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Tanya stretched across the bed. She was tall and long limbed, and almost reached from corner to corner. When she had been twelve, and had suddenly shot up, the other kids had made fun of her. It had taken more than ten years before she felt comfortable in her body, and more to find a lover who appreciated it as well. Now, she revelled in being supermodel slim. Her legs were long and shapely, sculpted by cycling and swimming. Her buttocks were rounded and firm from the same exercise, and her belly flat as it swept up from the exclamation mark of neatly trimmed, coppery pubic hair. Her tiny breasts were tipped by tight, sensitive, coral pink nipples, which stood up now as she enjoyed being naked.

She had a pretty, elfin face, which looked younger than her thirty years. It was framed by tight, coppery ginger curls that she could never completely control. A not quite symmetrical splatter of freckles ranged across the top of her cheeks and small, sharp nose. It was impossible to look at her pale green eyes as she studied everything, or watch the quirks of her pale lips, without seeing the intelligence that animated them. Right now, the lips were curled up in a little smile of anticipation, and her eyes traced the patterns in the dark wood of the heavy beam above her. She wasn’t really concentrating on the grain, though, her mind filled with thoughts about the day ahead.

With a fast, fluid move, she sat up and bounced off the bed. She let her momentum carry her to the door out onto the balcony. She didn’t open it, but looked out at the fields behind the house, made grey by the drizzle. It was too late in the year to enjoy the balcony nude. She and her husband, Zach, would wrap up warm and sit out there on a crisp, clear day. But today certainly wasn’t one of those days. A shame, but there was going to be so much to do today anyway.

The door was triple glazed, and the walls of the old barn they had converted into a house were thick and insulating. So, though it was a dreary day outside, the building was warm and cosy inside. Perfect for walking around in the nude, and all the other naughty things she had planned.

Tanya had guests due, though she didn’t know when they were going to show up, or whether they’d arrive all together. She should get ready to greet them. Maybe naked would be fine for that, then she wouldn’t have to worry about what to wear. And it would be appropriate, given what they had planned.

Or, perhaps she needed to be wearing something, so she could be unwrapped later. Not too many layers, though. No point in delaying the main attraction. She opened the big cupboard that was actually the bedroom wall, and started looking through it, searching for something appropriate. None of her dresses, suits or casual wear seemed right. Maybe naked was the way to go.

Then she had an idea. Crossing to her husband’s side of the cupboard, she started going through his clothes. There was one shirt of his that she kept borrowing. A work shirt made of light denim, it was oversized, and they had both worn it as a light jacket before. She fastened the middle two buttons, leaving the bottom two and top two unfastened. Stood up straight, the hem of the shirt was just below her crotch. Just so she would take a little longer to unwrap, she went back to the drawers under her cupboard and chose a pair of knickers. They were white and lacy. Against her pale skin, a casual glance would barely spot them.

Ready to welcome visitors, Tanya busied about the bedroom. She tidied a few things away, and straightened the bed sheets. Satisfied, she headed downstairs. The landing outside the bedroom looked down on half the lounge. The double height wall opposite sported a large and striking piece of art. The square canvas at first appeared to be decorated with abstract splashes and spots of colour. Look a little longer, though, and the marks on the white surface became recognisable. There were foot prints and hand prints, and curved shapes that must be buttocks or breasts. Other shapes were calves, shoulders or arms. Look closer still, and it became obvious that some of the paint covered bodies had been intimately entwined.

The art didn't have a title. Tanya and Zach had commissioned it from their artist friend Florence after she had- slightly drunk- outlined the concept to them. One of the naked bodies used as a brush had been Florence's. Another had been Tanya's, joining in at the end to fill in some empty space. Zach had been involved as well, along with five willing and well hung men from The Gang.
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