
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




 


 


A Model Affair

 


by

Lexington Manheim

 


 


 


Copyright © 2017 Lexington Manheim. All
rights reserved.

Published by Scarlet Maiden, a trademark.

Distributed by Smashwords.

 


This is a copyrighted work. The scanning,
uploading, copying, and/or distribution of this story without
permission is a theft of the author’s intellectual property and a
violation of copyright law. No part of this story may be reproduced
in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including
information storage and retrieval systems, without the express
written permission of the publisher. This prohibition does not
extend to a reviewer who may quote brief passages as part of a
review.

 


This story is a work of fiction. Names,
characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s
imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual
events, places, or persons, living or dead, is purely
coincidental.

 



 


 


A MODEL AFFAIR

 


by

 


Lexington Manheim

 


 


“Wear shoes you can walk in, something
sturdy. We’ll be hiking over some rocky ground, and you’re gonna
wanna protect your feet.”

It was so like Isaac to say something like
that. He was always looking out for me, making sure I didn’t show
up for a photo shoot unsuspecting of what it would involve. If he
was going to have me traipsing through rough terrain, he always
gave me fair warning.

“I’ve got a pair of Merrells,” I said into
the phone. “They’ve got pretty thick soles. Will that be okay?”

“Long as you can get up and down hills in
‘em.” His voice was businesslike but tinged with just enough
genuine concern for my wellbeing that it reinforced in me why I
liked modeling for this man.

Some other photographers couldn’t care less
about the model’s comfort. They’d drag her over stony cliffs,
through ice cold rivers, or into thorny brush for outdoor shoots,
and never once did they bother to ask if the girl before their
camera lens had any issues about where she was posed. Not so with
Isaac. Before the day of the shoot, he’d explain the scenario on
the phone and ask me if there was anything that I was uncomfortable
about. I never was. His explanations were always so detailed that I
trusted he had already worked out any problematic elements. Still,
I appreciated the courtesy of his asking.

I don’t know why I bothered to ask him if my
Merrills would be okay. Of course they would, at least as far as
Isaac was concerned. Anything I wore to the shoot would be
jettisoned once we reached his chosen site. I’d be completely nude,
and that would include footwear. He never had me model with shoes
on.

“This is art, not porn,” I heard him explain
once to his assistant Barbara who had asked if she should bring me
my shoes as he posed me straddling a bicycle naked along a deserted
country road, my bare feet pressed into the steel pedals.

He was right. Pictures of women wearing
nothing but a pair of shoes are something you see in the nudie
mags, not on the walls of museums or galleries. I’ve never been
sure why that’s even a thing. Is that some sort of male
fetish? Do guys fantasize about a girl getting dressed to go out by
putting on a pair of six-inch heels and not a stitch else? Whatever
that’s about, it wasn’t what we were doing. When Isaac’s camera
started clicking, I’d be nude from head to toe. And there’d be no
shots in which there’d that wouldn’t be abundantly evident. No
matter how he asked me to pose, every photo included my whole body.
Admittedly, that was odd. Most photographers will mix it up with
the occasional close up or, at the very least, a shot that includes
only face and torso. But I never once saw a photo from any of our
shoots that didn’t have every inch of me in it. I asked him about
that once, just out of curiosity.

“Beauty such as yours,” he said with a
learned tone, “shouldn’t be permitted to have any part of it
venture out of frame.”

It was such a purely Isaac comment.
Coming out of anyone else’s mouth, it would have had the tinny ring
of a corny line. However, hearing it spoken with such gentlemanly
aplomb, it sounded genuine. He wasn’t just a photographer. He was
an inspiration. My inspiration. He made me want to be beautiful for
him. And somehow the photos he took of me always turned out better,
always more alluring, always more sensuous than those taken by any
other. How could I not love posing for such a man?

Maybe his age had something to do with my
trust of him. He was older than most of the other photographers I
posed for. He was at least in his late forties, maybe his fifties.
Perhaps even his early sixties. It was difficult to tell. I knew he
had been twice married and twice divorced and had no children. But,
other than that, I had little knowledge of his personal history.
Still, he had worldly maturity that echoed of a personal past
seasoned with decades of experience. Salt-and-pepper hair and a
grayish goatee added to the aura of agedness. Yet there was
exuberance in the way he moved, a youthful sparkle of a boy playing
with a new toy each time he picked up a camera. While I’d hold a
pose, he’d scamper up rocks and over fallen tree trunks getting
into position for just the right shot. Never did he seem to tire.
Never would he allow any terrain, no matter how treacherous, to
prevent his entry. He infiltrated places that even a person my age
might have thought twice about.
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