAL man size and I sure do LOVE real men!

My friend waves at me and I start to
hustle with the huge box that I took out of the van just before.
Her name is Cindy and she is the costumer. These guys haven't been
wearing much, but apparently they need cowboy gear next; hence, I'm
dragging this huge box of cowboy hats and boots over to where she
has everything set up. It's pretty heavy and I'm not a strong
girl.

Cindy ducks inside without bothering
to help - lazy skank - and I struggle along with the box like a
pregnant duck giving birth, which looks ridiculous in my skinny
jeans and boots.

"Need a hand?" a masculine voice asks
from behind me.

I glance over my shoulder and my knees
go a little weak. Unfortunately, that means I lean off balance and
start to slip backwards for a nasty fall that is going to be
undignified to say the least.

However, just as I'm tipping back,
strong muscle laden arms wrap around me and grab hold of the box. I
can feel his muscles pressed to me and I almost sigh in pleasure at
the sensation of it. The man that saved me is the very same one
that I have been staring at throughout the entire shoot so far.
He's got moderate length blonde hair and a ragged masculine look to
him that fits well with his height. Some girls might not appreciate
a man of this quality and be more attuned to the feminine looking
models, but for me men that look like men are it and this guy is
most certainly it.

He spins me around and props me back
up with one arm, while grabbing the box in one hand as he holds me
around my waist with the other, so he can draw me back up to
standing position. This sexual being looks into my eyes and a small
smile appears on his face. I realize he knows exactly how I'm
feeling and he likes it - seemingly a lot.

"Where are you going with this?" He
asks after a 5 seconds gap of silence.

I smile and shake myself a little to
clear my head as he allows my (so-so-so unwanted freedom) from his
strong powerful embrace. As soon as he releases me, I feel a sense
of sadness that most certainly comes from the lack of the great
human touch that he was providing me with.

I point to the costume area and don't
say a word. He's got me all shy now and I'm finding it difficult to
speak (don't you hate it when guys do that? Sigh...)

My handsome savior strides on ahead of
me and I watch his gorgeous ass moving in the small black g-string
he is wearing. Fantastic is about the only word that I can think of
to describe what I see.

We stroll into the costume room and he
puts the box down in the corner. My friend Cindy is doing a little
bit of make up to assist the small brown haired woman who is
working on a very built brown skinned man.

They look up as he enters and I enter
behind him. Cindy raises an eyebrow at where I'm looking and the
make up woman smirks.

I bring my head back up to a more
appropriate position and make eye contact with Cindy. There's an
instant exchange of feminine understanding that speaks more than
words. She knows what I want too.

"I have to go back down to the shoot.
Maybe I'll see you around later," the blonde man says.

I watch him go and slip around the
doorframe to take a look at that rear again. When I turn around, I
note that everybody is staring at me with rather amused expressions
on their faces. Even the black guy is chuckling a little bit and I
go bright red in embarrassment.

"Someone likes someone," Cindy says,
hiding a chuckle.

I pick up a cowboy hat and sit next to
the box on the small chair there. I put it over my face and cross
my arms with one leg over top of the other. I've never been more
embarrassed in my entire life.

Time passes and work gets done around
me. My job is pretty much lugging stuff around, so I end up having
long breaks mixed with times of heavy lifting. A few hours later,
I'm sitting on my stool next to a box of flamingo feathers when the
black man sticks his head through the door to the dressing
area.

"Hey, is your name Karen?"

I look over at the tall man. His name
is Lawrence and he's a really nice guy. He also has a massive penis
and I glance down at his jeans with a look of dissatisfaction. He
looked a lot better when he was wearing that black g-string. I was
getting used to looking at his big cock.

"Yeah, and that's me. What do you
need?"

"Nothing. Jack told me to give you
this."

He gives me a huge smile and pulls out
a moderate size photograph. It's a portrait of the handsome blonde
men that helped me earlier and who has been flirting with me ever
since. There's a small message clipped to it and he's even gone as
far as to sign the picture for me. It's a classy way to ask a girl
out.

On the piece of paper it says, "Come
to the party." There's an address and a phone number
underneath.

I look up, but the black man has gone,
so I check outside, but don't see anywhere. I look back at the
portrait and smile. Something tells me that this is going to be a
lot of fun.

It's not long before I have my phone
out and I'm dialing his number.

"Hello, Jack speaking."

His voice is so damn rough and sexy
that I feel my hips wiggle unconsciously in
appreciation.

"It's Karen. I'm calling about the
party."

"Oh yeah. Can you come? I'd really
like it if you could."

"I definitely will. But what should I
wear?"

"Anything you want. It's mostly just
going to be me and some of the models and staff from today. I think
your friend Cindy is coming too."

I want to say 'damn that bitch moves
fast', but I don't. Instead I thank him politely and check the time
before hanging up my phone and bouncing around the costume area
like a happy kangaroo on meth. I've never been so happy in my
entire life. How often does one get to hang out with a half dozen
gorgeous male models? Definitely not often.

I close up the costume area when Cindy
returns and confirm that she is also coming. We walk through the
photo shoot's main area and, about two hours later, are driving
down the highway in the van Cindy uses for her work. It doesn't
take us long to get to the small diner we spotted earlier on our
way here that is just halfway between Cindy's house and the shoot
and the perfect place to talk tactics.

"So, we will head over to my house and
sort out some clothing?" Cindy asks after awhile.

I nod my head and we tick off one
point from the agenda. Cindy and I are actually about the same
size, but I'm slightly taller than her. We are both slim with
moderate size breasts and athletic bodies. Both of us have been
into running since we meet in high school and it shows. Probably
the main difference between her and me is that I am a brunette and
she's a blonde.

"The next point on our agenda is which
ones do you want?"

That's a no-brainer for me and I
immediately respond that I'm quite interested in Jack. Cindy gives
me a small knowing smile and tells me what she is looking
for.

"I want the black one and/or the Irish
guy. You remember the one with the reddish hair."

"Isn't that a tad multicultural? And
two? Aren't you being a bit greedy?"

"Well, I figure that if I have two
then there's more chance. You never know things how kinky things
may get and I might have both of them at once."

It is confirmed: my friend is a skanky
ho.

Our meal comes and we quickly eat. We
push in a fair amount of coffee to keep ourselves on our toes and
then stride outside to the van to take the remainder of the journey
to Cindy's house as quickly as we can.

After arriving at home base, it takes
us another hour and a half to seriously get dolled up. I end up
deciding on a short black dress that has 'lift me' written all over
the bottom (not literally). I also stick with my black panties from
this morning and borrow a pair of black high heels that are quite a
challenge to walk in as they are an inch taller than I'm used to.
It takes me a few laps around the house to really get into the
swing of walking properly in them.

With time to spare, we sit down on the
couch, put on some sexy jazz and discuss the exactly moves we are
going to play to get our men attracted to us. Cindy is dressed in a
cute blouse with a pair of jeans that are quite stylish and ultra
tight. She is wearing a pair of black boots over top and has few
accessories on that make her look especially pretty. She has always
been much better at dressing up than me and I'm also almost a
little bit envious.

We end up in Cindy's convertible about
an hour later and cruise across the city to the rather nice side of
town. Jack and his friends have a lovely place out in the suburbs.
We pull up outside and Cindy whistles when she sees the place we're
going to.

"These guys sure do have a lot of
money," she says. "I never realized that models made this
much."

We pull into the driveway, which has
several rather nice European cars parked in it. Both of us hop out
of our car and stroll to the front door. Before we can even open it
though, Lawrence opens
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