Kimmie's Awakening
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Kimmie had just turned 18. Her conservative, southern parents would have been surprised to know that she had become sexually active about a year earlier and had lost her virginity to her only serious (and current) boyfriend six months ago. Her parents would have been floored to know that Kimmie also had a very active sexual imagination. That curiosity had her browsing the internet to see if she could arrange to have some risqué photos taken to give to her boyfriend for his upcoming 20th birthday. So far, she had learned that what she was interested in was called a "boudoir" photo shoot. She needed the photographer not to be local, though, because everybody knew everybody in the small town where she lived.

The nicest studio she found was near Atlanta, almost an hour's drive away. When Kimmie called, she learned that the studio closed at 5:30 during the week and all Saturday appointments were filled until after her boyfriend's birthday. Kimmie had cheerleading practice after school, so she couldn't get there on any weekday when appointments were available. She was so disappointed that she couldn't surprise her boyfriend like she wanted, that Kimmie started to cry softly. The young receptionist, Kelly, felt sorry for here and said she would talk to the photographer and call Kimmie back if something could be worked out.

The next day, Kelly called back to say her boss was a pushover for a "damsel in distress" and that Kelly had "guilted" him into finding an appointment for Kimmie in time for her boyfriend's birthday. So, he agreed to schedule a 6:30 appointment the following Tuesday if Kimmie could make it. Kimmie was so happy that she actually started to cry again, this time for joy, and she promised she would be there on time. They chatted a little about Kimmie's makeup and what to wear, and Kimmie must have thanked Kelly a dozen times. As they hung up, Kelly said she hoped to meet Kimmie someday, but she went home at 5:30, so maybe they could meet when Kimmie came by to review her proofs. "You'll have a great time," the receptionist assured Kimmie.

Ever since she began having sexual thoughts, Kimmie had fantasized about being nude in front of other people. She liked to look at naked women in magazines she found in her older brother's room or on the internet, and she always imagined how it felt to be so exposed to the camera and anyone watching. Kimmie knew that boys and men looked at those photos and thought about touching the women and more. It was that idea—of someone wanting to touch, or even use, her intimately—that turned Kimmie on the most. Those thoughts always came to her when she became sexually aroused, and it was almost as if a new, more uninhibited Kimmie was unleashed. When she was alone, that was also the point in her fantasy when Kimmie would begin touching herself and end up masturbating, which was exactly what happened for four straight days after Kimmie booked the appointment.

On the day of her appointment, Kimmie was anxious at school and a few times questioned whether she should go through with her plan. But whenever any doubt crept in, she thought about how much the sexy photos would excite her boyfriend, and how that would lead to Kimmie letting him do as he pleased with her. Plus, the idea of being even a little undressed in front of a camera excited her too.

Her nervous energy caused her to arrive at the studio ten minutes early, and the place looked deserted. With no receptionist and the lights dimmed, Kimmie wondered for a second if she got the date wrong. But then a man came out through a door to the reception area holding an expensive-looking camera. "Hi. You must be Kimmie," he said. "I'm Dale. Welcome to my studio."

Kimmie suddenly was more nervous and she mumbled a hello and heard Dale explain that the place was empty because the staff went home at 5:30. He also said something about going ahead with just him there only if she was comfortable. When she didn't respond, Dale matter-of-factly asked "Kimmie, are you sure you're okay with just the two of us here? I can re-schedule for another evening and ask someone else to stay."

Kimmie figured she had just enough courage to do this once, and she really wanted to get some photos for her boyfriend... and for herself. She also knew that the studio had been around a long time, so Dale couldn't be some weirdo. So Kimmie said, "I'm sure. Kelly told me you are a professional and that I was in good hands. So, what happens now?"

"Gee, I guess I need to give Kelly a raise," Dale smiled. He went behind the reception desk, pulled out an iPad, and handed it to Kimmie. "Here, look through these photos in the 'USA' file, Dale said, touching a file icon. "The photos get a little more private as you go through the file. It will give you some ideas about boudoir scenes or poses that you are comfortable with. I'll set up and be back in five or ten minutes."

"Thank you," Kimmie said. "What's in the other file?" Kimmie asked, noticing a file named "ABC."

Dale paused for a second. "Those aren't boudoir photos," he explained. "They are a little more... revealing, more intimate. That's not what I understand you are looking for."

"Okay," Kimmie responded. She was very much aware, though, of how her body reacted to the words "revealing" and "more intimate."

Kimmie browsed through the boudoir album file and, as Dale said, the photos got racier as they went along. The first photos featured suggestive looks and poses, and they progressed to buttons and snaps undone, and then to implied nudity. The last several boudoir photos showed women who obviously were topless or even naked, but showed only cleavage or "side boob," and a few showed the curves of the model's rear. They were very well done and very sexy. Kimmie started to think she might be willing to be more risqué that she first thought.

After looking at the last boudoir photo, Kimmie's sexual curiosity took over and she clicked on the "ABC" file, which opened to two subfiles labeled "Nudes" and "Core." Kimmie opened the "Nudes" file and saw that the photos were more like the ones Kimmie fantasized about. She swiped through sexy topless photos, then full frontal photos, sensing how the photos were also getting more erotic as they went. About 20 photos into the file, Kimmie gasped as the photos transitioned to models with spread legs or bent knees, exposing their vaginas. Those pictures mostly featured three sexy models, a blonde, a brunette, and a redhead. Kimmie's hands now trembled as she browsed through the photos.

In the photos, the women were touching themselves, first their breasts, then their pussies. The last few photos could only be described as soft-core porn. Women squeezing or pinching their own breasts or spreading themselves open for the camera, with their fingers clearly on or maybe even a little inside their pussies. Kimmie was getting aroused and she felt the familiar urge to touch herself as she fantasized about showing off her body like that. She wondered what might be in the other file.

But Kimmie was shaken from her daydream by the sound of Dale returning, and she quickly went back to the boudoir photos. She was very aware, though, that her hesitancy was gone. She wondered if it was just her relaxing from Dale's reassurances, or if it was the energy she felt thinking about exposing herself like the women in the photos and the recurring idea of men wanting to touch her and more.

"So, does anything interest you?" Dale asked as he came into the reception area.

"Sure, they are all great, but I especially liked them starting about here," Kimmie responded, moving to a photo that showed the model's bare shoulders and one bare leg. Dale took note that Kimmie was almost in the middle of the boudoir section and that she had passed over the tamer sections.

"That's helpful. Tell me what you like about that photo."

Kimmie was startled by the question and she took a moment to consider it. "I like the idea... I guess... that any guy... er, anyone, seeing the picture probably feels like he wants to touch her. The picture makes her very pretty and very... vulnerable. At least that's what it feels like to me," Kimmie finished, and she blushed a little because of how forthcoming she had been.

"Wow. Very nice, and very helpful... Thank you Kimmie," Dale said supportively. "So, are you ready?" Kimmie nodded yes and stood up to follow Dale into the studio. When she did, she was mortified that she could feel dampness between her legs. She wondered if Dale might somehow be able to see that her panties were wet.

Kimmie had worn a gathered top that could be worn off the shoulders, but that she wore up at school, a short jean skirt, and her favorite Espadrille platform wedge sandals. The jean skirt was a tad too short for school, so Kimmie changed into it after cheerleading practice before driving to the studio. She had always liked the way her legs looked in that skirt with wedges or platform sandals. The receptionist Kelly had suggested to Kimmie that she might want to go without a bra, to avoid any strap marks, but Kimmie was too self-conscious to do that.

"Start over there," Dale said, nodding toward a well-lit area with multiple backdrops framed by lots of mirrors. I'll just take a few to test the lighting," and Kimmie realized Dale had started taking some pictures. "Looks pretty good," Dale added as he adjusted two lights just a little bit. "OK, smile for your boyfriend," Dale teased and began clicking away again.

Kimmie loved the encouragement from the photographer that he lavished to get her comfortable. She did relax some and listened to Dale's directions telling her to smile, "look sexy," and even "pout a little." After about 20 photos, Dale browsed through the photos on his camera and announced that Kimmie was "a supermodel." As goofy as that was, Kimmie loved the thought

"So, for the reveal, how about you pull your top down off one shoulder?" Dale asked. Kimmie was more than ready to show a little skin, but she loved hearing Dale tell her what to do. She casually pulled the top down off her left shoulder. But, looking in a nearby mirror, she saw that her exposed bra strap wasn't a sexy look, making Kimmie blush a little. She looked at Dale who said, "Well, we have options. "We can slide the strap down and hope it doesn't show. Or you can remove the bra for these shots. Or... well... I guess those are the two best options for now."

Kimmie picked up on Dale's hesitancy and paused for a second before asking "Was there another option?"

"Well, it would really change the composition, so maybe it's not a good option." Kimmie looked at Dale quizzically, so he continued, "Sometimes, if the woman is comfortable, the reveal can be taking off her top and posing in her bra. But maybe that is too much too fast."

Kimmie felt a surge of adrenaline at the thought of stripping down to her bra so quickly for this strange man. Her fulsome boobs showed very well on her petite frame and her breasts were blessed with the perkiness of being 18 years old. She bit her lip to suppress what she was really thinking about: being completely naked like the women in the back half of the album. But Kimmie took a deep breath and said, "I guess I can take off the bra for now." Dale smiled, nodded, and turned around. Kimmie reached around, undid her bra, and wiggled out of it, tossing it on a nearby sofa.

Dale turned back around. "Good decision. Taking it off will let the lines on your back and shoulders go away in case you want to take some shots without the top." He lifted his camera and Kimmie pulled the blouse down off her left shoulder again without another thought, but the words "without the top" echoed in her head. Dale began barking instructions to turn a certain way, lift or drop a shoulder, or brush back her hair, and he mixed in compliments that Kimmie drank in. When Dale told her to show the other shoulder, Kimmie didn't ask if he meant just the other one. Instead, she pulled the blouse off her right shoulder baring both sides. Kimmie glanced into one of the mirrors and saw that her nipples were visible through her top.

Dale kept shooting as he told Kimmie to turn to one side and kneel. She did as he asked and Dale took a few photos of her looking up at him. A few poses from that angle showed some cleavage. Dale then crouched down to take a few straight on shots of Kimmie on her knees. She was completely in the moment and she recognized the feelings she had when looking at pictures online or in magazines. She felt that her nipples were stiff and her panties damp.

"Beautiful Kimmie, you're a natural. Now, get on all fours and crawl to me slowly," Dale instructed as he moved to one side of the well-lit area. Kimmie did as he asked, and her heart raced thinking that he might be able to see her bare tits down her blouse. The top fit closely but a little more cleavage was visible. Dale looked up from the camera.

"Stop right there." Kimmie froze. Dale moved toward her. "May I?" he asked nodding toward her. Kimmie wasn't sure what he was asking, but she was not about to say "no" to anything at that point. She nodded and Dale slid her blouse further down both arms. Kimmie stayed still, but imagined accurately that Dale could now see the tops of her breasts. Dale eyed his new young model again and, this time without asking, he reached out and pulled the gathered front of her top straight down, giving him a glimpse of Kimmie's luscious breasts and causing more cleavage to show even when he let go. He stepped back and took several more photos.

"That's it babe, you got your wish," Dale said. "Crawl a little more."

"My wish?" Kimmie asked in a confused tone.

"Absolutely. These shots are way beyond attractive and inviting. Anyone seeing these photos will definitely want to touch you," Dale said smiling. His words sent a jolt of electricity through Kimmie's body, just as Dale knew they would. The thought of random men wanting to touch her was so sexually thrilling that Kimmie felt an almost irresistible urge to touch herself. And the thought that Dale might want to touch her took things to a new level. Dale continued to take pictures, but even through the lens he could see in Kimmie's face that she was struggling to keep her composure. He also knew from experience that Kimmie would want to go a little beyond a standard "boudoir" photo session.

Kimmie crawled closer to Dale. He took some close ups of her face and a few of her cleavage. "Lick your lips," Dale suggested, and he clicked a few more times when she did. "Now, turn around a crawl away from me... slowly." Kimmie did as instructed. When she turned around, she saw in a mirror that Dale had been taking pictures that clearly showed a lot of her tits, and that thought almost took her breath away. As she crawled away, her skirt rode up to the top of her things. All of her athletic legs were bared as the skirt reached just the bottom of her ass cheeks.

Dale walked around her and took photos from different angles until he was behind her again. "This is totally up to you Kim, but panty shots are very popular and very provocative." Dale said casually. When Kimmie just looked at him silently, Dale added, "Poses that expose your panty, 'accidentally' of course. It makes the viewer feel like they are sneaking a private peek at you."

"Sounds nice," Kimmie mumbled, struggling to hide a desire to show a lot more than her panties. "Show me."

Dale approached her from behind and pulled her skirt up, exposing Kimmie's bare ass cheeks outside the t-back panty, and slid the skirt even higher to show more of the panty. He stepped back and framed some shots that featured her ass and panty. "Look up here, hon," Dale instructed, and he took a series of pictures that made it clear Kimmie was wantonly showing her mostly-uncovered ass and her crotch.

Dale moved behind Kimmie again and pulled her skirt back down halfway over her butt. "Spread your knees apart a little," Dale said thoughtfully. The words literally made Kimmie's vagina tingle. "Now look back here," Dale directed and Kimmie looked back at him as he took photos that showed Kimmie on all fours, looking back flirtatiously, now showing more openly her panty-covered crotch. Through the lens Dale could see a faint wet spot on the panty. Kimmie was literally trembling at the idea of her fantasy coming true. Her mind flashed to her boyfriend because she was more than ready and wanting to have his way with her.

"Don't move," Dale said again and Kimmie stayed motionless. "I need to make one little adjustment." He approached her and, with Kimmie watching, Dale slid two fingers under her t-back panty, pulling it out and moving his fingers down separating the soft material from Kimmie's body. Kimmie knew that gave Dale an unimpeded view of her waxed pussy lips and her bum hole. He held her panty that way for a few seconds, but to Kimmie it seemed an hour. Then he adjusted it and used his hand to smooth the front panel covering Kimmie's pussy. "There was one stubborn wrinkle, but that should fix it," Dale said as his hand brushed over her crotch.

"Good. Thank you.." Kimmie said, barely above a whisper. Her mouth was dry and she found it difficult to speak. She wondered if Dale knew what he was doing to her. But she stayed in the same position as Dale stepped away to re-frame the shot. He finished up with several more shots featuring Kimmie's crotch and ass. By that point, Kimmie felt like she was in a dream. She hung on every direction Dale gave, and she almost floated through a series of shots of her laying on a fluffy rug and sitting on a bed with her legs spread enough to show her panty under her jean skirt.

"Kimmie...Kimmie" Dale's voice shook her out of her near-trance. "Are you interested in that?" Dale asked.

"I'm sorry, for what ... um, I was daydreaming," Kimmie admitted sheepishly.

"Topless poses from the back. Implied nudity. It usually results in the sexiest shots."

Kimmie thought about the women in the album and agreed that those poses were dramatic. "Yes. I'd like to try some" she admitted.

"Great. So, stand here," Dale said positioning her and checking lighting. "I'll stay behind you, and when you are ready take off your blouse. You can hold it in front of you to cover yourself up if you'd like. We call those 'modesty shots' and they have great potential. Or you can toss it aside."

Kimmie's body was quaking. Dale was waiting for her to take off her top, leaving her naked from the waist up in front of a man with a camera. She took a deep breath and tried to hide how flustered she was. Her mind raced as she grabbed the bottom of her blouse and pulled it up and over her head. She laid it over her breasts and held it close and then turned to see Dale staring at her. He lifted the camera to look through the lens and then moved it back down again.

"Turn your shoulders a little more to the left." Kimmie moved as directed. "Excellent," Dale said quietly as he began taking photos. "Now, drape the blouse over your left shoulder just a little," he told her. To do that, Kimmie had to move the blouse so that it uncovered her right breast, which was now hidden only by her folded arm. "Beautiful, give me the look that says how terribly sexy you can be."

Kimmie flirted with the camera as Dale continued clicking away. He paused for a second and stared, before approaching her. He reached out and gently ran his hand over a spot on her back. "There's a little line from your bra strap, that should make it go away," Dale assured her. His hand sent electric bolts through Kimmie's body. The way that he touched her without asking was beyond exciting. Kimmie fantasized that Dale turned her around and pulled her blouse away, exposing her breasts, but instead he backed away slowly and took a few more photos.

"OK. Turn back to the right," Dale guided her. He didn't mention the blouse so Kimmie just left it over her left shoulder as she turned to the right and looked over her right shoulder. The camera clicked and whirred until Kimmie slowly turned just a little more to the right. "Push your hair up off your neck," Dale told her. Again, he wasn't specific so Kimmie used her right hand to pull her hair up into a bun, uncovering her right breast. It was an awkward position, but Kimmie's pose showed the side of her right breast in the frame. "Very nice," Dale told her.

Kimmie didn't notice right then that other mirrors in the studio clearly showed her exposed right breast and her left breast only partly covered by her dangling blouse. Dale saw it, of course, but he decided to let Kimmie discover that fact herself. He was seasoned enough to understand that Kimmie was at an emotional inflection point; the intoxication of being photographed in provocative poses was powerful, and Dale knew that actually seeing herself nude or topless would either sober her up or fuel some underlying desire to show off her body. Dale took a few more photos while telling Kimmie that she was "a natural."

"Relax a second, hun; I need to change a lens," Dale said casually. Kimmie turned away from Dale and saw that her breasts were clearly visible in the other mirrors, and she knew immediately that Dale could see her like that. She couldn't take her eyes off her own image in the mirror. She was aware that she had no thought of covering up her exposed breast; to the contrary, she pulled the blouse draped over her left shoulder off and tossed it toward the nearby sofa, leaving her topless.

Her back was to Dale, but there was no hiding from the many mirrors in the studio.

Kimmie's heart pounded at the thought that Dale could see her bare breasts, and she thought of the sexier photos in the album from the waiting room. Dale was ready again and Kimmie stood fully exposed in the mirrors for a few seconds before she turned toward Dale and her hands covered her tits, or at least partly covered her. "So, what now?" Kimmie asked.

Dale peered through his lens and started taking a few photos. "Beautiful, Kimmie. Just be comfortable. You're in charge now." Hearing that, Kimmie took a deep breath and slowly moved her hands away from her boobs, and Dale began taking topless photos of her.

"Run your hands through your hair," Dale instructed, and Kimmie's fingers ran up through her hair. As she lifted her hair, her firm breasts raised and jutted out. Dale's quiet "Wow, very nice," excited Kimmie and she felt as if her nipples were on fire. Dale took one or two shots and then looked up from the camera, directly at Kimmie standing topless. She felt his eyes on her as if they were hands running over her body.

Over the next few minutes, Kimmie heard Dale's instructions as if it was a dream. "Kneel down... lean back on your hands... turn a little..." She was acutely aware though that she and Dale has moved to a new level as her bare breasts were fully on display. Kimmie was also sure that she had never felt as sexually excited as she was right then. She fantasized that there were lots of men watching her. Dale just watched and clicked as Kimmie began improvising, posing suggestively, and hands touched her breasts and tummy. She laid flat on her back and Dale moved over her to take shots from above. Kimmie's eyes were almost glazed, a look Dale had seen only a few other times in women who were deep into the emotional experience of posing nude.

"You are amazing Kimmie," Dale said. "Let me change to a different lens." When Dale finished that equipment change and turned back toward Kimmie, she was lying flat on her back with one hand on her breast and the other between her legs massaging her pussy. He paused for a moment and then took a few candid photos. Kimmie's eyes were closed and she seemed oblivious to Dale even being there. Kimmie continued to arouse herself in her own fantasy world and thought of men wanting to touch her and actually touching her filled her head.

Dale moved toward Kimmie and took a few more shots. When he moved down by her feet, he saw that, under her skirt, Kimmie's hand was inside her panty on her smooth pussy. He couldn't tell if Kimmie was fingering herself, but he took a few photos. They were not artistically interesting, but they had a base erotic appeal. Kimmie opened her eyes and looked at Dale. To his surprise, she did not stop or cover up. She still had a faraway, dreamlike look in her eyes. Dale smiled at her, and she continued to play with her pussy.

"My boyfriend likes me to get this excited," Kimmie blurted out. Dale just looked at her, unsure where this was going. "He teases me that I become his bad girlfriend."

"He's a lucky guy," Dale mumbled, and he took two more photos to conceal his awkwardness and the erection in his pants before moving alongside Kimmie to take some direct downward shots of her face and chest. Kimmie was deep inside her own mind.

"My boyfriend knows that when I'm excited he can tell me to touch myself or suck his thing and I will do whatever he says," Kimmie said almost robotically. Dale was not sure how to respond, but he was saved when Kimmie smiled and said: "He doesn't know that when I get excited like this I would suck every boy in the world if I could, and not because he tells me to." She definitely seemed to enjoy that little secret.

Dale managed to say, "Like I said, he's one lucky guy." He knew it was kind of a lame thing to say, but he had never seen a woman so overcome by sexual arousal. Kimmie continued as if she hadn't hear Dale's response.

"When I think about men touching me, I want them to do it." Dale took her cue and crouched down next to Kimmie.

"Any man would want to touch you Kimmie," he said soothingly. Dale saw that Kimmie was actually trembling.

She groaned took a deep breath before looking directly at Dale. "Do you want to touch me?" she asked. Dale just nodded. "I wouldn't be able to stop if you did, would I?" Kimmie asked with a shaky voice.

"No, you wouldn't," Dale said as his hand grabbed her thigh.

"I couldn't stop you from touching me between my legs, could I?" Kimmie said breathlessly. Dale just shook his head as his hand moved up to push hers away and cup her pussy, proving her point. The heat and dampness were palpable.

"Would you make me do things to you too?" Kimmie asked, upping the ante.

"Yes," Dale said a little firmly, making Kimmie shudder. He was by then attuned to what aroused Kimmie. Their erotic Q & A progressed at Kimmie's direction until Dale had, in her telling, "made her" strip naked, sniff her panty, feel her own tits, and put two fingers in her pussy. And because Kimmie explained that there was "nothing I can do to stop you," Dale took pictures of all those things.

Kimmie was so deep in her fantasy that Dale felt as if he was watching a completely new sexual being emerge before his eyes and his camera. Kimmie then looked at him with more focused, clearer eyes. "Would you even make me put your big dick in my little mouth?" she asked with anticipation.

Dale knew the answer Kimmie wanted, or needed, to hear. "Of course, Kimmie, because that is what little cocksuckers like you do best." Dale immediately wondered if he had gone too far too fast. But his concern was short-lived, because Kimmie's eyes grew big and she whispered, "Oh god, that's so dirty," as she reached for Dale's belt and then undid his pants to get to his rock-hard cock.

With her petite hand around Dale's thick rod, Kimmie shimmied toward him while still laying on the floor to take Dale in her mouth. She pushed him deep toward her throat before pulling off, licking his head, and tonguing his pee-hole, before looking up at him. "Like that?" she asked almost innocently.

"That was a good start," Dale said, and he pushed her head back onto his erection. He was now totally in the moment and wanted to add fuel yo Kimmie's fantasy. Holding the back of her head, he began pumping his cock into Kimmie's mouth. She opened wide and let him have his way, and her gurgling sounds filled the studio. She gagged and choked a few times, so Dale slowed down but didn't stop. After a few minutes, he saw that tears were running down Kimmie's face and her makeup was streaked. She just looked up at him obediently.

Dale lifted his camera and took a few pictures of her in full cock-slut mode. Kimmie gazed willingly into the camera as Dale recorded for posterity the image of his cock stuffed in her mouth and her hand caressing his balls. Those photos were well beyond anything Kimmie had seen earlier, but she was all in at that point. Their eyes met and Dale reached down to gently push a strand of hair away from her tear-stained face. "You are a natural Kimmie," Dale assured her.

Kimmie's other hand slipped between her legs and she began rubbing herself while attending to Dale's throbbing dick. He grabbed the back of her head again and resumed pumping his hips into her face. The gurgling sounds intensified, and Dale felt his balls swell and knew he was going to cum soon and hard. He glanced at a mirror and saw the scene that Kimmie had largely composed. She was laying naked next to Dale, who was now on his knees; she was sucking his cock, and more accurately getting mouth-fucked, and also rubbing her own pussy. All of that sensory stimulation was too much for Dale. He grabbed Kimmie's hair, grunted, and his body stiffened until the first blast of cum erupted in Kimmie's mouth.

Kimmie whimpered as she felt in her mouth and tasted for the first time cum from a man other than her boyfriend. She pulled back a little on Dale's cock to allow her to swallow some as each new spurt refilled her mouth. She was well beyond any level of arousal she had ever experienced before. Even after Dale's load was spent, Kimmie held his softening cock in her mouth and her hand continued to ravish her clit. After a minute or so, Kimmie was shocked to feel her orgasm coming on, and Dale marveled at how thoroughly Kimmie's body was overtaken by spasms of pure sexual pleasure.

When Kimmie regained her senses, she was stunned and a little embarrassed. She had never cum in front of her boyfriend. Their experience was that Kimmie was there for his pleasure and when he finished in her hand, her mouth, or her pussy, the moment ended. Kimmie would wait until she was alone to satisfy herself. She looked up at Dale sheepishly, uncertain about what he was thinking. He reached out again, smiled, and for the second time tenderly brushed her hair away from her face.

"That was amazing Kimmie," Dale said quietly. "I'm disappointed I didn't get any photos while it was happening. It was just too sexy not to watch." It took Kimmie a moment to realize that Dale was talking about her orgasm.

"So, it's ok that I pleased myself?" Kimmie asked with genuine concern.

"OK? It was one of the hottest things I have ever seen." Dale then reached out again to caress her tear-stained cheek.

Kimmie's mind raced. It felt so liberating to have shared her sexual fantasy with another man who obviously got excited by seeing and using her body. That alone was overwhelming, but it was hard even to believe that Dale had enjoyed seeing Kimmie experience her own pleasure and that he said he actually liked watching her have an orgasm. Kimmie anxiously looked at Dale, at the mirrors and lights in the studio, at Dale's camera sitting a few feet away, and then back at Dale. She smiled and thought to herself, "I think I have a lot to learn about sex."

Still smiling, Kimmie said out loud: "Getting these pictures taken was the best decision I ever made in my whole life."

