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So Far, though, the photoshoot’s nothing like it had
been in my fantasies.

I'd spent long hours thinking about it with my vibra-
tor pressed against my clit, thinking about how Dennis
would gently encourage me to undress, revealing more
of my skin; how he’d touch my leg to guide my pose;
how he’d be overcome with desire as he instructed me
to sit with my legs splayed while | played with myself.

But so far, none of that’s happened, and I'm starting
to wonder if Melinda made the whole story up.

‘| think that’s enough in this dress,’ he says, right
when I'm starting to think we might be getting some-
where. ‘Let’s try something else.’

| pull my skirt back over my legs, trudge back into
the house and return to the office, rummaging through
my bag again, feeling like there must be some way to
get his attention.

This time, | decide to wear a flimsy red dress—
but this time, without anything beneath it. | pull it over
my head and it drapes over my body, exactly the right
shade of red to compliment my dark hair. My nipples
protrude through the fabric as | play with them and the
dress isn’t long—the tiniest puff of wind will be enough
to lift it enough for him to see everything.

I'm nervous now, but | feel like I've invested too
much into this to give up. Too many hours, too much
anticipation, too many sleepless nights.

| take a deep breath and open the door. Dennis
is out there, fiddling with his equipment again. He's
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| shriek with involuntary pleasure and clutch a hand
over my mouth.

‘I don’t have any neighbours,” Dennis pants. ‘You
can make as much noise as you want.’

This spurs me on even more. | moan and wail as
he pumps faster, his thighs sliding against mine as we
both approach our climax.

| come first.

It bursts through me like sunlight, shooting through
my entire body while my muscles clench and my pussy
spasms. It's so intense it leaves me speechless, so |
don’t have enough voice to say, ‘I'm not on the pill’
as Dennis’s cock expands inside me, filling me with
warmth.

| can’t care about that right now though—all | can
care about is him and me, right here, right now. | bury
my face in his neck as he pulls me tight, our hearts
beating together as his cock begins to soften inside me.

WHEN | Finp out I'm pregnant, I'm terrified to tell Dennis,
unsure of how he’ll react.

He's already sent me my photos, dozens of them,
and he said they're all free of charge, as long as | don’t
mind him masturbating to them every now and then.

| laughed when | read that line in his email—of
course | didn't mind! | still thought about him every
night while | masturbated and | desperately wanted to
see him again. | wanted to fuck him every single day
and feel his cock squashed inside me, making be burst
with pleasure.
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| climb back on the rock and do my best attempt at
come-hither eyes.

Dennis doesn’t need a second invitation. He ar-
ranges the camera on the tripod and climbs up after
me, shedding clothes as he does. He tears his shirt off
on the rock and drops it in the pool, not even watching
as it soaks full of water and begins to sink.

‘I want to fuck you so badly,” he says, and judging
by how red and swollen his erection is, that's a massive
understatement.

The rock is rough, full of crystals that sparkle in the
sun, and now that I'm naked | have to lower myself on
it carefully because it's so abrasive on my skin. Den-
nis seems to appreciate my limited ability to move. He
positions himself over me, aiming his cock straight for
my pussy. He gazes deep into my eyes and kisses me
deeply as his cock slides inside me.

It's like I've discovered heaven.

| was worried he might have been too large for me,
but my pussy’s so warmed up it accommodates him
easily.

He plunges all the way inside before drawing his
cock back out again. It's so hot inside me | feel like I'm
about to melt, and | squirm as much as | can on the
rock.

‘Is that good?’ he growls in my ear, and | nod, know-
ing he can feel the movement against his cheek.

‘Fuck me,’ | beg. ‘Fuck me hard.’

Dennis complies, pumping his cock harder and
harder, burying himself to the hilt before drawing back
out, plunging in so hard his cock bounces against my
cervix.
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standing so | can't see whether he’s hard or not, but the
pants he's wearing wouldn’t give much away anyway.

‘What are you thinking for these shots?’ he asks. If
he notices my nipples, he doesn’t show it.

‘How about something sexier,’ | suggest, hoping he
might start getting the right idea. ‘Is there a bedroom
we could use?’

Dennis freezes. It's only for a second, short enough
to make me think that maybe | imagined it, but it's defi-
nitely there.

Maybe there’s something here after all, | think.

He frowns up at the house and | wonder what he’s
thinking.

‘Sure,’” he says, eventually. ‘I think I've got some-
thing that will work.”

He leads me back inside and up the narrow stair-
case to the upper floor, where he opens a bedroom
door.

The bed inside looks pristine, like it's been bought
specifically for a photo spread for one of those mag-
azines featuring fancy homes. The duvet’s black and
looks like it will perfectly compliment my red dress and
milky skin.

‘This is exactly what | was thinking,’ | breathe, as |
walk into the room, running my hand over the luxurious
fabric. ‘Can [ try it out?”

Dennis nods and | jump on the mattress after a
running leap, bouncing in the middle, sending pillows
everywhere.

This shoot’s much the same as the one downstairs
—Dennis directing my movements, with me trying to
ignore the aches in my muscles as | hold them in un-
comfortable positions. Only this time, of course, I've
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When those two blue lines pop up on the pregnancy
test, | know [ have to talk to him.

He’s definitely home when | arrive—his cars are all
parked in their usual places.

‘Come on in,’ he says, appearing behind the screen
door with a massive smile, before | even press the
doorbell. ‘I've been hoping I'd see you again."

We kiss for ages on the front step and it feels just
like it did the first time—exciting and nerve-wracking,
and I'm reminded of how good he is at everything we
did.

‘I've got something to tell you,’ | say, not wanting to
delay it in case | lose my nerve. Dennis is on his way to
the kitchen but when | say that, he stops and turns.

‘Let me guess,’ he says. ‘You're pregnant.’

My mouth drops open. How did he know?

‘That’s exactly what | wanted,’” he says, walking up
to me, ready to pull me into a hug. ‘l don’t really believe
in wishes, but when | came, that's exactly what | wished
for.’
| can't stop smiling. After spending the entire car
ride practicing this conversation in my head, | can’t be-
lieve he's taking it this well!

‘And don’t worry,’ Dennis says, ‘I'll take care of both
of you forever.’
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There’s only one problem.

When I'd hired him, | had something a little more
erotic in mind than just lounging next to the pool in a
dress. | thought he’d understood what | was asking for,
but while these poses in summer dresses might look
incredible, they don’t quite have the x-rated edge | was
looking for.

‘That looks great,’ | say, biting my lip, ‘but maybe we
can try it again? Only this time, maybe | can take the
dress off?’

That gets his attention. His eyes grow wide and dart
nervously back to the house. | wonder who might be
watching through those massive windows—a wife? A
lover?

‘Let’s leave it on for now,’ he says, and | sigh, but
pull the first few buttons undone, showing off as much
of my cleavage as | can. There's a giant rock next to the
pool, one that looks like it's been hauled out of the local
landscape with a crane when they first built the house,
and | drape myself against it as Dennis continues to
give me pointers.

‘Point your toe,” he says, as he kneels in front of me,
‘and bring your foot up higher.

I've got one knee bent with the sole of my foot
against the rock, and | pull my dress up my thigh, won-
dering how much | can get away with. The panties I'm
wearing are so skimpy they barely cover anything, and
if 1 pull the dress up far enough, he should get a very
good view of my ass.

Sure enough, | can feel the afternoon breeze wafting
over my bare butt cheeks and | hear him gasp as the
camera gives him a direct view between my legs.
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COME INSIDE

C hat’s it,” Dennis says as he kneels on the
pavers and angles the camera upwards
to make my breasts look like mountains.

‘Arch your back.’

| feel like my spine’s about to snap in two, but
Dennis is the best photographer there is, so | know the
photo’s going to be worth it. And he’s smoking hot too,
his hair so blonde it's almost white, the muscles in his
arms bulging as he holds the camera in the same posi-
tion for far longer than | could. He’s got me posing next
to the massive pool in his backyard and it's so fancy |
feel like I'm on a movie set.

‘Now point your toes,” he says, as he crab-walks
with the camera to get exactly the right shot. ‘And tilt
your elbow up.’

There’s no denying that he’'s a magician with the
camera, especially when he shows me the photos he’s
taken on the display. Even without any editing, these
photos are HOT. | look even taller and thinner than |
already am, yet he’s still managed to flatter my curves.
The sun’s at the perfect angle so it looks like he's
planned the weather, instead of scanning the yard with
his hands over his eyes to find the best place for me to
pose.
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Melinda through glasses with thick lenses. ‘Isn’t that
prostitution?’

‘You make it sound so sordid!” Melinda said with a
laugh. ‘But it was the best sex I've ever had.” She took
the laptop back and typed a few words into the search
bar. ‘This is him."

Dennis’s photo was nothing like I'd expected to see.
He looked like a model or a movie star—older, defi-
nitely, but in a handsome chiselled way, with eyes that
burned with sensuality.

My pussy throbbed again.

‘Do you think he'd do something like that for me?” |
asked.

Melinda shrugged. ‘Maybe. Just don’t tell him | told
you. He swore me to secrecy.’

‘Your secret’s safe with me,” | said, as | took the
laptop from her for one last scroll through her photos.
I'd been so horny lately—I'd been far too busy to date,
so opportunities for sex were few and far between.

| wouldn’t do anything to jeopardise an opportunity
like this.

As 1T TURNED ouT, it was going to be harder than |
thought. | kept my promise to Melinda, not mentioning
anything she’'d said—but when | emailed him saying |
wanted a photoshoot like hers, | assumed he'd get the
message.

Instead, | got a reasonable quote with broken down
expenses and a professionally worded offer.

Maybe he's worried about putting it in writing, |
thought, and maybe seeing me in person would change
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That’s the reaction | was looking for. | pivot my knee,
turning it out further, and smile as | hear the shutter
snap.

I'vE BEEN PLANNING this photoshoot for a long time.

It started when Melinda, a friend of a friend at uni,
showed me proofs from a photoshoot she did with
Dennis. They were sultry and sexy, not exactly x-rated
but not something you’d print on your annual Christ-
mas card, either. | felt my pussy swell as | clicked
through them, my eyes running over Melinda’'s curves
and parted lips, feeling like she was looking directly at
me, begging me to kiss her.

‘The photographer’s amazing,’ she said. ‘It was like
he just knew what was going to look good, you know?’

Judging from the finished product, | believed her. I'd
never felt so aroused looking at pictures of my friends
before!

‘How much did you pay?’ | asked, the idea that
maybe I'd like to arrange a photoshoot as well taking
shape. I'd been working out a lot lately, and | couldn’t
help thinking it would be a great idea to have some
professional photos taken while | was in the best shape
of my life.

‘Um..." Melinda bit her lip, her cheeks swelling with
the effort of trying not to smile. ‘I didn’t have enough
money so Dennis and | came to another kind of agree-
ment.’

‘Oh.” In my mind, | saw a fat old predatory man with
three chins and a huge gut, salivating as he stared at
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‘| can see that,’ | breathed, as | walked past a glass
cabinet full of ancient cameras.

When we reached the kitchen, Dennis gestured to
the expansive garden outside the window. There was
the swimming pool, native Australian gardens and a
great view of the valley behind the property, which |
recognised from one of the photographs on his wall.

‘I was thinking we could start outside,” he said,
‘while we've still got plenty of light, and then see how
we go?’

Having never been to a photoshoot before, | had
no idea what to expect, so | nodded. Dennis led me
to a small room that looked like a disused office and
told me to get changed while he disappeared to get his
equipment.

This room was far more cluttered than the rest of
the house—it was full of books, old camera equipment
and boxy computers with too many keyboards. | got
changed and then stood there, suddenly nervous.

What was | doing?

Dennis’s knock interrupted my thoughts.

‘Are you ready?’ he called.

I swallowed. ‘Yes.!

I'd put on my tiny lingerie but, in a moment of
self-doubt, decided to wear the dress over it. When |
stepped out of the office, Dennis looked me up and
down, his face expressionless.

‘That looks good,’ he said. ‘I can definitely work with
that.”

My pussy quivered with excitement as | imagined all
the different things ‘work with that’ might mean.
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his mind. Especially when | arrived wearing a slinky
summer dress.

He’d mentioned in his email that | should bring three
outfits, so | decided that, to be safe, | should bring a few
more than that—a couple of dresses along with some
outfits that showed exactly the kind of photoshoot |
was looking for: expensive three-piece lingerie sets,
stripper heels and a lace robe that left nothing to the
imagination.

When | arrived at the house, | was stunned—I'd
never known anything this expensive existed in my
area. The property was hidden down a long winding
road, the house itself nestled behind huge vine-covered
gates. | rang the buzzer when | arrived and the inter-
com crackled, but before | could say anything the gates
swung open.

| drove in and parked my car next to the three
already lined up near the front of the house, beneath a
massive elm tree that covered my car with shade.

Dennis answered the door on my first knock, his
vivid blue eyes drawing all of my attention.

‘Cindy,” he said, looking neither pleased nor un-
happy to see me. ‘I'm just setting up, come on through.’

His house was sparsely furnished, but everything
there was beautiful. He travelled a lot, by the look of it
—there were framed photographs of landscapes, a few
photos of celebrities and furniture that looked like it
wasn’t bought locally.

‘Did you take all these photos?’ | asked, transfixed
by how beautiful they were.

Dennis chuckled. ‘No, not all of them. | just love
photography.’
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got a secret—my bare waxed pussy that surges with
excitement every time the flimsy fabric brushes over it.

And sooner or later, Dennis is going to see it.

‘Kneel diagonally across the bed,’ he instructs, ges-
turing with a wave of his arm, ‘facing this way.’

| obey and sink back over my feet like I'm doing
yoga. Dennis kneels behind me and | hear the camera’s
shutter click a few times and then stop as he starts
breathing heavily.

He can see my pussy.

My gaping pussy that must be pink and wet, ready
to accept that ‘arrangement’ that Melinda worked out
with him. | lean back further, feeling the dress ride up
my hips, knowing that it's all he can see.

‘What do you think?’ | ask, expecting him to touch
me or, at the very least, to say something flattering. But
instead he drops the camera and steps backwards.

‘I can't..." he gasps, and disappears out of the room,
leaving me alone and confused.

WHAT THE HELL is going on, | wonder?

Even if Melinda was lying, why wouldn’t he be in-
terested in strings-free sex with a woman twenty years
younger than him?

He must be forty, | guess, maybe even forty-five,
and I'm only twenty-one. I'm not getting any gay vibes
from him, so what's the problem?

And then, as | pull myself off the bed and straighten
the duvet, | start to feel bad. Maybe he reacted badly
because it was somehow traumatic for him? He’s work-
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‘She passed away a year ago,” Dennis says. ‘I
thought | was starting to get over it, but when you came
in—" His voice trails off and | can’t help putting an arm
around his shoulders. It's instinctive, like the way you
reach for a tissue when you’re about to sneeze. We sit
like that for ages, in silence, until he wipes his eyes with
his thumb.

‘I'm sorry for losing it,” he says. ‘You just brought
back so many memories.’

He blinks, trying not to cry again, and | pull him
close.

‘I'm sorry too,’ | say. ‘I've just been so turned on—'

Those words seem to have a magical effect. He
turns and looks at me, his welling tears making his eyes
extra intense. It’s like there are magnets in both our lips
—they move together as though we have no control
over them, until they’re pressing together, parting to
allow our tongues to explore each other's mouths.

His hands move to my dress, stroking my body
through the fabric, squeezing my breasts, stroking my
stomach and heading for my pussy. I'm starting to feel
myself relax when he pulls away.

‘How about we finish those photos?’ he asks.

Part of me wants to throw him down on the bed and
have him fuck me, right here and now, but another part
of me wants to do this properly. Besides, we've got all
day—my next class isn’t until tomorrow.

‘I'd love to.”

WE seT up in the other bedroom again, and the atmos-
phere has completely changed. All Dennis’s tension
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ing, after all, | reasoned. Perhaps I'd just been com-
pletely inappropriate.

Maybe | should apologise.

| pull my dress over my butt and pad back down the
carpeted hallway, looking for him. It doesn’t take me
long—he’s in one of the other bedrooms, sitting on the
bed with his back to me.

‘Dennis?’ | say, hoping he won'’t react too badly.

He turns around and I'm shocked to see his cheeks
streaked with tears. | must have really hurt him, | rea-
soned, but then he smiles.

‘This is my wife,” he says, and | realise he’s holding
a framed photo.

| walk into the room, unsure of what | should say in
this situation. Why is he telling me this?

And then | see the photo.

There's a dark-haired woman smiling out from the
frame with sparkling blue eyes and teeth so white they
could be in a toothpaste ad.

And she looks almost exactly like me.

| exhale. No wonder he was uncomfortable!

‘I'm sorry,” | say, unable to stop looking at the pic-
ture. ‘l didn’t realise.’

‘How could you?' Dennis says. ‘| took most of her
photos down because they were too painful to look at.
This is the only one | haven’t put into storage yet.’

‘May 1?’ | ask, holding out my hand. He passes me
the picture and even up close, I'm struggling to see any
differences between her and I. My teeth aren’t quite so
white and I've got a mole on my cheek, but otherwise
we could be the same person.

Except, of course, that we're not.
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‘So wet,” he murmurs, and | smile. ‘I bet you taste
incredible.’”

He leans up to press his lips over my clit, suck-
ing gently as he finds his balance. I'm so horny that
even the slightest brush of his tongue sends electricity
through my body and as he adds his tongue to the mix,
wobbling it over my engorged nub, | feel like I'm about
to explode.

| can still see his eyes—the dress has settled over
his nose—and he watches me with ferocious intensity
as his tongue moves faster, massaging my sensitive
clit.

My back arches involuntarily as pulses of pleasure
radiate out from my pussy, and | grab his chest behind
me to help regain my balance.

Every part of me feels incredible, especially when he
eases a finger inside my trembling slit.

I'm gasping so hard my breasts heave, threatening
to burst out of my dress. Dennis moves faster, pressing
his finger further in, wriggling it inside me as though
he's reaching for something he can’t quite find.

| squeeze his arms, and a low moan escapes from
my lips.

‘Faster,’ | urge.

Dennis adds a second finger and plunges them in-
side me together as his tongue works with the stamina
of a marathon runner.

‘Keep going,’ | pant.

My pussy’s blocking his mouth, but Dennis still
moans, sending even more vibrations through my al-
ready-overwhelmed pussy.

It’s too much for me to resist. My mouth falls open
and my eyes drop shut while my entire body feels like
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has gone, and the photoshoot becomes like the one I'd
fantasised about. | bunch by dress up and clutch my
breasts, then turn around, letting my hair cascade down
my back as | peek at the camera over my shoulder.

When Dennis shows me the digital display this time,
the photos are even better.

‘You've loosened up,’ he says. ‘Maybe | should kiss
all my subjects before asking them to pose?’

‘Maybe you should,’ | purr, as | kneel on the bed,
pulling the strap on my dress and uncovering my breast
so only the tiniest sliver of nipple is visible.

‘That'’s so sexy,’ he says, moving closer to angle the
camera up from the duvet. ‘Sit up just a bit taller...’

Maybe he hasn’t noticed, but the camera—and his
hand—are right next to my pussy. I've noticed. My
pussy’s throbbing, craving him, and surely he can feel
the intense heat radiating off it, through my dress.

I arch my back, easing it closer to him, until I'm rub-
bing my clit over his knuckle.

He leaves his hand there but puts the camera down,
and watches me with playful eyes, while | keep rotat-
ing my hips. My clit swells a little bigger every time it
brushes over his skin.

| can tell Dennis has a lot of experience with women
just from the way he touches me. He caresses my inner
thighs and | feel my pussy quiver and become wet as
his fingers creep higher, lifting the hem of my dress as
they do.

From where he's lying, he must be able to see my
pussy by now and | pull my legs apart to give him a
better view. Sure enough, he reaches up and watches
intensely as he strokes his fingertip over my slick pussy
lips.
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adjusting the settings. ‘But first, how about you start
getting naked?’

| don’t need to be asked twice. | pull the dress off
over my head and drop it on the grass. I've never been
self-conscious about my body, so even though it's my
first time being naked outdoors, all | feel is horny. The
sun warms my breasts, and | let my head drop back to
give them as much light as possible.

Why doesn’t everyone spend all their time naked
in the sun, | wonder. It's so warm, so comforting, so
arousing... far better than wearing clothes all the time.

Dennis tilts the camera up and squints at the dis-
play. Seemingly satisfied, he lowers it to his side and
smiles at the sight of my naked breasts.

‘That’s so sexy,’ he says, angling the camera again
so he can capture it. ‘| wish you could see what | see.”

‘I will soon enough,’ | say, as | climb up on the rock,
draping myself over it on my back.

This time, Dennis doesn’t have any feedback on my
poses. He only walks around me, taking more and more
photos, gasping with awe.

‘What should | do with my left leg?’ | ask, and he
laughs.

‘Whatever you want. You could break every pho-
tography rule that exists, and you'd still be unbearably
sexy.’ He comes closer, turning the camera around so |
can see the display. ‘See?’

He’s right—I don’t know whether it's my post-or-
gasm happiness or his unrestrained talent, but the pho-
tos are the best ones I've ever seen.

‘Take more,’ | urge, as | roll over so my hair drapes
over the rock.
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it's being engulfed by a wave of pleasure. It bursts
through my pussy and radiates out through the rest of
my body while he slows his movements and, as the
contractions subside, pulls his fingers out.

'That was amazing,” | gasp, leaning down to kiss
him, not caring at all that he tastes like my pussy, or
that my wetness is on his lips.

I'm ready for a nap but, judging by the thickness
of the erection that’s formed in his pants, he’s still just
getting started.

‘How about we go back outside,’ he suggests, with
a sly grin. ‘Maybe we can take some naked photos.’

Twe sun’s still beating down as we walk across the yard.
My dress sticks to my wet thighs as | walk and | long to
peel it off, but | decide to wait until we're at least at the
pool.

Dennis trails behind me, carrying his equipment—
and, | suspect, watching my butt as | walk.

I'm not sure whether it's the orgasm or the anticipa-
tion of another one that makes my heart skip and my
entire body feel light. This is exactly what | wanted to
do all along, and knowing Dennis is on board makes it
even better.

He stops at the edge of the pool, near the rock, and
sets up a tripod on the grass. It's wobbly and takes a
few attempts to make it steady, but eventually, he gets
there.

‘What'’s that for?’ | tease.

‘You'll see.’ Dennis uncovers the lens on his camera
and takes a few shots of the rock, testing the light and
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Dennis does, and | can tell he’s loving every single
second. His erection seems to be growing even bigger,
and I'm not even sure the zipper on his pants will hold
for much longer.

Without any prompting, | climb off the rock.

‘What are you doing?’ he asks, but | place a finger
over my lips, gesturing for him to stay quiet. | kneel
down and unzip his fly with one quick movement. His
giant cock flops out almost without any help, unre-
strained by any underwear. It's thick, the width of a
large python, and for the first time | can see where the
phrase ‘trouser snake’ came from.

| wrap my hand around it, and it's so hot it almost
scalds my skin. It throbs in my palm and my pussy
throbs in response, as though it's already calibrating
itself with his desire. | stretch my lips over the head,
swallowing the pearl of pre-cum on the tip.

Dennis moans as | take him in my mouth, all the way
back to my throat. He's so huge that half his cock is
still outside my mouth and | use my hands to massage
it while | pull my mouth back again, plunging it forward.

| can feel the blood pulsing through his veins, the
desire to dump his cum in my throat, but so far he's
doing an excellent job of holding back, even when |
reach up and tickle his balls.

‘Oh, Cindy,’ Dennis moans, reaching for me, his fin-
gers grasping my hair. ‘Fuck my cock with your mouth.”

His ass clenches as he thrusts harder in my mouth,
and | pull away as his balls clench. | could make him
come inside my mouth, but | have other plans. After six
months without sex, | want to be fucked.

Hard.





