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Through the viewfinder of his Nikon, James Steele watches his wife sit in her red miniskirt on the finely-trimmed lawn of Jackson Square. Her skirt is so short, her white panties are plainly visible. James focuses on her semi-sheer underwear and takes a picture. He feels an immediate rush, his wife sitting this way in public.
With her short brown hair, striking blue eyes and model’s face, Helen looks stunning on this bright, Saturday morning. She’s never looked prettier, especially with only a hint of make-up and that brown lipstick, which draws out her creamy complexion. She still looks much younger than thirty-two, although that’s what her Louisiana driver’s license says.
James takes another picture, then sits next to Helen to re-load his Nikon. He catches a whiff of her light perfume again, which increases his turn-on. The calliope of a steamboat starts up, its shrill notes bouncing off the roofs of the French Quarter. James looks toward the seawall protecting New Orleans from the Mississippi and sees the steamboat’s funnels over the top of the concrete wall, recalling the view before the wall was built, back when it was all wharves along here.
“Someone’s out on the balcony,” Helen says, turning James’s attention to the Pontalba House Apartments across narrow St. Peter Street from the square. A man stands leaning against the railing of the intricate, wrought-iron balcony running the length of the block-long, red brick Pontalba House.
“I think it’s him,” Helen says quickly, “and he has binoculars.”
Helen raises her right knee, revealing even more of her panties, as James moves in front of her to take another picture. Beneath the brilliant sunlight, James can see his wife’s dark pubic hair through her panties. He feels his heartbeat rising. Helen leans back on her hands and raises her face to the sun, eyes closed. James moves to her side to give the man with the binoculars an unobstructed view up her skirt.
Three minutes later, as James snaps yet another photo, he spots their quarry hurrying through the iron gates of the square. Carrying his own camera, the Honorable Frederick Newman, Associate Justice of the Louisiana Supreme Court, heads straight for them. Helen raises both knees high, revealing the panty-covered lobes of her ass for James to photograph. Moving to his wife’s side, James spots Newman pull up his camera to take a hurried picture up Helen’s skirt.
In his mid-sixties, Judge Newman is a thin man, a good five inches shorter than James Steele’s six-foot, linebacker frame. Newman has intense green eyes, a hawkish nose and sandy hair showing only a hint of gray around the temples. Like James, Newman wears a sport shirt and jeans. James’s shirt, worn out, covers his nine-millimeter Beretta, tucked into his beltline at the small of his back.
“Hope you don’t mind if I take your picture.” Newman flashes a warm smile at Helen. Turning to James, he adds, “I’m a professional photographer and she looks so pretty. Hope you don’t mind.”
“No problem,” James says as Helen sits cross-legged, like an Indian, the entire front of her panties exposed. Strands of her silky pubic hair stick out the sides of her skimpy underwear. James focuses and snaps a photo as Newman does the same. Helen leans back on her hands again.
Two men pass behind James and he sees them ogling his wife. A mischievous glint comes to Helen’s eyes as she smiles at her husband, her face flushed. She’s getting turned on.
Helen stands and pushes down her skirt.
“Let’s go to the Moonwalk,” she says, taking James’s hand.
“Mind if I tag along?” Newman smiles again.
Helen smiles back and Newman sticks out his hand, introducing himself as Fred Newman. Helen takes his hand as James introduces them.
“Such a gorgeous day for pictures,” Newman adds as the three cross Decatur Street and move up the steps to the top of the concrete seawall. Over his shoulder, James notices a young man checking out Helen’s rear as they climb the steps.
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