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  The Collection




  "You look gorgeous, baby." Mark Peterson smiled at her and clicked the shutter on the camera. "Turn a little, look at me over your shoulder. Perfect."




  Chloe gave a self-conscious giggle as she followed his directions. "This is fun, but I feel pretty silly."




  "You shouldn't," he assured her as the camera clicked again. "You're beautiful."




  She was, there was no denying it. Her wavy blond hair sparkled in the soft lighting, and her big, baby blue eyes were her best facial feature. Not that her lips were far behind—they were soft, warm, and a rosy shade of pink that needed no lipstick enhancement. Mark thought she was the loveliest woman he'd ever seen.




  As a photographer by trade, he'd naturally wanted to take her picture. She'd laughed at him at first, but after a while, she'd given in and gotten used to it when he pulled his camera out. There was the Canon SLR that he used for work, and a smaller, point-and-shoot Nikon that he carried in his pocket. He always had at least one of them with him if not both, so he was never at a loss should an opportunity arise.




  He'd taken her picture as they took walks downtown, or in the park, where he could capture her among the changing leaves. He snapped shots when she was working, when she was cooking.




  "Why?" she'd asked.




  "Because you're beautiful, and I want to immortalize you," he'd said, and she'd rolled her eyes at the exaggeration.




  Chloe had gotten used to the pictures, but had balked a bit when he'd suggested something a bit more intimate as they ate dinner at his place on Tuesday night.




  "It'll just be us, Chloe." He tried to convince her, using all the methods at his disposal, which included nuzzling the soft spot under her ear. "Tell you what. I have an old camera I use sometimes. It’s not digital. They won't be on a jump drive and I won't scan them. I'll even develop them myself in my darkroom here." His fingers trailed up her side until his hand curved around her breast. He kissed her neck again and she sighed.




  "I don't know …." "Come on, baby. There's nothing to be ashamed of." Mark threaded his fingers in her hair and tugged gently so that she looked up at him. "You have the prettiest, softest skin." He pressed a kiss to her shoulder to emphasize his point. "Your breasts are the perfect size, and the way your waist curves in just a little before your hips … men dream of a figure like that."




  She laughed. "Mark, you are so full of it."




  "No, I'm not, Chloe." He stopped his caresses and looked down at her. Her eyes widened; he knew she recognized how serious he was. It was frustrating when she resisted like this. "Please, don't ever say that. I think you're gorgeous, and I want to capture that, capture you, on film. Then I'll have you always."




  "Oh, you say the most wonderful things." Chloe smiled, and he relaxed; it was like having an angel beam down on him. "But the pictures stay with us, right? I mean it when I say I don't want them going on the computer. I don't mind if you see them, but that's all."




  "No problem." He pressed her closer and dropped kisses on her forehead, her cheek, and then at last, her supple, rosy lips.




  They'd had to wait until the weekend, but Mark was patient. It was part of the nature of photography, waiting until things fell into place, until the lighting was right, until he found the perfect composition for his shot. He was pleased to use his old Nikon F again; with everything digital now, he only brought it out for special occasions. Chloe DeLauro, he thought, would be exquisite when he developed the pictures.




  He'd planned to shoot the pictures in black and white. It would be classier than color, he thought, more glamorous. Chloe would look like a movie star from Hollywood's golden age; he could see it in his mind's eye.




  She'd put Veronica Lake and the others to shame.




  It had all worked out. Chloe lay on his bed, on her side, looking back at him. Her blond hair drifted over her shoulder in the back, and grazed the top of her breasts in the front. He could never get enough of running his fingers through her hair. The lights were down, and a candelabra to the side of the bed threw intriguing shadows over Chloe's body.




  She'd even gone for wearing the lingerie. Most guys, Mark supposed, would have wanted her in some baby-doll nightie, or some lacy teddy with fur trim. No, that wasn't Chloe, he thought. She needed something to show she was a woman, but nothing as serious as black or even red. She wore a satin gown in a royal blue that brought out her eyes, which she'd touched up with some mascara and eyeliner at his suggestion. Ruby red lipstick made her full lips hard to resist.




  One spaghetti strap had fallen off her shoulder to reveal the swell of her breast.




  Mark had to stop and take a deep breath before continuing. Having Chloe here, all his like this, had an effect on his body that he couldn't and didn't want to stop. He wanted her, all of her, but he wanted a few other things first.




  "Pull it up a little, sweetheart." Mark clicked again and checked his picture count. He'd need new film soon.




  "What?"




  "The nightgown, baby." He smiled. "Pull it up a little, show me your legs."




  "Well … okay …." Chloe reached down and began bunching the material under her fingers, revealing a trim ankle, then the smooth skin of her calf.




  Mark sucked in a sharp breath; Chloe had great legs. The contrast of the dark material against her pale skin was enchanting. He snapped a few more pictures, encouraging her all the while to continue raising the hem of the nightgown. She slid it up her calf, over her knee, and stopped a bit past mid-thigh.
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