member most. Simply thinking about it always sets my
ly late at night, but too, at the oddest and occasionally in

0 ations, succumbing to the daydream and reliving vividly everything about
m the creak of that one loose board to how her hair looked in the afternoon light

the waysher dress moved as | followed, watching her from behind. It was one of the most
eve y life, so alive, so indelible, | d upon me with a level of immediacy and
sity, I omething
experie

Uld

rr‘was Cynthia, but I al Maygnzll d her Cynth. We were neighbors. Neither one of
% mes was very much by today's standards. We lived in one of those lower middle class

porhoods, which seem to sprout amongst the cracks and fringes of every big city. Except
casional pink, plastic flamingo displayed in the small plots of lawn out front, or perhaps
different color of paint on the shutters or door, it was virtually impossible to tell one
any other, row after row after row.

day, I'd fo
a heavy bc
s of families
ol breeze or
here it see
ically, duri
onotono
by and r
ir and

er out on her porch. Summers here were always so hot, and come about late
always set in. Our neighborhood was always quiet, even more so now as
on vacation, at the beach, the mountains, anywhere they could find a
air. For those who remained, the hours stretched out interminably
eas‘icount from one to ten between each tick of the second hand.
ys even the neighborhood animals seemed to have fallen prey to
became rare to hear a dog bark, or for that matter, to see a car
gdisturb the heavy hush hanging over the streets. The very stillness of
ptiness of the haze lingering in the sky were all just elements of the doldrums

Je and noticed her right off. She was wearing one of those summery, cotton

till recall, for a fact, it had a pattern of little, blue flowers sprinkled across a light,
pric. Cynthia Marshall, two and a half years older than me, and an effortless beauty
brown hair and lips so rich, so sweetly pink, when she smiled those bright, green eyes
ers just seemed t0 melt my heart and snatch my poor breath away.

ci')

e'd known each other forever; you can't live fifteen feet from someone else's driveway all of
life and not get to know them. When | was little, Cynth used to trick—or—treat with my older
Dro and me, the two of them holding my hands between them as we ran from door to door.
Our fa 'would sometimes share Easter egg hunts between our houses and bar—b—ques on the
Fourth of July."She'd always been sweet to me, but in a big sisterly way. Yet, she'd been the one,
rough the luck of a spin, to endow me with my first real kiss, when we both found ourselves
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the bottie.durlng a neighborhood birthday party. Even before that
Srnoofwhen tpal'gmpty Nehi bottle spun our way, she had been ‘he featured
y fantasy.@f mine ever since | could remember. °
.
Changeas \ der; and she'd become one of the girls who ran with the big
ver'did. | ce ow about her, more than | knew her. | remember lying in
om | shared with m jer, Mark, and listening awestruck to stories about
g peaple’s doorb unning away, or teaming up with other kids to cause
the cranky old ladies'at the end of the block by switching around or stealing their
of: gnomes and molded cement figurines. She was rare for such a beauty,
/s fun, maybe even what some people might call a little rambunctious. | never
] aving seen her out on the street when she wasn't either running or skipping, her long
y tail fl She passed. And as she began ture, she was one of those girls who just
enly blc . By the time she was in her mi ns, there wasn't a boy | knew who
t hope she'd y. Yet, alon ding physical charms, she was one
irls possessed whi a sincere sweetness and an ease of
er@ about herself. later, when she was a senior in high school, and | was just a
g& freshman, there was rson | knew who didn't think she was someone entirely
Unfortunately, for all the rest of us waiting breathlessly in the wings, her boyfriend, a
owned a car and was a sophomore in college, was the one who was lucky enough to be
of her eye.

afternoon, that became our own. It will always stand out so freshly in my mind. The

oes on the g of the Sistine chapel won't endure as long or shine as clearly in time as
the clari emory. | remember being bored, so bored | wandered outside, as that in
If was some 0. Seeing her out on her porch, | let the screen door slam a little too

dly and was hen she sat up and looked my way. Sitting down on my porch railing
vaved, and s Crossing my feet at the ankles, | hitched my thumbs in the pockets
1y shorts, nc d nothing to do.

1" She cz ol g another quick wave, beckoning over her shoulder with her hand.
ny! Jin ome on over!"

| stepped up on her porch than she halted her swinging on the porch glider and
Jatting a spot for me to take a seat. "How've you been doing there, Jimbo?" Her
warm and friendly as if we'd spoken only yesterday. "Haven't seen much of you this

e friends you h&ven't seen much of, it sometimes takes a bit to get the awkwardness out of

2 way and get back on track. But there was something just so easy about everything with

nth, so amiable, so sincere, totally at ease and completely disarming. "Where's your boyfriend,
ynth? | haven't seen him around much either."

aven't seen yOl:cher," I came back. There simply was no feeling uneasy around her. With

on

She kicked ou Ing the swing going in an easy arc. "He went with his folks to the mountains.
They're going to be gone 'til Labor Day." Even her acting out an exaggerated childish pout
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eft me here to wilt while he goes plays chess with his dad and fishes for
ers. More Iil@l)ﬁ‘hough, he's just lying around like a big lout drinking beer all
g most theda 2.

as distant and wistful, and her eyes looked so far away. "I

Uite awhile, maybe an hour, maybe more. Who knows? Time didn‘t mean a

a sleepy summer's day. | hadn't really even said ten words to her in months, only

d then in passing. But like old times, we fell back into ourselves, and before long we
e the old stories and recalling K used to know and things we used to do,

icking d chatting, again the best of fri er a bit she went inside and got us

2 lemonade. 2d at our stra as she could always make anyone

At when my le els on.the ice cubes and just listening to
about nothing of an portance, which was exactly what | was in the mood to hear.

\k that brother of yours doing?" She asked out of the blue. "Does Mark still have that same
riend?" She spiraled a hand above her head. "The one with all that hair?"

eally focusing on anything, just looking off across the street, but seeing her little

me got me to laugh again. "Yeah, I think so,"” I grinned. "Last | heard of, anyway. You

v, he's goi e graduating from college next semester.” She gave a quick whistle, her lips
ming a note Ine surprise. For some reason my eyes were spellbound by the shape of

e lips.

e asked after she'd let the whistle trail off. "Seems like forever

I think it was." She hitched her feet up under her dress, cross—
2d, planti n in the center of the spread of her dress and letting me swing the
g. "I'm g be transferring to a college that's reasonably close. I'll be able to get
e weeke and holidays. | get real lonely so quickly being away from everybody. | guess
own girl at heart. Mark though, who knows where that guy will end up."

\here'd time
e | last saw

blin’ kind of guy," | came back, feeling good about getting a laugh out of her.

he asked. “What's he studying?"

ptography,” | answered, "just like my dad did. When he graduates the plan is he's supposed to
rk at my dad's &Ar/ait studio for a while. But he really wants to get in with an agency, in New
ork or LA and do'some advertising photography and maybe even some freelance or artistic

if. He's been shooting weddings to make a little extra cash.” | raised my eyebrows and leaned
I to confide to her in a whisper. "He even did a boudoir shoot a couple of months ago."

~t

"Boudoir?" RIC , her eyes lit up, and she leaned into me nudging me with her shoulder.
sn't that," she started slowly, "isn't that where women pay to have pictures taken of themselves
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ing suits ... .Iike for their husbands or boyfriends?"

almost no e to-nc se; and the way she looked at me. It was a 'f..the air around
Jenly stil e t had grown up around us. She was staring right into me,
i mething. In a bit of panic I couldn't believe | had let that
ave been thinking to have been so stupid as to have
ark, I dic ant it getting around. Even though it was 1965, and
afound for @ While, some of our local Neanderthals could still get pretty
t'kind of thing-*Mark had told me about it when he was home over Memorial
pictures, but I knew he'd had to borrow my dad's private darkroom to
ives and make the prints, as he probably would have gotten arrested had he
| g the shots to a regular lab. e

Jenly C aned back and planted her feet,
on her e with that
, too, don't you? s
4

an " I nodded. "I just got a 35mm Ricoh for my eighteenth birthday last month. It's got a

n wide angle lens, 1.4, and my dad even got me a 100mm to go with the stock 50mm." |
S proud of any opportunity to talk about my cameras. | scooted around a bit to better
‘It's got a flash, too! My dad's been helping me get the knack of it; flash is tough
ut you need it if you want to get an indoor shot just right. Of course, my dad he knows
g's got a full set of background lights with filters and gels, and he uses a system of
ella strobe got synched to his large format Hassleblad."

ing the swing. She slapped her hands
ess in her grin. "You still shoot
-

2 locked a he on my knee. "You've got film and stuff, too, right?"

re, color an nite." Her hand on my knee made me suddenly conscious of how

e we truly as the air had changed, but we seemed very alone together out on
porch. Ang IS, | became aware | could smell her too. There wasn't any

ular sce agrance to her, just fresh, a breath of Cynth, clean and sweet.

.
olo d back and swiveled a bit more to face me straight on. She started to say
didn't. Maybe it was the heat, but her cheeks looked hot and flushed.

dn't say anything | asked, "What?"
ed her lips and shook her head.

ome on, Cynth;;g
e'd probably co

don't know." She pulled her feet out from under her skirt and let her legs swing down, twining

her ankles and locking her knees. "I just kind of had a goofy idea."” She shrugged and cocked her

head, looking awkward for the first time | could ever remember. "You know me."

pressed. "It's me, Jimbo. What were you going to say?" | recall thinking
up with one of her infamous gags or jokes to play on someone.
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came ‘back. I must have been crazy because another wild admission came
ouths "You're trﬁone who gave me my first kiss." 'L

pen, for bu 1 t, then the most wonderful smile came across her, and she
pDer t

ng to sr er | was devastated. "Remember! Remember?" |
I'kidding? exan remember the Alamo?"

.
hers were positively afire. "I had no idea, Jimbo. I'm flattered." She

ghtly to her breast, as though :tuqned. "Was that really your first kiss?"

ankles.

dded. It y turn to lock my knees and t
I, well,

your last."”
r&ly was embarra: Jdtﬁ!ﬁ as not
il sneakers.

orry about it," she said, obviously sensing my discomfort. "You've gotten to be quite a
guy. Wait ‘til you're a senior this coming semester, then everything will change." She
er hand on my knee. "You're gonna be a real lady killer, mark my words. You've got
ng it takes. You're good looking." She noticed my chagrin and gave me a playful little
."You ar 't sell yourself short, Jimbo. But most of all you're a good guy, and let me
you," she I gyes on me, "that's something. That, coupled with that bod of yours,

at else coulc R

g | wanted to look at right now more

Joked up at
2ared to car

ell which made her seem to shine more, that she so honestly
ess of the sincerity which rang in her voice.

I" She s

2d her hands. "I'm going to ask you to do me a favor, a big, big

uld have run across a busy freeway blindfolded had she had asked me to.
ame back. "You name it."

0 send my boyfriend, Peter, a picture of me, not any old snapshot, but something nice,
onal looking. You know, remind him what he's missing when he's gutting some fish
ad of giving m‘ kiss. Do you think you could help me out?"

at up. "Now?"

J nean, if you're not doing anything. | want to send something to shake that boy up."

.

I remember ha aven hearing the last of what she said. | was already thinking about where,
ndoors or outdoors, flash or no flash, wide angle lens or long focal length, sharp depth of field
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ee. “What do you say?" a .

as already across her driveway when | yelled back "Don't
In a heartbeat | was back, camera bag slung over one arm

) ot on the stoopy'l panted breathlessly. "Where do you want to do it?" Right
A d that sounded.
- .
! | didn't have the camera already set
d back rom where she sat on the gli
ad her ey, you're the photographer; y
out even : tretching o

rs, Jimbo."
cl.'

ecause the charmed way in which she
priceless. Her elbows on her knees she
e." She got to her feet, striking a pose
lean against the roof support. "I'm
-

all yours!" The words rang in my head. Ten thousand ideas sprung into my bedeviled mind
once. But thankfully, | had a clarity of moment. "Hold it right there!" | blurted out,
and dropping the tripod as | unslung my bag. "Just hold it. Don't move. Don‘t move!*

s were trembling so wildly the lens cap flipped away like a wild shot in a game of

nks. Where it went | didn't even give a damn. | kept looking back up at her as |

ally tried t the camera set on the tripod. When the camera was mounted, | fumbled

nd for my er, convinced that if a fugitive wanted to never be found all he had to do

s find a wa in a damn camera bag, and he'd be able to completely disappear. |

ally found t an back up the steps waving it about as if | could possibly remember

nat | was doi m":ynth kept that pose, just relaxing into it, and her amused
ession at nfusion was just about as perfect as it could be.

I" | yelled. "A Jjumped back down and carefully set the shutter speed and f—stop.
ing arc behi e camera | looked in the viewfinder, amazed at the picture | saw, then
b self and adjusted the angle to get her framed just right. | wasn't about to cut off
Gripping the shutter's cable release, with my thumb poised, | thought about

y: "Cheese.” But on quick second thought decided I didn't want to do anything to
3ction of an almost classic Mona Lisa quality smile. "Be still," | called out, then
One, two, three!" | pressed. Nothing!

d you get it?" ? asked. "I didn't hear a click."

poked down, bewildered. Everything was right: shutter speed, 30; f—stop set at 5.6; film speed
icator on 100. Then it hit me when | saw the frame count; I'd forgotten to advance the damn

ang on! Hang on!" | cried out. Advancing the lever with my thumb, | then had to reset
lewfinder, and felt a wave of relief when | pressed the button and heard the

the fra
shutter's click:




".
)0, as she pulled away from the post, standing and stretching with her arms
out. She winked 0‘ me. "I guess like a Kiss, the first one's always the toughest.”

take so ired back. »

0 d came walking over. There was something so feminine about how she
dress, how she appeared to cress her knees with an easy, lilting step when she

G sway her hair, it looked auburn in'th n, seemed to frame the lines of her neck and
ilders, a / the two buttons left undone a op of the dress just allowed a hint at the

ess of s concealed below. For the firs 00, | noticed | was now taller than she

\ ext hour | began to learn the unique thrill any photographer must enjoy when presented
autiful and willing model. Little by little, | started to loosen up and apply what | knew. |
ot using my long focal length, 100mm lens. Moving back at a distance | had Cynthia
of one of the Mulberry trees, which ran down the city sidewalk in front of every
ompressing the depth of field so that an entire block's worth of trees appeared only

s apart, | peek around the side of the closest trunk, kicking up one foot and

ching out hile her hair fell away to the side. I took another shot with her sitting on
hood of a c er up in a tree. It was so much fun, even a bit of a thrill to have her so
lingly comp my every command.

.
I‘1er to lie down in Mrs. Wilbun's flowerbed and face the
2ra. Doing She spread her elbows on the grass, propping up her chin in her
. | came in fo p, lowering the tripod and changing to my wide—angle 28mm.
g as shewas, the tops of her breasts were framed demurely below her hands, adding a spice
an otherwise picture postcard pose. Kneeling in front of her, maybe I lingered too
e view, because she momentarily broke the pose to look down, having followed
ars caught fire when she saw what I was seeing. But to my surprise she didn't get
stead, she sat up and gave me that wild, door—ringers smile I'd heard about, cocked
a “what the hell* salute, and reached down and popped one more button loose. Then
pack down, moving so her breasts were pressed out by her weight against the ground and
, "How ‘bout tf’? Is this a little more of what you were looking for?"

hen, | had

odded and swallowed dryly. Feeling emboldened, | came over and knelt down with my light meter,
rembling hand bare inches from her breasts. But she held still, only following me with her eyes, and
s always smiling. Coming back to the camera, | mounted my polarizing filter on the lens and
stepped't perture all the way down, intending to squeeze out every bit of ambient light the sun had
to offer. As a lastithought | even set my flash to use as afill. | wanted to capture her up close, but full
ame, surrounded in an explosion of color and vivid detail. | then knelt down and took my place at the
iewfinder, again taking my time. She was so beautiful like that, yet something more. She knew | was

——
' e
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it! I‘could sense it as much as see it in her, and the most exciting aspect of it
2 liked'it. She IiI@d Iesing like this, knowing | could see. It was my last shot on that roll,
utter clicl ewiit would be one of my best.

y fr ehind the camera. | ambled over to help her up, and gave her
hen the top of her dress swung out.

ar ded, but only smiled that smile. She rebuttoned that one button and then began
s and twigs from the front of her dress. "Do you think you got any good ones?" She

from the excitement of the last hour. "Are
velop these and make us some prints.
ﬂto really be something."

so flust just from her catching me peepi
idding?' ait. You just wai

ee." | repeated ally see. That |
i& a bit of grass thz to the curve of the front of her left breast. That wild spark
ven begun to subside one bit. "Do you think I'll be able to send that one to Peter?"

" | replied without thinking. "It's going to be great!"

ow." She playfully pushed my shoulder. "l couldn't see what you saw in your lens, but from
emembe ight be real curious to know who took it."

n't thought . But right now, nothing could have dampened my enthusiasm.
seemedab
this. You we
ful. You'd sz
pt to sou

self. "You really got all worked up, Jimbo. | don't think I've ever seen you
3 ‘as she sought for a word "...like an artist behind that camera. So
head,' or 'put your arms back." She had deepened her voice in an
e laughed again. "Now that was what | call fun!"

e," | replied in rapid fire. "At first | was a bit nervous. | mean, you're so beautiful, and
know, you just come alive. Does that sound silly?"

0 surprise me by showing a bit of a flush, and now it was she who suddenly seemed
e tips of her toes. There was a long silence, and then she said quietly, "It's a shame we

0 just when we were going so well."

kalll ha¥e left is one roll of black and white." | fished around in my bag. "Yeah, just one roll of
k and white." | tlfned it over and read the box. "And it's a faster speed than the color | was using.
really best for indoors."

ok came back, and with it the flush in her cheeks and neck bloomed. She locked her eyes on

mine anc antly, "What if we did one of those boudoir shots?"

ly mouth instantly went stone dry, and | know for a fact my heart skipped two beats.
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distre‘ss, because she instantly added, "Not one of those, you know." She was
S, knotting then;inl&a cats cradle at her tummy as she wound her a;mtand spread
'l mean, gar my. hightie." t

e on a sweltering July afternoon.

slap .ﬂ}‘ 0 the sides of her thighs. "What am | thinking?" She said
e crazy. er hand over her eyes. "Must be the sun."

X head, and my instinct for self—preservation screamed, "Do something, you big

Y ay too loudly. "No, you're not ¢
fully to | could really do something nice,
y. It wol ially with blac

ed her mind; I'd ne look so sheepish.
half step closer hold ;' color

e," she said. "l thought maybe I'd wear my blue one. | have a yellow one, but it's longer. The blue's
" she let her hands fall down to indicate a hem halfway up her thighs, "...a shortie."

Something, probably that voice from within,

ow, soft and beautiful. Black and white is

." For a moment | was sure she had

y light meter from my pocket and
- H n

ur nightie?

at!" | choked back a hard swallow as my imagination jumped too far ahead. "Blue will be just

ou said yo black and white? Color doesn't matter?"

dded then st
uId we shoo

d. "It does somewhat. The light's what's most important. The thing is where

.
vanished. That mischievous smile was back full force, and there

L

3ss of her excitement. "My room'll be the best. I've got a skylight, and
dow fa e afternoon sun, | get a lot of light. We could even use the curtains to
ith th ng, you know, if you'd think that'd help?"

aces of her
0 escaping

d, just the thought of being in Cynth's bedroom with her dressed only in her nightie
go cold. Somehow | managed a smile and a nod.

She grabbed and tugged at my wrist. "Get your stuff. My mom's not going to be home 'til at
and my dad never gets home from work before seven. We've got a couple of hours at least."

ember zipping’my camera bag and picking up my tripod, her last words, "A couple of hours,"
g round and round in my head. It was almost too much for my poor brain to handle. Not only was |
g up to Cynthia Mitchell's very own bedroom, but she was going to be wearing her nightie, a shortie,
g me take pictures of her!

The next thing Ilknew we were in her house. Like coming in and out of a trance, | could see the family
oom, though | don't even remember going in the door. They had one of those big, wooden ships over
e mantle. Her dad's leather recliner was empty, facing the TV, with a newspaper spread out on the

L —
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the steirs,and | stepped on that loose board. It squeaked, and she looked back.
ally fixithat step.” |.

¢ A
as then th r it me. The warmth of the afternoon sun was‘stf*eaming in from
OWSHAL t my thoughts stopped, and right then and there | snapped my

e silvered on my mind's eye 'til at least the day | die.

.
- ‘
dup ther roo ess, almost catatonic, but she didn't seem to notice. She went

ser d ished some g blue out of an upper drawer. |, of course, stood right where |
d, g the nightie balled up in both hands.

+

- .
Ie She asked and reached out totouch my cheek. "You look like you've got a fever."

bled sc : whatever it was it must have b
athetica remember sm

ia, though now, so eal, mire t
eons ago. g .'

\ on't you get your camera set up?" She called back, hanging for a moment in the doorway. "I'm
ake a quick, cold shower. | won't be but a sec."

, as she patted me on the shoulder
ﬁin, that same fresh, clean, Eau de

an when we'd been sitting out on the
.-

alone. | stood there, listening to the clock until | heard through the walls the sound of a
3gin to run. Coming back to life, my strangled mind began to make sense of where | was. Two

ere done in wallpaper, a print with some bluebirds and robins. The others were a pastel green.
isingly, he e was antique, not some white girly stuff. She had a mahogany dresser with a
old letters p der a glass top, a vanity, and a queen sized bed with a light green bedspread
de neatly bet atching headboard and footboard.

in ck to life. | went into her closet and changed film in the camera,
0 alive around me as | fumbled in the dark with the film. | made
olor roll was sealed and put away before daring to come back out.

le by little | fo
ell of Cynt
e sure, the

ight was good in her room, the skylight adding just the extra amount of brightness to
orobably wouldn't be necessary unless | really stepped down the aperture. Too, it
utside in the sun. The window was open, the lacy, white curtains moving now and then
e of a subtle if not sporadic breeze. And she had a ceiling fan overhead. The slow swing
vas providing a gentle wash of moving air. | had the time to look around a bit. There were
s, | guess special to her; she had them pressed under the glass on the dresser. And there

of photographs, pictures of family, snapshots and school pictures of Cynthia at all ages, and
isingly, one including me. | picked it up. We were kids in swimsuits, playing with a garden hose in
back yard, mayt’ summer day just like today, but long ago. | couldn't have been more than five or
Cynthia was weafring only a little two—piece and, of course, that smile. | put it back and wandered

to look at one wall. It was plastered over entirely with awards, and framing her new high school
nad hgnor roll ribbons and certificates for best in just about anything imaginable.

| heard the running of the shower stop, accompanied by the squeak from the turn of a handle as the
vater was shut off, and suddenly realized | hadn't really begun to get ready. The first shot, what was |
oing to do? | still had my bag slung from my arm. | put it down on the dresser and prepared the camera

b T
s°“
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e legs and locking the knobs. Pulling my light meter from my bag, | began to

g thellight rom eVery available angle. Somehow going through the.rrﬁ‘;ions helped
n me to 2 semblance of normalcy. Then the door opened, and ﬂ that vanished.

ed in the doorway, a towel wrapped around her head. For a
smile came back to her face. | noticed her eyes; they were
at Cynthia Mitchell was nervous.

d, stepping in.
-
)ra moment, and instantly we both looked away.

N,
ed @ e vanity and unwrapped the t
ook a b with her back to me, she faced t

She said. "Did you 0 sh:??"
: \
M ah," | croaked. "I thi h h forward stroke of the brush, the hem of the little, blue

ose up, revealing her legs and a lacy pair of panties. The top's fabric was sheer, but not
ely see—through. The darker color of her panties was easily visible, but from behind there wasn't
of a bra. Suddenly | forgot why | was even here.

ossing it on the bed. | watched spellbound as
r and began brushing her hair.

poking back at me through the mirror. "Hey," she called back. "Are you okay?"

eah," | sta st stay like that." | stepped behind the camera. "I'll get one from behind, using
eflection of 2 mirror. You know, kind of artsy."

e stopped he ooked back at me. "Do you want me holding the brush?"

.
s‘eally sensed the trace of anxiety in her voice. Just realizing she was
settle back down. "Yeah, with the brush," | called back.

through m
us, too, di

he , | reset the f—stop and shutter speed according to the reading | remembered from my
, hold it like that. But don't look at me. Look in the mirror. Look off to the side like
bout something, something pretty."

s," she said. "l can't seem to think of a thing."

ne. Don't worry about it. Just give me a little smile. Yeah, like that." It was incredible how Cynth
aturally seem?u respond, enhancing whatever feeble idea | imagined. "Raise your arm a little," |

d, never Ioo\<ing rom the viewfinder. "There! Stop!" | called out when | could see the top of the
stic of her pantiesframing a slice of her skin revealed below the draping hem of her nightie's top, and
the click of the shutter, with that first shot, so much of my own fear and anxiety melted away.

She tu o face me and leaned back, gripping the edges of the vanity with her hands. Her hair
seemed to justflow down over her shoulders with a slight natural wave, thick and full. Her cheeks were
shed; this was all natural, not an effect of any rouge. In fact, | doubt she had any make up on at all. It
as something about her, or her bedroom, or maybe it was the quality of the light, but her skin

L —
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yet th‘ose eyes of hers were every bit as bright and richly green as they had
.
Ty ¢ L
oming forw Ir ding my light meter out as though it were a (%rﬁpass guiding
¢ right e that." | stepped right up, happy to be able to keep focused
a eli have to let her look into my eyes.
)
Ou Were such a'p “ aid, her nerves now definitely showing through with the

ack nd tremor in hemwoice. "You know," she spoke in almost a whisper, "l wouldn't
Yy ike this with anybody other than you, Jimmy."

+

- .
) entrate on reading the needleybut being so close to her it seemed even my hair had

D SWE pped back in two longs steps a adjusted both the shutter speed and the
ure, the rop out the wallpaper in the background
eature j into the viewfinder, | noticed
hincl somehow hz .ent to let the vision sink in.

ceted slightly. "Some

hook my head. "Just give me a minute, | need to think." She was so absolutely stunning. What
tered was | could see the outlines of her nipples showing through the sheer material of her

e wispy blue tint of the fabric changed the flesh color slightly, but | could see they matched

, pink hue of her lips. And with her posed as she was, the scalloped hem of her top was only

g half wa vn her panties. The way the lines of the lacy edges came together and disappeared
into the fc e her thighs came together was enough to make me terribly aware of just how
I'd become ast, it seemed my knees had turned to rubber. And not even aware if | had the
t framed co t, | pressed the release.

antly, she ca e ity, and stepped right up to me, putting her hand on the camera.
00, | mean Ji on‘t need to ask, but this is just between you and me right? You

dn't ever s to anyone else, right? We're just having fun, right?" She nodded.

?II

A4

d. Up close it was almost impossible to not look at those nipples. The hints of her
alluring. | couldn't truly make them out, but that in itself made the whole experience
more tantalizing. "Yes," | stammered. "l mean, no. | mean | wouldn't show them to
you the negatives and the prints. You know | wouldn't ever do anything to be mean or
ou, Cynth. Not you. This is something just between us. Okay?"

be it was that a cloud had passed outside, but it seemed the whole room lightened. Any last vestige
er anxiety seem‘m pass, and that wild smile returned.
h her mischievous grin back, she let go of the camera and reached out and ran her finger down my

ou can keep a set of prints for yourself. The artist deserves to see his own work." She suddenly
jumped, ing back and causing the lamps on the nightstands to shake when she landed. She spread
her feet and raised her arms, drawing up the lower line of her top almost to her naval. "What's next?
ou just tell me what you want me to do." She dropped her hands and bending over clasped them in a
ot at her stomach. Looking up at me she said, "This is so much fun!
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brea hungiw
y mou
f in the migror.

the circle of the top of the neckline only just higi g them from
ecause | became conscious of how stupid | Io%e hen | caught

, coming back up and waggling her finger. She then put her
0 her elbows faced forward. She twisted back and forth. Her
Sing—s0 t. "l don't know if you know, but | can tell."

d again come up, this time rising to above her naval. Her matching blue panties
ewhat sheer. | could easily see the darker outline of the delight which was hiding
t ecame aware it was she who was Watching me, able to recognize everywhere my

e fo eeling my own flush wash ove quickly looked back to my camera.

ropped ng the sides of "How 'bout a couple of shots on the

he offered. "We c *?ectl s without at least a few on the bed."
% I ‘plied, the words hoing through my mind.

e camera around."

"You go lie down, Cynth. Let me

scoot past one another so she could get by, and when she actually brushed against me | know
opped the tripod. It seemed she filled the room. The scent of her, the color of that blue, the
lips, the heat of her breath, the flush in her cheeks, the way her hair moved, everything, she
y every e and so much more. | was more wound up than anything | had ever known. Yet |
aged to kee p of reality telling myself this was a once in a lifetime opportunity, and | had to
entrate and ed if | could ever hope to record any of this on film. But concentrating was
d; | was haro despite the distractions of how she was teasing me, | was going to maintain
me level of sa best to try.
.
ed back fro ‘ra to find her settled down in the center of the bed, sitting with
ees draw aughty playfulness she cast back at me was almost spellbinding. My
se was broke character and laughed at my distress. Fortunately, or unfortunately,
posi d slightly sideways to me, the hem of her top cascading down in an arc around her
able to see her panties framed from just a slightly different position, | might have had
t then and there. As it was, the curves of the side of her right breast were in full view
ng armhole, and | knew she knew it.

2 camera, | was a bit unsure if the light was too bright. It was behind her as | was now facing

. | stepped right over, whipping out the light meter, and held it next to her shoulder. Standing
yas at this angle | could see almost her entire breast. Trying to concentrate on reading the needle |

rd another ||ttle‘gh

pped back. "What?"

She shoo d, "Nothing."

0, come on," | said, hiding myself back behind the camera.

L —
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ed a bit sheepish. "It's just ... it's just | noticed how excited you were, just then.

.
I you,W! fIattqeO{

z -
en intensely r y erection ever since she first appeared in the c]oorway, but
fluster had e to realize she, too, could see the bulge in my shorts.

o sympathetic \'-\ pus reaction. "Don't worry about it, Jimmy. | think I'd be
you weren't ex daused, her fingers strumming while she held them clasped to
hor st, | find all th 3mendously stirring, too. It's just I'm a girl, and you can't see it
e. B do want to do this." Now there came a forceful huskiness to her voice. "And |
ght. Don't you hold back either. If you want me to do something, just ask. I'll do whatever
our little game." .-

ged to come back. "Just give me e, let me think."

, Cynth
s stage, | was get re it was beco 'hcult to remember the formulas for
‘ t)-icamera. Sitting c i&ng‘;& as so u eVstunnineg feminine, everything

er cried out to me. | didn t to just see her. | didn't want to just capture her on film.
Q‘; ly, | wanted to touch her. 'wanted to tell her to take that top off and those panties, too, to let
her completely naked. My heart was thumping, my palms were sweaty and cold, and the bulge
ts was absolutely like a rock. It seemed the room was becoming a blur. Yet somehow |
0 hold back and keep control. | reset the f—stop and tried to focus on the image in the
, but the light from outside was shining in her hair, making her seem to glow. My hand
g, | snap he shutter and then heard myself ask her to lie down and turn to face me. She did
as | asked, s g out languorously and raising one knee. Everything about how she moved, the
the nightie idn't cling to her, she was most definitely showing herself to me, teasing me.
g for broke one dry, | stepped over and looked down at her.

smiled up a oI'cRJ, just tell me what you want."

3, let me d¢ R till, just like that." | saw my hands reach down, and | took the soft lace
neckline y pulling it so it slipped over her shoulders. "Move up on your side," |

cted. " aep you legs the way they are. Yeah, there, just like that." Then | tugged the top down

til her cleavage was exposed where her breasts pressed together. | stopped, for some

when the edge of her left nipple came into view.

she said looking down and then back up at me. "l told you go ahead, do what you want."

it down a bit more, my fingers actually brushing her body. | didn't want the entire nipple to
J, just the top. Somehow | knew it'd be better like that. But | did reach down and smooth the fabric
er panties arourr‘er hips causing the creases between her legs to stand out that much more. Then
ad back to the camera, checked the viewfinder and somehow got the shot.

We two more, in slightly different positions on the bed, each time my hands and my eyes growing
bolder a 0 ingly let me pose her and adjust her nightie just how | wanted to get the fullest
effect. Then in‘an.in piration, | had her sit on the window sill, and turn, so the light shining around her
oreasts illuminated the nightie and all but caused it to disappear. Then next, | had her stand up,
preading her arms and legs so the light shone through all around her. For this shot | decided to use the
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)ntal detail, which would have been obscured in the shadow of the contrast of
age | saw ﬂa 1in the viewfinder, Cynth might just as well have been completely
mb e shadow image of the outline of the tuft tuclid tween her

ept building and building into something on the verge of

ne way she acquiesced to my every suggestion, yet made
starte b e like a dance between us, with her trying to see how she

uld pose, howsshe could tease me, gauging her success by watching my

so hard for so long, it seemed it was becoming difficult for me to breathe.

ure count. "I've just got two shots left."

ia stepy from the window and came rig
should When we first

almost pastel gree d etoa
er&id pulled fresh 3 ﬁ

| me if I'm wrong." Her finger had slipped down and was tracing a circle on my chest. "But | imagine
t last shot and the light behind my nightie," she took her other hand and tugged up at the fabric
er breasts. "You could probably see right through this material, couldn't you? It was just like |

p 11

e, way too close. Lightly she put a finger
oting, outside, earlier, they were a
Lemerald hue, like that of a dragon

eed tor he could so easily read my face.

're going to ese yourself, aren't you? You're not going to take the negatives to any lab?"

hemently sh
»

a‘around on my chest. "Then what if we take those last two au
es on mine. "You know, go for broke. All the way. I'm game if you

ia traced t
al?" She la

| managed to speak, but something came out. "Yeah," | stammered, my own voice
and dry in my ears. "Sure, if you want to."

inger away and stepped back. Continuing to look me in the eye, | could sense some
of satisfaction she had in looking into me. "You have to ask me," she said breathlessly.

owed, a\‘nd the’eling left my fingers, becoming a cold tingle down in my toes.

ke your nightie off for me, Cynth," | said. Even now, | can think of those words, and how it felt to
e out and say them. "l want you to let me see you ... let me see you naked." And then, how she

y giving me that smile; nothing could ever be any more exciting than that. "Do it for me,
e it off. Let me see your body."

- =0
Cynth,
Mithout saying another word, she crossed her hands at the hem and slowly, luxuriously pulled up the
p. | saw the top of her panties, her naval, the bottoms of her breasts, her nipples, her throat, then she




’.
mentarily over her head, before just letting it fall to the floor. Cynth dropped
des ane ressed hl&breasts together between her arms, hooking her humbs in her
g back'a orth playfully from side to side. "Do you like my breaslsjl my?" She
e being her N dm and having me show them to you?"

er fantasized. In my wildest and hottest dreams | had seen us
g "‘\ of my wet dreams, which had occasionally come upon me and

8d, | hao made it this far. The culmination of my excitement always

dream it. A at had been enough, more than enough. And now there she

a pair of panties and smiling at me, at me! Then, even before | could take it all

down and pulled her panties down, stepping out of them and just leaving them

or. .-

PTER TH

ays remember it w h, time stood still, and there was no
até}other than my ui;' ivate r the one I'll always cherish, there was
rld, only this rav ul girl s

ding stark naked before me.

' she cleared her throat. "Mr. Photographer? Is this what you had in mind?"

eard her words as | remember them. But | was fixated on her breasts. They were everything |

e imagined, each standing away as soft as they were firm. She wasn't as large as in my

s, butin there wasn't any need for her to be. She was perfect. Her nipples were pink, an

match to and not flat on her skin as | had imagined, but full and rounded with the dark

flesh of the elf bulging out slightly. It was as though the very tips of her nipples were

ing the rest out, pertly standing up in the center, tight and stiff, each with the trace of a

indentation ddle. | finally let my eyes fall, down, down past her navel, down to where

wisps of hai nd ‘creases of her legs came together. Standing there, the light from
indow fra her legs pressed together, crossed a bit at the knees. Between

ighs it for. d with the same auburn hue as the curls at her shoulders. | don't know

ong | loo g she let me look, but when | came back to myself and we again touched

| could y own wonder appreciated and reflected back to me.

ve sized up your model," she said. "l don't know if it's more titillating for you to look at
iting for me to let you look."

ed all this later, every detail, but for right now | wasn't even sure if she was speaking English.

stepped right up to me and shook my shoulder. "Jimmy. What do you want me to do? You have to
me." ‘

ome reason, | was then and there completely washed over with a sense of what we were doing. In

a embraced the heart stopping reality that | was here, in Cynthia's room, alone with her, and she
was nake 'Iy naked, and willing, very willing to do whatever | asked. | think what | experienced
is exactly wha is called an epiphany, a rush of reality. Thankfully, though, | snapped out of it, and just as
guickly the shot appeared in my mind. "Go sit on the edge of your dresser, by the mirror. And turn a bit
0 | get a reflection in the glass."
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nowWwhere tf?t dea came from. But she did exactly as | asked her. She glided right

alluring naked.from behind as from the front, those legs, her hourglass hips, the
me togett > o] e curves of her bottom, merging into the dark center right up
Sessof |e

slipped her bo ‘w e edge, her legs coming apart for just a moment as she
e this#® She calle e.

forward. "Put your arms down, behind your back." | actually touched her, and she
“into position. | could really smell her now. Our closeness was incredible. The experience
g when she was wearing her nightie, but now that she was naked, my exhilaration was
irel ent level. | reached up and movi r hair, so it fell across her shoulders and then
her chi Im moving her head over just so. alling back, | stood by the camera and took
. Even rig see every detai ain of that image. The way her legs
together, how the r pubic hair fill sht creases to the sides of her legs. Her
foiome reason was &S}&'JEII so ete?y naked, so open and exposed to
d her breasts, they were e y as though she was holding them out for me, presenting them to
Q‘\ rounded globes forming her areolas, | seemed to fixate on the fullness. Then it was the tips of
es which captivated and held me. How each stood out, her pleasure so readily apparent at this
all enhanced by the soft color of the late afternoon light. And the expression Cynth gave me
describable, a subtleness of her features with her eyes revealing every bit of her erotic thrill
ocence, too, and anticipation. We were being so much more than naughty; | had thought
hat would happen if the door was to open right now and her mother was to walk in and catch
Ne weren't j ing around. This was sex, even if we weren't actually touching. Cynth's delight in
ndulgence c aked for the camera and for me was showing through, as openly exposed as
body. It was ould see it. She knew full well what it did to me to look at her, and she
ighted in my e crowning touch was when | had her perform a last gentle twist with her
dy. She now re 0 resenting herself to me completely, offering herself for my
eciation two dy reflected in the dresser's mirror. The glass caught the angle of her
e |eft brea rue size and form in how the flesh curved and stood away from her

A4
and trembled when | performed the final adjustments to the camera. | remember her
aky voice, "My, my, aren't we nervous, Mr. Photographer? | think you like my being
on't you? | know you can see that I'm all girl. Maybe you need to take a bit more time?
2 going to get the shot? You seem to be shaking."

? | was sweating; my hand was trembling. "Just be still," | replied. Gripping the shutter release in
ght, | held up my left hand and said, "Don't look at the camera. Look at my hand." Then | took one
moment to absakb the image in the viewfinder, looked up and held my breath before pressing the

ton.

y eld herself like that for me, lingering a moment more, and then it was gone. She unwrapped her
legs and own. She came right over to me, standing right with me, so close. Again, the awareness of
her nudity wa 500 arwhelming. | just could not believe it, even looking at her. It was so much to
omprehend, but here she was, alone with me and entirely willing to do whatever | asked. But |
ondered, would she truly do anything, anything | asked?

. | . . .




ﬂ
.
d. "Letis ma&eua@od one." .

.

ished into'n Is et on the bed," | instructed. "Lie down for me."

e of Wesita or pped over and got on the covers, but didn't lie down, instead
s. "Do you w 1e on my tummy or on my back?" She asked. "How about like
dand be to all fours, so she fully presented her bottom to me and her

nea h, dangled away from her body.

-
ince, many times, and suspected she really knew just how completely she was

me. The lips of her vagina were tucked so wondrously between her legs. With the

ead nees, she was completely ope view. It was incredible, Cynth looking around
over he r at me, her hair hanging down, way her breasts changed shape and both
ipples se rd the covers. ing and erotic as she was, | had

hing else in : ger around. "N n your back."
J B

: b

re?" She asked. She v er om. "This feels

d up. She was looking back at me, but | only had eyes for those lips. | had the strongest impulse

and up between her legs, all the way up to her naval, and then draw my hand back dragging

hrough those folds. Somehow though, the urge translated itself into a slap, and | spanked

y on the right cheek, leaving my hand where it was and momentarily relishing the feel of her
efore dra it back threateningly. "Do you need a spanking?" | wanted to sound authoritative,

Y voice wa ing. "Or are you going to be a good girl and do what | ask?"

on her skin, an outline of my hand. She had let out with a surprised little

but it had sounded anything but angry. "Ooh, | liked that," she said. "Do
.

e actually
Ip with the so
other side."

plied, givi a swift spank. There was no mistaking her thrill; she even shivered.
new w 3 down!" | ordered. "On'your back. | want you to look up at me."

me, smoothing herself against the covers and raising her hips up a couple of times
er legs together and placing her hands down flat on her tummy. "Like this?" She asked.

d appreciate how the weight of her breasts had changed, now lying fully against her
ferent than how they had hung down a moment ago. And too, the darkly rust colored hair
her legs, in this light and at this angle, seemed to be a bit lighter and more sparse, revealing
ark line ot the hidden crease running down the center.

as already adjusting the camera. "Put your head back, Cynth."
ed s| ghtly and again asked, "Like this?"

nd move your left arm so it crosses your tummy, and put the other behind your

L —

"Yes," | came back.
ad n
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(o] see‘into;.he vision in my mind she complied, doing just as | needed her to.
ieve ibwhen | ?icl‘/hat came next, but it just came out. "Open your Iigs for me?"
.

ere was SO n ich passed between our eyes. For a moment ﬂhbught she
O itMButalo quick trace of unease at my request, I'd seen a flash; that
ere. a witness a revelation through her eyes, the flash of her
rill'she foun "-7-\ hat | wanted, in presenting her body to me exactly as | wanted
| coul@in’t believ e suddenly raised her knees and spread her legs wide.

he at and still her voice would barely come. "How's this?" Her fingers had
nched up into fists. Her breath was ragged, almost panting.

| he k pedal. "Not so much." | rem red | was startled right down to my core. She
et, inc et, her little lips slick and glisteni t it was more than her vagina, so open, so
letely e it, how she looked back at me; it took
arslif thinking abo i at she did. "Put one knee up, Cynth"

cted. "Keep the othe
n't move!"

ed so alluring, so ready. | knew this was but a preview of the treat her husband would enjoy on
ing night. She was completely offering herself. The light angling in caught the darker hint of

in the center, and the folds of the edge of her vagina were framed against the light skin of her
ot too blatantly exposed to my eyes, yet not too little. A hint, a tease, and a promise, too. There
, and there is nakedness. | seemed to be learning that it was necessary to capture them both.

e was a refi of vision necessary to attain and portray the excitement and subtleties of the

ce of her b hia lay on her own bed, naked before me, a girl giving her body to me, as

osed to me g as any woman, ever. Yet what dawned on me and drove me almost wild was
| felt. | coul aven taste her enjoyment of it, and she seemed to feed off and derive her
intense plez ci nt in my eyes.

ords came L | almost didn't say it. But it came out anyway. "You know, Cynth, you
uch a tr dy. I've never really seena girl's vagina before, at least not like this. A

age ore, when | spanked you, when you had your bottom out to me, | was so tempted to
ed to put my fingers on you. | wanted to draw them between your legs. | wanted to
s, feel it on my fingers."

he came back. "I don't know what to say. You really like my pussy?"

vays known Cynth as a bit wild, and here she was naked on her bed. But hearing her actually
the words, "My Pussy," for some reason damn near sent me over the edge. | had never even
ard a girl say thatWord before, much less smile at me as she did.

th cleared her throat and scooted a bit. "l think you better get your shot while you can. You look like
0ing to pass out there, Jimbo."
”

It took a few mements to get the camera positioned. | wanted to get it just right, with an angle off to the
ide and looking down. | took my time, | did. And it was almost with a sigh of regret that | snapped the
utter. The last picture was taken, the roll spent. Instantly, | flipped the rewind switch and turned the
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wantipg ta make sure it would be safe. Then, with that important detail
oked up.to find &ha‘ehe was still positioned exactly as she was poseg vlhen | had

e. . t.

'll get these over to the darkroom, and when my dad goes to
something about her in the way she looked back at me. Don't
ad to stand back and take her in. "God, you are beautiful."

i almost on herchest. "I'm not worried about the negatives. | know you wouldn't
But | want you to come here."

eflex, though I'd heard her allitoo well. | believe | remember touching my finger to

e those shorts off. You're not going to
t.oget out of here until I've had my

n to do what |
e;rwd u'
A

p, still with the camera in one hand. She sat up and snatched my shorts and underwear down
| was so stiff; it just seemed to stand away. But | stood there, letting her look, once again
as in some kind of hazy dream. And then | saw her raise her hand and felt her touch me.

you," s

e like this.
00

PTER FOUR

on the bed
g to do wha
n.

5 me," she said. "I've done just what you wanted all afternoon, and now you're
e didn't even wait for me to comply, but grabbed my hand and pulled me

<

of t| don't remember taking off my shoes. | do remember being on
h sweat against mine. | remember her lips, her breasts, those nipples,
each one felt in my mouth. And those lips of hers, down low, |
de my fingers in, all the while kissing me and stroking me. And | remember
ing over, so quickly, and my coming, losing control, even as | was trying to enter her.
to matter. Moments later, still panting and my face on fire, she kissed me and then
was shaking, absolutely shaking, when Cynth moved and rolled me over, leaning over
and looking down at me. That smile, she wasn't the least bit upset, in fact she looked
weetly flattered.

ember her
f her, nakec
craved th
ed the
ite

she said. "Go slower, Jimbo. Let the excitement build."

ust come a\few !nents ago. I'm sure it was still between her legs. | know | was wet, and yet, not
Ily even softening; and here she was, so beautiful, that green fire in her eyes and telling me to, "Go
er." Slower! As if such a thing was even possible? God, she was so beautiful. The telltale stirrings of
erection were already beginning to rise.

She kissed me, long and slow, her lips moving across mine to the point | couldn't think of anything else.
en she leaned back and looked into my eyes. "Now you do the same for me. Kiss me. Kiss me like | just

ssed you."
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d ovefime t¥1e it|f"|ps of her nipples were teasing me, grazing Ilghtly cross my chest
ed. | flas| my.eyes down. | just had to see, and in seeing her breasts, with those
pples ticklin « felt the flush come over me as wildly as it ha before.

e ound of amusement with my all to apparent pleasure. "l can
g to have to tak N“k ps. Just lay back and do what | tell you."

Ibo o t and lay dowm'with her head in the crook of my arm, snuggling in until the full
essed against me. | could feel her pussy on my hip, and yes, the wetness, my

% 2 = v -
‘ .-
SS M aid. "It's your turn to do just a

he wouldn't let me press hard,
tleties of her touch. Little—by-little,

ed her, ju rd until our lip

oW managing to ion th
ve‘innto a rhythm, tt js n, the'slo wa.y she opened her lips and moved

; she was inviting ; Idlng me at bay with the alluring promise of passion to come.
her taste on my tongue, the smelI of her breath, and the pounding pulse of the heat coursing
our young bodies, we kept ourselves pressed together, and | became as hard as | had ever
ep down every fiber of me was charged, stiff and standing erect. And she knew, that girl
gyes were closed, as were mine, and her hand came over to touch me, lightly, gently; but still
ith her initial contact with my erection as if a bolt had passed through my body.

od," she whi
h you."

momentarily drawing away her lips. "Be still. It's my turn. Lay back. Let me

e Was so gen ent, just grazing and glancing along the tip of my swollen penis with the
of her finge ay down and up again, moving along the sides and the curve of
ching shaf nd even the softness of the back of her hand. All the while she kept me
hrough t s, knowing when and how to draw my consciousness back and forth

2en the Of gers on my erection, and the play of her lips with mine. It was maddening,

0 abso Ifilling. Caught up in it, like a dream that just goes on and on, | brought my own hand

er left breast, tracing my thumb across her nipple, thrilled to find she was every bit as

ack from our kiss, letting her tongue linger for a moment, then opening her eyes. "That's
he breathed. "Touch me. Touch me as | touch you."

wn. And | did thel8ame, taking her nipple gently but firmly between the press of my fingertips and
essing it just around the edges at the tip. In response she arched her back, pushing her mound even
e tightly against me, and at that letting slip with a soft, little moan. Driven by that sound, | was so

0 ely focused on her, her body, the nipple in my fingers, the crush of her pussy so tight against my
leg. It wa onscious heat in that moan which caused an instinctual shift in the object of my
desire. | wanted her, but mostly | wanted Cynth to enjoy me. And now | did kiss her. | kissed her exactly
as she had kissed me, dragging my lips over hers, teasing her with my tongue and letting her taste my
eath as she breathed me in.
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pursed her fing;together, just tracing them ever so lightly around the very edge of my swollen
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emony's imagination | can see us, feel us, smell us. Every sense was s alive. We

on Cynt d, lying, pressed together, amid the folds and creases of those rumpled
| sheets. The il 1 overhead was circling lazily above, as at times, with us

2d with the breath of a breeze. Our sweat so sticky sweet, yet
heat all around, pouring out with each gasp for breath and

h of her nipple and let my hand trace down, down along her
r skin shivered to my touch and where her softest curls were

peeling herself away. She was wet, so wet, wet with so much more than sweat. A
to my awareness, the rich andisalty musk of my come, which had stayed pressed

the while we fondled and kisse tinctually, following the heat, | let my fingers
down a een her legs.

as all so different d encou *ously known in the back seats of cars
bciyowed bedroom c * ing, th ,fhad been replaced with what she
ching me about the a slow and careful attention to every detail. Cynth had opened

egs to me. How she had posed up on the dresser and shifted her hips towards me so | could see

e held between her legs had been a promise, and this was the essence of that promise fulfilled.

letting me touch her as | had never touched any girl before.

y time, enjoying it, enjoying her enjoying me, I'd drew my fingers lightly around the edges to
de of he ina, along where her opened lips grazed her thighs, sliding between the sweated

es where touched her legs. Then slowly, haltingly, as much for my pleasure as hers, I'd run
ingertips, li nce of a feather, up the very center where her folds were soaking wet. Up and
down, |, as 2 reveling in the shivers caused by so gently sliding just the very tips of my

gers over the the silky hood enfolding her clitoris.
.

e while she

gers to my erection, hypnotically stroking me, then momentarily

ng, and so er hand fall completely down to cup and caress my balls. The passion,
ame so g ad grown between us, a physical expression of what Cynth had been

ing as dpenly exposed her body to both me and my camera, and of how | had hungered to
asting upon her body with my eyes.

y finger within her vagina and began to probe her as deeply as | could. Curling my

b and press against the most intimate recesses of her pubic bone seemed to drive her

d feel Cynth's pleasure of it with each new clench of her muscles and ensuing gush of

. She was so wet up inside, so hot, and tight, tight around my finger. Testing her, | began sliding

d out, strokingh!/back and forth, imagining it wasn't my finger but my erection, the one she held
i

er hand. And | k it when we'd both gone to far and again we were nearing a frenzy. We couldn't
2m to touch, to kiss, to probe, to squeeze, to stroke one another deeply enough.

ad in sweat, | remember being sodden from head to toe, and | do remember her taste, her smell.
The aro nthia that afternoon will always be with me. It was passion and love, fire and water,
caressing and sroping for anything more; we just seemed to tumble and tumble until the covers were
ompletely torn from the bed. Cynthia cried out, coming first, shaking and shivering with me following
nd losing my control, too. It was all so intense, just bursting out of me in deep, long and deliciously

| | . - .
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ook me down to my very core.
. A ' »
her clea ery time | wake from the memory, whether it's day or night. Cynth's
r cheeks an C shed a crimson red. With her free hand she held my finger

er go. Her legs spread, insistently she clasped the flat of my

, clitoris against my palm. And with her other hand she

the head "-\ ion and gathering in every warm jet and pulse. Inside her |
ermost uscles of Cynth's vagina contracting and gripping with every

\nd too, | kno could feel me, through every long, deep and delicious rise and

er, coming and coming, caught up in an explosive chain reaction of release unlike

own.

. -
bo le to even begin to get our bre
flush a an uncontrollable smile to edge
Jaydrea ' during some bori
ssed that glazed lo tracmg aving a clue as to what scene is
y %ying in my mind { Ls bec a cherished secret, I've fallen upon the
what we did wit ; uching each other as we did. And all the while the memory is
en that much more sweeter in knowing it was something we had caused within in each other,
urely Cynthia has to remember it as vividly and as often as I.

back. Remembering it, even now, always gives
Over the years, while riding in a plane,
ﬁ | wonder how many people have

enched, her bed in ruins, all we found was a brief respite. Such is youth. Even after an orgasm
at we had just experienced, all | could find in my mind was the desire to be inside her. I'm

e felt the same as |. No sooner had we begun to kiss, lightly at first, but with a quickly mounting
sion, than we ound our hands upon each other's body. It's a dream, a haze of vignettes

ing my co pllection, but | had become hard again, not as quickly as before, but with a
idedly equal d vigor. | was on top of her. Cynth had opened her legs, drawing in her feet

d raising up h icipation.
.

e, after | ha h, told me to go slowly. But we were beyond any of that now. It was
ural, yet g to feel myself slide within. The knowledge of it, the awareness, the
able ch (o] that one simple move was a moment of moments. | was over her, my
arched bows locked. We both had our eyes wide open. Looking into to her | pressed myself
ng wildly, but holding myself within. And she smiled. She smiled that Cynth smile, and
s up around my shoulders, clasping her fingers behind my neck, and with her pussy she
st delicious and wonderful squeeze.

breathed. "Yes, Jim."

ed her before | ceftainly did right then. There was Cynth, the girl next door; she was looking up at me,
iling, her eyes fullfof that fire. | could see her face, her throat, her body, her breasts, the nipples | had

fondling just moments ago. How a day like this could come about | would never know, but nothing
er, ever bg the same.

as everythin%*me, that simple and beautiful expression of acquiescence, "Yes, Jim." If | hadn't
f

No more words wel necessary. | let go with my elbows, settling down atop her, with Cynth kissing me
even before | could kiss her. It must have been the spending of the previous passion, but | found the
arity to make love to her for what seemed the longest time. We stayed together, her thighs around my

| | . . .
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my chest, the both of us moving in concerted unison so that we could best
macy Share irhev penetrating stroke of my erection. Finally though, | pressed in
st feeling nowing she too, was feeling me. | was so deep id € was so
en | withd n enjoy the sensation when | reentered her, an t;egan boldly
ur ass legs and feet were stretched up and out.

'#5. ‘I'm coming. Jim!" Her body tensed, her fingers so tight

y her eyes, her body, | cascaded down into a fit of pleasure, which just flooded out
r sure | cried out, too. It had to be. But everything after that was and will always
ying haze. I'm sure if | had been older my heart would never have survived. | just

d ca ddering in wave after wave. Th le by little, | seemed to come out of it. | was
atop he th's arms were still wrapped ar back. When | moved, she nuzzled her
nto my 3 to let me go. Fi gh, she released her hold on me and

sliioffto er sic lml
" at, as young and as i e we were, we found a quiet time of soft and innocent

ty as Cynthia lay naked in my arms, her body against mine, and her lips pressed against my neck.

ho heard the car door slam. | know it was her because she sat bolt upright. "Jimmy!" She
at me. "You've got to go!"

e drill | p, not even sure when | had my shorts on if they were inside out. | gathered up my
and stuffec e camera bag. In a panic | heard her mom's voice downstairs.

thia, I'm ho

n a dress she'd grabbed from a dresser drawer. "You can go out

h was getti tﬁ
era bag. I'll get the tripod to you tomorrow."

indow," sh

| jumpe
ing

because with the thump of my feet, her mother's voice called out:
t up there?"

nthia called out. "l was just taking a nap. | dropped something. Be down in a sec!"

to the roof wearing only my pair of shorts, my shoes in one hand, my camera bag in the

e'sa Iattife worround the back," she said pointing. "Just be careful going over and climb down."
held a finger to lips. "Don't make too much noise."

ck me. | suddenly wondered how many times she had sent her boyfriend packing like this. But |

did e time to dwell on it. | made it, and two days later while my dad was out to lunch, | lived that
thrill a | saw those images appear in the darkroom tray, one by one. Hanging the prints up
to dry, and walking along and reliving it all step by step had my heart to pounding almost as it had up in
er room.
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llow d.ress with the blue flowers up on her porch. | could look at each print in
progression, wlu'ch' ad led us up to her bed. She was laying near thg flpwerbed,
aving un oned.that extra button, and the tops of her breasts were open to the
d in her roe € that blue nightie, brushing her hair before the mirror. | was
the window, the light had washed in behind her body exposing
eg d little nightie to all but disappear. But it was the one of Cynth

dress W ptivated me. I'd been so nervous at the time it had been
ore jate t e was looking off, her hair on her shoulders and her arms
d her knees heldtogether, framing the pubic hair exposed between her legs, at
ghs came together. And there was something so intrinsically feminine about
ose firm nipples, even if the image | was looking at was in black and white. Her
from the front, and yet also, reflected back in the mirror. Again letting my eyes
ves along the base and side br to mind the feel of her breast when we had

had, at last, | held her cupped i

ot of Cynth on the e naked was a king the memory of how we had made
coid see so many i h rq";'a*tjred i ph&ograph, but were captured in my
{jow she had opened her |e o wide for me when | had asked her to, how she had pulled my
own and first touched me, how she had kissed me and how | had kissed her, and how it had felt
ied so deeply inside her, all of these memories were there, but only for me to see.

= .’.

A pl
on her

ing | became so excited, my face and ears were flushed red and my erection stood in my
only just got them down and put away when my dad came back, and still he noticed, even
| felt well and commenting about the color in my face.

next day, o porch, Cynth and | went through them together. | was so apprehensive about
out as always any being anxious around Cynthia for long, and her interest was every bit
keen as mine got to the one of her on the dresser and then the bed, there was a heat
d a silence bet erQ;i!hout a word, she led me back upstairs, and Cynthia, that

tiful girl, she e in, and as before we took our time with no panic, no frenzy,
g it soft an on for hours and hours, becoming spent and then coming back to life,
g with e ying each other and me learning, learning everything a man needs to know.

ose weeks before she went off to school were easy for us as it wasn't about love; we were

nds. Our sex, our lovemaking was about passion, about enjoyment and pleasure in each
ertones or demands about commitment. We were free to be free with each other.

, When we were just talking, she revealed to me that it was her mother who had been the
her to the doctor and have her get on the pill. It was a revelation, which changed my

ive of her mother. And over the next few years, when Cynth was away at school and even after
ame home en%?d to her new boyfriend, I'm sure Mrs. Mitchell wondered why | would never

ept any paymentifor cutting her grass or washing her car.

e it is some forty years later. As a professional photographer I've traveled the world and

D aphed thousands and thousands of incredibly beautiful women. Somehow, that ended up being
my forte s do they know that all the critical acclaim, all the awards on the wall in my studio, and all
the times some of those women have held me in their arms, that it all harks back to that one afternoon
1965.




e shots we took on her front porch to her boyfriend; what she did with our

don'tknow. I do know Cynthia married well. | even took a special joy in

wedding as that trademark smile of hers; I'd seen it before. B did lose

ories we \ ween us, | think it was better that way. | believe.she has three
er ough | couldn't be sure.

e was a fire in my studio and so many of my precious

the w of ragedy being the loss of the copies of my set of prints from
here was one favorite, the one special shot that stood out above all the
th, presenting her naked body to me while posing on the dresser. As much as
nly exposing herself to me, |'v&a|ways cherished believing that | know what was going
en eyes. =,

ome, always near m
to see if she sti

it was saved. From time to time I've toyed
rints and maybe even the negatives,

kept th aph at my
he idea

2cided to just leave one, for now, es | have the one, the best, that
nap of the shutter, ¥ < ’. ce of tha ﬁ'l, the essence of Cynth. I've had it
fore me as an inspi e | wrote this little me . Of course, Cynthia Mitchell isn't really

hame. | hope though, if by chance she ever reads this she'll recognize herself in these snapshots held

ories from that unforgettable afternoon. | think she'll be flattered. In fact | know she'll be
d I'm sure she'll smile.

ap shot of Cynthia. Want to see it!?! | do have it. But you have to ask.



