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Preface

This story popped into my head so a few days later I quickly knocked it up in my lunch break. It's really no masterpiece, but hopefully should bring a smile to the face!

Please let me know what you think of the story; I cannot hope to improve as an author if the readers don't tell me where I succeeded and where I failed!

John D

May 2013

Web link: http://www.johndstories.co.uk

Twitter: @johndstories

Email: johndstories@gmail.com


All Thanks To Naked Wednesday

It's tough in a recession; all the jobs at the top of the food chain get squeezed so the most skilful of employees take jobs they are overqualified for. This then cascades down the ladder until you get to my level: a supervisor at engineering plant. When I was made redundant and went looking for work, it was almost impossible to get a similar job. After all, who is going to employ someone to be a supervisor when they could get a skilled manager or even a deputy manager for the same money?

Fortunately, my redundancy pay more than paid off my small mortgage, so all I needed to earn was enough to eat – at least until the economy picked up – and found a part-time job in a small “boutique” that specialised in exotic ornaments and furniture as well as the largest scented candle section I've ever seen!

The pay was reasonable and I got plenty of hours; I could work until the closing time of 7pm as I didn't have a family, and it was only the photography student, Sara, and myself that didn't mind the unsociable hours.

Sara was a bright and vivacious girl, and worked most evenings after her University lectures; the photography kit she required (or wanted) was expensive and her part-time employment enabled her to buy the best lenses for her costly Canon camera. We got to talk most evenings, as while the shop would have a flurry of customers at around 6pm, by half-past it was deserted. We laughed and joked and forged a good relationship – despite the fifteen year age gap.

“I need your help,” she asked me as I watched a young mother leave the shop with two metal tea-light holders. She smiled sweetly at me and played with her long red hair that rested on the top of her bosom. The first two buttons on her flowery yellow blouse were undone, and her soft, pleading eyes begged me into compliance. “I'm doing a portfolio for Uni and I need some subjects.” Her voice wavered slightly as she spoke and she gulped nervously.

“Right … ummm …” I was thrown by her anxiousness and watched her trembling hands; she was a confident woman and I had never seen her nervous about anything! 

“It's a nude portfolio,” she admitted. “And I need naked … people!” I laughed at first, but she was serious and more than a little upset that I had found her request amusing. I just didn't see what was appealing about a slightly overweight, completely undesirable and almost unemployable man in his mid-thirties. There are loads of us around and she only needed to approach any rugby player on a Friday night to get all the nudity her camera lenses could handle. “It needs to be structured and … well, a bit classy,” she replied to my suggestion; I laughed again, this time more out of nervousness. Did she really want me to strip naked for her?

She was deadly serious, and despite her “regret” that she could not pay me for access to my naked body (!) I agreed to it before I got time to think it through. I am a sucker for a damsel in distress and Sara was begging me for assistance; I just said “yes, OK” before I had had time to consider the request. “Just no full frontal!”

“No, sure,” she sighed and bit her lip. “We'll just have to be creative then.”

Twenty-four hours later we were together in the shop, the location of the “shoot,” and Sara had brought one of her cameras to work. She allowed me to see her camera bag as she walked past me with a cheeky smile at 4pm and then said nothing, but as our colleagues departed to go home, until it was just us two, she gently reminded me. There was a playfulness about her and as she went to the till, I felt her hand rub me on my sides; nothing much, but just a reassuring and slightly affectionate touch.

I'm no exhibitionist, and as the customers started to dry up and the clock needle approached 7pm, I began to get excited and nervous at the same time. Sara rubbed her hands with glee. “Can we get started?”

“It's not 7pm yet,” I replied indignantly and pointed at the clock behind me. “Well not quite.” She tutted; I had seconds to go and she shook her head, before retrieving her camera from the staff room. The wait was agonising and my heart pumped angrily in my chest. My fingers tingled in anticipation and every thud on the stairs from the staff room to the shop echoed loudly in my mind. I half-wished that she got upstairs and found that the batteries weren't charged or that she didn't have the right memory card, but the beautiful student appeared in the doorway to the shop with a wide grin and a large camera.

“Guess it's time,” I murmured, and she didn't disagree with me. “What do you want me to do?” I robotically asked and gulped; the air was thick with my anxiety and she seemed to be oblivious to my nervousness.

“I want some bottomless pictures first,” she told me, with a grin. “Make a statement against all the topless pictures that are so pervasive in our society, don't you think?” I nodded, not able to disagree with her artistic assertion, but was glad that there was a counter between us. I found myself smirking broadly like a creature from Alice in Wonderland, but inwardly screaming at the same time. What if our boss appeared unexpectedly? What if the Police turned up? What if …? “You having second thoughts?” She asked with a wry grin.

“No!” I spluttered. “Not at all.” Her eyes watched as I kicked off my shoes and slid my trousers (and underpants) down to my ankles; I was still behind the counter but she saw me lift them onto the wooden top and she scooped them into a big bag. “Oi,” I argued.

“I don't want stray underpants in the background of my pictures!” She countered and licked her lips. “And Mickey Mouse boxers?”

“They were a present. From an ex.”

“I can see why she's your ex,” Sara teased coldly and wiggled her finger for me to come out onto the shop floor. I hesitated and looked across the shop, as the door to the boutique slowly opened. “Sorry!” My friend called as my heart leapt in my chest. My knees bent instantly as a regular customer entered the small boutique. “We're closed.”

“I've just come to collect my special candles,” the bustling woman called. “I've been waiting for two weeks and I got a call that they had come in.” She stepped into the shop and must have seen the alarm on my face. “You there, don't just stand there like a lemon, get them for me!” Sara murmured something but just looked at me, willing me to say something, but I froze in panic: I could not go and get the candles as I was bottomless but “special orders” were normally kept underneath the till and I instinctively reached under the cash machine with my trembling hands.

The awkward customer glanced at her watch. “And it's not even two minutes past. Honestly, two weeks I've been waiting for my Eucalyptus and Ginger candles, and …” Her annoyed voice trailed off as I put a bag containing a dozen candles on the counter and she strode over to me, glaring at Sara. I was glad Sara's initial awkwardness had attracted the ire of the woman, as her attention was not focused on my lack of clothing behind the serving counter! 

I clenched my buttocks: blind terror seized me and I gripped the side of the wooden top; Mrs Higginbotham was not going to see a half-naked man in the shop and not tell the manager. I pushed my body as close to the side of the counter as I could and bent my knees, so my T-Shirt covered every part of me that I thought was visible. The middle-aged woman checked the bag and then nodded towards me, fanning out a few banknotes on the counter.

I glanced over at Sara smirking behind the customer, mentally guffawing at my predicament. I checked the receipt on the bag and then turned my waist, but not my body to the aged cash register to my left. I felt the white heat of her stare on my fingers as I tapped away uncomfortably at the keys, before passing her a few coins in change. 

I took a few deep breaths as she left the shop and turned to see Sara laughing uncontrollably, her hands pressed together as if she had prayed for that moment. “Oh, how did she not notice you?”

“Or maybe she did!” I moaned, hyperventiliating. “And …” I was interrupted by the young lady who strode across the shop and locked the door firmly. My nerves were shot and appearing naked in the shop window suddenly felt a much bigger risk but Sara soothed my objections and raised her camera expectantly. After all, I had just served a customer half-naked, everything else would be a doddle!

The student raised her eyebrows as I stepped out from behind the small counter and she licked her lips. “Stay there,” she cried and snapped the first half-naked photograph of me since I was a mere toddler. I gulped, but my waist was hidden by a table-height candle display.

Sara put me at ease with her calm voice, and nonchalant expressions, and used most of the props in the shop. The heaters had long since been turned off, and the cool evening drafts were not welcome against my exposed skin, but she always made sure there was something between my genitals and her camera, which helped me relax, before showing me the pictures on the back of her camera. It was gentle reassurance.

My heart pounded in my chest every time someone walked past the shop door; it felt like we were so close to being discovered, and I just knew someone would call the Police if they saw us, but we were lucky and no-one paid two shop staff working after hours much attention as they scurried home from work or to their dinner dates. We were insignificant.

Sara teased my shirt from my body and repeated many of her shots; a candle hiding my manhood or a small display or even just bending over a table to capture my rear end. She seemed so relaxed giving directions and teased playfully with my anxiety. “I'd really like some full frontal shots,” she mused as I finished using a candle holder for a purpose it was not designed for. “It'll be great if I could get just one or two.”

“But it's vulgar,” I moaned and put a table between myself and my friend. “It just wouldn't be right and I've ummm … well I've not got … well I'm …”

“Oh! Men!” She cried with a smile. “What do I need to do to get you to come all out?” I laughed at her mannerism but she was serious and gestured wildly.

I thought for a few moments. “Who's going to see this?” 

“Oh just people who look at my portfolio.” I hummed for a moment, more out of a sadistic desire to tease the girl pushing her luck. “OK, if I get naked, will you do it?”

She stared at me, expecting an answer as my eyes widened; was she serious? It had been a few months since I had last seen anyone naked and she giggled as I pondered her offer in disbelief. “Christ!” I murmured.

“That's a yes then?” She surmised and without waiting for an answer, the young lady removed her dress to reveal a pair of lacy black knickers and a matching bra. I think I may have dribbled slightly as I gulped and stared open mouthed at her smooth body, and radiant skin.

She turned away from me to unclip her bra and then slid her knickers to her dusty shoes, presenting me with the peachiest arse I had seen in a long time. I simpered in delight, but the naked girl picked up the camera and held it aloft. “Are we good to go?”

My cock, already slightly swollen from the excitement of being naked, was now pointing at the ceiling and I fidgeted behind the counter. “Ummm!”

“Ummmm?” She pouted with a gleeful smile. “Ohhh,” she cried as it dawned upon her what my errant manhood was doing. “Have you got excitement issues?” I nodded at her, my face burning with embarrassment as she leant over the counter with a wicked smile, glancing down at my waist. “That's fine.”

“But …”

She spoke in a commanding tone. “It's fine. It'll go or …” Her voice trailed off as she picked up a joss-stick from the display. “Or I will use my mini cane to beat the blood out of it!” I had no doubt she was joking, but the threat of kinkiness from the dominating woman did little to stem the tide of my erection. 

She coaxed me into the middle of the room and started taking pictures; my eyes focused on her hairless body, her delightful bosom, her flawless skin and her toned legs. She was sheer naked perfection and my cock was being teased by the very imagery she was presenting to me. I desperately wanted to disappear to the toilets for a “number three” but she refused.

It took several minutes, but as my arousal faded to a non-erection, she started taking more photos. She promised me that they would be classy and tasteful but I had my doubts; what beauty is there in an overweight naked man? 

“All finished!” She cried as she had photographed me standing over her naked body and her camera. “You can get dressed now.”

“And you too,” I joked but Sara just shrugged as she flicked through the images on the back of the Canon. 

“These'll look great on the 'net,” she murmured.

“The Internet?” I cried. “But …”

“My portfolio. It's an on-line portfolio,” she interrupted. “Didn't I mention it?”

“No!” I cried indignantly. “So anyone can see it?”

“Well that is the idea,” she added with a smirk and then crossed her arms over her breasts as she studied my reaction. “Right, I can see you want to, take a picture of me then for the 'net.” I made vague arguments but the elegant student slipped her camera over my head. “But I am choosing where they go.”

“Playboy?”

Sara laughed. “No. There's a site with Naked Wednesday on it. All classy naked pictures of men and women, we could put them there.” She sat on the counter of the shop with her legs dangling over the edge, leaning forward slightly. I felt my loins stir again as she blew me a kiss and I focused her expensive camera on the impossible coquette. 

“Stay there,” I said as the camera clicked again, feeling a sense of power well up inside of me. “I want a few more. Let's have you in the window, like I was, and then bending over this table and …” She smiled broadly, but happily skipped from one pose to another, while I used her camera to take despite the myriad of settings on offer to me.

I took almost 100 pictures of the young woman, who enjoyed being in front of the camera almost as much as being behind it. She seemed to enjoy posing, and blowing kisses or beaming at me, and I certainly enjoyed directing her naked body.

We finished at around 8pm and she passed me my clothes to get reacquainted with them; they felt weird after spending an hour wearing nothing. “Thanks for all your help,” she said as she put her shoes on her feet. She paused and stared at my expression for a moment, waiting for a response; what did she want from me? “I'm only going to grab a takeaway,” she muttered. “You're welcome to join me. Choose the pictures to send to Little Miss for Naked Wednesday,” she said with a gleam in her eye.

I leapt at the chance and Sara's pictures were uploaded to the Naked Wednesday site that very night, much to her intrigue. She got several delightful comments when they were posted, and hundreds of page views to her portfolio. And as for me: well I got a takeaway pizza, a kiss, a new-found sense of enjoyment from being naked and a date with a photography student.

All thanks to Naked Wednesday!

Naked Wednesday exists and is run by Dirty Little Whispers (www.dirtylittlewhispers.com). Each week a different person has their classy and elegant photograph or photographs displayed on her site – some anonymous and some not, it's up to the submitter.

Miss Whispers is always looking for new entrants, so get snapping those classy pictures and drop them off at her site – or are you not that brave? And for the record, I have been on Naked Wednesday; have you got the balls or not to join me and others?
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