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Blurb
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When curvy Emma models for a family friend shooting pictures for romance novel covers, she isn’t expecting there to be a second model. Cody is hot enough to melt her new panties, but that makes it harder to pose intimately with him and pretend she isn’t attracted. It doesn’t take long to realize the attraction is mutual, and their steamy photography session leads to a night of intense passion that can’t be anything else. They’re too different for it to be more than one night. Aren’t they?
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Chapter One
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Emma bit back a nervous giggle as she let herself into Mona’s photography studio. She’d been here a few times before and each time the décor was different, though the white wall and lights remained static. Today, she was a bit unnerved to find a bedroom scene in the main studio when she walked past reception to find her mother’s best friend.

“Mona?” she called hesitantly.

“In here, dear.”

Following the sound of her voice, she entered a changing area off the side of the studio. Her mother’s petite friend was in the process of hanging something. Thin and energetic, with black hair shorn close to her head, Mona always reminded her of a crow darting around. “Hey.” She stood awkwardly, not sure what to expect.

Emma had never seen herself as model material. She knew she was pretty, having heard she had “such a pretty face” often enough, and she was tall, but she wasn’t a model. Not that she had ever dreamed of being a supermodel, but her ample curves would have killed that dream if she had.

Apparently not though, according to Mona. Curvy models were in demand, especially for books featuring curvy heroines. Having read more than her share of Mina Carter and other curvy authors, Emma could appreciate the desire to have a cover model match the heroine’s description.

It hadn’t been that motivating her to give in to Mona’s pleading for her to pose for some pictures, as much as she liked the idea of having a woman of size on a romance book cover. Simply, it had been great affection for the other woman, who was her aunt in all ways but blood.

Also, she had to admit the idea of being transformed into a curvy goddess for a day appealed to her. It would be a fun way to see how the other half lived, or something like that. What girl didn’t secretly dream of being photographed and admired? Despite her lack of supermodel ambitions, she couldn’t pretend the fantasy didn’t appeal.

After spending ten minutes applying a light layer of makeup, Mona nodded. “Right, we have a busy day ahead of us, dear. If you could please put on this black nightie, we’ll start with those shots.” She walked over to the rack to lift a hanger holding a garment of gauzy black decorated with lace panels and a rhinestone heart at the bustline.

Emma eyed it doubtfully. “Um, you want me to wear that, Mona?”

Mona shook the hanger gently. “Yes, and do hurry. I have a lot of ground to cover today.”

She bit her lip. “Don’t you think it’s a bit revealing?”

The smaller woman rolled her eyes. “Of course it is, dear. We want to meet a wide range of needs. Some of your images might end up on erotic novels.”

Her heart jumped at the thought. “You mean guys might masturbate to my picture?” She didn’t know whether to be repulsed or flattered.

Mona laughed. “Perhaps, my dear, but it’s far more likely to be women. They’re the main readers of erotica.”

Emma’s eyes widened. “Really?” Reluctantly, she reached out for the nightie. “Well, okay.” It was a little strange, but she’d already clarified with Mona that there would be no nudity when she had signed the model release last week. 

As soon as Mona left, she shed the simple blue jeans and white shirt she’d been instructed to wear, folding them neatly before slipping on the nightie. 

It molded to her curves while somehow fluttering around them. The black was a beautiful contrast to her porcelain skin and bright auburn hair. Unfortunately, the bra underneath ruined the effect, and she didn’t have to ask to know Mona would want her to remove it.

With a bit of lingerie gymnastics, she took off the bra without having to remove the nightie. Then, taking a deep breath, she forced herself to step out of the dressing room and into the studio.

“Lovely,” said Mona, but in a brisk way that felt impersonal. “Let’s get started.”

Emma walked over to stand in front of the white wall, doing her best to comply with her honorary aunt’s instructions. She soon discovered that while modeling left one feeling sexy and desired, it was also precise and kind of exhausting. It was a relief when Mona finally called a halt forty minutes later after taking what seemed to be an infinite number of pictures.
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