Survey time..


As Sarah emerged from the foyer of her office block she decided to take a sandwich, and head for the park for a quiet lunch in the sun, and get rid of the mornings frustration. She found an unoccupied bench and laid out her sandwich and flask, she was beginning to unwind as the early summer sun warmed her. She was pleased with today's choice of short white mini-dress with front zipper and vee neck. As well as looking attractive, the dress exposed nicely lots of bare flesh to be warmed by the sun. She began to eat her sandwiches, allowing her eyes to rest, and her mind to relax by watching the various passers by, going about their business. 


"Excuse me!" Sarah was startled by a voice from behind her. She turned and saw a video camera pointed at her, and a tall blond haired man with a microphone.


"Sorry if we startled you," said the man. "I wonder if you would be interested in taking part in a survey for GQ." Sarah was quite irritated at her lunch being interrupted, but the man was quite attractive and had a very pleasant soothing voice.


"What sort of a survey?" asked Sarah.


"Oh the usual sort," said the man, "GQ is a mans lifestyle magazine and regularly surveys adult attitudes and lifestyles for it's readers."


"What is the video for?" said Sarah, wrapping up her sandwhiches again..


"Good question, we sometimes use clips from the survey in news items, or TV advertisements for the magazine," replied the man with the microphone.


"Do you mind the camera?" 


"No I suppose not," replied Sarah, "You won't use any pictures without my permission, will you?"


"Certainly not, I'll ask you to sign for permission at the end. If you don't sign, then we won't use any of the information you have given us."


"Would you answer a couple of innocent questions for us?"


"I suppose so," she replied.


"Oh good, I'm Bruce and the chap hiding behind the camera is Simon, would you mind telling us your name?" asked Bruce.


"Sarah Young," Sarah replied.


"Good," said Bruce, "ready Simon?" Simon nodded.


"OK Sarah, are you offended by the content of men's magazines?" asked Bruce.


"No, not at all," said Sarah.


"Good," said Bruce, "Zoom in Simon, Sarah, is there anything about your body that you'd like to change?"


"No, not really," Sarah replied. 


"Excellent," replied Bruce. If you wouldn't mind, I'd like to do the rest of the interview in our studio. Would that be ok?"


"Why, what's wrong with here?" 


"Nothing, we'll stay here if you are more comfortable. It's just that the studio has a better atmosphere for the interview, and the lighting for Simon's pictures is much more professional," said Bruce.


"I'm due back at the office shortly, how long will it take?" Sarah replied.


"Oh not long, we'll give you a lift back by car, if you like," said Bruce.


"Ok then," said Sarah.

Bruce explained his role as a freelance agent and researcher as they left the park and searched for his car. He regularly made contributions to most of the monthly's, and also to the various TV shows which wanted survey findings to stimulate an argument within a studio audience. He opened the door of his BMW and motioned for Sarah to get into the front seat. 


"Simon can get in the back, he'll film us talking if that's ok."


"Sure," said Sarah.


"What do you do for a day job?" said Bruce.


"Oh, I'm a buyer for a retail chainstore, ladies clothing, underwear etc.." replied Sarah.


"Brilliant," said Bruce.


"Not really," said Sarah.


"It is for me," said Bruce. "You're an ideal subject for the interview, young, confident , professional, the perfect target group for the magazine research. We're here, that's my studio over there." He pointed at a large glass fronted, two storey detached building. He parked the BMW, and climbed out. Sarah opened her door, and found Simon knelt down filming her as she got out of the car. 


"Don't worry about Simon," said Bruce, "it's his job, you'll never see his face, it's always obscured by his camera. He's brilliant at his job, but even I wouldn't recognise him if he lost his camera." Sarah laughed, and waved at Simon as she passed him. Bruce held open the door for her, and she entered an elegantly furnished reception area. 


"This is the front office," said Bruce, "come through to the studio." He held open a door and Sarah went into a very large studio, partly funished as a flat. As she entered she noticed Simon with his camera following her every movement.


"I told you," said Bruce, "relax, just forget him."


"Just let me set up the lighting, and then we'll finish the interview." He threw a couple of switches, and an area of the studio was flooded with light. 


"Come and sit over here Sarah," Bruce pointed to a tall, backless, stool in the centre of the brightly lit area, with a rolled backdrop hanging from the ceiling. Adjacent to the stool was a soft wool sheepskin rug, giving the area a softer image. Sarah walked across to the stool, and sat down. Although she was quite tall at 5'7", her legs were a little too short to reach the floor, so she rested her feet on the circular bar around the foot of the stool.


"We'll give Simon a second to get set and then we'll kick off again." Simon was setting up his camera on a tripod approximately ten feet away, and Bruce was pulling up a similar stool to Sarah's, close to her, with his back to the camera. The lights changed colour a couple of times, before settling out in a slightly red hue.


"Check," said Simon.


"Sarah, thanks for agreeing to help with our research," said Bruce.


"That's ok," said Sarah.


"Feminists complain that mens magazines degrade women, do you agree?" said Bruce.


"Not really," said Sarah.


"Are you a lesbian?" said Bruce. Sarah flushed a little, and said,


"No I'm not."


"Are you a virgin?" said Bruce. Sarah looked at the camera and could feel her complexion colouring up slightly in reaction to Bruce's question.


"No I'm not," replied Sarah.


"I'm sorry, are my questions embarrassing you?" said Bruce.


"A little," Sarah replied honestly.


"You are very attractive," said Bruce.


"Thank you," said Sarah.


"Do men find you attractive?" said Bruce.


"Some do," said Sarah.


"Does that make you happy?" said Bruce.


"I guess so," said Sarah.


"Have you ever had a one night stand?" said Bruce.


"No," Sarah replied.


"Why not, don't you enjoy sex?" said Bruce.


"Of course I enjoy sex," Sarah replied, "but I've never had a one night stand."


"Why not, what stopped you?" Bruce's tone softened markedly.


"I don't know, I suppose I just don't think that a first date is the right time."


"Ok, are you inhibited?" said Bruce.


"I suppose just a little," Sarah replied. She shifted slightly on her stool, and noticed Simon's camera adjust position in response. The lens moved up from its position, and zoomed out slightly. She wondered what it had been focussed on, but was becoming used to it being there.


"What are your inhibitions?" said Bruce.


"What do you mean?" Sarah replied.


"Have you ever been seen in the nude, by a boyfriend?" said Bruce.


"Yes, of course,"  she replied.


"Did they approve?" 


"I think so," said Sarah laughing.


"Did that please you?" said Bruce.


"Yes of course, it's nice being appreciated."


"So appreciation is nice," said Bruce.


"Yes, very nice," she smiled and replied.


"Simon, and his camera are very appreciative of beautiful women. Are you happy being filmed?"


"Yes I suppose so, as long as I have control over the final use of the film," Sarah replied. 


"How much will you allow the camera to appreciate you?" said Bruce.


"What do you mean?" said Sarah puzzled.


"Would you allow Simon as a professional cameraman to appreciate you?" Sarah began to understand the question, but was not at all sure whether it was a genuine request, or simply a line of questioning.


"What does he like to see?" Sarah asked.


"Beautiful women," replied Bruce. "Switch on the monitor Simon." A monitor came on behind Simon, and Sarah could see herself framed on the screen. As she absorbed the implication behind Bruce's questions, she checked carefully the image of herself on the monitor. She looked attractive, short tidy blonde hair, nice tan and short dress showing off her long legs which shone in the studio lights, with the coloured backdrop nicely contrasing her own delicate colouring. 


"He likes legs, lots of leg. In particular accidental or deliberate, candid glimpses of knickers, upskirt shots" Sarah saw the camera adjust slightly, and the lens zoom in. She could see on the monitor that the camera was focussed on the hem of her dress, with her legs slightly at angle to the lens. She was enjoying the attention, even the embarrassment, but the next step only came as a response to a nudge from Bruce.


"Inhibited?" enquired Bruce. Sarah eased the stool around slightly until her legs were directly in line with the camera. She could see on the monitor the darkness under her dress, through the shadow created by the studio lights.


"Are you pleased with Simon's pictures of you? Look how his image captures the shape and colour of your lovely smooth thighs. You look incredibly attractive."


"I suppose so," replied Sarah.


"Good," said Bruce, "appreciation better than inhibition anyday. Light Simon!" Almost immediately a very intense light came on adacent to the camera, bathing Sarah in light. As her eyes became accustomed to the brightness she saw herself on the monitor much clearer. The shadow beneath her dress had disappeared, and her inner thighs had become illuminated right up to her white silk knickers.


"Beautiful," said Bruce. "Appreciation is much better than inhibition, don't you agree?"


"I'm not sure, I suppose so," replied Sarah cautiously.


"Simon's lens would be very appreciative if you would open your legs a little." Sarah looked at the monitor, paused and then opened her legs a tiny amount. She was surprised as she looked at the monitor, the small movement had allowed the light to reveal the whole of her inner thighs, and the shape of her bottom as the tiny silk knickers disappeared under her.


"Wonderful, isn't that wonderful," said Bruce.


"Wonderful," said Simon.


"See I told you it's very appreciative," said Bruce, "would you like to be appreciated even more?"


"More?" said Sarah. 


"It's up to you Sarah, would you?"


"Maybe, uh yes" said Sarah, much to her surprise.


"Ok! Unzip your dress very slowly," said Bruce. Sarah gazed at the monitor screen as if she were looking at someone else. She slowly slid the dress zipper down from the neck, revealing behind it a strip of her smooth flesh.


"Slowly Sarah, we need time to appreciate you." Sarah slowed the descent of the zipper to almost a crawl. Eventually it reached the hem, and the dress fell open revealing her naked, except for her tiny silk knickers. The picture on the monitor changed as the camera zoomed in close onto her erect nipples, still obscured by the dress, but revealed by the soft fabric. The view then slowly moved to her bare cleavage, down over her flat tummy  onto her knickers. The camera initially zoomed in incredibly close until the monitor screen was filled with the tiny section of brief containing her labia, which could clearly be seen through the contour of the material.


"Gorgeous, absolutely gorgeous, words fail me faced with such an image." The lens zoomed out again until Sarah could see the whole of herself sat on the stool, with her dress open. The dress was still in place on her shoulders, and had opened at her breasts revealing almost all of her inner breast, but had fallen completely open over her thighs revealing all of her upper legs and lower tummy. Sarah almost knew what Bruce's next instruction would be, but oddly she wanted him to tell her before she carried it out.


"Are you ready for the next step Sarah?" said Bruce.


"I suppose so," Sarah replied.


"No Sarah, positive, not reluctantly, appreciate being appreciated, you are very beautiful, enjoy the effects of your beauty. You must only do what you enjoy, if you are enjoying the attention, and only then continue." Sarah was now beginning to feel much more in control, however Bruce's words helped to overcome any tiny amounts of residual modesty.


"Allow your dress to fall off your shoulders, slowly," suggested Bruce. Sarah now felt no reluctance whatsoever to this next step, Bruce's words becoming like an emotionally liberating drug, suppressing her normal shyness and inhibitions. She wanted to show herself to him, and Simon's lens. She watched herself as she eased the dress slowly off one shoulder revealing her breast, and then the other shoulder, then the dress fell away from her and off her arms completely. She sat completely still, almost afraid to move in case her inhibitions returned. As the lens zoomed in on her slowly, first left breast then down to her thighs, Bruce said.


"Time for your complete liberation Sarah. Time for complete appreciation." Sarah knew exactly what was required, and slowly slid her knickers over her hips as she lifted slightly on her seat. She watched as the lens zoomed in and the monitor was again filled with the tiny area of her body still covered from view. She watched as her fingers began to slide the tiny silk briefs down, revealing a tiny wisp of blond pubic hair, in perfect focus. Initially she stopped, slightly shocked by the effect of her action, and the degree of intimacy, until Bruce said:



"Complete appreciation Sarah, you're beautiful and you deserve to be appreciated, enjoy it." Again the words had the desired effect, she saw more of her tiny triangle of pubic hair as she slowly slid her knickers over her thighs. Eventually, no fabric could be seen, simply a perfect close up of her closely trimmed pubic hair and the unmistakable outline of her pudendum. The camera hardly moved as she completely removed her knickers. The intimacy and resolution of the image on the screen was incredible, the camera was 10 feet away, yet she could almost count the number of individual stands of blond hair, in her tiny crop.


"Sarah, that is a most beautiful view," said Bruce. "Do you enjoy mens magazines?"


"Yes I suppose so," she replied.


"Have you seen the poses of the girls in the magazines?" said Bruce, " which ones do you imagine the guys like best, which do they most appreciate? Show me Sarah"


"I can't," she replied. She could, but she was enjoying Bruce's encouragement..


"Sarah, show me let me see you perform." Sarah stood up and moved the stool to one side, turning her back to Simon's camera. She couldn't see, but she imagined that the camera would close in on her bottom so she held the pose for a short while.


"Magnificent, Sarah you have the most magnificent bottom," said Bruce. Sarah turned and collected the white sheepskin rug which lay adjacent to the stool and laid down in front of the camera, slowly opening her legs. She watched as the lens reacted and after recording the pert shape of her breasts, eventually settled on her vagina. She could see herself on the monitor as the camera looked up her naked body. The tiny triangular tuft of blond trimmed pubic hair at the head of her vagina was in clear focus, and her breasts and face in a much softer focus. She was pleased with the effect created by the tiny mound of hair, which stopped at its narrowest and shortest point, at the head of her clitoris. Her vaginal lips and pudendum were completely smooth and inviting, making all the hours spent in front of a mirror worthwhile..


"Turn me on Sarah, show the camera your hidden places." Again the effects of Bruce's words had an immediate impact upon Sarah, she slid her fingers onto her outer vaginal lips opening them to Simon's lens. Bruce gasped in appreciation, and she could see on the monitor the effects of the previous half hours activities. Her vagina was very wet, and her labia swolen with excitement.


"Yes Sarah, show me it all." She opened herself up even more, allowing the camera to look deep into her to the source of her feminine ambrosia.


"Relax Sarah, dream your fantasy." Sarah lay back and thought about Paul and Gary, her two great loves. Paul, expert lover! They had been together in a relationship for 3 years. It had ended because she had become more and more aware, that it would have been impossible to expect Paul to remain within a monogamous relationship. He was simply to sexual an animal. That had only added to the dynamics of their relationship however, how he used to play her body like an instrument. She thought of all the times, in their lovemaking, she'd sat astride him with him deep inside her. Using his hands, he would slowly massage her breasts, slowly but deliberately increasing the force on her nipples. He could balance perfectly this increasing force with her build up to orgasm, until it reached a very painful, but sensational addition to the myriad of extreme pleasures as she finally came. She began to use one hand to squeeze her nipples, as Paul would have done, as she continued to explore her vaginal lips.


"Sarah, keep dreaming, Simon's camera is in raptures with your thoughts," encouraged Bruce. Sarah wished that Paul could have been here to appreciate her. Or even Gary, who had been a less sophisticated lover. However, what he's lacked in sophistication, he'd more than made up in size. She'd never fully accomodated him physically, although she'd tried very hard. His girth had given her pleasures she'd never experienced before, or since. In her dreams she'd always imagined Gary finding her in her favourite position with Paul. The dreams always started the same way, with her being discovered during lovemaking. Always Gary the discoverer, and Paul the accomodating partner. 

"Don't be angry Gary, Paul is my first love," Sarah would say.

"Don't worry Sarah, Paul and I know each other well, We're good friends."

"So you don't mind?"

"Of course not, in fact I envy Pauls current position,can I join you?" It was always the same dream, Gary would then walk over to her and she would look up at him as she opened his fly and felt for his huge erection. He would watch, as she eased him free of his 'Levis', then she would begin to rise up and down on Paul, enjoying herself on the increasingly stirring effect on him of her actions with Gary. She began to take Gary's erect penis using both hands, and ease him deep into her mouth. Unfortunately, the fantasy always ended prematurely, she would be building up to a exciting although painful climax, with Paul deep inside her and  almost ready for orgasm, and Gary also at the point of orgasm into her mouth. She would be almost beyond the point of control, with her breasts contained in a combination of exstasy and pain in Pauls iron grip, her orgasm and an avalanche of  cum about to begin, the images began to fail, as always.Frustratingly, it was always at this point the fantasy would begin to fail. The build up of sensations would start to decay, and however she would try, she was unable to continue her dreams through to completeion.


"Don't stop now Sarah, your vagina is opening like a new flower bud, and is starting to flow in a river of delicious juices. The image is incredibly erotic, please carry on with your fantasy, don't stop." Sarah opened her eyes for a second, and was a little shocked by the image of her on the screen of the monitor. Her fingers were massaging the head of her clitoris, and her other hand was working on her breasts. Her breasts were slightly red, and her nipples very aroused, due to the effects of her endeavors to replicate the sensations Paul had managed to create in her. However, as she looked at her pudendum, she became increasingly sexually excited by the image, of her vaginal lips swolen, and fully opened allowing views of her she hadn't imagined would have been possible. Her legs were apart, and juices could be clearly seen flooding out of her innermost places onto her anus and anal cheeks, in fact the whole area was covered in her own shiny juices. 

She was performing like this in front of two people she hadn't known two hours ago, and she was not only enjoying it, she was desperate to climax. Sarah closed her eyes again, and she was surprised and excited to discover find that she could resume her fantasy, for the first time with Gary still in her mouth, and Paul still beneath her. She began to feel Gary start to push deeper into her mouth as his erection began to swell almost to burst, as he began his climax. His erect penis began to be difficult to control, as it throbbed with pent up energy, and attempted to force itself deeper and deeper into her throat. At times she was almost choking, as Gary found a new depth in her abilities. She could also feel Paul beginning to pump her much harder, and gripping her breasts and nipples in a painful grip, as he began to come also. Both had a combined effect on her, raising her level of excitement beyond any level she'd been before, and way beyond a level she could hold back and control. As she orgasmed in wave after wave of convulsion, she could feel Paul coming, pumping the content of his balls deep inside her hungry excited cunt. The sensations from her cunt confirming that she was absorbing all of Paul's cum into her. She could also feel the choking effects as Gary's huge throbbing penis, pumped what felt like gallons of cum mostly into her mouth. She couldn't contain him fully, and she could feel him also coming onto her face. Her orgasm lasted for what seemed like minutes as she clung on to her fantasy, as long as she could, allowing Paul and Gary to completely fill her with the products of their orgasms.

"Sarah, that is an incredible sight, your vagina is spraying out cum, that was fantastic," said Bruce. Sarah opened her eyes and could see by the close up on the monitor, her cunt wide open and still convulsing as she finished coming. The whole of her vaginal and anal area was revealed and was completely covered in her cum. She felt she ought to have been ashamed of her display, but in fact she was quite proud, and immensely excited by what she'd experienced and learned about herself with Bruce's encouragement.

It's fantastic to be appreciated, thought Sarah..

