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Chapter One

Spring arrived at the end of February in San Francisco. It came with the first warm, thigh-tickling breeze, with the aroma of fresh grass and burgeoning leaves and new blossoms. It brought with it reborn lust to stir the veins and the remembrance of things past. It was that way for Sophie Russo, who jogged the steep city block. This was a regular practice, parking her old VW at the bottom of the hill and racing to the top, breathless by the time she reached the wrought-iron gate in front of Martin Scoffield’s studio. The practice had its purpose, clearing out the cobwebs from her reluctant but beautiful body, making her head light, her heart beat rapidly and her pale cheeks flush. Body purified, head purged of grief, she would expel a sensuous breath of air, her lissome body looking as though it was happily collected and ready to work. 

Sophie viewed that unsullied neighborhood with a degree of admiration, pondering how anything subject to the wind and the grime of a city could remain so beautifully unscathed. Victorian row houses lined the streets as far as her eye could see in all directions. Like pastel chocolates, the sculpted exteriors were painted in diminished shades of white and cream, trimmed with grey, blue, pink and sometimes tan. Occasionally now, there were highlights in the scrollwork, contrasting shades of navy, green and burgundy. One mutinous neighbor had painted their starched Victorian in vibrant shades of pink, mauve and cranberry, totally forgetting the proper decorum requisite in this sparkling community. The oddity made Sophie smile. She loved every minute on these unsoiled streets and the way they made her feel washed clean. She could admire this perfect neighborhood, but she could never live here comfortably. Her life needed its tarnished places since she was certainly a tarnished woman. 

With one last glance toward the Pacific Ocean far in the distance, she would open the gate and step lightheartedly up the steps. Martin Scoffield’s studio was in a corner house, one larger and detached from the other dwellings on the block. Light could come in through four sides, not just two—though the house was so close to the one adjacent, with only six feet separating their outer walls, that no sunlight actually hit the nearly useless windows on that end of the house. Taking advantage of its large lot, Scoffield’s Victorian styled studio sprawled as though bursting its tightly laced seams, a turret at the top, bay window on the side, and an octagonal corner of the house jutting out beyond the more straight-laced façade. 

Sophie could imagine herself living like an angel inside this house—all the rooms were light and airy; and when the windows were open, the Pacific breeze fluttered the thin curtains as if fairy sprites were dancing odes to Spring. Martin kept the hardwood floors gleaming, the rooms as pastel and muted as the neighborhood’s pastel atmosphere. He’d remodeled what had been a typically drab house, turning it into one extraordinary morning room—that is, except for his darkroom where he developed his photographs and the main studio that changed according to the requirements of each photo shoot. Knowing she was no angel, Sophie’s daydream of living in the house was just a playful fantasy. Working there was enough to suit her need for this cheerful splendor. 

It had been comforting to have a regular job modeling clothes for department store advertisements. After her miserable twenty-sixth year when her mother died and her boyfriend of three years lost his life in the same car wreck that immobilized her for four months with a broken leg, her twenty-seventh year looked brighter—at least one that might allow her to mend her tattered spirit and put some distance between herself and the past. The task had been difficult. The modeling job had been the beginning, as though she’d been given a gift from God to restore her faith in life. 

Her best friend, Maureen, had said that her life was bound to make a change, and so it had. Maureen had endured her share of grief and should know. She was infinitely wise, and thankfully patient with Sophie’s slow progress back into the land of the living. 

When Sophie first crossed into Martin Scoffield’s world she had no idea how all-consuming this association would be. He simply adored her body. Sitting in the reception area, having answered his advertisement for a female clothing model, she was surrounded by gorgeous women, some robust and voluptuous, and others, willowy, slender versions of herself. She tossed her head back, letting the natural curls of her shoulder length hair fall behind her head while she made a stab at reading a fashion magazine. Most of the models in the room were doing the same in one way or another; though they were all too nervous to concentrate on anything. A few of the more experienced models sat straight-faced and relaxed as though they already had the job. This would be Sophie’s third modeling job if she were hired; but seeing her competition, she assumed the audition would amount to no more than the other dozen auditions of the last few weeks—an unproductive lesson in rejection.

Martin Scoffield, at thirty-three, was an excellent photographer with great credentials that extended far beyond the print layouts he did to keep his business in the black. He’d produced a book of artful images taken throughout the city, highlighting the uniquely diverse character of San Francisco women. When so much is written about the gay community, Martin’s exposé was a lovely tribute to another of the many defining spirits in this multi-layered city—straight, lesbian, old, young, beautiful, aged, ragged and ordinary women appeared in his work. Hailed as quite an accomplishment far beyond San Francisco itself, it put Martin Scoffield in a revered position in an often-patronizing art community. 

He often said he was “getting away” from strictly commercial shoots like the ones Sophie modeled for, but that was only a pipe dream. It would take some time before he could retire from the more mundane aspects of a photographer’s life. 

Sophie Russo, however, saved him from the mundane and the ordinary. The instant he laid eyes on her—her thin hand was gently flinging a lock of rebellious hair out of her eyes—he was in love. Had Venus herself appeared in his reception room, he wouldn’t have been more impressed. Hers was not the kind of beauty that won pageants, that would be picked as the runway model of the year, or would appear on the cover of Sports Illustrated clad only in a swimsuit. Her beauty was unique.

There was a quality of innocent virtue; though her essence was not all air and reveries. She was serene. She would speak quietly while so many other models in the room would emerge boldly once they were called on to speak. Her step would be sensuous in the purest form and uncomplicated. Her power was sexual, but not manipulative, hard, or grinding. Martin had the feeling that any moment this vision of femininity could lay back, part her legs and allow herself to be taken. 

Though she was serene and contemplative, and easily seduced, Martin knew that this girl had an edge—a flaw in her character, which only made her more fascinating. Was she really what he needed in a department store model? And did he really care if she wasn’t? 

During their first weeks of photo shoots, Martin learned of her recent grief. He saw the sadness in her soul emanating along with her natural radiance. Perhaps that sadness kept her grounded, so she appeared less flighty than she might have been otherwise. She was clearly grounded in reality, no longer able to dream quite as fancifully as she once had. 

It said a lot of Martin Scoffield that with just one glance at Sophie Russo he could deduce so much. It didn’t take but a split second for him to pick her out of the group and motion her into his private office—all to the curious and critical stares of those who were left behind. The gesture was so unexpected, and so decisive that the other waiting models gave up hope of landing the job. At the same time, none left Scoffield’s studio until they were dismissed. 

Sophie Russo had no shortcomings as a model. She had uncanny instincts before the camera—almost as though she was inside Martin’s head, knowing exactly what he wanted each moment. Martin liked pliable models. When he was working, he was the creator and viewed his models as clay to shape in a mold he devised from his own visions.

Sophie’s relationship with the photographer developed easily into a friendship—a backwards sort of one, since Sophie was on guard against giving too much to anyone. She wasn’t in the mood for a relationship after the last one left her so brutally ravaged. And, thankfully, Martin wasn’t interested in a relationship either. He might have been gay—his sexual orientation hadn’t been discussed. Though everything else was. During the course of a shoot, Martin often commenced innocuous conversations about film, theatre, San Francisco social life and the weather. Beginning with simple small talk, they proceeded to touch on their personal lives.

These exchanges were so detached, removed from emotion and even reality, that Sophie slipped in all the essential facts about her life without raising a single tear—everything from her childhood dilemmas, the deaths of her mother and boyfriend, to discourses on remodeling her apartment—something necessary to get the spooks of the past off her back—to her best friend, Maureen. 

While Martin posed her in clothing; everything from cute, to romantic, to matronly, to teenage slutty, he was at the same time offering quiet therapy, so very different from the long and emotional sessions, crying her eyes out on Maureen Duvall’s convenient shoulder. 

After three weeks of steady work, it was obvious that working with Martin Scoffield was more than just a job. “Are you falling in love with him?” Maureen asked one afternoon, as Sophie plopped down in a kitchen chair inside her friend’s warm and garlic smelling kitchen. Mo stood over her with a spaghetti-covered spoon waiting for an answer. She was a soft on the outside, steely on the inside brunette—long on efficiency and wisdom, though often short on tact. 

“No!” Sophie insisted looking shocked that the subject was even mentioned. “Why would you say that?”

“He’s all you talk about.”

“That’s because I’ve been with him ten hours a day for nearly ten days straight. We know each other very well.”

“And he’s in love with you,” she stated flatly.

“He loves my body and the way I pose. For some reason I’m absolutely perfect for what he wanted.”

“Beware.”

“Of what?”

“You’ll be in bed with him before the month’s out and I’m not sure you’re ready for that.”

“Of course, I’m not. But, Mo, I’m not attracted that way, and I don’t really think he’s attracted to me that way either. I’m more of a virtuous Goddess than I am a potential lover,” she said acting playfully, way a Goddess would act. “Besides, he might well be gay.”

“Is he?”

Sophie shrugged. “I don’t know. Could go either way.”

Maureen shook her head, her short, dark curls hardly budging, unlike Sophie’s softer ones that moved like a buoyant cloud about her wide-open face. 

Sophie’s honey blonde hair was streaked white so that the look of it shifted according to the way the sun and shadows played with its inconstant texture. Her light-hued eyes were some indistinct color between blue and green—unless she was in sunlight when they glittered with a golden hue. She sat at ease in Maureen’s kitchen—sometimes her friend’s home was more inviting than her own, hers being so replete with gloomy memories. (Maureen had advised her to move out, while Sophie insisted that a facelift would do; it was hard to find apartments in San Francisco with the kind of sensuous ambience she loved.) 

Maureen, tending to her pot of sauce, was of a dark-skinned Eastern European background, her features sharp and distinct. Her black eyes could snap with venom as easily as they could deepen lustfully. And her tight compact body seemed powerful even though her form was small. She might have been as changeable as Sophie in appearance and mood, but she did a different kind of shifting, as though she lived on an altogether different plane of existence. Maureen had long ago hardened herself against the world around her, while Sophie had only begun to do the same. Both women feared vulnerability, Maureen’s defensiveness inbred, Sophie’s learned. Ultimately, Sophie would be the first to soften since it wasn’t natural for her to remain guarded with her affections. She simply needed time. Maureen might need a sledgehammer to open herself—especially to men. She was not a lesbian, but found few men truly understood what she needed. At thirty-three, while many women searched almost desperately for love, she ignored that game. Though a man in her life would have been pleasant, it wasn’t a necessity.

“So, maybe you do have the perfect man,” Maureen suggested.

“Right now he’s the only one. And he makes no passes. He’s a perfect gentleman and he adores me.”

“Humm. Then, perhaps, you should hang on to him.”

“And the money’s damn good.”

“You must have an angel here, hon. ‘Bout time,” she smiled so meaningfully Sophie was almost in tears. “Still miss him, don’t you?”

“With all my heart.” Danny would never die inside her, especially because she didn’t want him to leave. This was something Maureen understood instinctively about Sophie because she understood the human psyche. She’d nurse Sophie through her grief if it took her forever, and it wouldn’t matter if it did. Sophie was that important to her; she was a delicate friend who needed sheltering. 

Maureen was part owner of a deli and bakery just down the street from her apartment. The quaint establishment served specialty coffees, fresh pastries, sandwiches on freshly baked bread and stocked an assortment of gourmet foods. While her partner took care of the early morning bakery crew, Maureen ran the deli from seven in the morning until seven at night. When Sophie wasn’t working as a model, she was Maureen’s favorite waitress. Now so busy with Martin Scoffield, Maureen missed seeing her waifish smile and sensuous movements through the deli. She missed her delicacy and laughter, and even the sadness in her eyes. Sophie was also good for business; everyone that saw her fell in love at first sight. She was so alluring that it was difficult not to be mesmerized by her peculiar alchemy. 

It was the spring of the year—spring turning rapidly into summer in San Francisco—, which was almost another season change altogether—those days when the fog would regularly roll across the peninsula by afternoon and enshroud the world in grey. Maureen worried that Sophie would take a nosedive into despair once the damp fog hit. But as long as it was spring and the city sparkled, so too did Sophie’s spirit. Her new job and the budding friendship with Martin Scoffield were saving her sanity. Both women had reason to be content.

***

Martin Scoffield’s studio was variously arranged with backdrops, potted plants, fake columns, lecterns, drapes and assorted other props to enhance the look of a shoot. His work sometimes required a good deal of imagination to make simple clothes look spectacular; and he was well aware of the nuances of light and shadows necessary to bring out the best in any model. The better they looked, the better the ads would be, the more his clients kept coming back for more. 

Sophie Russo was certainly not the photographer’s only model. With numerous projects going on at once, he had a dozen models coming and going nearly every day of the week. But once discovering his attraction for Sophie, he reserved the very early morning hours or late in the day for her shoots. Either time, the light would capture the subtleties of her hair, the moods of her face, the openness of her eyes—and sometimes their golden color. She could inspire him even when she was wearing simple muslin summer dresses or winter wool. 

After their first project was complete, he couldn’t bear the thought of not seeing her at least twice a week. So, until the next major shoot he proposed that she return and model for his photo art—a new book perhaps, though the concept of this new work was not yet clear to him. He knew, however, that Sophie would play a major role in his plans. 

As she was getting dressed behind a freestanding wooden screen, he tentatively stated his aims. They were in a fourth floor attic room that was heavenly to work in. Years ago, an artisan had carved minor masterpieces in its intricate beam ceiling. While the rest of the house had the same sort of flair, the bare wood in the fourth floor glowed magically in the afternoon light. 

“You know, Sophie, what kind of work I’m doing here?”

“You mean, these pictures aren’t going to be in Macy’s next circular?” she laughed with a musical sensuousness, already knowing this was no commercial shoot.

Her perfume reminded him of plumeria. Once she stepped out from behind the screen, clothed in a blue cotton sundress, her body was bathed in white light; and for the first time, Martin was moved to kiss her. He wanted to plant his mouth at her neck and slowly work his lips down to that fragrant area between the breasts where women dab their perfume; or moving from behind explore the tender skin behind her ears to see if the scent of her was as strong there as it was below. He’d never felt so carnally about her, the feeling working its way throughout his groin causing his penis to spout like a new bud. It was obviously a lusty afternoon and there was too much erotic stimuli in the room. 

“I mean, these are art. I don’t have a purpose for them yet.”

“But you might be making another book?”

“That’s possible.” He took some time to consider his next request—afraid that he might blow his entire relationship with just one question. Still, it begged for an answer. “For the book to move as I’ve been imagining it, I need to know if you’d be interested in posing without your clothes.” That stated succinctly, he stood back waiting for her to respond.

She looked surprised since the comment came right out of nowhere, and it momentarily left her speechless.

“It doesn’t offend you, does it?” he jumped immediately into the awkward silence.

“No, of course it doesn’t it.” She blushed, her ears starting to burn.

“What is it?” he asked quizzically, both curious and amused by her obvious embarrassment.

 “You understand, I get sexually aroused when I’m nude.”

He chuckled. “Well, Sophie, I get aroused when I’m with you. But that is beside the point. I’m certainly not planning to seduce you.”

“What if you already have?”

“Then that would be wrong. Neither of us want that kind of relationship and it would jeopardize what we already have.”

Sophie smiled, “How come you always say exactly what I want you to?”

Martin shrugged. “Understand, this is art, not porn or gratuitous sex I’m talking about.”

“Hey, silly, I trust you. Just make me look good.”

“How could you not look good?”

“You’re too sweet,” she moved his way, giving him a quick peck on the cheek.

When the session was over, they descended out of the lust-filled attic into the cooler studio below, circumventing the sexual tension that suddenly appeared so strong neither one could walk away denying it.

“He wants me to pose nude,” Sophie announced to Maureen over wine and leftover vegetable pasta from the deli. “By the way, this is really good,” she added taking another bite relishing the impact of the spices on her tongue with a dreamy look on her face.

“I told you to be careful.”

“But I don’t mind posing nude.”

“And you don’t mind sleeping with him when your passions start to run wild?”

“What would be the problem with that?”

“For me there’s no problem. But for you, it’s never been just sex, why start now?”

“Because it wouldn’t be just sex. He’s a friend and he wouldn’t take advantage of me. We could enjoy each other and walk away clean.”

“Yeah, sure.” There was a lot behind Maureen’s curt response. The brunette’s eyes dazzled the younger woman with their intelligence, as if behind them she had the keys to the universe and knew all the answers—which she usually did. And maybe she was right about sleeping with Martin Scoffield. Still, it really didn’t matter. Sophie would go where her hot crotch led. She was fundamentally carnal, and masturbation was no longer enough to satisfy her desires. Her body demanded satisfaction left unmet after Danny’s accident. Martin Scoffield was a place to start.


Chapter Two

Summer now… some days there was a lustrous sun and others the world was steeped in pea soup fog. It might have been a ponderous time of year for Sophie if it hadn’t been for Martin. She was glad that he needed her as much as she needed him.

The fourth floor of the big house was her palace. Inside it, she was its queen. A doting Martin loved her there at all hours of the day. When Sophie thought to stop by the deli and pay her respects, Maureen reminded her to be careful. Sophie summarily scoffed at her worries, but it didn’t stop Maureen from being concerned. The wiser woman suspected there was some part of her friend that was just skating through this relationship ignoring the hurt that hadn’t begun to heal. Still, she was one to advise, not interfere.

The sexual side of Sophie’s relationship with Martin didn’t begin in the attic, but in the middle of another department store photo shoot. She was wearing pastel sweater sets, and plain wool skirts for a midwinter catalog, posing with three other models, dressed in similar clothes. That afternoon, every time Martin’s eyes met hers, he was remembering the extraordinary week before. 

For three days in the attic room, she posed without clothes, lying on a chaise like a freshly cut flower. He remembered the line of her white shoulder, the hollow, and the rising collarbone, the swell of her breast that then drooped lazily against its twin—pressing against the satin beneath her. Sophie’s hip rose like an ocean swell, then curved downward as it became a thigh, disappearing into her bent knees, becoming her calves, her tiny ankles, and the daintily pointed feet stretching out like the line of a distant and endless horizon. She drifted on the green satin as though she were drifting on a calm sea. Her tan body—a fair and flawless tan—was graced by a single beauty mark just below her hipbone above her tangle of pale curls. Martin watched carefully, waiting for her to adjust the pose, squirm for a second, parting her thighs enough so he could peek at the pinkish wet between them. He saw only the very tip of inner labia extending beyond the two plump mounds of cleanly shaved velvet. He had seen enough of her naked to know that Sophie was hairless from just behind the tuft of pubic hair in front to somewhere in the—as yet unseen—depths near her anus. 

While Martin’s eyes dined on this feast of flesh, her smile was as mysterious as the Mona Lisa’s, her lips pressed delightedly together. Though there’d been a draft in the attic, she was too hot inside herself to be chilled. A bead of sweat trickled from her neck in a languid rivulet as though unsure what path to take. 

When Sophie’s eyes caught Martin’s in the downstairs studio, she remembered how he moved so adroitly, how his sandy blonde hair was captured by the mellow glow of the afternoon sun. He was studious, controlling, always having something in mind that he wanted her to understand as he shifted her pose from one to the next. As demanding as he was, he was never impatient, and often smiled, just as the camera clicked off another image of her radiance. She often believed she saw his pants pulse at the crotch, his cock all in a rage in the middle of work. 

Neither model nor photographer could forget the passionate roar these sessions fueled each day. They worked until she was tired—or more appropriately her body lust was so potent that she could no longer sit still. The third day, she hopped to her feet without being excused and flew to her robe. “Time to go,” she declared. 

“Aw, so soon?” he was both stunned and disappointed. 

“I just remembered an appointment…”

He knew it was a lie—a very bad lie—but a harmless one. 

That night, they both rethought the platonic arrangement that prevented their having sex. The biggest question they faced was, why? What was keeping them from making love? What kind of insidious reasoning was there to hold back from an act of love that was obviously mutually desired? 

Two days later at the photo shoot, after several clothing changes, the day was about to wrap. The other models were in the dressing rooms and Sophie was alone with Martin. 

Oddly, the same sort of potent attraction that seemed to loom so ominously over them in the attic was present now—there without any real instigation. He was at her side, his hand, quite suddenly, stroking her cheek. 

“I’m not sure this is good for me anymore,” he said. 

She thought he was shattering her world with that comment. “Why’s that?”

“I want you in the attic now, right now. I want you without a stitch, and not so I can take another picture of you,” he said as though he loathed his occupation. “I want you naked next to me.” He wasn’t sure what made him say these things, but they had to be said or he’d explode.

She stood looking at him in awe—afraid and in awe. 

“Then I’ll be there for you, Martin,” she finally replied. She had his two cheeks held gently between her two palms. She might have kissed him but they were interrupted by the other models leaving the studio. “I’ll wait for you there,” she mouthed as she backed away and quickly disappeared into the back of the house, on her way to the attic staircase. 

The late day shadows bathed her body with patterns of small windowpanes—beveled glass turning light into rainbows on her skin. She was more a jewel than he remembered her. Martin made up the space between them quickly, finding his lover giving up her physical treasures like a flower gives up its perfume to the air. She lay back languidly on the green satin chaise, her pale tan skin becoming his. Her hipbones ground above the cushion seeking his mouth, so that was where he planted his face first. Though he would have preferred her lips above, he was content with the lower, baser ones—ones that smelled of something sweet and tangy—he thought of some delicious fruit. Plums, she wore the scent of fresh summer plums as though he could bite into the flesh and taste the juice running over his mouth. Though maybe this was just his imagination making her so delectable. 

Her cunt was a purply-pink, a tangy sweet froth at the very center. 

She groaned, “ahhhhh, yesyesyes….” purring carnally in a breathy voice, rubbing her ass against the satin, lifting her breasts toward the empty air.

Drinking fully from her cunt, he believed she was about to climax on his tongue alone. Feeling the need to make her wait, he left the pulsing brew between her legs, kissing the top of her pubic mound while his nose nestled in her fragrant curls. Slowly climbing up her body to her navel, he licked the salty skin, then moved swiftly to her breasts. His cock responded, jumping to each new advance, knowing he could hardly wait to spread her thighs and plunge himself into the depths of her raw insides the way a conquering hero plundered the spoils of war. Her yielding nature stirred a part of his soul that was most often dormant. Few women were this easily obtained.

Sophie’s arms were stretched above her head, hands crossed at the wrists as though they were bound. As his prick pressed deeply into her, he held her hands in his, refusing to let go until their climax-bound bodies peaked, flesh rippling, jarring spasms jerking them wildly together in a sensuous dance.

Sophie lay back quietly as her breathing returned to normal, and Martin clutched her side protectively. Her arms were limply above her head remaining captive to whatever mental bonds had placed them there. 

He was in awe.

“Martin?” she brought one hand down to his head and played with his mussed brown hair. “I’m not a goddess, darling.”

That was exactly what he was thinking. “You could have fooled me,” he said, pulling away enough to look at her. The passionate adoring look in his eyes remained. 

“You might love something that I am not,” she suggested.

His eyebrows arched worriedly. “Why do you say that?”

She knew what she felt. The adoration was appreciated, but in part, unreal. He didn’t understand everything she was, and she was afraid that he’d hate her if he knew the entire truth; whatever that was. She wasn’t sure herself. 

“I’ve fooled men before.”

“Did you fool Danny?” he asked.

Thinking about her dead lover was never a pleasant activity. And she resented Martin for sending her mind down that broken road. Yet, right now, the memory was apt. “No, Danny knew me, at least he was starting to know me.”

“And you say, I don’t?”

