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Even though I’m wearing the skimpiest and most see-through lingerie and stockings that I can find, I’m not cold. The field I’m lying in is bathed in hot sunshine from above. I’m lying on the picnic blanket just how the photographer has asked me to, while my husband looks on from where he stands just behind the photographer’s tripod and camera. It wasn’t my husband’s idea to pay for a series of glamor shots to be taken of me—it was mine. I’ve been kind of hoping that if my husband sees how good I can look in sexy black stockings, lacy black panties, and bra, it might rekindle any desires that he still might have for me. 

Me and my husband, Richard, are both in our mid-twenties. We’ve been married for a couple of years. At first the sex was great - or so I thought. But as I was still a virgin when I first met Richard, I have no other sexual encounters to judge him by. To be honest, I was just glad to be married to someone as handsome as Richard, as guys have never really paid very much attention to me. I never really gave much thought to what the sex might be like between us or how important it might be in our relationship.

But over the last year that we’ve been married, I’ve come to learn that it’s not all about looks. Good looks in a guy mean nothing if you’re not truly happy. And I’m not happy. Richard hasn’t fucked me in almost a year. Three-hundred and fifty-four days to be precise. I’ve been counting! Despite my best efforts to get Richard into bed, into the shower, on the floor, the couch—anywhere—he always has an excuse. Headaches, stress, football on the T.V and countless other excuses. I’ve thought about leaving him, but I love Richard more than anyone or anything and I would never want to hurt him. He’s one of the good guys—he’s just not very good when it comes to sex. 

So, I’ve been hoping that if he sees me once again wearing sexy underwear and looking hot, it might stir something within him—stir something in his pants once again. My panties are constantly wet as I spend most of my time thinking about cock and craving sex. I’ve taken to secretly watching porn and once or twice I’ve even left my laptop on where Richard can see it in the hope that he might realize that I have needs that he’s not taking care of. When that didn’t work, I bought myself a dildo, which I would use on myself in the bedroom while Richard was downstairs watching football on the T.V. When I’d finish pleasuring myself, I would leave the dildo on the bed still glistening with my wetness where Richard would find it. But still nothing. Still my husband wouldn’t fuck me.

When I fuck myself with the dildo, I think back to the good old days between us. But I’ve started to wonder if those early days had ever been that good. If I’m totally honest with myself, perhaps the sex we once shared hadn’t been as great as I remembered it to be. If I remember rightly, Richard has never been that interested in sex. In all other areas of our life, he is the kindest and most attentive husband a girl could wish for. But as I lay alone in bed with the dildo vibrating against my needy clit, the sound of football floating up from downstairs, I’ve started to be honest with myself. It has always been me who has initiated the sex between us. It has never been Richard. And when we have fucked, he’s never wanted to be very adventurous. He’d always been happy to simply lay on top, give my pussy a few hard pumps with his average sized cock until he blows his load. I can no longer kid myself, Richard has never made me cum. 

But as I now lay on a picnic blanket in a remote field wearing stockings, lacy black underwear and adopt the positions that the photographer asks of me while my husband looks on, I feel myself growing slowly aroused. It’s not the lacy underwear nor my husband that is starting to make my pussy throb and grow wet, but the photographer. He seems like fun to be around with his confident and jokey manner as he tells me to lay one way then the next. But it isn’t just his easy going and carefree approach to the shoot that is making me relax and feel suddenly aroused, but his looks, too. He is also incredibly handsome, with his thick messy dark hair, piercing blue eyes and firm jaw. But it isn’t only the photographer’s jawline that is firm—his body is, too. 

It’s hot beneath the late afternoon sun and the denim shirt he is wearing is undone down the front revealing a taut set of abs and broad chest. The photographer is older than me and my husband. I’m guessing he is about forty or so—but by the looks of things, he is a mature stud that has kept himself in good shape. He is wearing a pair of cock and ass hugging jeans and every time I steal a glance down at the huge bulge in his lap, my pussy glows with heat and my nipples grow hard. As I roll over on the picnic blanket in my skimpy underwear as his camera flashes over and over again, I fear he might see my erect nipples poking up from beneath the skimpy lingerie that I’m wearing. 
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