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Chapter 1

The sun hung low on the horizon as I packed up my camera gear. The shoot had gone smoother than I expected. Ashley, an aspiring bikini influencer hoping to break into the market through affiliate links, had been easy to work with, even if some of her poses leaned on the provocative side. She knew what she wanted, though, and for the first time in a while, I felt like I’d actually delivered.

“Appreciate it, Dan,” she called from the shoreline, packing her bag. She bent at the waist, flashing a glimpse of her toned, tanned backside—the same one I’d spent the last hour capturing on camera. She wore a bikini well, and if she didn’t rack up sales, I’d be shocked. “I’ll tag you when I post them.”

“Sounds good,” I said, forcing a small smile as I slung my camera bag over my shoulder. I wasn’t counting on the tag bringing much business my way, but I couldn’t afford to be picky. Work had been scarce, and I’d scraped this gig together from a last-ditch post in a local Facebook group. It was my first in over a month.

Once she had her things together, she blew me a playful kiss and waved before heading off.

As I made my way to the car, I sighed. I’d been grinding for a while now, barely stringing together enough jobs to keep my dream afloat. Photography was all I’d ever wanted, but lately, it felt like I was barely making ends meet. Equipment was expensive. Clients were unreliable—unless they were hot like Ashley. And the competition? Brutal.

By the time I reached my sedan, the sky had deepened to a rich blue, stars just starting to appear. I tossed my bag onto the passenger seat, climbed in, and let my forehead rest against the steering wheel for a moment before finally starting the engine.

The drive home felt like it always did—a mix of exhaustion and just enough hope to keep me going. When I pulled into my apartment complex, I killed the engine and grabbed my camera bag from the passenger seat.

Kicking off my shoes at the door, I tossed the bag onto the couch and reached for my laptop, hoping there would be an offer waiting for me. The usual spam emails were there: ads for camera gear I couldn’t afford and discount codes for software I didn’t need. But then one subject line stuck out like gold amid thrash. Dan, your work caught my eye.

My heart skipped. I didn’t recognize the sender’s name. Nathalie Rousseau. But something about it felt different from the usual junk. I clicked it open, scanning the message so fast I had to go back and reread it.

Hi Dan,

My name is Nathalie Rousseau, I’m an independent agent affiliated with one of the top agencies in the country. I specialize in scouting and guiding fresh talent, which is exactly why I’m reaching out to you.

I recently came across your work through your Instagram. I was impressed by your photos and your ability to capture natural moments without over-editing—a rare quality these days.

I’m currently scouting a photographer for a model who’s about to break into the industry. Your fresh perspective is exactly what we need. If you’re interested, let me know, and we can discuss further.

Looking forward to hearing from you,

Nathalie Rousseau

For a second, I just stared at the screen. My work? She’d found my work and thought it was good? I leaned back in my chair, running a hand through my hair. It wasn’t every day someone with a name like hers reached out to a guy like me. I felt flattered—maybe even amazing—but was this a joke? It all seemed too good to be true. I needed to dig deeper and find out.

I opened a new tab and typed her name into the search bar. The results came up fast, and they weren’t disappointing. Nathalie Rousseau wasn’t some amateur looking for cheap labor—she was the real deal. She worked independently but had ties to a famous agency, the kind of connections that could make careers happen.

I swallowed hard and glanced back at the email. It dawned on me that this was a big deal, and I needed to respond, but my brain felt scrambled. “Keep it cool,” I told myself. Don’t sound desperate. After a deep breath, I started typing, and luckily the email felt natural to write.

Hi Nathalie,

Thank you for reaching out and for your kind words about my work. I’m very interested in learning more about the project and the model’s portfolio. Please let me know how we can connect to discuss details.

Best regards,

Dan Harper

I hit send before I could overthink it, then leaned back in my chair and stared at the ceiling. For the first time in months, it felt like maybe—just maybe—things were about to change. I looked around my wretched apartment. At just 320 square feet, it felt claustrophobic. The paint on the walls was peeling at the edges, and the place was dusty—my vacuum had broken down last week. With no storage space, my equipment was crammed wherever I could fit it. The lighting, tripods, and fan all competed for space in the living room.

At least I had a balcony. It overlooked the neighboring apartment complex—not exactly an ocean view, but it was something to look at. I had always dreamed of leaving this place behind, chasing wealth and prosperity. But doing it alone wasn’t easy.

My mother divorced my father when I was young—his worsening alcoholism made it impossible for her to stay. She passed away from breast cancer four years ago, and it devastated me. I’d recovered as best I could, throwing myself into finding work. But as opportunities grew scarcer, I learned to appreciate every offer that came my way.

That’s why I couldn’t wait to read Nathalie’s reply. A part of me still thought it was too good to be true, and not even ten minutes later, my email notification dinged, making my heart skip. I opened it to see a reply from Nathalie, and I leaned forward so my nose almost touched the screen.

Dan, thank you for responding so quickly! I’m thrilled you’re interested. Here’s my phone number; please give me a call when you see this. I’d love to discuss the details in more depth.

She’d left her number at the bottom of the email. My palms felt a little sweaty as I stared at it. I’d never had a professional opportunity like this before, let alone one where I’d be calling someone with that kind of resume. It was nerve-wracking, but I couldn’t let my nerves get in the way. Taking a deep breath, I grabbed my phone and punched in her number.

“Hello, this is Nathalie,” she answered after two rings. Her voice was soft, feminine and so sweet it caught me off guard for a second. I wasn’t sure what I was expecting, but she already sounded like the woman of my dreams.

“Hi, this is Dan Harper,” I said, hoping I didn’t sound as nervous as I felt. “I just got your email and wanted to follow up.”

“Oh, wonderful. I’m so glad you called,” she said, and I could imagine her smiling. “It’s great to finally talk to you. I’ve been stalking your IG page for a couple of weeks now.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment,” I said with a grin.

She chuckled. “You should. Your work is fantastic—you have an eye for natural beauty.”

“Yeah, I’m not too much into filters and plastic surgeries, to tell the truth.”

We chatted for a moment about my recent photos, and I found myself relaxing a little as her warmth came through. I told her about Ashley and the bikini shoot, and she asked a couple of brief questions about myself. She also mentioned a bit about the theme for the upcoming shoot, which would take place at a luxurious estate in Beverly Hills. Then she paused. “By the way, can I ask you something?”

“Sure,” I said.

“You sound so youthful. How old are you?”

“Twenty-one,” I said, a little surprised by the question.

“Twenty-one?” She let out a soft laugh. “I’m old enough to be your mom!” There was a playful warmth in her tone that made me smile.

“Well, if you were, you’d be a very cool mom,” I said, trying to match her playfulness. “Not every mom books luxurious estates for photoshoots.”

“Thank you, though. It’s refreshing to see young talent like yours. Young people are the future of this industry, and I can tell you’re passionate about what you do. That’s exactly why I reached out.”

I felt my face heat up. “Thanks, I appreciate that.”

“So, here’s the deal,” she said, her tone shifting slightly as she got to business. “This shoot is really important. The model’s on the brink of breaking into some major contracts, and this portfolio could be a game-changer for her. As I told you a second ago, we’re booking a luxurious estate in Beverly Hills—think dramatic staircases, beautiful gardens, a stunning pool—everything to highlight her beauty. I need you to bring your A-game, but no pressure,” she added with a chuckle.

Her confidence was contagious, even if my nerves were still simmering underneath. That sounded like a hell of a lot of pressure for someone like me, but I kept my cool. I couldn’t shake the feeling that this could be my gateway into the industry—and the start of everything I’d ever dreamed of. “That sounds incredible. I’ll make sure to be fully prepared.”

“I don’t doubt that for a second,” she said warmly. “I’ll send you all the details later this evening. I’m really looking forward to working with you, Dan.”

“Same here. Thank you for this opportunity, Nathalie,” I said.

“Have a lovely evening in the meantime.”

“You too.”

After we hung up, I set my phone down and let out a slow breath. Her voice was still ringing in my ears, and I couldn’t help but feel a mix of excitement and arousal. There was just something about her—her warmth, her sweet voice, her confidence—that had me completely hooked. I couldn’t stop thinking about her, wondering what she looked like. From the sound of her voice, I was sure she was gorgeous. But still—why had she reached out to me of all the photographers she could choose from? She had given me a reason, but there were better photographers out there.

I shook my head, trying to push those thoughts away. I shouldn’t be doubting myself. I should just be grateful for this opportunity and focus on where it might lead me.


Chapter 2

Isat in the backseat as the Uber navigated the winding streets of Beverly Hills. My old sedan hadn’t started earlier, which had been stressful, forcing me to scramble for a ride. I sure as hell needed this opportunity—without it, I wasn’t sure how much longer I could make ends meet.

It had been two days since I’d spoken to Nathalie, and I couldn’t wait to meet her. Yesterday, I hadn’t done much except think about her and how lucky I was to have this chance.

The houses here weren’t just houses—they were luxurious estates with perfectly manicured lawns and gates that looked like they could withstand a siege. It was mind-boggling that some people were this wealthy. When we reached the entrance, I hopped out and waved the driver goodbye. I approached the gate and gave my name to the guard, who nodded and waved me through after a quick check.

The estate Nathalie had booked was even more stunning than I imagined. The driveway stretched out like a red carpet, leading up to a mansion that looked like something out of a movie. It had tall, white columns, massive windows, and a staircase that curved around the front. I adjusted the camera bag on my shoulder as it was about to slip off and tried to remind myself not to be nervous.

Nathalie was waiting for me just outside the front door. When I saw her, my mouth opened. She was gorgeous, about five-nine, long dark blonde hair that fell in loose waves over her shoulders, and dark blue eyes that reminded me of the night sky. Her high cheekbones and the light dusting of makeup she wore—just enough to enhance, not overwhelm—made her look like she’d stepped out of a fashion shoot herself. And then there was her figure and her well-endowed breasts that strained against her knee-length summer dress. She was stunning, and I wouldn’t be surprised if she’d also been a model once in her life.

“Dan,” she said warmly as she extended a hand. “So good to finally meet you in person.”

“It’s great to meet you, too,” I said, shaking her hand. Her grip was soft and feminine, and her smile was so genuine it helped settle my nerves a little.

As she looked me over, her eyes lingered for a moment, and a smile tugged at the corner of her lips. “You’re taller than I expected. You’ll definitely make an impression with the model. She’s around five-ten, so at least we know the proportions will look great on camera.”

“Glad to hear it. Hopefully, I will make just as good an impression behind the camera.”

“I’m sure you will. Come, follow me.”

We walked inside, and the interior of the estate was just as grand as the exterior. High ceilings, marble floors and a chandelier that probably cost more than my car. Her kitten heels clacking against the floor, Nathalie led me through the entryway to a spacious sitting room where the model was waiting.

“Dan, this is Isabella,” Nathalie said as we entered. “Isabella, meet Dan Harper, the photographer I was telling you about.”

The model stood up and offered me a smile that could stop traffic. She was drop-dead gorgeous with dark hair pulled into a sleek ponytail and flawless olive skin. Her sharp jawline and piercing green eyes gave her an almost otherworldly beauty. Her breasts weren’t as well-endowed as Nathalie’s but it was her figure and facial aesthetics that made her shine.

“It’s nice to meet you,” Isabella said, her voice smooth and confident.

“Likewise,” I replied, shaking her hand. I’d worked with plenty of LA beauties in the past, but none came close to matching Isabella’s looks. With a face like hers, you could bet her budget was higher. It wasn’t hard to see why—every guy out there would probably empty his wallet just for a chance with her.

“I hope you’re ready for today,” Nathalie said, turning to me with a smile. “The property has so many incredible spots for photos—the gardens, the pool, the staircase. We’re going to make magic happen.”

“Absolutely,” I said, my excitement building. This was shaping up to be one hell of a shoot, and I couldn’t wait to get started.

While Isabella disappeared to get styled, I set up my gear. The estate had so many textures and backgrounds to work with, from the rich wood paneling in the sitting room to the natural light pouring in through the oversized windows. I adjusted the lighting and ran a few test shots, my focus shifting between excitement and making sure everything was perfect. I couldn’t let Nathalie or Isabella down. This was an opportunity I absolutely couldn’t afford to mess up.

Nathalie stayed close, watching me work with a genuine smile. “You’ve got a good eye,” she said, leaning casually against the doorway. “Just remember, we’re going for something bold. Sexy, but not over the top. Think editorial meets effortless glamour.”

“Got it,” I said, nodding. Her confidence was contagious, and I became calmer before it even began.

When Isabella returned, she wore a form-fitting dress with a plunging neckline, paired with heels that highlighted her long legs. She became almost as tall as me, and I was impressed by how well she walked. We didn’t waste a minute, and we got straight to work. Nathalie helped guide the poses as if she’d done this a million times.

“Tilt your chin up just slightly,” she said. “Perfect. Now give me a look like you own the world.”

Isabella nailed it, shifting effortlessly between smoldering stares and softer, more playful expressions. I found myself snapping away, barely needing to direct her. That girl was a natural, and so was Nathalie, whose energy seemed to fill the room. I didn’t hesitate to step in, taking the initiative to guide Isabella into sultry poses and ensuring I captured her at the peak of her beauty. Nathalie chimed in occasionally, adjusting Isabella’s posture or offering feedback. We worked seamlessly together—better than I’d ever imagined.

“What do you think, Dan?” Nathalie asked at one point, glancing over her shoulder at me. “Got any ideas to push this to the next level?”

I hesitated for only a second before stepping forward. “What if we bring in more movement? Maybe she could work with that window light over there and play with her hair or the fabric of the dress?”

Nathalie’s eyes lit up. “I love it. Isabella, let’s try that.”

The shots came alive, the interplay of light and motion creating something dynamic and fresh. The more we worked, the more I felt my confidence grow. I could tell by their expressions that they weren’t disappointed.

During a water break, both of them praised my work, complimenting my skills. I got to know Isabella a little—she’d only recently started modeling. She was like a diamond just waiting to be discovered. Unlike some of the other girls I’d worked with, she was modest, not narcissistic.

When we moved outside, Isabella changed into a skimpy summer outfit: a cropped top that barely covered her toned midriff and a pair of tiny denim shorts that showed off her long legs. The sight of her made my cock stir, but I forced myself to focus. This was work … even if my body didn’t completely get the memo.

I took the lead, guiding Isabella through a series of poses that played to the strengths of the setting. “Try turning slightly to your left,” I said, stepping forward to show her what I meant. “Let the sun catch your hair … yeah, just like that.”

Isabella followed my instructions with ease. The bright sun highlighted her flawless skin, and the soft breeze fluttered her hair. “Now, lift your chin a bit and give me a playful smile,” I added, adjusting the angle of my lens.

Behind me, I heard Nathalie let out a soft hum of approval. “You’re really good at this,” she said. “You’ve got a way of bringing out her best side without making it feel forced.”

Her praise lit a spark of confidence in me, and I kept pushing, suggesting ideas as we moved around the garden. By the pool, I had Isabella dip her toes into the water, the ripples creating a beautiful texture in the photo. “Perfect,” I murmured, snapping away. However something was missing, and I knew exactly what that was. “Do we have any swimsuits for Isabella?” I asked, already envisioning how the pool could enhance the shoot.

Nathalie nodded. “We do. I’ll take her inside to change.”

Nathalie and Isabella disappeared into the estate, leaving me alone to adjust the lighting around the pool area. When Isabella returned, I nearly froze. She had changed into a sleek, one-piece swimsuit that hugged her curves perfectly. The suit was a deep shade of blue that went well with her olive skin, and her dark hair had been styled loosely.

She walked barefoot to the edge of the water, dipping her toes in before turning to me with a look that was equal parts professional and teasing. I couldn’t help but check her out, my camera hanging idly for a moment before I snapped back to attention. “How’s this?” she asked, her lips curving into a knowing smile.

“Perfect,” I said, gripping my camera and adjusting the settings to catch the golden light playing off the water.

“Try leaning back a little,” I said, stepping closer. She arched her back, her hair grazing the surface of the pool as ripples danced around her. I found myself entirely focused on capturing every detail.

“These are going to look incredible, aren’t they?” Isabella said, her voice warm.

“They already do,” I replied, snapping another shot. “You make it easy.”

Her laugh was soft, and she tilted her head toward me. “You’re not so bad yourself, you know. Nathalie was right to pick you for this.”

Isabella then moved to the pool itself, stepping into the water which drew my full attention. The sunlight caught the ripples as she waded in. “Try leaning back against the edge,” I suggested, positioning myself to catch the shimmering effect of water on her skin. The way her hair fanned out as she reclined made for stunning photos, and when she stepped out of the pool, droplets clinging to her legs, I had to remind myself to breathe.

I directed her to the sun lounger, where she stretched out her long legs. I wasted no time snapping photos, making sure to capture her before the sun dried her skin.

Between my directions and Isabella’s natural talent, the shoot felt like it was flowing naturally. Nathalie watched closely, clearly impressed. “You’re doing great, Dan,” she said at one point. Her hand briefly touched my shoulder, a gesture so small but somehow grounding. “Keep it up.”

Time flew by, and before I knew it, the sun was starting to set.

When we finally wrapped up, Isabella turned to me with a wide smile. “I had a blast working with you. You really know how to make someone feel comfortable in front of the camera. I think these photos are going to turn out amazing.”

“Thanks. You made my job easy,” I said.

“I can see why your work caught my eye,” Nathalie chimed in. “You’ve got a gift.”

“Thank you,” I said, unable to hide my grin. Her praise felt like validation on a whole new level, making me confident for the future.

We packed our bags and headed outside. Isabella caught a ride home with her friend but didn’t leave without giving me a hug. “I hope we’ll work together again sometime,” she said.

“Me too,” I replied, feeling myself melt a little at the physical contact.

She leaned in and flirtatiously kissed my cheek before stepping into the car, leaving a faint, damp imprint of her skin behind.

“So, where are you heading?” Nathalie asked, breaking the moment.

“Home, I guess,” I said with a shrug. “I just need to book an Uber first.”

“Why don’t we celebrate? My treat,” Nathalie offered. “There’s a fantastic little restaurant not far from here. How about dinner?”

I blinked, caught off guard but thrilled at the invitation. “That sounds great. Thank you.”

“Perfect,” she said with a smile. “I’ll drive you there.”

I hopped into her Lamborghini Urus, marveling at the luxurious interior. We chatted briefly, but it didn’t take long before we reached our destination. The restaurant Nathalie chose was tucked away on a quiet street in Beverly Hills, the kind of place you wouldn’t stumble upon unless someone told you about it.

As we pulled up, I could see the warm glow of candles through the windows, and how sparkling clean everything looked. The hostess greeted Nathalie like an old friend, and we were led to a corner table, tucked away from the rest of the diners. It felt private, like the perfect setting for a deep conversation.

Nathalie scanned the menu thoughtfully before glancing up at me with a smile. “How do you feel about lobster? They make an incredible lobster risotto here.”

“Sounds amazing,” I said, grateful she was leading the way since I’d never eaten at such a fancy place in my life. “I’ve never really had anything fancy like that, let alone eaten at a restaurant like this.”

“Then you’re in for a treat,” she said, signaling the waiter and placing the order for both of us.

When the lobster risotto arrived, it was plated like a work of art. The scent alone was enough to make my mouth water. Nathalie picked up her fork first, taking a small bite before looking at me. “Well?” she asked. “Aren’t you going to try it?”

I followed her lead, scooping a bit of the creamy rice and lobster onto my fork. The flavors hit me immediately—rich and buttery, with just a hint of citrus that balanced everything perfectly. “Wow,” I said. “This is incredible.”

“Told you. You can’t go wrong with this place.”

“I can see why,” I said, taking another bite. “I don’t think I’ve ever had anything like this before.”

“First time for everything,” she teased. “That’s what makes life interesting, don’t you think? Trying new things?”

I nodded, glancing at her over the rim of my glass. “Definitely. So, is that why you took a gamble on me?”

She chuckled. “No, this isn’t a gamble. I know talent when I see it.”

“I’ll take your word for it,” I said with a small smile. “Well, this whole night has been… a lot of firsts for me.”

She tilted her head slightly, her expression softening. “Good ones, I hope?”

“The best,” I said without hesitation.

We continued eating, pausing now and then to chat, but the food was so delicious it disappeared quickly. When it was time for dessert, she recommended the tiramisu—something I hadn’t even heard of before. She assured me it would be a pleasant surprise, and she was right, just like with everything else that had happened today.

“Let’s talk about your work,” she said, pushing her plate aside. “You have a fantastic eye, but I think there’s even more potential if you refine your signature style. You’re at the stage where every shoot is an opportunity to find what really defines you.”

I nodded, taking in her words. “I’ve been experimenting a lot, trying to find that balance between what feels authentic and what works for clients.”

“That’s exactly it,” she said. “The trick is to make your clients feel like you’re creating something unique for them, while still leaving your personal stamp on the work. It’s a fine line, but you’re getting there.”

Her feedback was invaluable, and I could feel myself absorbing every word. But as the conversation flowed, the tone started to shift. She shared stories about her early struggles in the fashion industry, moments where she had to fight to be taken seriously as an agent.

“It wasn’t easy,” she said. “I had to prove myself over and over again, but those struggles taught me resilience. And, honestly, seeing someone as young and passionate as you reminds me why I fell in love with this industry in the first place.”

Her vulnerability caught me off guard. Seeing this side of her—so strong yet so open—made me admire her even more. “That’s inspiring,” I said. “I can’t imagine the kind of pressure you’ve faced, but it’s amazing that you’ve built something so impressive from it.”

She smiled softly, and for a moment, we just looked at each other. “Thank you, Dan. That means a lot.”

“How did you start in this industry?”

Nathalie leaned forward, resting her chin lightly on her hand. “I actually started as a model,” she said, her voice almost wistful. “I was barely out of my teens, just a girl trying to make it big in LA.”

“That doesn’t surprise me,” I said, the words slipping out before I could second-guess myself. “I mean, look at you.”

Her cheeks turned a faint shade of pink. “You sure I’m not too old for modeling now?”

“You look gorgeous,” I said, my tone steady and genuine. The blush on her face deepened, and she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. For a moment, she seemed less like the confident agent and more like someone who wasn’t used to being seen in that way anymore.

“Well,” she said with a playful smile, “flattery will get you everywhere.”

As the conversation shifted again, Nathalie leaned back and studied me, her expression somewhere between thoughtful and intrigued. “You know, there’s something about you,” she said. “The way you focus behind the camera—it’s not just technical. You have this confidence, this presence and work ethic that draws people in.”

I felt my cheeks heat up. “I just try to make sure everyone feels comfortable. That’s where the best photos come from.”

“It’s more than that,” she said, her voice dropping slightly, her gaze locking with mine. “It’s like you see things others don’t.”

“Like the beauty in you?” I asked, my voice lower than I intended. Her lips parted slightly, and for a moment, she seemed caught off guard.

“Well, that’s … unexpected,” she said with a chuckle, her blush deepening. “I didn’t think I’d be the one under your lens tonight.”

“Well, I’m a photographer, after all.”

“You’re right, and you’re also dangerous,” she said, the playful edge to her voice returning. “Careful, or you might make me forget we’re supposed to be talking about your career.”

I leaned forward slightly, unable to resist asking the question that had been on my mind since she’d first reached out to me. “Why me?” I asked, my voice quiet but steady. “Why do you want to mentor me? This all just feels … too good to be true. Someone like you, with your experience and success, choosing me?”

Her expression softened, and she seemed to take a moment to consider her answer. “It’s exactly what I told you a second ago. Because I see something in you, Dan. Something real. The way you see the world through your lens—it’s refreshing. You’re not jaded by the industry yet, and that’s rare. But more than that, you remind me of myself when I was just starting out. Hungry, passionate, willing to take risks.”

I let her words sink in, my chest tightening with a mix of gratitude and disbelief. “And here I thought it was just my lucky day,” I said, a smile tugging at my lips.

“Maybe it is,” she replied, her gaze warm but serious. “But don’t mistake this for charity. You’ve earned this. You have something special, and I want to help you see just how far you can take it.”

“I really appreciate it,” I said, realizing this was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.

By the time the meal ended, I wasn’t thinking about photography or industry tips anymore. All I could focus on was Nathalie—the way her eyes sparkled when she laughed, the warmth in her voice, the way she made me feel like I belonged in her world. This dinner was supposed to be about work, but it felt like the beginning of something much more personal.

As we stepped outside, we were greeted by the cool evening air, and Nathalie jingled her car keys in her hand. “Let me drive you home,” she said, her tone casual but her eyes lingering on mine for a moment too long to be purely professional.

I nodded. “Sure, if it’s not too much trouble.”

“Not at all,” she said with a smile, leading the way to her Urus.

During the drive, we chatted about all kinds of topics. She asked how I got into photography, and I told her it all started with skateboarding.

“You’ll have to show me some moves then,” she said with a playful grin.

“Next time we get the chance,” I promised.

“What about the music? Is this alright?” she asked, glancing my way as a sensual techno instrumental played in the background.

“It’s nice,” I said. “Kind of makes you feel all warm and fuzzy inside.”

She smiled. “It does. Unwinding after a long day is so important. A good night’s sleep is essential if you want to do your best work.”

Nathalie’s hands rested lightly on the wheel, and every now and then, I caught her glancing my way out of the corner of my eye.

When we pulled up outside my apartment, she shifted into park but didn’t immediately unlock the doors. Instead, she turned to face me. “I really enjoyed tonight,” she said. “Not just the shoot—the dinner, the conversation.”

“Me too,” I said. “It’s been different. In a good way.”

Her lips curved into a faint smile, and for a moment, I felt sparks between us. Her gaze dropped to my mouth, just briefly, and I leaned in slightly without even realizing it. She didn’t move away—if anything, she tilted her head just a little closer.

But then her phone suddenly rang. She rolled her eyes with a small sigh. “That’s my friend.”

“No problem,” I said, catching a glimpse of a beautiful woman’s photo on her phone screen.

“I should let you get some rest,” she said.

“Yeah,” I said, though my heart was still pounding. “Goodnight, Nathalie.”

“Goodnight, Dan,” she replied.

I stepped out of the car and watched as she drove away while talking on the phone, her taillights disappearing down the street. Upstairs in my apartment, I tossed my keys on the counter and sank onto the couch, replaying the evening in my head. Her smile, her laugh, the way her eyes had locked with mine for just a moment too long. I ran a hand through my hair and let out a shaky breath.

I couldn’t deny it anymore. Nathalie wasn’t just a mentor or a savior—she wasn’t just someone opening doors for me in my career. She was something more.

As I lay in bed that night, I couldn’t stop thinking about her. The way her voice had softened when she’d said goodnight. How close we’d been to … kissing? I blinked, trying to shake the thought. Maybe I was overthinking it. Sure, she was gorgeous—there was no denying that—but she was so much more than just her looks.

My mind drifted back to the photoshoot, to Isabella, and the way everything had come together. It felt incredible to see the photos come alive. For the first time in a long while, I felt genuinely optimistic about the future.


Chapter 3

Two days had passed since the shoot with Nathalie, and I couldn’t stop thinking about her. I tried to stay busy—editing the photos, cleaning my apartment, even going for a run—but nothing worked. Every few minutes, I found myself refreshing my email or glancing at my phone, hoping for some kind of message from her.

It was unproductive, and I knew it. Worse, it made me feel pathetic. I tried to convince myself she was probably just busy, that I hadn’t done anything wrong, but my mind kept circling back to the idea that maybe I’d blown it somehow. Had I said something stupid during dinner? Was my work not as good as I thought? Did she regret reaching out to me in the first place? I shook my head. “Man, I’m going crazy.”

By mid-afternoon, I was sitting on the couch, staring at my phone like it owed me an explanation. The silence was maddening. I’d opened and closed Messenger so many times that I’d lost count, each time hoping for a notification that never came. I groaned and tossed the phone onto the cushion beside me.

Just as I stood up to grab a glass of water, my phone buzzed. My heart jumped, and I snatched it up so quickly that I nearly dropped it. The screen lit up with her name, and for a moment, I just stared at it, just reading her name made my chest warm. Then I swiped to answer.

“Hello?” I said, trying to sound calm and not like I’d been obsessing over this call.

“Hi, Dan,” Nathalie’s voice came through, feminine and sweet, and the tension in my chest melted immediately.

“Hey,” I said, a smile breaking across my face. Just hearing her made the last two days of overthinking feel ridiculous.

“How are you?” she asked.

“I’m good,” I said quickly, then laughed a little. “Better now, honestly. It’s good to hear your voice.”

She chuckled. “You sound relieved. Were you expecting someone else, maybe a girlfriend?”

“No, it’s just …” I hesitated, rubbing the back of my neck. “I guess I didn’t realize how much I’d been missing you.”

Her laugh was lighter this time, almost teasing. “Well, I’m flattered.”

The warmth in her tone made something in me relax completely. Whatever doubts I’d had about the shoot or the dinner were gone. I sank back onto the couch, phone pressed to my ear, and let myself enjoy the sound of her voice, already feeling more like myself again.

“I actually have some exciting news,” she said, her tone shifting slightly. “A designer came across the photos from the shoot.”

“Yeah,” I said, sitting up straighter. “What about them?”

“Well, they saw the photos from the mansion shoot, and they were impressed—really impressed. They want you for their upcoming campaign.”

I was about to drop the phone. “Are you serious?”

“Completely,” she said. “This is a big deal. The kind of opportunity that can open a lot of doors for you.”

“That’s incredible,” I said. “What’s the campaign about?”

“It’s a high-profile launch for their summer line. Think bold concepts, luxurious and sensual settings,” she explained. “It’s the kind of shoot that requires someone who can adapt quickly and bring creative energy to the table, someone young and ambitious—like you.”

I swallowed hard, feeling the weight of the opportunity. “I’m in,” I said, my voice steady despite the nerves. “I won’t let you—or them—down.”

“I know you won’t,” Nathalie said warmly. “You’re going to do great. Speaking of which, I was hoping you could come by my office tomorrow. I have the check for the last shoot, and I’d like to discuss something else with you.”

“Sure,” I said. “What’s up?”

“I’d like to offer you a contract,” she said. “You’d still be independent, but it would mean working more directly with me. It’s about making sure you get consistent work and the kind of opportunities that can take your career to the next level.”

I blinked, momentarily stunned. “A contract?”

“Don’t worry,” she added quickly. “It’s flexible, and it’s entirely up to you. I just want to make things easier for you, to help you build something sustainable.”

The idea was both thrilling and daunting. “Wow. Thank you. I’ll come by tomorrow, and we can talk more about it.”

“Perfect,” she said, her smile almost audible through the phone. “I’m looking forward to it.”

“Me too,” I said. “Thanks for calling.”

“Anytime,” she said softly. “Enjoy the rest of your day.”

“You too,” I replied, ending the call and letting out a long breath. My head was spinning, but for the first time in days, it wasn’t with doubt or overthinking—it was spinning with possibility.

* * *

The next day, I arrived at Nathalie’s office, an elegant building nestled in the heart of the city. I entered and took the elevator to the fifth floor. As I walked through the hallway, my eyes were drawn to the framed photos lining the walls. They were portraits of stunning women from decades past. It was clear Nathalie had a long history in this industry—one that she was deeply proud of.

When I stepped into her office, she greeted me with a wide smile and a handshake. “Dan, it’s so good to see you. Come in.”

Her enthusiasm was contagious, and I felt my nerves ease as I entered the room. She motioned for me to sit, then slid an envelope across the desk. “Here’s your payment for the mansion shoot.”

I opened the envelope and blinked at the amount. It was more than I’d ever earned for a day’s work—$2,500, and there was a note inside indicating an additional $500 as a bonus. My jaw nearly dropped. “This is … I don’t know what to say.”

“Say you’ll keep up the great work,” she said with a wink. “I told you I’d make sure you were paid generously. You earned every penny.”

“Thank you. This means a lot.”

“And there’s more where that came from, especially with the upcoming campaign. Speaking of which,” she said, sliding a folder across the desk, “here’s the contract I mentioned. Take your time to look it over. It’s designed to keep you independent while giving you access to some incredible opportunities.”

I flipped through the pages, noting the clear and professional layout. Nathalie explained each section, ensuring I understood the terms. It felt surreal—like a door to an entirely new chapter in my life was being opened.

“This will come into effect after the campaign,” she added. “No pressure, but I’d love to have you on board.”

“It looks great,” I said, nodding. “I’ll go over it carefully, but it all seems fair.”

“Good,” she said, leaning back with a satisfied smile. “Now, how about we grab some tea? There’s a little café down the street I think you’ll love. We can talk more about the campaign and your work.”

“Sounds perfect,” I said, standing as she grabbed her purse.

* * *

At the café, Nathalie ordered tea for us and some cookies. The atmosphere was relaxed, but I couldn’t ignore the way Nathalie leaned forward, her focus entirely on me as we talked about the campaign.

“You know,” she said, stirring her tea thoughtfully, “You have the kind of vision that can make waves in this industry.”

“Thanks. That means a lot coming from someone like you.”

She raised an eyebrow, her lips curving into a teasing smile. “Someone like me?”

“Experienced. Accomplished. Gorgeous,” I said, the last word slipping out before I could stop myself. Her cheeks flushed slightly, but she didn’t seem to mind.

The banter flowed naturally, and it felt easy, comfortable, yet charged with something deeper. Nathalie’s faith in my talent was genuine, and every time she spoke about my work, it felt like she believed in me even more than I believed in myself. As we sat, she pulled out her phone and showed me photos of the three supermodels slated for the campaign. My jaw nearly hit the table.

“These are the women you’ll be working with,” she said, her eyes gleaming with excitement.

“They’re incredible,” I said, flipping through the images. Each one was stunning—faces you’d see on the cover of Vogue.

“The brand wants sexy, captivating images, and I know you can deliver,” Nathalie said, her tone encouraging but firm. “It’s going to be high pressure, and we’ll be on a luxurious rooftop. But I’ll be there to guide you. Just remember to stay focused on the sexiness.”

“I will,” I said, my excitement outweighing the nerves. “Thank you for trusting me with this.”

Nathalie leaned back slightly, studying me with a soft, almost playful smile. “You know, Dan, you’re not just talented. You have a calm energy behind the lens that’s rare. The models are going to feel it, and that’s how you’ll bring out their best.”

Her words warmed me. “I’m glad. I won’t let you down.”

“I know you won’t. Let’s just say I have high hopes for you. And for this campaign.”

On the walk back to her office, Nathalie seemed thoughtful. As we reached the entrance, she turned to me, her expression unreadable for a moment. “Dan,” she began, her voice soft, “did you mean it? When you called me beautiful?”

I stopped, meeting her gaze. “Yes,” I said, no hesitation in my voice. “I meant every word.”

Her cheeks pinkened, and she smiled—a rare, almost shy smile I hadn’t seen before. “Thank you,” she said quietly. “That’s all.”

As she turned and walked into the building, I stood there for a moment, feeling the warmth of her smile lingering long after she was gone.


Chapter 4

The Uber pulled up in front of the high-rise building, and I stepped out, craning my neck to take it all in. I became a bit dizzy. The place was stunning, the kind of building that looked like it belonged in a movie about billionaires. Despite the check I’d just received, I still hadn’t gotten around to fixing my car. It was another reminder that while my life felt like it was changing, I wasn’t quite there yet. And it also reminded me that I had to deliver today.

I adjusted my camera bag over my shoulder and took the elevator up to the rooftop. When the doors slid open, I stepped into another world. A plush carpet stretched out in front of me, and the walls were adorned with photos of stunning women. The large windows offered the most breathtaking view of LA I’d ever seen, the late morning sunlight glinting off the skyscrapers like polished glass. Flowing white curtains swayed gently in the breeze, partially concealing a luxurious chaise lounge and exotic plants. Soft golden lighting filled the space, and out on the balcony, a pool shimmered in the sunlight, promising some incredible shots later.

I wasn’t the first to arrive. Nathalie stood near the edge of the rooftop, clipboard in hand. She turned when she heard my footsteps, her expression lighting up with a smile.

“You’re early,” she said, walking toward me. I felt something stir in my manhood. She was sexy, dressed in a flowing dress with slits that teased glimpses of her toned legs as she moved. The baby blue fabric hugged her curves without being overdone, and her makeup was subtle but flawless, enhancing her high cheekbones and heart-shaped lips. Her long, dark blonde hair cascaded down her back in soft, effortless waves, catching the light and making her look like she’d stepped straight out of a fashion editorial. I couldn’t stop thinking of how stunning she looked, and I couldn’t help but notice how she seemed to belong perfectly in this luxurious setting.

“Couldn’t wait,” I admitted, my eyes darting around the rooftop. “This place is incredible. I’ve never seen anything like it.”

“It’s something, isn’t it?” she said, glancing around with pride. “Wait until you see it during golden hour. Now, come with me.”

She led me to a quiet corner where she laid out the day’s plan. “The focus is on the summer line, so everything needs to feel sensual, luxurious and effortless,” she said, gesturing toward the chaise lounge and pool. “The key is to make it feel like desire itself.” She smirked, meeting my eyes. “Can you handle that?”

“I can,” I said, nodding firmly. I would never let a woman like her down, not in a million years.

“Good,” she said, her smile widening slightly. “I trust you.”

Nathalie introduced me to Carla, a woman in her mid-forties who represented the designer brand. She was as tall as Nathalie but had dyed blonde hair. Slim and toned, she looked like someone who worked out regularly.

“Nice to meet you, Dan,” she said, greeting me with a warm handshake.

“You too,” I replied.

We chatted for a bit. Carla came across as somewhat reserved, but she still asked Nathalie how she had discovered me. She was impressed by my photos, and I assured her I would leave her satisfied.

The models arrived soon after, striding toward me in high heels. First was Isla, a stunning brunette with hazel eyes. Even in heels, she stood just an inch shorter than me. I greeted her with a handshake, her hand as soft as silk. Her dimples deepened when she smiled, revealing perfect, white teeth.

Next came Elena, a rare redhead with a softer, playful energy. Her heels clacked against the floor as she approached, tossing a lock of her fiery red hair over her shoulder before shaking my hand.

Finally, there was Sienna, a blonde so striking it was as if she’d been sculpted by the gods. Her perfect high cheekbones and sharp jawline framed her flawless smile, while her blue eyes sparkled as she greeted me.

I introduced myself, keeping my tone friendly but professional, though I couldn’t help but feel slightly overwhelmed by their beauty. Each was stunning in her own way, and standing there before them, I felt a faint heat rise to my face. I had to get used to photographing young, beautiful women. Something told me they were just the beginning. I focused on staying composed, but their glamour and the effortless way they carried themselves left me slightly off balance, a mix of awe and something deeper stirring within me, or at my groin to be precise. “It’s great to meet all of you. This is going to be a lot of fun, and I’ll make sure we get some amazing photos today.”

Isla gave me a quick once-over and nodded. “Looking forward to it,” she said, her voice confident.

Elena flashed a bright smile. “Me too. This location is amazing.”

Sienna tilted her head slightly, her gaze sharp but curious. “Let’s see what you’ve got,” she said, her tone sensual.

We began with the first setup. Isla would pose nude, draped in sheer fabric on the chaise lounge. As I adjusted the camera, the low hum of the stylists’ chatter filled the background. When she returned to the room, completely naked, I tried to keep my focus.

But resisting was impossible. Isla was breathtaking. Her neatly trimmed triangle of dark hair and the soft curves of her symmetrical, tear-shaped breasts were impossible to ignore. She caught me looking and gave a sly, knowing smile that sent a jolt through me. I cleared my throat, guiding her into position on the chaise lounge as the fabric teased over her bare skin.

“Let’s start with you reclining on your side,” I said, my voice steady despite the heat rising. “Drape the fabric so it just hints at what’s underneath.”

Isla adjusted her position on the chaise. The sheer fabric clung to her curves, revealing erotic glimpses of skin. I snapped a few test shots, checking the lighting and composition.

“Perfect,” I said. “Now tilt your chin up slightly and give me a look like you have a delicious secret.”

Isla’s lips curved into a playful smile as she gazed directly into the camera.

“Beautiful,” I murmured, moving around to get different angles. “Now let’s try something a bit more playful. Maybe sit up and let the fabric fall away from one shoulder?”

As Isla shifted, the fabric slipped, exposing more of her flawless skin. I swallowed hard, forcing myself to stay professional. “That’s great,” I said, trying not to look at the upper parts of her tear-drops. “Hold that pose.”

I continued shooting, guiding Isla through various sensual poses. With each click of the shutter, I felt more in my element. The initial nerves faded as I lost myself in capturing her beauty.

As we wrapped up Isla’s individual shots, I invited Elena to join us. The redhead eagerly came over, her emerald eyes twinkling with mischief. Not being shy, she slipped out of her robe, revealing creamy skin dusted with freckles. Her petite frame was lithe and toned, with small, perky breasts and a neatly trimmed patch of auburn hair. From this angle, the soft pink of her pussy stood out in stark contrast against her porcelain skin.

“Let’s have you two interact,” I suggested. “Elena, why don’t you drape yourself across Isla’s lap?”

The women moved together with ease, their bodies fitting together like puzzle pieces. Isla’s hand rested on Elena’s hip, fingers splayed against pale skin. Elena tipped her head back, looking as confident as earlier.

“Perfect,” I murmured, snapping away. “Now Elena, trail your fingers along Isla’s collarbone. Look at Isla like she’s the most delicious thing you’ve ever seen.”

With a giggle, they followed my direction, the sexual tension between them palpable, making me wonder if they’d known each other from earlier. I tried not to get distracted by fantasies. I circled them, capturing every angle, every expression of desire.

Next, Sienna joined the group. Her golden hair cascaded over her shoulders as she stripped off her robe, revealing a body that looked like it had been carved from marble. High, firm breasts, a taut stomach, and long legs that seemed to go on forever. There was something undeniably sexy about tall women.

“Sienna, why don’t you join them on the chaise?” I suggested. “Let’s have you drape yourself over the back, looking down at the others.”

Sienna positioned herself behind Isla and Elena. Her golden hair cascaded over her shoulders, creating a stunning contrast against her sun-kissed skin. I directed her to trail her fingers along Elena’s arm, creating a visual connection between all three women.

“Wonderful,” I murmured, circling the chaise to capture every angle. “Now, Isla, turn your head slightly towards Sienna. Elena, arch your back a little more.”

The young women were easy to work with, following my instructions without any drama or bickering. I lost myself in the rhythm of the shoot, guiding them through a series of poses that highlighted their individual features while showcasing their collective beauty.

Eventually, we took a break, snacking on sandwiches and fruit. The girls sat with the stylists, while I found myself at a table with Nathalie and Carla. They both kept praising my photos and my professionalism.

“One reason we avoid hiring young men is because they tend to gawk instead of taking their jobs seriously,” Carla said with a smirk. “You’ve surprised me.”

“It hasn’t been easy,” I admitted with a modest smile. “But I take my work seriously.”

“He’s a gem, isn’t he?” Nathalie chimed in, glancing at Carla.

“He really is,” Carla agreed, giving me an approving look.

Once we’d finished eating, we prepared to move on to the next setup: dresses, followed by the pool shots.

“Alright, ladies, let’s move on to the dresses,” Carla said.

The models slipped into knee-length dresses that hugged their curves perfectly. Each dress featured a daring slit that exposed a glimpse of thigh. Isla’s dress was a deep crimson that complemented her olive skin, while Elena’s emerald green brought out the fire in her hair. Sienna’s dress was golden and caught the light with her every movement. I was surprised at how much more stunning the ladies looked after changing into their outfits—not that they hadn’t been breathtaking while nude.

“Let’s move to the window,” I suggested, gesturing towards the floor-to-ceiling glass that offered a breathtaking view of the LA skyline. “The light is perfect right now.”

The young models positioned themselves and followed my instructions.

“Isla, lean against the window frame,” I directed, my voice slightly husky. “Elena, stand just behind her, looking out over the city. Sienna, I want you in the foreground, your profile to the camera.”

I began shooting, moving around to capture every angle. “That’s perfect,” I said, feeling a familiar heat building within me. “Isla, tilt your chin up slightly. Elena, let your hand rest on the glass.”

As I worked, I couldn’t help but notice the way the fabric shifted with their movements, the slits in their dresses revealing glimpses of skin, and at the same time, their nudity was still fresh in my memory. My pulse quickened, and I felt a growing tightness in my shorts. I tried to focus on the technical aspects of the shoot—the lighting, the composition–but it was becoming increasingly difficult to ignore the sensual energy filling the room, and I knew it wouldn’t be easier when we stepped outside.

“Now, Sienna, turn towards the camera,” I said, my voice low. “Give me a look like you own this city.”

Sienna’s blue eyes locked onto the lens, filled with a smoldering intensity. I swallowed hard, adjusting my stance to try and hide my growing arousal.

“How’s this?” she asked, biting her lip slightly.

“Perfect,” I said, adjusting the angle for a close-up.

Then we moved outside to the pool, where the models changed into swimwear. It didn’t take long to notice that they weren’t shy about flaunting their bodies.

As I planned the shoot with Carla, Nathalie chimed in with a few creative ideas while the stylists made final adjustments to the models.

“We’re ready when you are,” Elena said, twirling a lock of her fiery hair around her finger.

“Alright, let’s start with you three sitting by the edge of the pool,” I said, gesturing toward the shimmering water. “Dangle your feet in and lean back on your hands.”

They sat down side by side, dipping their legs into the water. I began shooting, moving around to capture different angles. “That’s great,” I encouraged. “Now, Isla, trail your fingers through the water. Elena, tilt your head back like you’re soaking up the sun. Sienna, give me a sultry look over your shoulder.”

They followed my directions, each poses more alluring than the last. I felt a bead of sweat trickle down my back, and it wasn’t just from the sun.

“Perfect,” I said, zooming in on Elena’s face as she gazed up at the sky, her lips parted slightly. “Now, let’s get some action shots. How about you three jump in?”

They exchanged excited glances before standing up. On my count, they leaped into the pool, and the water splashed all over the place.

As they surfaced, their hair slicked back and water streaming down their faces, I continued shooting. “That’s amazing,” I called out. “Now splash each other a bit, like you’re playing.”

They didn’t need to be told twice. Laughing and squealing, they began splashing water at each other. I moved quickly around the pool, catching their playful behavior.

“Great energy,” I said, feeling myself getting caught up in their enthusiasm. “Now, let’s have you come to the edge of the pool. Lean on your elbows and look up at me.”

They swam to the edge, pulling themselves up slightly. Water cascaded down their bodies, making their skin glisten. Droplets clung to their eyelashes and lips, creating an irresistibly sensual effect.

“That’s perfect,” I said. “Sienna, bite your lip slightly. Elena, run your fingers through your hair. Isla, give me a hot look.”

They were perfect. They gave me some seductive winks here and there, and I responded by giving them a thumbs-up. When we wrapped up the pool shoots, they playfully extended their hands to me.

“You look strong,” Sienna said. “Give us a helping hand.”

“You promise not to pull me in?”

“What? No, I’d never do that.”

“She’s done it before,” Elena said, and then they started splashing water on each other. I had to step back before I got myself wet. Once they were out of the water, we handed them towels. We weren’t done yet.

I moved the shoot to the chaise lounges. They were still in their swimwear, posed with champagne glasses in hand for the luxury. I focused on catching the interplay of their glowing skin against the golden light and the rich textures of the scene.

As the energy of the shoot built, an idea struck me. “What if we take it up a notch?” I asked, grabbing an unopened bottle of champagne. “Since you were so playful in the pool—spray the champagne, play off each other. Let it be fun and wild.”

The models exchanged excited glances, clearly eager to let loose. I handed the bottle to Sienna, who shook it vigorously.

“Ready?” she asked with a mischievous grin.

Elena and Isla nodded, positioning themselves on either side of her. With a pop, Sienna released the cork, and champagne sprayed in a glittering arc. The other two models leaned in, letting the bubbly liquid shower over them as they laughed. It sure as hell hadn’t been the first time those three played with a champagne bottle.

I moved quickly, capturing every moment. The champagne glistened on their skin, droplets clinging to their eyelashes and trailing down their bodies. Their hair became damp and tousled, giving them a wild, carefree look that was very sexy.

“Perfect,” I called out. “Now pass the bottle around. You have to spray an equal amount on each other, otherwise, it isn’t fair.”

That sure got to them, and they took turns spraying each other till they were dripping wet. Elena tipped her head back, mouth open to catch the champagne as Isla poured it. Sienna wrapped her arms around both girls from behind, all three laughing as they posed cheek-to-cheek.

As we wrapped up the shoot, the designer came over to review the photos on Nathalie’s tablet. Her eyes lit up with excitement as she scrolled through the shots. “This is exactly what we envisioned,” she said. “The energy, the luxury—it’s all there. These are going to make waves.”

I could hardly believe the praise, warming my heart like a hug. Nathalie didn’t let me linger in doubt for long. “This isn’t just a good day,” she said quietly, pulling me aside so the others wouldn’t overhear. Her voice carried a seriousness that made me stand a little taller. “This is the kind of work that gets you noticed by the right people. Today wasn’t just great—it was exceptional.”

Her words stayed with me as we packed up. I said goodbye to Carla and to the models, who also praised my photos. I knew I’d miss them and their playful moments. I replayed the moments of the shoot in my head, every bit of laughter, every perfectly timed photo and the way Nathalie’s confidence in me had kept me steady throughout.

Just as I was about to leave, Nathalie caught my arm gently, her touch light but firm enough to stop me. “One more thing,” she said, her lips curving into a small smile. “There’s a party tomorrow night—a lot of industry folks will be there. I’d like you to come.”

I hesitated. “I don’t really have anything to wear to something like that,” I admitted, feeling the familiar twinge of insecurity creeping in.

She didn’t miss a beat. Her smile widened, warm and reassuring. “Then we’ll fix that,” she said, her tone easy, as if it were the simplest solution in the world. “Meet me tomorrow morning. We’ll go shopping. It’s on me.”

I blinked, a mix of gratitude and disbelief washing over me. “Are you sure?”

“Absolutely,” she said, her blue eyes sparkling. “Consider it part of the job. You’ll need to look the part, and I know just the place.”

I nodded, my nerves settling under her steady gaze. Nathalie always seemed to have a way of making the impossible feel not just possible, but inevitable.

“Alright,” I said.

“You were amazing today,” she told me again, pride shining in her eyes.

“Thank you,” I replied, genuinely appreciating her words.

She looked me in the eyes and then leaned forward, kissing my forehead. “I’ll meet you tomorrow,” she said, sounding like a lustful teenager rather than a woman.

“Sure,” I said. As I left the building, I wasn’t sure what to think, but the damp patch of her lips lingered on my forehead. The kiss momentarily numbed my senses. I’d nailed it with the photos, and tomorrow … I had a date? At least, it sounded like a date with Nathalie.

Either way, Nathalie had been my lifesaver.


Chapter 5

The afternoon sun filtered through the blinds in my apartment as I sat on the couch, scrolling through the photos from the previous day’s shoot. I was proud of the images, and I couldn’t help but smile at the thought of Nathalie’s words of encouragement. I also couldn’t stop replaying the moment she’d kissed my forehead before leaving—a gesture so unexpected and tender that it had stayed with me, fueling my excitement to see her again.

I thought about the three supermodels, their beauty and playful energy lingering in my mind. They were so pretty, so fun to be around, and seeing them nude had been the icing on the cake. Their positivity was infectious, lifting my mood in a way no other gig ever had.

My phone buzzed on the counter, and I scrambled to pick it up, Nathalie’s name flashing on the screen.

“Hello?” I answered, doing my best to sound calm.

“Hi, Dan,” Nathalie said, her voice as warm and inviting as ever. “How’re you doing?”

“Good,” I replied, a small smile tugging at my lips. “How about you?”

“Excited,” she admitted with a playful tone. “I can’t wait to see you and get you ready for tonight. It’ll be fun, I promise.”

I could hear the genuine enthusiasm in her voice, and it put me at ease. “I’m looking forward to it,” I said honestly.

“Good,” she said. “I’ll be there in twenty minutes. Be ready.”

By the time she arrived, I’d done my best to make myself presentable, though nothing in my wardrobe felt remotely appropriate for what was coming. When I stepped outside, Nathalie’s car was parked at the curb which looked as polished as always. She rolled down the window, her smile bright and effortless.

“Hey,” she greeted. “Get in.”

As I slid into the passenger seat, her perfume hit me. It was floral but rich, and it filled the car like an intoxicating cloud.

Nathalie wore a pencil skirt that hugged her hips perfectly, paired with a silky, low-cut blouse that hinted at her collarbone and just enough skin to make my cock stir. Her long blonde hair was styled loosely, cascading over her shoulders, and her makeup was subtle but flawless, enhancing her natural beauty.

“I hope it’s not too much,” she said playfully, glancing over at me with a sly smile.

She’d caught me checking her out. Impossible not to when she looked like a gem. “It’s perfect,” I said. I couldn’t stop looking at her, every detail of her appearance drew me in. She noticed, of course, and her smile widened just slightly.

“You clean up pretty well yourself,” she teased, her eyes flicking over my simple outfit. “But don’t worry—we’re about to fix everything.”

“Let me guess,” I said, leaning back slightly. “This boutique you’re taking me to—it’s the kind of place where they won’t let me touch anything without gloves?”

Nathalie chuckled. “It’s not that bad. But, yes, it’s a fancy place.” She glanced over at me. “You deserve to look the part tonight. Trust me, you’ll thank me later.”

“I’m starting to think you’ve been planning this for a while,” I said with a grin.

She smirked, tapping her fingers lightly on the steering wheel as we stopped at a red light. “Maybe I have. But only because I want you to make an impression. And you will.”

Her confidence in me was almost overwhelming but in the best way. “You’re really good at making people feel like they can do anything.”

“Maybe that’s my job,” she replied, her voice dropping just slightly, almost flirtatious. “Or maybe I just have a good eye for potential.”

As we drove, Nathalie talked about the party, dropping names of designers and industry insiders that made my head spin, but it was hard to focus on her words when she’d occasionally glance at me with that playful sparkle in her eye. I tried to keep my responses light and casual, but inside, my pulse was racing. It was different to be in the presence of a mature, beautiful woman, and especially one who cared about me.

We pulled up to a boutique that looked as expensive as it did exclusively. The storefront gleamed, the window displays showing off suits and gowns that probably cost more than a month’s rent. Nathalie turned off the engine and stepped out, her kitten heels clicking on the pavement as she walked around to join me on the sidewalk.

“Ready?” she asked, her hand brushing my arm briefly, the touch lingering just enough to send a jolt through me.

“Yes, I am ready,” I said. As I followed her inside, all I could think about was how sexy she looked and how close we were going to be for the next hour.

Inside the boutique, the air smelled faintly of leather and expensive cologne. Nathalie wasted no time, steering me toward a rack of suits. “Something casual but polished,” she said, her fingers brushing through the fabric. “You need to look confident, but not like you’re trying too hard.”

“You know the dress code better than me.”

“I was once a model too,” she reminded me.

“You could still be one if you wanted to.”

Her smile brightened, and she pulled a light gray blazer from the rack and held it up against me. “This could work,” she said. “Try it with these,” she added, handing me a pair of tailored black trousers.

I nodded and took the clothes into the fitting room. They were a bit awkward at first. I’d never worn anything as expensive as these, but I thought I looked good in the mirror, almost like a new person. When I stepped out, Nathalie’s eyes lit up. “Not bad,” she said, circling me slowly. “But let’s try something a little darker.”

She handed me a navy suit next, paired with a white shirt. When I came back out, she grinned. “Now we’re talking,” she said, stepping closer to adjust the collar. Her fingers brushed against my neck. “See? It fits you perfectly.”

“I’ll take your word for it,” I said, although I didn’t disagree with her.

“Trust me,” she said. “They won’t be able to take their eyes off you tonight.”

As we worked our way through the boutique, Nathalie kept adding pieces to the pile. “You’ll need more than just one outfit,” she said matter-of-factly. “You’re going to have plenty of events coming up, and you’ll want options.”

“You’re really going all out,” I said, half-laughing.

“Of course,” she said, flashing me a playful smile. “I have an image to uphold, and you’re part of it now.”

At one point, I looked over at her and asked, “Aren’t you going to get something?”

She turned back to me with a playful smile. “I was about to get to that part, if we’re ready with you.”

“I think this is enough for me,” I said. I was starting to lose track of all the outfits she’d picked out, and besides, I wasn’t too keen on bankrupting her over some clothes.

“You sure?” she asked, tilting her head.

“This is perfect,” I said, patting the pile of clothes.

“Alright,” she said with a grin. “I love shopping.”

Just like any other woman. I watched as she returned a few minutes later holding a sleek red dress over her arm. “What do you think?” she asked, her tone teasing, as she held the dress up against herself.

“It’s stunning,” I said honestly, my gaze lingering on the way her hair fell over her shoulder and how elegant she looked even without trying it on. “The red color is very sensual.”

She smirked. “Good to know. I’ll try it on.”

As she disappeared into the fitting room, I leaned on the counter, pretending to focus on the rack of ties nearby. When the curtain to her fitting room opened slightly, I caught a brief glimpse of her reflection in the mirror—her bare back as she slipped out of her blouse. Her skin glowed in the light, which looked incredibly smooth for her age. I quickly looked away before she would catch me looking again.

She stepped out a moment later in the red dress, and it fit her like a second skin. “Well?” she asked, striking a playful pose.

“You look incredible.”

“You’re sweet,” she said. I could tell it meant a lot to her, but she moved to the next outfit. “Now, I need your opinion on a few more things.”

“Take your time.”

She disappeared back into the changing room with another dress, this one a deep emerald green, featuring a plunging V-neck and thigh-high slits. Yet again, she didn’t pull the curtains completely close. I started to suspect she did it on purpose. She wasn’t either concerned about anyone peeking, since she wasn’t looking at the gap herself. Although, like earlier, I couldn’t resist as she undressed. I tried to act like I wasn’t watching, but my gaze lingered, catching her heart-shaped rear in its full glory. Blood rushed south.

“Damn, you’re gorgeous,” I mouthed to myself.

Her cheeks were smooth as silk, perfectly rounded like they’d been sculpted. A tantalizing hint of her pussy peeked out, the folds glistening with arousal. My brow arched as a question formed in my mind—what had turned her on in the first place?

When she was about to turn around, I forced myself to look elsewhere, but the image lingered in my mind, and my cock didn’t become any softer.

When she came back out, she looked stunning in the green dress. The deep neckline revealed her cleavage and the way the slit exposed just enough of her leg made my cock twitch. “What do you think of this one?” she asked, spinning slightly to show off the way the fabric shimmered under the light.

“It’s stunning.”

She laughed. “You’re really good for my confidence.”

“I’m just being honest,” I said, my voice quieter now. “You make anything look amazing.”

Her cheeks pinked. “Alright, one last outfit. Sit tight.”

This time, I didn’t look—my erection was already becoming painful—but even without looking, my mind betrayed me. I couldn’t stop fantasizing about her undressing, slipping off one garment after another until she stood there, fully nude and pure. I imagined spinning her around, placing my hands on her hips, and exploring every inch of her body. She must look like a goddess when completely bare—her golden hair framing her face, her warm breath brushing against me, and that sweet, irresistible smile.

“Dan?”

Her voice snapped me out of the fantasy, puncturing my dream bubble. I jumped a little, startled.

She giggled. “Did I scare you?”

“No, I’m fine,” I said, quickly turning to face her, hoping I didn’t look as flustered as I felt.

She stood there in a dress, a bold crimson piece with a dangerously low neckline and slits on both sides that flowed as she walked.

“Well?” she asked, hands on her hips as she gave me a twirl.

“You look incredible as usual,” I said.

Nathalie chuckled. “You’re getting better at these compliments,” she teased, stepping closer. “What do you think—too much for tonight, or just enough to turn heads?”

“Just enough,” I replied, meeting her gaze. “You’ll definitely turn heads.”

She smiled, her expression softening as she adjusted the lapel of the blazer I was still holding. “I trust your taste now,” she said lightly. “It’s coming along.”

We headed to the counter to pay for the clothes.

“Is this everything for you two?” the clerk asked, eyeing the pile of clothes Nathalie had selected for me.

Nathalie nodded, pulling out her wallet. “Yes, we’ll take these.”

The clerk glanced at me with a friendly smile. “You’re a beautiful couple,” she said, her tone genuinely kind.

An awkward silence fell over us for a moment before Nathalie recovered with a laugh. “We’re friends—or more like work partners,” she corrected smoothly, though her cheeks flushed slightly.

The clerk nodded quickly, giggling. “I think you look like a couple,” she said with a playful grin.

As we left the store, bags in hand, I glanced over at Nathalie. The encounter had left a strange mix of embarrassment and amusement hanging between us, but she seemed unbothered. In fact, she looked more relaxed than I’d seen her all day.

“You handled that well,” I said, unable to keep the grin off my face.

“I’ve had worse,” she replied, smirking. “Though, being mistaken for your girlfriend is a new one.”

“You didn’t exactly deny it right away,” I teased, earning a raised eyebrow from her.

“Well, it’s not the worst thing to be mistaken for,” she shot back, her tone light but laced with something playful. “But for the record, we’re still work partners.”

“Noted,” I said with a chuckle, but the warmth in her eyes made it feel like more than just a clarification. As we walked back to her car, the playful energy between us lingered, and the intimacy of the day settled into something deeper. And as she started the engine, I realized just how much I was looking forward to the evening ahead.

* * *

After leaving the store, we headed toward Nathalie’s office. The drive was short, and I glanced over at her as she drove, the bags from the boutique piled in the backseat. “Thank you so much for the clothes,” I said sincerely. “I’m embarrassed to admit it, but I’ve been on a pretty tight budget lately.”

“You’re welcome,” she said warmly. “And for the record, there’s nothing to be embarrassed about. I’ve been young and broke too.”

Her sympathy felt genuine. There was so much more to her than just her looks—that much was certain.

“I have a dressing room in my office,” she said. “We can change there, grab some dinner, and then head to the party. What do you think?”

“Sounds perfect,” I said. I didn’t want to spend a moment without her, so I was glad for the opportunity.

After she parked her car, we headed up to her office. Once again, my eyes wandered to the photos lining the walls.

“Those are some beautiful ladies,” I said.

“I’m glad you think so,” she replied with a flawless smile. “You’ll be working with them in the future.”

Nathalie led me through the lobby and into a private area with a spacious changing room.

“Why do you have a changing room in your office, by the way?” I asked.

“For models,” she explained. “Sometimes I like to see them personally before we work together. Plus, it’s nice to have a place to change clothes in the middle of the city. It can get really hot here.”

“No doubt about that,” I said, though I couldn’t help thinking she radiated heat like no other woman.

“Alright, let’s get you into something that’ll turn heads,” she said, handing me a white polo shirt and beige trousers. “Will these be too hot for you?”

“I think they’ll be perfect,” I said. Stepping into the changing room, I slipped into the clothes she’d chosen for me. It fit perfectly, accentuating my shoulders and slimming at the waist. When I stepped out, Nathalie’s gaze swept over me, her lips curving into a slow smile.

“Now that’s what I’m talking about,” she said, stepping closer to adjust my collar. Her fingers brushed lightly against my neck, sending a jolt through me. “You look incredible. Young, ambitious and glowing. Like someone people won’t forget.”

Her compliment hit harder than I expected, and for a moment, I struggled to find the right words. “Thanks,” I said, meeting her gaze. “But honestly, I think you’re the one they’re not going to forget tonight.”

She raised an eyebrow, a playful smirk tugging at her lips. “Let’s compete,” she teased before turning toward her bags. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, it’s my turn.”

Nathalie disappeared behind the curtain of the adjacent changing room. I tried to focus on my reflection, but when I caught sight of the curtain parting slightly, I knew she was doing this on purpose. There was no way she left such a significant gap by accident. A glimpse of her bare back and the curve of her hip, as she slipped out of her blouse, was enough to make my pulse quicken. But I found it frustrating that she kept her back to me. Her ass was a masterpiece, no doubt, but I wanted to see her face, her breasts, and that sweet love hole too. Of course, there was no way to look without her catching me.

Feeling both guilty and undeniably aroused, I turned away, trying to steady myself.

When she stepped out a few minutes later, she wore the knee-length crimson dress. The plunging neckline and slit up the side were bold and enhanced her sexuality.

“Well?” she asked, spinning slightly to show off the dress a second time.

“You look stunning … for the second time,” I said, the words coming out more sincere than I’d intended.

“Good. Now let’s grab some dinner before the party. You’re going to need your energy for tonight.”

We left her office and walked to a nearby restaurant, the conversation flowing easily. Over a simple meal of grilled salmon, roasted vegetables and a shared bottle of white wine, Nathalie offered me advice about navigating events like the one we were heading to.

“It’s about making an impression without trying too hard,” she said. “Confidence is everything. And don’t be afraid to talk about your work. People are going to want to know what makes you different. But you already have an advantage.”

“And what’s that?”

“Your youth and looks,” she said with a knowing smile. “Most men are older and not nearly as good-looking. So, be ready to be popular with the ladies—and prepared for a little envy from the men.”

“Alright, but what if they don’t like what I have to say?” I asked.

“Then they’re not the right people for you,” she said simply. “But trust me, you’re going to be great tonight. And if anything feels overwhelming, just know I’ll be there for you. You’re not doing this alone.”

Her confidence in me was infectious, and by the time we finished dinner, I felt more prepared than I had all day. As we stepped back into the car and headed toward the event, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this night was going to be one I wouldn’t forget—and not just because of the people I was about to meet.

* * *

The event was within walking distance, and we headed there after dinner.

“You ready for this?” she asked, glancing over with a warm smile as she navigated the city streets. If turning heads was a competition, she was the clear winner. I’d lost count of how many people checked her out in that dress. But to my surprise, I also noticed I had far more female admirers than usual. I wasn’t sure if it was the sharp outfit I was wearing or the fact that I was walking next to a stunning woman who could easily pass as my girlfriend.

“As ready as I’ll ever be,” I said. “It still feels surreal.”

“What makes you say that?” she asked.

“How quickly things can move,” I replied. “It feels like just yesterday I met you, and now you’re introducing me to the modeling world.”

“That’s exactly how I felt when I was breaking into the industry,” she said with a knowing smile. She reached over briefly, her fingers brushing my arm in a reassuring gesture. “You’ll be fine. You’ve got this. And remember, I’m right here if you need me.”

When we arrived at the venue, we stepped inside. Nathalie didn’t even need to show her ID to the guards. She just smiled and took my hand. “He’s with me,” she said confidently.

We took the elevator to the top floor. “I’ll use you as a mirror,” she said playfully. “Do I look alright?”

I gently moved a few strands of hair off her shoulders to see her face better. “There. Perfect.”

She stepped closer, so close her breasts were almost brushing against my chest. Her fingers reached for my collar, and her voice dropped to a low, seductive tone. “Just need to adjust this a bit.”

She straightened my collar slowly, her touch sending heat coursing through me. “That’s better,” she said, her lips curling into a small, teasing smile.

When we exited, we were at the rooftop bar with a private lounge perched high above the city. We were greeted by the sounds of conversation and clinking glasses. The view of the glittering skyline was breathtaking. There was luxurious furniture, candles flickered on low tables and there was soft music playing in the background. It felt like stepping into a dream.

The party was strictly VIP, and the clothes reflected it. High-profile models mingled with designers, photographers, and editors. The glamor models dazzled in gowns with deep necklines and high slits, adorned with jewelry. Servers glided through the room with trays of champagne.

Nathalie guided me, whispering, “Don’t be shy.”

Heads turned as we entered, and I couldn’t help but notice the way people greeted her with a mix of respect and warmth. She placed a hand lightly on my arm as she led me through the crowd, her confidence grounding me in a setting that felt miles outside my comfort zone.

“Let’s make some introductions,” she said with a smile, her tone encouraging.

First, she brought me to a tall, wiry man with thinning hair and a sharp suit that looked slightly too big on him. His eyes swept over me with a critical edge before settling back on Nathalie. He was one of the few males here, and he didn’t look appetizing, to say the least.

“Dan, this is Richard Sinclair, editor-in-chief at ModeView,” she said.

Richard extended a limp hand, his grip weak. “So you’re the new protégé,” he said skeptically. “Nathalie’s always had an eye for interesting talent.”

“Nice to meet you,” I said, keeping my tone polite despite the tension.

Richard nodded curtly, then launched into a monologue about the industry, peppering it with subtle jabs that felt more like tests. His questions veered into critiques about trends and whether youngsters and newcomers like me understood the deeper nuances of the field. I didn’t understand what he was talking about. If someone knew about female beauty then it was a young man. I kept my answers steady, doing my best to sound both confident and humble, even as his tone suggested skepticism. Every now and then, Nathalie chimed in with a chuckle or a joke, steering the conversation back to neutral ground when Richard’s remarks started to feel more cutting than constructive.

“I guess the question is whether you’re here to last,” Richard finally said, his gaze sharp.

“I will,” I replied, meeting his stare. “I’m here to learn and keep growing. And so far, I’ve had great guidance.” I glanced at Nathalie, whose approving smile raised my confidence.

She placed a hand on my arm, her gesture subtle but supportive. “Richard, don’t forget that everyone starts somewhere. Dan’s already proven he has a talent that speaks for itself,” she said.

Richard raised an eyebrow but offered no rebuttal. Instead, he gave a small, grudging nod. “Well, let’s see how far it takes you,” he said, his tone slightly less sharp than before.

She guided me away with an easy smile, her touch lingering on my arm. “There’s the envy I warned you about. Don’t let it get to you,” she added.

“I won’t,” I said, feeling safe by her side.

Next, we bumped into two of the models from the shoot. They were dressed in cocktail dresses and looked as playful as when I was with them.

“Dan,” Elena exclaimed, her eyes glued onto me. “We were just talking about you.”

“All good things, I hope?” I asked, smiling.

“Mostly,” Isla teased. “We were saying how focused you were. It was like we weren’t even there.”

“I guess I was in the zone,” I admitted, chuckling.

“Well, the photos speak for themselves,” Isla said. “You did an amazing job.”

Their compliments bolstered my confidence, and I found myself relaxing as we chatted. Elena leaned in with a playful grin. “Remember that one pose where you had us lying on the chaise with champagne all over us? I thought I was going to break the bottle.”

“You didn’t look worried then,” I teased back, earning a light laugh from her.

“That’s because we’re professionals,” Isla added, a sly smirk playing on her lips. “But trust me, we noticed how much you were concentrating. It’s like we weren’t even wearing anything.”

The memory of the shoot flashed in my mind: their skin glistening under the sunlight, the way the water clung to them after they stepped out of the pool, and also when I had seen them nude. It had been impossible not to notice how stunning they looked, but I’d buried those thoughts in the moment, focusing solely on the perfect photo. Now, though, with their teasing smiles, the recollections felt more vivid, more distracting.

“You’re making me sound like I was robotic,” I said with a chuckle, trying to steer the conversation to safer ground.

“Not robotic,” Elena said, her tone softer now. “Just … focused. It’s actually kind of refreshing. Most guys would’ve spent the whole shoot gawking.”

“It’s true,” Isla agreed. “You made us feel like art, not just models. That’s rare.”

I smiled. “Thanks. That means a lot.”

We spoke for a little bit more, and I made them laugh. Elena and Isla exchanged glances, their eyes sparkling with mischief. They moved closer, their perfumes mingling in the air around me.

“You know,” Elena said, her voice low and sultry, “we really should thank you properly for making us look so good.”

Before I could react, they both leaned in simultaneously. Elena’s lips pressed against my right cheek, soft and warm, while Isla’s pressed against my left. The kisses lingered for a moment, their breath hot against my skin. I felt the softness of their lips, the gentle pressure, and caught a hint of champagne on their breath.

As they pulled back, their eyes met mine, filled with playful warmth. Elena’s fingers trailed lightly down my arm as she stepped away, sending a shiver through me. Isla’s hand rested briefly on my shoulder, giving it a gentle squeeze before she also moved back.

“There,” Isla said with a grin. “A proper thank you from your muses.”

I stood there, momentarily stunned, my cheeks burning from their kisses. “You’re welcome.”

They headed to get some more champagne, and Nathalie grinned at me. “How’s the kiss?”

“Felt quite nice.”

“Prepare yourself for more. Come, I want you to say hi to a friend of mine.” Finally, Nathalie brought me to meet her friend, someone who clearly meant a lot to her. She stood out immediately, not just because of her petite, curvy frame or her warm hazel eyes, but because of her confidence. Her long, lustrous dark brown hair was pulled into a loose ponytail, and her bohemian-inspired outfit—a flowing patterned dress paired with jewelry—stood out from the rest of the crowd.

“Sophia, this is Dan,” Nathalie said, her tone brimming with excitement. “Dan, meet Sophia. She’s one of the best stylists in the business and my closest friend.”

Sophia’s eyes immediately lit up as she looked me over. “So this is the guy you’ve been hyping up?” she teased, her voice playful. Her gaze lingered for a moment. “And tall, too. I’m impressed.”

I felt a blush creep up my neck. “Nice to meet you,” I said, shaking her hand that was as soft as velvet.

“I see why you’re so excited about him, Nathalie,” Sophia continued, her hazel eyes sparkling with mischief. “Good looks and charm. What’s the catch?”

“There’s more to him than looks,” Nathalie cut in with a smile, resting a hand lightly on my shoulder. “He’s also an incredible photographer.”

“I don’t doubt you,” Sophia said, tilting her head as she studied me. “If he’s half as good as you say, I’m sure we’ll be working together soon.”

“Trust me, you’ll be impressed,” Nathalie said confidently.

As the three of us settled into a cozy corner of the rooftop lounge, the glittering city lights framing the night, I began to feel the tension in my shoulders ease. Nathalie had chosen a low, curved sofa, and she instinctively sat close enough to me that the warmth of her leg brushed against mine. Sophia sat on a neighboring chair, leaning back, her eyes flicking between us.

“So, Dan,” Sophia said, breaking the ice, “what’s been your favorite shoot so far?”

I hesitated, glancing at Nathalie for a moment before answering. “Honestly, I think it might’ve been the last one at the mansion. The setting, the models, everything just clicked.”

Sophia smirked. “From what I’ve heard, you impressed the models.”

I chuckled, scratching the back of my neck. I still felt the damp patch of skin they’d left behind. “I guess. When you’re trying to capture the perfect photo, everything else kind of fades away.”

“See?” Nathalie chimed in, her tone filled with pride. “I told you he’s dedicated. He’s not just good—he’s passionate.”

Sophia’s gaze lingered on me for a beat longer, then she leaned forward, resting her elbows on her knees. “Passion’s important. It shows in the work. But don’t let her inflate your ego too much,” she teased, flashing a playful grin. “She’s obviously your biggest fan.”

I felt Nathalie’s hand lightly graze my arm, a subtle yet intimate touch that sent a jolt through me. “It’s not just ego,” Nathalie said, her eyes meeting mine. “It’s the truth. I wouldn’t hype him up if he didn’t deserve it.”

For a moment, the noise of the party faded into the background, and I found myself caught in the way her lips curved into a smile.

Sophia’s amused chuckle woke us up. “Well, Nathalie, if you’re going to keep him under your wing, I guess I’ll have to see his work for myself soon.”

“You will,” Nathalie replied. “I’m sure you’ll love it.”

We chatted for a while, the conversation flowing between light industry talk and more personal anecdotes. Sophia’s quick wit kept things lively, and her observations about the fashion world were filled with humor that made us all laugh. But throughout the exchange, I couldn’t shake the awareness of Nathalie’s proximity—the subtle way her body leaned toward mine, the occasional brush of her hand against my sleeve, the warmth in her tone whenever she spoke to me directly.

At one point, Sophia excused herself to greet someone across the room, leaving Nathalie and me alone.

“You’re handling this well,” Nathalie said softly, turning to face me fully and inching her hips closer to mine.

“Thanks,” I replied, my voice lower now. “I wasn’t sure how tonight would go, but you’ve made it easier.”

Her smile deepened, and she reached out to adjust my collar, her fingers lingering just a second longer than necessary. “You’re doing more than fine. You’re impressive. I was freaking out during my first event.”

“Hard to believe,” I said.

“It’s true,” she said warmly.

The weight of her words and the closeness of her presence made it difficult to think straight. “I couldn’t have done any of this without you,” I admitted. In fact, I wouldn’t even have been here without her.

Her gaze softened, and for a moment, it felt like the rest of the world had melted away like earlier. “You’re giving me too much credit,” she said, her voice almost a whisper. “You’re the one who’s stepping up.”

I wanted to say something, anything, but I couldn’t find anything. All I could focus on was the way her eyes locked onto mine, the way her perfume lingered in the space between us, the way her lips seemed just close enough to …

“Hi, I’m back,” Sophia said and plopped back down on the couch with a glass of champagne.

Sophia’s return brought the moment to an end, but the tension lingered, simmering just beneath the surface. As the three of us resumed our conversation, I found myself stealing glances at Nathalie, the pull of her presence stronger than ever. And from the way her fingers occasionally brushed mine or her gaze lingered just a second too long, I couldn’t help but feel that she felt it too.

We hadn’t been drinking heavily, but I could feel the buzz setting in for both of us. Sophia left us for a little, and Nathalie led me to the edge of the rooftop, where the city sprawled beneath us, shimmering in the midnight glow. She took a slow, deep breath.

“I remember my first big party,” she said, her voice soft and reflective. “Being introduced to all these important players, making connections—it was overwhelming. I was so nervous, and honestly, the alcohol didn’t help.”

“It didn’t help me either,” I said, my eyes lingering on her profile. “You carried the show.”

She turned to me, her lips curling into a grin. “I’m glad I could be here for you tonight—to let you experience what I once did. It was such an exciting time, but it flew by too fast.”

“I can tell you’re still enjoying life,” I said, letting my gaze sweep over her. “Judging by your beauty.”

Her smile deepened, and her eyes flicked over me. “A smile does wonders for your health,” she teased, though her tone was laced with something heavier.

It was midnight, and the rooftop’s buzz was winding down. Conversations faded into the background, but I wasn’t feeling tired. I didn’t want to leave her side—and I could tell she didn’t want me to leave, either.

“Dan …” Her voice was lower now and more intimate. “Do you want to crash at my place? It’s closer to yours.”

“Sure,” I said, heat rising in my chest at her suggestion.

“Ready to head out?”

I nodded, my mind racing as we said goodbye to the remaining guests and models. On the way down, Nathalie’s eyes met mine, filled with unmistakable lust.

“Sophia was into you,” she said with a mischievous giggle.

“I don’t think she was the only one,” I replied, holding her gaze.

Her cheeks flushed faintly. “What makes you say that?”

“Just a feeling,” I said, my voice low.

Her lips curled into a sly smile. “Well, maybe your instincts are better than I thought.”

We ordered an Uber and sat close to each other in the backseat. The ride to her place wasn’t long, but every second felt charged.

“Will anyone else be home?” I asked.

She chuckled softly. “That’s your concern?”

“Just curious,” I said with a slight shrug.

“No, it’s just me.” She leaned back, studying me. “Why? Were you hoping for a crowd?”

I smirked. “Nah, I think I prefer it this way.” Then, after a beat, I added, “If I had someone like you around, I don’t think I’d ever leave.”

Her smile was warm, and I could tell the comment landed. “That’s sweet of you,” she said. “Your mother must be proud of you, though.”

I scratched the back of my neck. “If she were still around, I think she would be.”

Her expression softened, and she placed her hand on my thigh. “I’m so sorry,” she said, her voice filled with genuine concern.

“It’s alright. It’s been a few years,” I said, though her touch made my chest tighten—and not from grief.

Her hand lingered, her fingers gently stroking my thigh. It wasn’t just comforting—it was igniting something between us, something we both knew was inevitable.

I glanced outside for a moment and noticed mansions. Their sheer size and luxury caught me off guard.

“Where are we?” I asked.

“Hollywood Hills,” she said with a giggle. “You sure haven’t been paying attention.”

If only she knew how distracting she was.

When we hopped out of the Uber and walked up the driveway, my eyes widened. Her home stood perched high in the Hollywood Hills, with trimmed hedges and floor-to-ceiling windows that reflected the glow of the moon. The minimalist architecture was also modern and sleek, and the view—even from the driveway—stretched out over the city below like a sea of twinkling stars.

“You live here by yourself?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said with a chuckle, leading the way up the stone steps to the entrance. “It’s not that big.”

I gave her a look, my brow raised. “It sure looks fancy.”

She glanced back at me, her smile playful. “It’s home. Come on, I’ll show you around.” She opened the door and whisked me inside.

Everything was sparkling clean, not a speck of dust in sight. The walls were adorned with photos of models wearing sensual outfits that immediately caught my attention.

“You like them?” she asked, her tone teasing.

“They’re sexy,” I replied.

“They’re models I’ve worked with,” she said proudly as she led me to the living room.

The living room was an open space with soaring ceilings. A plush couch faced a sleek fireplace, and beyond that, floor-to-ceiling windows offered an unobstructed view of the glittering city below. The modern kitchen was visible from where I stood, with marble countertops and a massive island that looked straight out of a design magazine.

I drew in a deep breath, filling my lungs with a soothing blend of vanilla and lavender. “Why does it smell so good in here?”

“I usually light scented candles in the evening,” she said. “It helps me unwind.”

“It’s relaxing and pleasant,” I said, taking in the ambiance.

“Where will I be sleeping?” I asked her.

Her eyes sparkled with mischief. “I have a guest bedroom, but I can show it to you later.”

“That’s fine. You really live here alone?” I asked again, glancing around the luxurious space.

“It’s quiet, which I like. But yeah, it’s just me.” She headed to the kitchen, pulling open the refrigerator. “Want something to snack on? I’ve got strawberries and figs.”

“Strawberries and figs sound good,” I said, trying to sound casual despite how out of place I felt in her pristine, magazine-worthy home. My place was a complete embarrassment compared to this.

She returned with a bowl of fruit and set it on the low table in front of the couch, motioning for me to sit. I sank into the plush cushions, feeling both relaxed and on edge as she curled up beside me, close but not too close.

“Go ahead,” she said, picking up a strawberry and popping it into her mouth. Her eyes glinted with amusement as I hesitated. “Don’t be shy.”

I picked up a fig, my fingers brushing hers briefly as I did. The small contact sent a jolt through me, and I focused on the fruit in my hand, hoping she didn’t notice.

“How are they?” she asked.

“Sweet,” I said, licking my lips.

“They’re my favorite,” she replied with a smile. “I have my fig tree outside, and I usually get strawberries from a friend who has a farm.”

“Better to eat organic,” I said, nodding in agreement.

“For sure,” she said, her tone warm. She briefly sucked on her finger, making her cheeks hollow out.

After a few more bites of fruit, I couldn’t help but glance around at the luxurious space again. The question slipped out before I could think better of it. “How much do you make, living in a place like this?”

“I take that as a compliment,” she said, leaning back against the couch. “I made a lot more as a supermodel,” she added. “And I didn’t waste it all on parties.”

“Are most models like that? Are they as smart as you and plan for the future?”

She shook her head and chuckled. “No, they all have the same plan and that’s to be rescued by an old billionaire.”

I nodded, still taking in the space, but her words made me curious. “You must’ve had an amazing career.”

She smiled, her eyes softening. “I did. It was a whirlwind, traveling all over the world, working with the best designers, and seeing places most people only dream about.”

“Do you have any photos from back then?” I asked, genuinely interested.

Her face lit up at the question. “I do, actually. Wait here.”

Standing up, she made sure to lick her fingers again. She disappeared down the hallway, and I heard the faint sound of a drawer opening. When she returned, she was holding a large leather-bound album. She sat back down beside me, inching her hips closer to mine.

“This was my very first shoot,” she said, pointing to a photo of herself at eighteen. She was standing on a beach, wearing a transparent white dress that caught the breeze perfectly, her youthful face framed by long, natural waves of hair.

“You look amazing,” I said, unable to hide my admiration. “Honestly, you don’t look much different now.”

She glanced at me, her cheeks pinkening. “You sure it’s not the leftover party vibes talking?”

I shook my head, meeting her gaze. “I didn’t have that much to drink,” I said, my voice soft but sincere. “It comes from the heart.”

Her lips parted slightly, her expression shifting to something more vulnerable. “That means a lot,” she said. “It’s one of the insecurities someone like me in this industry deals with as we get older.”

I tilted my head, frowning slightly. “Some do get older, but not everyone,” I said pointedly, letting my eyes linger on hers.

Her smile deepened, and she reached out to touch my hand briefly. “You’re so sweet,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “It means the world to me.”

“You’re welcome,” I said and felt sparks between us. Trying to lighten the mood, I gestured to the album. “Do you have any stories from that time? I bet there’s a lot more behind these photos than what’s in the frame.”

She brightened again, flipping the page. “Oh, you have no idea. This one here,” she said, pointing to a striking black-and-white image of her in a couture gown, “It was one of the most chaotic shoots I’ve ever done,” she said. “We were in Milan, and it started raining halfway through. It completely ruined the makeup, but we decided to shoot anyway, which led to these photos.”

She showed me some shots where she was soaked to the bone, the dress clinging to her body. The wet fabric had turned nearly transparent, and I could clearly make out her rosy nipples beneath it.

“Not bad,” I said with a smirk.

She shot me a playful grin. “Consider it my first NSFW photo.”

As she continued flipping through the album, the photos grew bolder, and a bit more provocative, especially the skimpy bikini ones. One image showed her reclining on a velvet chaise in a barely-there silk slip, her gaze smoldering at the camera. Another featured her in a sheer bodysuit and a triangle top bikini. And I had to stop her when she reached the lingerie photos. She looked amazing.

“These were for a lingerie campaign,” she said, her eyes flicking to mine, gauging my reaction.

“You look … sexy,” I said, my voice slightly lower than usual.

Her lips curved into a small smile. “Thank you. Those were interesting shoots. A lot more demanding than they look.”

“I can see why,” I said, unable to tear my eyes away from the photo of her in red lingerie. “The way you hold yourself, the confidence—it’s captivating, not just your looks.”

She brushed a strand of hair behind her ear. “It wasn’t always confidence. Sometimes it was sheer determination to get the perfect photo. But I appreciate the compliment.”

Her fingers grazed the edge of another page, revealing a photo of her standing on a rooftop, wrapped in a flowing piece of fabric that left little to the imagination. The wind caught her hair perfectly and also lifted the fabric so I could see her thighs.

“This one,” she said, her voice softer now, “was one of my favorites. It wasn’t the easiest shoot, but the photographer really pushed me to try something different.”

“Different suits you,” I said. “You know what, it doesn’t matter what you wear. You look beautiful regardless.”

She turned to look at me, her expression unreadable for a moment before her lips curved into a warm smile. “I’m glad I got to share this with you,” she said again, her voice barely above a whisper. Her hand lingered on mine as she closed the album.

The tension between us thickened as we sat there. The glow of the city lights outside and the soft hum of the quiet room only added to the intimacy of the moment. I could feel my pulse quicken as her gaze lingered on mine, and for a moment, it felt like the world outside didn’t exist.

Her eyes lingered on mine for a moment before she leaned back slightly, letting out a soft sigh. “You know,” she said, her voice quieter now, “sometimes I regret not having a child. Someone your age, maybe. It crosses my mind when I think back on those days.”

I blinked, surprised by her admission. “Really?”

She nodded, her smile bittersweet. “I was so focused on my career, on staying at the top of my game and retaining my beauty. I thought there’d always be more time.” Her gaze softened. “But time doesn’t wait for anyone, does it?”

“Well, you’ve done an amazing job of retaining your beauty,” I said without hesitation.

“It means a lot, coming from you.”

She fell silent for a moment, her fingers absently tracing the edge of the album. Then she glanced at me, her eyes thoughtful. “Mind if I ask you something a little personal?”

“Go ahead,” I said, trying to sound composed.

“Your parents,” she said gently. “What happened to them?”

The question caught me off guard, but I didn’t hesitate to answer. “My mom divorced my dad when I was young. His drinking … it got to a point where she couldn’t take it anymore. And unfortunately, my mother passed away from breast cancer four years ago, though. That … that devastated me.”

Nathalie’s lips parted as if to speak, but I continued before she could. “I threw myself into work after that. It was the only way I knew how to cope. Opportunities weren’t exactly flooding in, so I learned to appreciate everything that came my way. It’s been tough, but I’ve managed.”

“Wow,” she said softly, her eyes wide with admiration. “You’re so young, yet so mature. That’s impressive. To be out here, by yourself, especially in L.A. It says a lot about you.”

I shrugged slightly, trying to downplay her words even though they meant a lot to me. “It’s just life, you know? You deal with what you’re given.”

“I wished I had someone like you,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “A child when I was your age, so I could have a grown-up son or daughter now.”

“It’s not too late,” I pointed out.

She let out a laugh, but it was tinged with something bittersweet. “I won’t hold my breath.”

There was a pause, and I felt sparks. Nathalie leaned forward slightly, her fingers brushing her cheek as she studied me. “Do you have a special other you haven’t told me about?”

“No.”

“What’s the catch? You’re hard-working, handsome and ambitious.”

I hesitated, the question catching me off guard. “I just … haven’t found someone,” I admitted. “I haven’t dated in years.”

Her eyebrows raised slightly. “Why not? Someone like you … I’m sure you’ve had plenty of opportunities.”

“I’ve been so focused on work, trying to make it out here, that I guess I just never let myself think about it too much.”

Her expression softened further, and her voice dropped. “That’s a shame.”

“What about you?” I asked, holding her gaze. “What’s the catch? You’re beautiful, wealthy, and incredibly caring.”

“It’s been hard to find someone who wants me for more than just my looks. And being a wealthy woman? That intimidates a lot of men. But you … you’re the exception I’ve been waiting for all these years.”

Her hand brushed against mine on the couch, the contact sending a jolt of arousal through me. The space between us seemed to shrink, and the weight of the tension pulled us closer. Her eyes searched mine, and I could feel the heat radiating between us as she leaned in, hesitating just inches from my lips. I eyed her smooth, heart-shaped lips colored with red lipstick. I felt bold at that moment and closed the gap between us, tasting her soft, pleasant lips. Her hand found my neck, and mine found hers. Our tongues entered each other’s mouths, and I felt her hot, husky breath.

It was slow at first, as though we were both unsure if we were crossing a line. But the uncertainty melted away as the kiss deepened, and everything else faded into the background. My right hand slipped from her neck, trailing down to her hip, as I became rock hard. I didn’t pull away, savoring the taste of her soft tongue. Her free hand explored me as well, sliding closer to my growing arousal.

She briefly pulled away from my lips, a breathless look in her eyes. “Oh, this feels so wrong,” she said, her voice laced with unmistakable lust.

“Why?” I asked, keeping my gaze locked on hers.

“Because you’re so young. I’m old enough to be your mom.”

“And?” I said with a smirk. “I want you more than you want me.”

“I don’t think so,” she replied, biting her lip.

“Let’s see,” I teased, making her laugh softly.

We dove back into the kiss, picking up right where we left off, but this time it was even more intense. Her hand found my bulge, and she started caressing it through my shorts, sending waves of heat through me. I badly wanted to see her completely bare, to take in her full glory and make her mine.

She broke the kiss, a string of saliva stretching between us. “Let’s go to my bedroom,” she said, her voice low and husky.

I grinned. “Admit it—you never had plans to put me in a guest room.”

She chuckled, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “I don’t even have a guest room.”

“Even hotter,” I said with a grin as she took my hand and led me up to the second floor.

When we reached her bedroom, she flipped on the light, revealing a queen-sized bed dressed in a silky purple coverlet with red and purple pillows. A fireplace flickered warmly in the corner, and a balcony offered a breathtaking view of the sea.

“It’s not king-sized, so we’ll have to sleep tightly,” she pointed out with a playful smile.

“I wouldn’t have it any other way.” We gravitated toward each other like a moth to a flame.

“It was such a tease when you used the changing room earlier,” I said.

“You had a little peek, didn’t you?”

I locked eyes with her, a knowing grin on my lips. “You left that little gap on purpose, didn’t you?”

She burst out giggling, the sound rich and warm. “I did … When I caught that first sideways glance, I knew you wanted more.”

“I do want more,” I said, my voice low with desire.

“Then undress me,” she whispered, surrendering to my touch.

I stepped closer, my hands trembling slightly as I reached for her crimson dress. Slowly, I slid it down, revealing more of her smooth, sun-kissed skin. She shivered under my touch, her breath hitching as I pushed the straps off her shoulders. The dress slipped down her body and pooled at her feet, leaving her in nothing but a lacy black thong and matching bra that held her breasts high and firm.

“God, you’re beautiful,” I murmured, unable to tear my eyes away from her.

Nathalie’s cheeks flushed, a delicate shade of pink, as she reached for the buttons of my shirt. “You’re not so bad yourself,” she teased, her fingers working quickly to undo them. She helped me pull off the polo shirt, and her hands instantly fell on my bare chest. While she stood so close to me, I reached behind her back and unhooked the bra which fell to our feet.

“Wow, what a pair of breasts you have,” I said, my voice filled with admiration. They were round and bell-shaped, perfectly shaped to wrap around my erection. Her quarter-sized areolas were topped with two suckable nipples, and she twirled a lock of her hair as I reached out to explore them, caressing and fondling them gently.

“I can feel your bulge throbbing,” she said with a teasing smile as I continued to touch her.

“You have that effect on me,” I admitted, my voice low.

“Let me see what we’re working with,” she said, dropping to her knees with a mischievous glint in her eyes.

She pulled down my trousers and underwear, and my cock snapped up, accidentally striking her chin.

“Oh gosh, I’m sorry,” I said, my cheeks flushing with embarrassment.

She giggled, clearly amused. “It’s fine,” she said with a playful shrug. Wrapping her soft hand around me, she added, “Geez, it’s thick.”

Without hesitation, she began stroking me, her touch sending electric waves through my body. I was hard as glass, and she aimed the tip at her mouth, her sensual lips closing the gap. She sucked on the tip with the same teasing energy she’d used earlier while licking juice off her fingers. Her cheeks hollowed as I felt the pressure build on the sensitive head. She flicked her eyes up to meet mine, her intense gaze sending me over the edge as she bobbed her head back and forth.

She pulled away momentarily, kissing the tip before teasing me with her tongue. “I haven’t done this in years,” she confessed breathlessly.

“You haven’t forgotten a thing,” I said with a sigh, barely able to contain myself.

“You’re not about to cum already, are you?”

“No, but I will if you keep going,” I admitted, feeling myself teetering on the edge.

“Just a few more pumps, and then we’ll jump to bed,” she said, her lips curving into a sly smile. “I haven’t tasted a man in so long.”

Hearing her call me a man filled me with pride. It was she who’d made me feel like one. Not long ago, I’d been a lost young adult, trying to navigate this chaotic world. Now, with Nathalie, I felt complete. She wasn’t just kneeling for me physically—she was giving herself to me fully.

She pulled her head back, letting me slip out of her mouth, and quickly slid her panties down her thighs. Before I could get a good look at her womanhood, she pushed me onto the bed, making me fall onto my back.

She climbed on top of me, straddling my legs as her nude body pressed against mine. Her lips crashed into mine, and her hunger was clear—she was so damn horny. As she moved on top of me, her wet folds rubbed against my erection, spreading her arousal over me. Her nipples, stiff and sensitive, pressed against my chest, heightening the intimacy.

Then, the tip slipped inside her, and she adjusted her hips, taking me fully into her. I broke the kiss with a deep groan, and she did the same, her breath hot against my lips as she began to move.

Her tight, velvety walls enveloped me as she began to ride, her hips rocking with a slow, sensual rhythm. She braced her hands on my chest, her fingers splayed over my skin as she moved, her breasts swaying hypnotically with each thrust. I gripped her hips, guiding her movements, the pleasure building with each stroke.

“Oh god, Nathalie…” I groaned, my head falling back against the pillows.

She leaned down, her hair cascading around us like a curtain as she captured my lips in a kiss. Her tongue danced with mine, the kiss growing more heated as she picked up the pace, riding me faster, harder. She broke the kiss with a gasp, throwing her head back in ecstasy, flashing me her gorgeous breasts.

“Oh,” she panted, her eyes half-lidded with desire. “You feel so good inside me.”

I thrust up to meet her, our bodies moving in perfect sync. The room filled with the sounds of our ragged breathing and the slap of skin against skin. Sweat beaded on our bodies as the heat built between us, the tension coiling tighter and tighter.

I sat up suddenly, wrapping my arms around her and flipping us over so she was beneath me. She let out a surprised gasp. “Gosh, you’re strong.”

“I just want to see your pussy,” I said. While I bottomed out inside her, I ran my fingers over her pink labia. I throbbed inside her. She was perfectly shaved with not a stubble in sight. “Wow.”

“You can admire it all you want later,” she said while biting her lip. “Please, fuck me.”

Her voice quickly turned into a moan as I pulled back and slid into her, burying myself to the hilt. Her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper as I pounded into her.

“Oh,” she moaned, her nails raking down my back.

I could feel her sweet wall tightening around me, massaging the crown. The sensation drove me wild as I felt myself reaching closer and closer for each thrust. The sounds of our flesh slapping rose as I lay on top of her, my chest stopping her breasts from bouncing all over her. I kissed her neck, and it made her gasp.

“Hmm, Dan,” she said and threw her head back, letting me kiss her neck some more. With a loud groan, she climaxed, her orgasm crashing over her in waves. The feel of her clenching around me was too much, and with a groan, I followed her over the edge, spilling myself deep inside her and filling her with fresh cum.

We collapsed together, our chests heaving as we tried to catch our breath. I was still deeply entrenched inside her, letting myself linger. Then I slowly pulled out, and I rolled to the side, pulling her into my arms and holding her close. She nestled against me, her head on my chest as our racing hearts gradually slowed.

“That was incredible,” she murmured, tracing patterns on my skin with her fingertips.

“You’re incredible,”

She tilted her head up to look at me, her blue eyes shining in the dim light. “Stay with me tonight?” she asked quietly.

I smiled at her, my arm tightening around her waist. “There’s nowhere else I’d rather be.”

Her lips curved into a soft, contented smile as she settled back against me, her body molding perfectly to mine. We lay there, the only sound the gentle rhythm of our breathing.

As I held her, my mind wandered to everything that had led to this moment. Her first email, the instant connection, the way she’d taken me under her wing and believed in me from the start. It felt like fate, like every step had been leading me to her.

“What are you thinking about?” she murmured.

“You,” I admitted. “How lucky I am to have met you. How much you’ve changed my life already.”

She propped herself up on one elbow, her eyes finding mine in the dim light. “I feel the same way,” she said. “When I first saw your work, I knew you were special. But I had no idea just how much you’d come to mean to me.”

I leaned in and pressed my lips to hers again. She melted into me, her hand coming up to cup my cheek as the kiss deepened. When we finally parted, she rested her forehead against mine. “Let’s get some sleep,” she whispered.

I nodded, pulling the covers over us as she nestled into my side, her head finding the perfect spot on my chest. As I wrapped my arms around her, I couldn’t help but marvel at how perfectly she fit against me, like two puzzle pieces.

Sleep found us quickly, and my last thought before drifting off was of her—of the incredible woman who had so thoroughly captivated me, body and soul. I knew, with a certainty that settled deep in my bones, that this was just the beginning of our journey together.


Chapter 6

Slowly opening my eyes, I realized it wasn’t a dream. I didn’t wake up in a squeaky bed or with paint peeling off the walls. I was in the Hollywood Hills, and lying next to me was a nude, older supermodel.

She might not have been an active model anymore, but in my eyes, she would always be one. Her beauty was undeniable, but to me, it was secondary. What truly mattered was her loving nature and how deeply she cared for me. Actions spoke louder than words, and she was the perfect example of that.

I couldn’t help but wonder if it had something to do with her wish to become a mother. She’d sounded regretful last night, hinting at things left unfulfilled. I wasn’t sure, but I was grateful I could be there for her like she had been for me.

I turned my head to the left and saw her lying there, the sheets resting just below her breasts, exposing her nipples. Her blonde hair was fanned out across the pillow, framing her face like a work of art. Her aesthetics were mesmerizing—so much so that it felt impossible for someone to be this beautiful.

The memory of last night lingered, vivid and intoxicating. The sex had been incredible, and I was still hard, my cock standing at attention, tenting the sheets. As I reached for it, I caught her scent on me, a reminder of the passion we’d shared. For the first time in ages, I didn’t feel weighed down by stress or uncertainty. I felt hopeful—optimistic about the future.

Her eyes fluttered open, and they immediately landed on me. “You’re already awake?” she asked, her voice soft and inviting.

“Seems like it,” I said, meeting her blue eyes.

Her lips curved into a warm smile. “Oh, I haven’t felt this happy in a long time.”

“I’m glad I could make you happy,” I said, reaching over to caress her breasts, relishing their softness. “Earlier, I was just consumed with stress—doom and gloom.”

“Why?” she asked thoughtfully, her tone encouraging me to open up.

“Competition in photography. It’s tough,” I admitted, feeling a hint of vulnerability.

She smiled reassuringly. “You’re like a diamond that hasn’t been found,” she said. “Everyone’s praised you. The models love working with you. You have nothing to fear.”

“I didn’t realize that until I started working with you,” I replied, gratitude in my voice.

“Even models have to be discovered,” she said with a knowing look. “Some of them have been outcasts too, you know.”

I nodded, absorbing her words, unwilling to doubt her wisdom. But then, she reached for my hand, guiding it beneath the sheets to her honey pot. A playful grin spread across her face as I felt her wetness, and I couldn’t help but grin back. “I love morning sex,” she said with a teasing smile. “If you want to share a bed with me, you have no choice but to fuck me before we rise.”

“I’m up for it.” If only she knew how irresistible she was—her gaze, her voice, her actions. I shifted, rolling onto my side and spooning up behind her. She lifted her leg, draping it back over my hip so I could point my erection at her entrance. With a slow thrust, I slid inside her. She was already wet and warm, as aroused as I was.

We both groaned at the sensation, her inner walls gripping me like an embrace. I started to move, my hips rocking against her. One arm wrapped around her waist, holding her close, while the other hand roamed over her body, cupping and kneading her breasts.

“I love when you touch my boobs,” she breathed, pushing back to meet my thrusts. The new angle allowed me to go even deeper, and she sure enjoyed it.

I kissed her neck and shoulder, reveling in the taste of her skin. She reached back, threading her fingers through my hair and holding me to her.

Sweat slicked our skin as our pace grew. There was no better way to wake up than this. I could feel her getting close, her inner muscles starting to flutter around my shaft. It was the same sensation as last night, and it felt so damn good. She backed her ass against my crotch while closing her eyes. She shuddered as she climaxed. Gripping her hip, I followed right behind, burying myself to the hilt as I spilled my seed deep inside her spasming channel.

I squirmed with pleasure as I slowed down my thrusts, making sure I soaked her thoroughly. I held her close, enjoying the warm feel of her in my arms, our bodies still joined most intimately. She turned her head, capturing my lips in a deep kiss that stole the air from my lungs.

“Good morning,” she said with a playful giggle.

“The best morning of my life,” I said.

“Every morning from now on will be the best of our lives,” she said, her smile radiating warmth.

Reluctantly, I slipped out of her, spilling some cum on her thigh. “Why don’t we take a shower and get cleaned up?” I suggested with a smile.

She grinned. “Mmmm, that sounds perfect.”

I climbed out of bed and held out my hand to her. She took it, and I pulled her up with ease.

“Gosh, you’re strong,” she said, her voice tinged with admiration.

“I’d lift the world for you,” I replied with a grin.

She leaned in, pecking my cheek, before taking my hand and leading me to her bathroom. The moment I stepped inside, I was greeted by a delicate floral scent. The space was luxurious—complete with a soaking tub and a walk-in shower big enough for both of us.

An entire shelf was packed with shampoos, perfumes, and makeup.

“Geez,” I said, raising an eyebrow. “How much do you need?”

“For a woman, that’s nothing,” she said with a giggle. She pulled me into the shower and turned on the spray, adjusting the temperature. “How’s this? I usually prefer it hot.”

“It’s perfect,” I said, though I didn’t mention that I usually showered in cold water to save money. I couldn’t even remember the last time I had a warm shower—let alone with a naked woman.

As the water cascaded down her body, she looked even more mesmerizing. She arched her back, tilting her face upward with her eyes closed. Her breasts lifted slightly, the water splashing over them, glistening as it rolled down her skin. My jaw dropped, and I felt the blood rush south.

“Dan … Can you wash me?” she asked, her voice soft and inviting.

“Sure … uh, which bottle?” I stammered.

“The floral body wash.”

My eyes scanned the shower niche, spotting several bottles. “Uh, which one?”

“The pink one,” she said with a laugh.

I grabbed the pink bottle, squeezing some of the silky soap into my palm. Slowly, I began to wash her, my hands gliding over her curves, exploring every inch of her body. She leaned into my touch, a contented sigh escaping her lips.

I took my time, worshipping her body as if she were a goddess. The steam swirled around her, sensually veiling her curves. Covered in slippery soap, her skin felt different—like she was coated in silk. My hands slid effortlessly over her.

I gently turned her around, giving me a perfect view of her flawless rear. My hands moved to her buttocks, kneading them with deliberate care. There wasn’t a single hint of age on her cheeks—they were smooth, round, and firm as if sculpted to perfection. I could have explored her for hours, savoring every curve.

As I finished washing her, making sure not to miss an inch of her beautiful figure, Nathalie turned to face me with a mischievous glint in her eyes. “Your turn,” she said, reaching for the body wash.

She squeezed a generous amount into her palm and began to lather my chest, her delicate hands spreading the soap across my skin. She took her time, enjoying this as much as I had.

Her hands glided lower, over my abs and hips, teasing me with feather-light caresses and stroking me as well. I inhaled sharply as her fingers brushed against my hardening length. She smiled coyly up at me through her lashes, clearly enjoying the effect she had on me.

Nathalie turned me gently, urging me to face the shower wall as she began to wash my back. Her touch was both soothing and sensual as she massaged the tension from my shoulders and spine. I closed my eyes, losing myself in the blissful sensations.

Her hands dipped lower, kneading my firm buttocks and thighs. I bit back a groan, my body responding. She pressed herself against my back, her breasts soft and warm against my skin. She rubbed them all over me, and I could feel her hardened nipples grazing me, stoking the flames of my desire.

“What an interesting way of using your body,” I said.

“You have to utilize what you got, you know?” she said playfully.

“I’m already hard again.”

“I know.”

“I can go again, if you want,” I said, my voice low and teasing.

“Really?” she asked, a note of disbelief in her tone. But she didn’t hesitate.

“Yeah.”

She stopped sliding her body over me. Leaning forward, she pressed her ass against me. “A woman prefers actions over talk.”

Grinning, I grabbed both her cheeks and slid my cock inside her. My hardness clearly surprised her, and I chuckled playfully. “See?” I teased as I began thrusting, the sound of our flesh slapping echoing in the shower.

“That’s what I call a young gun.”

The second time was always the best—I could savor her pussy a little longer. Her warmth enveloped me, her body reacting perfectly to every movement. After several deep thrusts, I groaned and released inside her again, filling her with my second dose of seed. I stayed inside her for a moment, reveling in the climax, before pulling out.

“That’s what I love about someone young,” she said with a wink. “You’re at the peak of your fertility.”

“And you’re as wet as a teenager,” I replied, my voice filled with admiration.

“You have that effect on me,” she said, her playful tone returning as she met my gaze.

We finished our shower, the heat between us lingering as we toweled off.

After drying off, we stepped out of the steamy bathroom and into Nathalie’s spacious walk-in closet. The sight of her wardrobe took my breath away—rows upon rows of designer dresses, blouses, skirts and pants in every color and style imaginable. Shelves were lined with shoes and purses to match any outfit. It was like stepping into a high-end boutique.

“Geez… are you planning to open a clothing store?” I teased.

She giggled. “I need variety. Being a model and having so many outfits to choose from—it’s just part of who I am.”

“I think it’s very feminine,” I said, admiring her passion.

“I got clothes for you too,” she added with a smile. “I get free samples from high-end brands, so we’ll share this space from now on.”

“Thank you,” I said sincerely, feeling truly grateful.

Nathalie selected an off-shoulder floral sundress with a deep V-neck that hugged her curves in all the right places. The delicate fabric skimmed her thighs as she moved, hinting at the shapely legs underneath. She paired it with strappy sandals, the heels highlighting her long, toned calves. With her damp hair tumbling over her shoulders in soft waves and her skin glowing from our shower, she looked like a rare gem.

“It’s fine for me if you want to remain nude for the rest of the day.”

I chuckled. “You took my breath away.” I chose a simple white T-shirt and dark chino shorts from the selection of men’s clothes. The shirt stretched across my chest and biceps, still slightly damp from my wet skin. I caught Nathalie eyeing me appreciatively as I dressed and flashed her a smile.

“Nice choice,” she said.

“You too.”

Hand in hand, we made our way downstairs. “I’ll cook breakfast for you.”

“I won’t stop you.”

“How do grilled chicken sandwiches sound?” she asked.

“I’m sure anything you make would be a delicacy,” I replied with a grin.

“I’m not going to argue with that. You can relax outside,” she said, flashing me a playful smile.

I headed outside and slumped onto the outdoor sofa. The view of the beach and city was breathtaking, stretching out like a postcard. This home must’ve cost a fortune.

It didn’t take long for the scent of grilled chicken to waft through the open kitchen, and after a few moments, Nathalie stepped outside, a tray laden with two sandwiches in her hands. The golden-brown buns were toasted to perfection, with crisp lettuce, juicy tomatoes, creamy sauce, and a thick, tender piece of grilled chicken peeking out from between the layers. She set the tray down on the outdoor coffee table.

“You’re going to spoil me with this kind of treatment,” I teased, nodding toward our breakfast.

She glanced up, a playful smile tugging at her lips. “You think chicken sandwiches count as spoiling? Wait until I actually try.”

We settled down and dug in. The smoky, tender chicken paired perfectly with the crisp vegetables and fresh bread. After I finished eating, I felt satisfied, but she was sweet enough to offer to make me another one. “It was lovely. Thank you. I can’t remember the last time I tasted something like this … surrounded by peace and a loved one.”

“I’m glad … the view never gets old,” she replied, her tone light but her gaze lingering on me with warmth. “It’s nice, though, sharing this with someone. For so long, it’s just been me out here.”

“Have you always felt that way?”

“Sometimes. It’s easy to get used to being alone, but it’s not the same as liking it. I guess … I’ve felt lonely for a long time.”

“You don’t have to feel that way anymore,” I said.

Her lips curved into a gentle smile, and she reached out to rest her hand over mine. “Dan, would you ever consider moving in here? With me?”

The question caught me off guard, but only for a moment. My apartment flashed in my mind—the cramped space, the leaky faucet, the constant noise from neighbors. This … this was a dream in comparison, and it was pretty obvious we were lovers now.

“Are you serious?” I asked. I knew she was serious, but in the back of my mind, it still felt a bit too good to be true.

She nodded, her thumb brushing gently over my hand. “I’m serious. I’d love to have you here—to wake up with you, to come home to you. I know it’s sudden, and we’ve only just met, but… it feels right. For the first time in a long time, I feel like I’m in love, despite the age gap.”

“I couldn’t care less about the age gap,” I said firmly.

“Neither could I,” she admitted with a soft smile. “But some women my age can be judgmental—or even jealous—when they see me out with someone younger, like you.”

“Let’s not worry about that,” I said reassuringly. “You taught me that recently too—there are always envious people in this industry.”

“Good point,” she said, yielding with a small laugh.

A grin spread across my face. “I’ve been wanting to leave my apartment forever. And being here? With you? I’d love to move in.”

Her smile widened, and for a moment, the weight of her earlier loneliness seemed to lift. “Good,” she said softly. Then, with a playful glint in her eye, she added, “And just so you know, you’re free to make love to me all you want. You know, if you ever get … aroused.”

I laughed, shaking my head. “You’re so sexy.”

“No,” she corrected, leaning closer until her lips hovered near mine. “I’m yours.”

She was about to kiss me, but Nathalie’s phone buzzed on the table. She glanced at the screen and frowned slightly. “It’s Alina,” she said.

I had no idea who that was. “It’s fine. You can take it.”

“You sure?” she said unsurely.

“Of course,” I said. “We got all day.”

“I’ll be quick.” She looked a bit guilty when she picked up the call. “Hey, what’s up?”

I watched her expression shift as she listened, her frown deepening. “Wait, Richard said what?” she asked, her voice sharp. Her gaze flicked to me, and for the first time, I saw real anger in her eyes. “That’s ridiculous. Dan’s work was incredible. He’s just bitter and stuck in the past.”

I straightened in my seat, unsure if I should say something, but Nathalie wasn’t finished. “No, Alina, he’s not dragging Dan’s name through the mud. If Richard has a problem, he can deal with me directly. Dan’s talented, and his work speaks for itself.”

When she ended the call, her fingers were tight around the phone. She set it down with more force than necessary and exhaled sharply.

“What was that about?” I asked cautiously.

“Richard,” she said, her tone clipped. “He’s been criticizing your work from the shoot, and Alina wanted to warn me before it got back to you.”

“What did he say?”

“Nothing worth repeating,” she said firmly. “He’s just jealous. You’re new, you’re talented, and he can’t stand it. But don’t let it bother you. I’m not going to let him tarnish what you’ve earned.”

The fierce loyalty in her voice made something in my chest tighten. “Thank you,” I said. “For defending me.”

Her expression softened, and she reached out to take my hand. “Of course. I care about you. And I believe in you. Don’t let anyone make you doubt yourself.”

I knew I was in good hands. “You feel like my archangel.”

Nathalie smiled at my words, the tension from the phone call melting away. “I’ll always be there for you,” she said, squeezing my hand. “You’re not just talented, you’re special to me. Richard and his pettiness can’t touch that.”

We tried to forget about the phone call, and we sat there and talked about various topics, whatever came to our mind. Suddenly, her eyes lit up. “There’s something I forgot to tell you.”

“I’m all ears.”

“I’ve got a new mission for you,” she said, crossing her legs and giving me a fresh glimpse of her thighs. “A high-profile shoot in the Bahamas.”

I blinked. “The Bahamas? Seriously?”

“Seriously,” she confirmed, her smile widening. “It’s for a luxury swimwear brand. Top-tier models, an elite creative team … The kind that could really push your career to the next level.”

“That’s incredible.”

“They reached out to me the other day. They loved your photos, and I made sure to praise you too. I wanted to wait for the perfect opportunity to tell you.”

“You’ll come with me, right?”

“Of course, we’ll take the plane together … sleep in the same hotel too.”

“When does it start?”

“Next week,” she said. “I’ll send you all the details tomorrow. But trust me, this is big. The kind of shoot people dream about.”

I leaned back, trying to process it all. “Wow. I mean, thank you for trusting me with something like this. It’s a lot to take in.”

She reached out to touch my arm. “I trust your talent. You’ve got what it takes to pull this off.”

Her words eased some of the tension I didn’t realize I was holding, but then she smirked, a mischievous glint in her eye. “There’ll be some very sexy models, though. Just a heads-up.”

I chuckled. “I thought you wanted to keep me for yourself?”

Nathalie shrugged, her smirk turning into a playful smile. “I’m open-minded,” she admitted, leaning closer. “In this industry, there are a lot of women but not so many men.”

“I have no complaints then.”

“Oh, and I almost forgot—Sophia will be there too.”

That caught my attention. “Sophia from the party?”

“Mm-hmm,” Nathalie said, nodding. “She’s the stylist for the shoot. You two will be working closely together.”

I nodded slowly, excitement rising. “Thank you, Nathalie. For everything.”

She leaned in, her lips brushing against mine in a soft, lingering kiss. “You’re going to be incredible. I know it.”

Later that day, we sat on the terrace, talking about life as the warm afternoon breeze rolled through. The conversations flowed effortlessly, and eventually, we landed on the topic of moving. Nathalie leaned back in her chair, her hair catching the sunlight. She gave me a thoughtful look. “So, about this move … Do you need help with anything?”

I shook my head, smiling. “I don’t really have much stuff. It’s not going to take long.”

She raised an eyebrow, a teasing grin spreading across her face. “So will the Urus be enough?”

“Oh yeah,” I said, chuckling. “More than enough. But … you might want to wait outside when we get there. My apartment is kind of … messy.”

“Messy?” she repeated, laughing. “You’re worried about me seeing a messy apartment?”

“Hey, I have my pride,” I shot back, grinning. “But honestly, I can’t wait to be done with that place. No more leaky faucets, no more noisy neighbors, no more rent to stress over.”

“I’m glad. I want you to feel at home here. Truly.”

“I already feel at home.”

She smiled, leaning in closer. “You know,” she said, her voice dropping to a playful murmur, “if you’re ever feeling grateful … there are plenty of ways you can show me.”

“You want me to show you now?” I asked, reaching inside her dress and up to her boobs.

She sank her teeth into her bottom lips. “I do.”

I laughed, leaning in to kiss her. Her lips were soft and warm, and as the kiss deepened, I couldn’t help but think how lucky I was to have found her.

* * *

After packing up my few belongings into Nathalie’s Urus, I shut the trunk with a satisfying click and wiped my hands on my chino shorts. “That’s everything,” I said, turning to her with a grin.

She leaned against the car, arms crossed, watching me with an amused smile. “This is all you have?”

I shrugged. “Told you I don’t have much.”

“Well, that’ll make the move easy,” she said, opening the driver’s side door. “Hop in. We’re making one quick stop before we head home.”

I slid into the passenger seat, curious. “Where to?”

“The office,” she replied, starting the engine. We pulled out onto the street. “I’ve got something for you.”

* * *

As we pulled into the parking lot of her agency, I couldn’t help but feel a little nervous. Nathalie always had a way of keeping me on my toes. She wasn’t shy when she took my hand and held it. Although, I noticed more curious glances at me than usual.

Inside, the office was quiet. Nathalie led me to her desk, where an envelope was waiting. She picked it up and handed it to me with a small smile.

“What’s this?” I asked, taking it cautiously.

“You know what it is,” she said, her eyes sparkling with anticipation.

I slid my finger under the flap and pulled out a check from the latest shoot. My eyes widened as I read the amount.

“Ten grand?” I blurted, looking up at her in disbelief. “For the rooftop shoot?”

She nodded, clearly amused by my reaction. “That’s right.”

“This is a lot,” I said, still trying to wrap my head around it.

Nathalie’s smile softened, and she placed a hand on my arm. “It’s not just a lot. It’s what you deserve. And it’s just the beginning, Dan. You’ve got so much ahead of you.”

I swallowed hard, the weight of her words sinking in. “This is a journey I’m looking forward to.”

She squeezed my arm gently. “So do I. Now, let’s get going. We’ve got a new chapter to start.”

As we left the office and headed back to her home, the check tucked securely in my pocket, I couldn’t help but feel an overwhelming sense of gratitude—not just for the opportunities coming my way, but for Nathalie and everything she had brought into my life.


Chapter 7

Igazed out the window as we took an Uber to the airport. It was early in the morning, and I hoped I’d be able to get some sleep on the plane. The week had flown by. Every morning felt like waking up to a dream. I slept more soundly than ever and felt an optimism I hadn’t experienced in a long time.

Over the week, I’d helped Nathalie in her office. She’d often ask my opinion about some of the models, and when she invited them over, I was ready to photograph them. Now, we were on our way to the Bahamas, preparing for a photoshoot with a luxurious brand.

It shouldn’t have come as a surprise that Nathalie was friends with the brand’s owner, a woman in her mid-forties named Veronica. I couldn’t wait to meet her—and also reconnect with Sophia, the stylist.

Once we arrived at the airport, we grabbed something to eat before boarding the plane. The sounds of the engines filled the business-class cabin as I settled into my spacious seat, which reclined just enough to make me feel like I was on the verge of luxury I never thought I’d experience.

This was my first time flying business class, and I already felt like I was on top of the world. Right next to me, Nathalie adjusted her blanket. She caught me looking and smiled. “You’re adapting quickly to the high life,” she teased. “It wasn’t that long ago you were lugging around a beat-up camera bag.”

I leaned back. She was right. I had changed. I paid more attention to the clothes I wore, making sure I was well-groomed and presentable. It was another valuable lesson from Nathalie. “Guess I’m a quick learner.”

“Or maybe you just needed someone to show you what you were capable of,” she said. Our gazes lingered, and for a moment, the bustling cabin faded into the background. I thought about all the times I’d bedded her over the past week—on the couch, in the shower, in the kitchen, and even outside on her terrace. My libido had caught her off guard, and she’d jokingly said she had a lot of catching up to do after living alone for so many years.

“Maybe,” I said.

Her lips curved into a smile. “I believed in you, Dan. But you’re the one proving me right.”

I loved her charm. The flight attendant interrupted us, offering a glass of champagne. I accepted with a nod, and Nathalie turned her attention to the tablet in her lap, where she was reviewing notes for the upcoming shoot.

“How’s Sophia like in work mode?” I asked her.

“Sophia’s the best stylist I’ve ever worked with,” Nathalie said. “She’s creative, quick on her feet, and great under pressure. She used to dream of working on movie sets, actually, but she found her way into fashion. And honestly, I think it’s where she shines the most.”

I nodded, sipping my champagne. “Sounds ambitious.”

“Oh, she is,” Nathalie said, laughing. “But she’s also a firecracker. Don’t take her teasing personally—it’s her way of breaking the ice. Give her a little time, and she’ll grow on you.”

“Good to know,” I said with a grin. “I’ll brace myself.”

“And be prepared—Veronica might flirt with you too,” Nathalie said with a playful grin. “She’s a glamorous model who has a thing for younger guys.”

“Thanks for the heads-up,” I replied, smirking.

“You’ll manage just fine with that libido of yours,” she added with a chuckle, her laughter contagious enough to make me laugh along with her.

* * *

The plane touched down smoothly, and we stepped out onto the jet bridge, greeted by the warm, tropical air of the Bahamas. It was my first time in the Caribbean, and the colorful island struck me immediately—the bright blue sky, the lush greenery, the tall palm trees and the turquoise waters that stretched endlessly into the horizon.

“Wow,” I said as we took a taxi to the resort. “This is paradise.”

Nathalie gestured toward the scenery. “Wait until you see the resort. You’re going to love it.”

The drive to the resort was short but breathtaking. As we approached, the beachfront property came into view. It was a tropical paradise, complete with white-sand beaches, swaying palm trees, and bungalows along the shoreline. The main, modern building stood at the center of it all, adorned with fountains and neatly trimmed hedges.

I paused to take in its beauty, but Nathalie tugged at my hand. “Come on, let’s go inside.”

The lobby was spacious and luxurious, with high ceilings and glass walls that offered a breathtaking view of the ocean.

“There she is,” Nathalie said, nodding toward a woman sitting on a sleek couch. “Veronica—my good friend and possibly your future lover.”

Veronica, the owner of the luxury swimwear brand, was waiting for us. Dressed in a semi-transparent white dress, she rose to her feet, her blonde hair cascading down her shoulders. Her kitten heels clacked softly against the polished floor as she approached Nathalie.

“Welcome to paradise,” Veronica said warmly, opening her arms for Nathalie. They embraced, their bodies pressing together, and that’s when I noticed Veronica’s impressive cleavage visible through the deep V-neck of her dress.

“Thank you,” Nathalie said.

“It’s so good to see you again,” Veronica replied. She was slightly taller than Nathalie and just as stunning. I wouldn’t have been surprised if she’d also been a supermodel in her prime.

“You too,” Nathalie said before gesturing toward me. “And I’m proud to introduce you to Dan.”

“Is he just your photographer?” Veronica asked, breaking the hug to glance curiously at her friend.

“Colleague and lover,” Nathalie admitted with a hint of pride.

Veronica’s sharp eyes swept over me, a playful smile tugging at her lips. “I’m so jealous of you,” she said. “Young and attractive.” She opened her arms, and I stepped forward to embrace her.

“Hi,” I said, feeling my cock stir as her breasts pressed against my chest, her floral perfume enveloping me.

When she broke the hug, she glanced back at Nathalie. “How did you discover him?”

“Through Instagram,” Nathalie said proudly. “His talent was obvious, but there was something extra about him when we started working together.”

“I hope you’re ready to make magic happen,” Veronica said.

I nodded, still taking in the beauty of my surroundings and the two gorgeous women by my side. “I am. Thank you for having me. This place is incredible.”

“It’s the perfect backdrop for the vision we have in mind. And from what I hear, you’re exactly the photographer we need to bring it to life.”

“He is,” Nathalie said.

“I’ll wait for you outside while you go check in,” Veronica said.

A staff member appeared to escort us to our rooms. I followed Nathalie down a pathway lined with tropical flowers and lanterns, leading to a row of private ocean-view suites. Our room was sleek and modern, with floor-to-ceiling windows that opened onto a private terrace. A hammock swayed gently in the breeze, and the view of the water was nothing short of breathtaking.

Nathalie dropped her bag onto the bed and turned to me with a grin. “What do you think?” she asked, gesturing around the suite.

“It’s luxurious,” I said, walking over to the terrace door and stepping outside. The sound of waves crashing against the shore filled the air, bringing with it a deep sense of peace. “It feels like something straight out of a dream.”

“Dreams sometimes come true,” she said, stepping beside me. “This isn’t my first time here, but every time I come, I fantasize about sharing a place like this with someone I love.”

We exchanged glances, a quiet understanding passing between us. “I’m glad I can make that dream come true,” I said.

She smiled warmly but added, “We’ve got work to do first, though—before we hop into bed.”

“I haven’t forgotten. Let’s meet Veronica and the models,” I replied with a grin.

“Don’t forget Sophia,” she said with a playful wink.

* * *

The soft sound of waves lapping against the shore filled the air as Nathalie and I made our way down the path to the private beach. A luxurious cabana was set up as the nerve center for the shoot. The creative team had already begun prepping, their chatter blending with the distant calls of seabirds. Models lounged in the shade of palm trees and oversized umbrellas, sipping tropical drinks as they laughed and chatted.

“Here we go,” Nathalie said with a smile, adjusting her sunglasses. Her excitement was clear, and it only fueled my anticipation.

Near the cabana, a petite woman with long, thick dark brown hair pulled into a loose bun was busy checking accessories and flipping through a tablet. I recognized her after a closer look. It was Sophia. She wore a flowing bohemian dress paired with gold bracelets that caught the sunlight. As soon as she spotted Nathalie, her face broke into a wide smile.

“You’re finally here!” she called out, setting down the tablet and striding over with her arms outstretched. “I was starting to think you’d abandoned me.”

Nathalie laughed, stepping forward to embrace her warmly. “Like I’d leave you to deal with all this alone,” she said, her voice light with affection.

When they pulled apart, Sophia’s eyes shifted to me. Her grin turned playful as she walked over. “And here’s the dreamer,” she said, extending her arms for a hug. “Welcome to paradise.”

I leaned into the hug. “Thanks. It’s breathtaking here,” I said.

“So, what’s it like working for Nathalie?” Sophia asked curiously.

“We kind of work together now,” Nathalie chimed in. “And live together.”

Sophia’s hands flew to her mouth. “Oh, so you’re lovers?”

Nathalie nodded with a proud smile. “Uh-huh.”

“I’m happy for you,” Sophia said warmly before glancing at me with a playful smirk. “I should have made a move while I had the chance back at the party.”

“If you knew about his stamina, you’d know there’s room for more,” Nathalie said with a wink.

Sophia chuckled and turned to me, her eyes sparkling with curiosity. “Is she joking or telling the truth?”

“Some things you’ll have to see for yourself,” I said, my tone teasing. My comment made them both laugh.

“Life is full of surprises.” Sophia stepped back, hands on her hips as she looked at me over. “You clean up nice, but I’ll have to see if your photos can keep up with all this,” she said, gesturing dramatically to the stunning beach and the models nearby.

I grinned, deciding to play along. “No pressure, right?”

“None at all,” she replied with a wink. “Nathalie has shown me what you can do. Now you just have to prove it wasn’t beginner’s luck.”

Nathalie chuckled, crossing her arms as she watched the exchange. “Sophia, play nice. Dan’s here to work, not get roasted.”

“Oh, I’m nice,” Sophia said with a mock-innocent smile. “But teasing is part of the initiation process.”

The banter eased some of the nerves I hadn’t realized I’d been carrying. Despite the idyllic setting, the weight of the opportunity was still heavy on my mind. But if this was the energy Sophia brought to the team, I already felt more at ease.

As the three of us moved toward the cabana, Nathalie began explaining the schedule for the evening, her tone shifting into the efficient professionalism I’d come to admire. Sophia chimed in occasionally, her creative input sharp and insightful.

I made sure to greet them all, showing them that I was confident about the shoot. Ava was a gorgeous brunette with high cheekbones and a fierce, high-fashion edge. She was confident and didn’t shy away from eye contact, giving me the impression that every pose would be bold and daring. As we shook hands, she flashed me a sly smile. “Finally, a good-looking photographer,” she said. “I hope you’re as talented as you are handsome.”

“I won’t let you down,” I said and moved on to Lila, the tall blonde. Her voice was soft and calm. When I introduced myself, she gave me a gentle smile that made her dimples deepen. “This is going to be fun,” she said in her sweet voice. “I’ve got a good feeling about you.”

“I have a good feeling about you too,” I said. I was already flooded with ideas when I studied her facial aesthetics, which seemed so flawless it was as if she were photoshopped.

I moved on to the next model, a tall ginger whose cheeks were peppered with freckles. “Melanie,” she introduced herself. “Welcome to the team,” she said brightly. “Don’t let all this beauty intimidate you.” She gestured to the other two models with a wink, making them laugh.

Nathalie stood to the side, watching the introductions with a smile. While Sophia started styling them, I prepared the camera. I walked over to the gear setup, unpacking my camera while Nathalie and Veronica conferred near the cabana. As Veronica turned to Nathalie, I could hear snippets of their conversation.

“You really have an eye for talent,” Veronica said, glancing in my direction. “He’s young, but there’s something about him.”

Nathalie smiled, her pride in me evident. “He’s the real deal. You’ll see.”

I busied myself with adjusting the camera settings, pretending not to overhear, but the warmth in Nathalie’s voice wasn’t lost on me. It gave me a sense of confidence like I truly belonged here.

Eventually, Veronica came over. “Need a helping hand?” she asked.

“Not for now,” I replied. “I’ve got everything under control.”

“Just remember,” she said, her tone firm yet encouraging, “these photos need to be as sexy as possible. You want to make these models irresistible—every woman should see them in those clothes and want to feel the same way.”

I nodded, already familiar with the expectation. Veronica’s perfectionism was evident, but it only motivated me. “I won’t let you down. I’ll make them look absolutely stunning.”

“I believe in you,” she said with a warm smile before stepping away.

The sun cast a golden glow over the shoreline as we set up for the first round of shots. The models were dressed in sleek swimsuits, their figures catching the light perfectly as they posed against the crystal-clear waves. I directed them with confidence, and I found myself getting completely absorbed in the work.

“Beautiful, Ava. Hold that angle for just a second longer,” I called out, adjusting the focus. “Lila, perfect—turn your head slightly toward the lens. Yes, just like that.”

Veronica watched from the sidelines, her arms crossed as a satisfied smile played on her lips. “He’s got an eye,” she said to Nathalie, loud enough for me to hear. “You weren’t kidding.”

Nathalie’s pride was evident in her tone. “Told you he’s the real deal.”

We took a brief break to let the models hydrate, and I grabbed my camera to review some of the photos. They were turning out better than I could’ve hoped, and I couldn’t help but feel satisfied.

“Not bad,” Sophia said, appearing at my side with a bottle of water. She handed it to me with a knowing smile. “But you’ll need to keep your energy up if you’re going to survive this week.”

I took the bottle with a grin. “I’ll survive,” I said. “Especially with you making them look good.”

Sophia leaned in slightly, her voice low and teasing. “Oh, I make everyone look good. But you? You’ve got potential.”

“High praise coming from you.”

“Don’t let it go to your head,” she shot back with a playful smirk before walking off to check on the wardrobe.

The second half of the shoot ramped up in sensuality as the models changed into bikinis, their looks becoming even more daring. I directed them into poses that highlighted their curves and played with the interplay of light and shadow. Veronica was nearby, nodding approvingly at the results, while Nathalie occasionally chimed in with a suggestion or two.

“Dan, these are stunning,” Veronica said, leaning over to glance at the photos on my camera. Her hand brushed my shoulder briefly, and she smiled. “You’re making my vision come to life.”

“I’m glad,” I said, my voice steady despite the flutter of nerves. The combination of her praise and the way she lingered just a little too close didn’t go unnoticed.

Nathalie appeared at my other side, her presence grounding me. “See? I told you he’d deliver.”

Sophia passed by, her tone light as she added, “Don’t let these two fight over you. You’ve still got work to do.”

Her teasing earned a laugh from both Veronica and Nathalie, and I shook my head, focusing back on the camera. The chemistry of the team, the stunning location, and the sheer excitement of the moment—it all felt electric. This was exactly where I wanted to be.

Deciding to take the initiative, I called the three models together for a series of group shots. Ava, Lila, and Melanie rose to their feet after their little break, their bodies glistening with a light sheen of sweat and fruit juices.

“Alright ladies, let’s try something a little more daring,” I said, gesturing for them to move closer together. “Ava, I want you in the center. Lila, drape your arm over her shoulder. Melanie, press up against Ava’s other side, and don’t be shy with your breasts.” It was strategic. Ava had the most impressive breasts, so she would be in the spotlight.

Giggling, the models followed my direction, their bodies coming together, so their breasts made contact. Ava’s fierce confidence seemed to radiate outward, drawing the other two in like moths to a flame. Lila’s serene beauty provided a perfect counterpoint, while Melanie’s playful energy and red hair added an irresistible spark to the fire.

“Perfect,” I said, raising the camera to my eye. “Now, Ava, turn your head slightly towards Lila. Lila, let your fingers trail down Ava’s arm. Melanie, arch your back a little more.”

“Don’t be shy with your breasts,” Ava playfully told Melanie.

As I clicked the shutter, capturing image after image, I felt a familiar stirring in my body. The sight of these three stunning, young women in revealing swimwear and the golden light, was a major turn-on. I swallowed hard, trying to maintain my professional demeanor. Nathalie sure had to brace herself for tonight.

“You’re doing great,” I said, my voice a little huskier than before. “Ava, can you place your hand on Melanie’s hip? Yes, just like that.”

Ava smirked as she followed my direction, her eyes meeting mine over the camera. “Getting a little hot under the collar there, photographer?” she teased, her voice low enough that only I could hear.

I cleared my throat, grateful that the camera partially obscured my face. “Just focusing on getting the perfect photo,” I replied, aiming for nonchalance.

Melanie giggled, picking up on the exchange. “Well, we’re certainly feeling the heat,” she said, running a hand through her tousled ginger locks. “Maybe you should join us in the water after this to cool off.”

Lila just innocently smiled, but there was a knowing glint in her eye that sent a shiver down my spine.

I took a deep breath, refocusing on the task at hand. “Alright, let’s change it up. Lila, I want you to kneel in the sand. Ava and Melanie, stand on either side of her, leaning in close.”

As the models shifted positions, I caught Sophia’s eye from where she stood near the wardrobe tent. She raised an eyebrow, a smirk playing on her lips. I could almost hear her unspoken “I told you so” hanging in the air.

I continued directing the models into sexy poses, earning well-deserved thumbs-ups from Veronica along the way. Suddenly, a golden idea came to mind, but I needed to run it by Veronica first. After all, this was a swimwear brand, not a nudity magazine.

“I was thinking of covering their breasts with sand while they wear their bikini bottoms,” I said, gauging her reaction. “But will that be too much?”

Veronica’s face lit up with approval. “Not at all,” she said, clearly impressed. “Half-nude girls are the norm these days anyway, so it’ll be a perfect addition.”

“Alright,” I said, energized by her enthusiasm. “Will you ladies be comfortable with photos like these?” I asked.

“Duh,” Ava said with a grin. “We’re not living in the 19th century anymore, are we?”

I chuckled. “Alright,” I said. “Undress.”

“I’ll only agree on one condition,” Melania said, her lips curving into a playful smirk. “You’ll be the one applying the sand to our breasts.”

“Deal,” I replied, matching her energy.

The models exchanged glances, giggling as they began to undress. Ava was the first to shed her top, revealing full, perfectly rounded breasts with pink nipples. Melanie followed suit, her smaller but perkier breasts bouncing slightly as she tossed her bikini top aside. Lila was last, slowly untying her top to expose her slender figure and two beautiful mounds. These were supermodels who guys would only dream of seeing nude, and here I had them all in front of my young eyes.

I swallowed hard, trying to maintain my professional composure as I took in the sight before me. Their bodies were flawless—toned abs, smooth skin glistening in the sunlight, curves in all the right places. Blood flowed south, and I silently willed myself to focus on the task at hand.

“Alright ladies, let’s get you ready,” I said, my voice slightly huskier than before. I grabbed a few water bottles and approached them, uncapping the first one.

Starting with Ava, I began to pour water over her chest. She gasped softly at the coolness, her nipples instantly hardening. The water cascaded down her curves, droplets clinging to her skin. I moved on to Melanie, who arched her back slightly as the water flowed over her freckled breasts. Finally, I doused Lila, watching as rivulets of water traced the lines of her slender torso.

With their skin glistening wet, I knelt to scoop up handfuls of fine, white sand. “Ready?” I asked, looking up at them. They nodded, eyes sparkling with excitement.

I started with Melanie, gently pressing the sand to her breasts. She shivered slightly at my touch, her breasts jiggling as I carefully covered them. Moving to Lila, I delicately applied the sand to her small, pert breasts, trying not to react as her nipples visibly hardened beneath my palms.

Finally, I turned to Ava. Her well-endowed boobs required more sand, and I found myself cupping and molding it around her breasts. She smirked knowingly as I worked, clearly aware of the effect she was having on me. Even if they were practically covered, I touched her some more, and she didn’t seem to mind.

“This isn’t the first time you’ve done this, is it?” Ava asked with a knowing grin.

“You’ve got keen eyes,” I replied.

“Easiest thing to notice,” she said playfully.

“I’ve worked with some independent influencers,” I told her. “One of them wanted half-nude photos by the beach.”

“I see where your skills come from,” Ava said, her tone teasing. She didn’t flinch as I carefully applied sand to her jiggling breasts—in fact, she leaned closer, pressing herself into my young hands with an inviting smirk.

“All set,” I said, stepping back to survey my handiwork. The contrast of the pale sand against their sun-kissed skin was perfect, and just as I’d imagined them to be. “Let’s get some shots before the sand dries and falls off.”

I raised my camera, pushing aside my body’s reactions and channeling my energy into capturing their beauty. As I clicked away, directing their poses, I couldn’t help but feel a mix of arousal and artistic satisfaction.

They were absolutely perfect for the half-nude photos. I asked them to brush some of the sand off their breasts, capturing the grains as they tumbled down their bodies, slowly revealing their nipples and areolas bit by bit. The gradual exposure added a sensual allure to the shots, ensuring Veronica would have plenty of stunning photos to choose from.

“These are going to be incredible,” I said, reviewing a few photos on the camera’s display. “But I think we can push it even further.”

Ava arched an eyebrow, a mischievous glint in her eye. “Oh? What did you have in mind?”

I hesitated for a moment, then decided to go for it. “How about we do the same thing, but for your bottoms?”

The models exchanged glances, a mix of excitement and curiosity on their faces. Melanie was the first to speak up. “I’m game if everyone else is,” she said with a grin.

“It could be really beautiful,” Lila agreed.

Ava, never one to back down from a daring shoot, smirked. “Well, if we’re going to do this, let’s do it right. You’ll have to apply the sand yourself again, of course.”

I swallowed hard, nodding as I tried to maintain my professional composure. “Of course. We’ll need to work quickly to catch the light, though.”

As the models shed their bikini bottoms, I couldn’t help but marvel at their confidence and beauty. Their bodies were works of art, sculpted and toned to perfection. I grabbed more water bottles and began the process again, starting with Melanie.

I poured the cool water over her hips and backside, watching as it cascaded down her curves. Moving to Lila, I repeated the process, admiring the way the water highlighted the elegant lines of her body. Finally, I turned to Ava, whose voluptuous figure glistened as I doused her with water.

Kneeling in the sand, I began to apply the fine, white grains to their bodies. I started with Melanie, carefully covering her bottom with sand. She giggled softly as I worked, the intimacy of the moment not lost on either of us. Between her cheeks, I saw a hint of her pussy. It looked so innocent and fresh. She was also completely shaved like the rest of the models. Lila was next, and I gently pressed the sand to her butt, making sure it sensually veiled her.

When I reached Ava, I couldn’t help but pause for a moment, taking in the sight of her curvaceous figure. She looked over her shoulder at me, a knowing smile playing on her lips. “Take your time,” she said. “We want to make sure it’s perfect, right?”

I nodded.

As I carefully applied the sand to Ava’s curves, I couldn’t help but marvel at her flawless skin. My hands moved slowly, ensuring every inch was covered. I could feel the heat radiating from her body, and a shiver ran through me as my fingers grazed the sensitive skin between her cheeks.

“All done,” I said.

The three models stood before me, their nude bodies artfully veiled in white sand. The lowering sun cast a golden glow across their skin, creating an erotic scene. It was perfect, and I knew Veronica would love these photos.

“Alright ladies, let’s make this count,” I said, finding my professional voice again. “Ava, I want you to face the ocean. Melanie, stand behind her and drape your arms over her shoulders. Lila, kneel in front, looking back over your shoulder.”

They moved into position, their bodies fitting together like puzzle pieces. It was all coming together perfectly.

“These are going to be stunning,” Veronica called out. “You’re really capturing their beauty.”

Encouraged, I continued shooting, capturing the models in various poses and groupings.

Eventually, we decided to call it a day even if I could photograph them for the rest of the night. It started getting late. “That’s a wrap, ladies,” I announced. “You were all incredible.”

The models broke their poses, laughing and hugging each other. As they headed off to rinse away the sand, Nathalie approached me, a smile playing on her lips.

“You handled that beautifully,” she said, her voice low. “I’m impressed.”

“I put everything into it,” I said as I noticed Veronica striding toward me in her transparent white dress. She leaned down, pressing her full lips against my forehead while placing a hand on my shoulder.

“You are exactly what I was looking for,” she said warmly.

“I’m glad,” I replied, feeling the usual swell of pride whenever my effort was praised.

“I can’t wait for tomorrow,” she continued. “We’ll be working with some palm trees. Try to push your creativity if you’re aiming for a bonus.”

“I won’t disappoint you,” I said confidently.

With a satisfied smile, Veronica turned and strode off, her hips swaying.

“Don’t forget about me when you’re famous, Dan,” Ava said, leaning in to kiss me on the cheek.

“How could I?” I replied with a grin.

Lila followed. She brushed a strand of blonde hair from her face and offered a cute smile. “You have a real gift. It was a pleasure working with you.” Her kiss was gentle, almost shy, but it left a warmth behind.

Melanie was last. She wrapped me in a quick hug before planting a playful kiss on my cheek. “See you tomorrow.”

“Count on it,” I said, laughing as she joined the others.

As the models and Veronica headed back to the resort, Nathalie, Sophia, and I stayed behind by the shoreline, snacking on some fruit before having dinner and heading to bed. While the waves crashed against the shore, the sun was setting. Nathalie carried a small basket of fruits, and we found a quiet spot to settle down.

We arranged ourselves on a blanket spread across the warm sand. Nathalie sat on my right, while Sophia took the spot on my left. I leaned back, letting the view and the peacefulness of the moment sink in.

Nathalie grinned at my forehead. “Veronica left a lovely souvenir, want me to clean it?”

“Is it lipstick?”

“Uh-huh,” Nathalie said and gently dabbed it against my forehead.

Sophia reached into the basket and pulled out a ripe mango slice, offering it to me with a mischievous smile. “Here. You’ve earned it.”

“Thanks. I’m guessing this is part of the initiation process, too?”

“Maybe,” she said, her hazel eyes sparkling. “But seriously, you crushed it today. You’ve got talent, Dan. Real talent. I can’t think of any other guys taking the initiative the way you did.”

“I agree,” Nathalie chimed in, her voice warm. She plucked a strawberry from the basket and took a bite, watching me thoughtfully. “You’ve come such a long way already. I’m proud of you.”

Their praise hit me harder than I expected, and I found myself smiling. “Thank you. It sure was a memorable shoot.”

For a while, we just sat there, sharing fruits and easy conversation as the sky darkened into twilight. The connection between us felt natural as if we’d known each other for years. Sophia turned toward me, her hazel eyes glinting in the fading light.

“So, Dan,” she began, offering me another piece of mango, “what got you into photography? You’re good—like, really good. There has to be a story there.”

I smiled, taking a bite from the fruit before responding. “It started with skateboarding, but I didn’t decide to go all out after my mom passed. It gave me a focus, something to pour my energy into. And, well, here I am.”

“That’s beautiful,” she said quietly. “You turned something painful into something amazing. I like that.”

“What about you?” I asked, shifting slightly closer to her. “How’d you end up as one of the best stylists in the game?”

She laughed, brushing a stray strand of hair behind her ear. “Best in the game? I like the sound of that.” Her gaze flicked to the horizon briefly before she continued. “I wanted to work in movies originally—costume design and all that. But the fashion world pulled me in, and I realized I could bring that same cinematic flair here. It’s been a crazy ride, but I wouldn’t trade it.”

“You’ve got an incredible eye,” I said, genuinely. “The way you put together those looks today? It made everything pop. You made my job easy.”

Sophia’s smile widened as her hand reached out, playfully tugging at a strand of my hair. “You’re sweet. Maybe too sweet. But this hair of yours? It’s got potential. Mind if I give it a little trim later? Say, after dinner?”

I laughed, the warmth of her presence making it impossible not to feel comfortable. “If you’re offering, how could I say no?”

Nathalie, who had been quietly enjoying the moment, chimed in with a chuckle. “Careful, Dan. Sophia’s makeovers are legendary. You might not recognize yourself by the end of it.”

“Good,” Sophia said, leaning back into the blanket with a grin. “It’ll be an upgrade.”

The playful banter continued as the evening deepened, the stars beginning to dot the sky above. We went to a restaurant and tried some local Caribbean dishes—oxtail stew for the main course and pancakes with syrup for dessert.

After dinner, we headed back to our suite. Nathalie and I entered first, while Sophia went to her room to grab her gear. She returned quickly, her bun loosened, allowing her thick, brown hair to cascade over her shoulders.

“Wow,” I said, taking in the sight. “Your hair looks so much better when you wear it loose … Geez, it’s long.”

Her cheeks turned pink. “Thank you. But I can’t really work with it loose. Otherwise, I prefer it this way.”

She had also changed into a nightgown with a deep V-neck, showcasing an impressive amount of cleavage. “But let’s head into the bathroom and give you a makeover,” she added with a playful smile.

While Nathalie busied herself with emails, I followed Sophia into the bathroom. She gently closed the door behind us and pulled out a chair in front of the mirror. “Have a seat.”

I plopped down. I wasn’t sure why I agreed to this. I liked my shoulder-length hair, but it was also a perfect opportunity to spend some time with her.

Sophia draped a cape over my shoulders, her fingers brushing against my neck as she fastened it. “Ready for your transformation?” she asked with a playful wink.

“Go ahead.” I nodded, settling into the chair she’d positioned in front of the mirror. As she began combing through my hair, I noticed her reflection. The deep V of her nightgown offered a perfect view of her cleavage, her breasts swaying gently with each movement. They looked springy and soft, and I started clenching my hands as if I were squeezing them.

“So, what look are we going for?” I asked.

Sophia leaned in close, her breath warm against my ear. “Something edgy but refined. Trust me, you’re going to love it.”

As she started trimming, I was aware of how close she was standing. Every time she leaned forward to check the length, her breasts pressed against my shoulder, separated only by the thin fabric of her nightgown. The gentle pressure sent shivers down my spine.

She was skilled, snipping and shaping my hair. But it was hard to focus on the haircut when her breasts jiggled enticingly with each movement. I found myself holding my breath, half afraid and half hoping they might slip free of the low neckline.

“How’s it looking?” Sophia asked, her fingers running through my freshly trimmed hair.

“Great,” I said, my voice slightly husky. “You really know what you’re doing.”

She smiled, meeting my eyes in the mirror. “I told you to trust me.” Her hand lingered on my neck, thumb grazing my skin in a way that felt far from accidental.

I shifted in my seat, trying to hide my growing excitement.

Sophia noticed, a knowing smirk playing on her lips. “Almost done,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “Just a few finishing touches.”

She moved to stand in front of me, leaning in close to trim my bangs.

Suddenly, she dropped the spray bottle right on my crotch. “Whoops, sorry,” she said, bending down to pick it up. As she reached for it, her hand brushed against my erection, and her eyes widened.

“Oh my, you’re hard, aren’t you?” she said with a teasing smile.

I felt my cheeks warm. “It’s been a long day,” I replied, half-awkwardly.

Sophia’s eyes sparkled with mischief as she noticed my reaction. She leaned in close, her lips nearly brushing my ear. “You know,” she whispered, her breath warm against my skin, “if you want to see more, all you have to do is ask.”

I blinked, a bit caught off guard by how open-minded she was. “I … I’d like that.”

Sophia’s smile widened as she stepped back, her fingers toying with the thin straps of her nightgown. “Well then,” she said, “why don’t we make this a little more interesting?”

She slid one strap off her shoulder, then the other. The silky fabric clung to her curves for a moment before falling away, pooling at her feet. She stood before me, gloriously naked, her body even more stunning than I had imagined. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her round breasts sitting high and firm on her chest, her toned stomach and the curve of her hips. But the real icing on the cake was her long, brown hair. She looked like a masterpiece straight out of the Renaissance—a natural, nude beauty, as if she’d stepped right out of a painting.

“Like what you see?” Sophia asked, her voice low and seductive.

I nodded, unable to form words. She stepped closer, running her fingers through my freshly cut hair. “You look like a work of art … out of a nude painting.”

She giggled. “It’s my hair, isn’t it?”

“It’s everything,” I said, mesmerized by her beauty.

“Good,” she murmured. “Because I’m not finished with you yet.”

“What are you up to now?” Nathalie asked from the other room.

“Giving him some eye candy,” Sophia replied with a mischievous smile.

Nathalie chuckled. “How’s his hair?”

“In a second, you can come see,” Sophia said, focused on finishing the haircut. My eyes, however, were fixed on her gorgeous breasts and long lustrous hair, which were impossible to ignore.

“You’re not masturbating, I hope,” Sophia teased, catching my gaze.

I chuckled. “I might have to if you keep teasing me like this.”

“Almost done,” she said, putting the final touches on my haircut. “Nathalie, you can come in now.”

Nathalie strode in, completely nude except for a towel slung over her shoulders. She ran her fingers through my freshly trimmed hair, a smile spreading across her face. “Wow,” she said. “You look sexier than ever.”

“Honestly, I’m not sure how it looks anymore,” I admitted with a grin. “My eyes are on you two.”

They exchanged amused glances and giggled.

“I had a feeling you’d try to seduce him,” Nathalie said playfully, her tone light but teasing.

“You told me it was fine,” Sophia said, making an innocent Pikachu face.

“It’s fine—as long as it’s fine for you,” Nathalie said warmly, her fingers gently massaging my shoulders.

“It is,” I said sincerely, locking eyes with her.

“Let’s shower together,” Nathalie suggested, her voice soft and inviting. “Then we can hop into bed together.”

The shower was spacious enough for all of us. As soon as we stepped inside, Nathalie turned on the water and adjusted the temperature. The warm water cascaded over our bodies as I faced Sophia. Even with my eyes on her, it didn’t stop Nathalie from pressing herself against my back, her soft breasts molding to my skin, while Sophia stood in front of me. I couldn’t stop admiring her thick hair as it slowly became soaked.

Sophia reached for the body wash, squeezing some into her palm before slowly running her hands over my chest. “Let’s get you cleaned up,” she said.

“Only if I can do you later,” I replied.

“Deal.”

Nathalie’s hands joined in, sliding down my sides to my hips. “We don’t want to miss a spot,” she added, her voice low and playful.

I closed my eyes, savoring their touch. Four hands glided over my skin, washing away the day’s sweat and sand. Sophia’s breasts brushed against my chest as she leaned in to wash my shoulders, while Nathalie’s fingers kneaded the tension from my lower back.

“Turn around,” Nathalie instructed softly. As I did, she pressed her lips to mine in a quick, hungry kiss. “I just had to.”

My erection pressed against her waist, lightly brushing against her breast. “What do you think we’ll do when we get to bed later?” I asked.

Nathalie chuckled. “You’re old enough to put those puzzle pieces together.”

I considered myself one of the luckiest guys in the world to have found such an open-minded, beautiful, and caring woman like Nathalie.

“Your turn to wash us,” Sophia said, handing me the body wash.

Starting with Sophia, I poured some soap into my hands and began massaging it into her skin. I took my time, enjoying and exploring her soft curves under my palms. Her breasts became my focus, kneading them thoroughly. I dropped to my knees to wash her hips, coming face to face with her waxed womanhood. I ran my fingers over her intimate lips, leaning forward to kiss her.

Moving to Nathalie, I repeated the process, my hands gliding over her body. She leaned into my touch, a sigh escaping her lips.

As the water rinsed away the soap, leaving our skin clean, the tension grew thicker. I was hard, and Sophia’s hand found its way to my erection, stroking it gently. “Seems like someone’s ready for bed,” she teased.

Nathalie chuckled. “I think we all are.”

We dried off quickly, barely able to keep our hands off each other as we made our way to the bedroom.

I faced Sophia first, eyeing her lips and wondering what she tasted like. My hands settled on her hips as we knelt together on the bed. I had to pull her close since my erection was in the way. I pressed my lips to hers, my hands tangling in her wet hair. She used her tongue eagerly, caressing mine as though she’d been starved for a kiss.

I pulled back from her lips and looked into her hazel eyes. “I’ve always dreamed of being with someone as young as you,” she said, biting her bottom lip.

“I’ve never even dreamed of having a threesome with two older women,” I admitted with a smirk.

“You need to start fantasizing a bit more, then,” she said playfully, lightly pushing me down onto the bed. My head landed against the pillow as they both knelt beside me. They exchanged glances as my cock rose like a sword between them.

“You can go first,” Nathalie said to Sophia. “He’s been satisfying me all week.”

“But he’s yours,” Sophia replied hesitantly.

“I think after tonight, we’ll both be his,” Nathalie pointed out with a grin.

“Good point. But we’ll share,” Sophia agreed, clearly not one to be selfish. She leaned forward and slid my erection into her mouth, taking me deeply on her first bob. She slobbered over me, sucking with her eyes closed, completely focused. I could see her smile even as her lips stretched like rubber bands. Without pulling away, she took me deeper until she gagged, her spit dribbling down to my base.

She finally came off and passed me to Nathalie. Meanwhile, I beckoned Sophia closer, making her spread her legs so I could touch her pussy, admiring its symmetry. She truly was a work of art. Leaning forward, I pressed my tongue against her folds while Nathalie continued sucking me off.

Sophia let out a soft moan, her fingers tangling in my hair as I explored her folds with my tongue.

“Hmm, that feels amazing,” Sophia breathed. Her hips rocked gently against my face as I licked and sucked at her most sensitive spots. “Did you teach him to lick like that?”

Nathalie came off me. “Nope, he’s been skilled since I met him.”

“I want him inside,” Sophia asked with hints of desperation. They changed places, and Sophia straddled my hips, positioning herself over my erection.

She grabbed it and rubbed the head back and forth over her folds. “Here goes,” she said eagerly and slipped the head inside, sinking and sinking till she touched down with a moan. As Sophia impaled herself on my rock-hard length, her moan of pleasure filled the room, and her eyes locked with mine.

I beckoned Nathalie to me, and she straddled my face, letting me lick her. We continued this mutual pleasure for a while longer, with Sophia riding me as my tongue caressed Nathalie’s pink pussy.

Eventually, Nathalie dismounted, and I decided to ask her something I wasn’t entirely sure about. “Could she possibly lick you while I fuck her?”

“Of course,” Nathalie said with a grin, not hesitating.

My eyes widened, surprised she agreed so easily. “Sophia, come off me and lie down.”

Sophia slowly slid off my erection, her pink walls gripping me tightly on the way up. My cock snapped back to my waist, glistening with her honey as droplets splashed over me. She lay back on the bed, her body stretched out and ready.

I positioned myself in a missionary position over her while Nathalie straddled Sophia’s face. The tip parted her lips, and I gently slid inside her wet walls. As I entered Sophia again, Nathalie lowered herself onto Sophia’s waiting mouth. The sight of Nathalie’s face in pleasure as Sophia’s tongue explored her folds was incredibly erotic. It wasn’t only that but really hot seeing two women in action, right in front of me.

I began thrusting into Sophia, feeling her warm walls grip me tightly.

Sophia moaned against Nathalie’s pussy, the vibrations intensifying the sensation for Nathalie. Her back arched as she ground herself against Sophia’s eager tongue.

“Oh,” Nathalie gasped, her hands cupping her breasts.

I became so turned on that I increased my pace, my hips slapping against Sophia’s thighs. She wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me in deeper with each thrust. The room filled with the sounds of our pleasure–moans, gasps, and the wet slapping of skin on skin.

It didn’t take me long to finish, especially as Sophia’s novel pussy massaged me for every thrust. “I’m going to cum,” I groaned while sinking my fingers into Sophia’s thighs.

Nathalie looked back at me, her eyes glazed with pleasure. “Inside her,” she said with a grin. “Fill her up.”

Those words pushed me over the edge. With a final deep thrust, I buried myself to the hilt inside Sophia and let go. Wave after wave of pleasure shot out from the tip as I emptied myself into her.

Sophia’s body shuddered beneath me, her inner, ringy walls fluttering around my cock. For a moment, we all remained frozen in our positions, basking in the afterglow of our shared pleasure. Slowly, I pulled out of Sophia, watching as a trickle of my seed leaked from her well-lubricated pussy. Nathalie dismounted from Sophia’s face, her thighs glistening with arousal.

We collapsed onto the bed, me in the middle. Nathalie curled up on one side of me, while Sophia snuggled up to the other.

“What a day,” Sophia murmured, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on my chest.

Nathalie hummed in agreement, pressing a kiss to my shoulder. “You never cease to amaze me, Dan,” she said, her voice warm with affection.

I wrapped an arm around each of them, pulling them closer. “I’m the lucky one here,” I said, still somewhat in disbelief at my fortune.

“Don’t forget even how good this felt,” Nathalie said. “We still have work to do tomorrow.”

“Yeah … sweet dreams you two.”

They both pushed their lips to my cheeks simultaneously. “Sweet dreams,” they said in unison.


Chapter 8

Islowly opened my eyes, still lying between them. Nathalie’s eyes were open, watching me.

“Sleep well?” she asked softly.

“Yeah … I can’t remember the last time I slept so deeply.”

“You were quite the hard worker last night,” she teased.

I chuckled, reminiscing about the threesome as I felt Sophia’s warm breath on my other side. My gaze returned to Nathalie’s face, where I saw only gratefulness. I thought about our relationship and how dear she was to me. “You sure this won’t complicate things?”

“Not at all,” Nathalie said without hesitation. “I still love you, and I always will.”

“So you truly don’t mind?”

She shook her head. “I’d never lie to you,” she said sincerely. “If anything, it makes things more interesting. People already judge us for the age gap, so I don’t mind being in a poly relationship.”

I smiled. “Where have you been all my life?”

She giggled. “It’s not like you’re old. I mean, I couldn’t have found you when you were underage, right?”

A part of me wouldn’t have minded, but I didn’t want her to get in trouble. “Yeah… You’re so dear to me.”

“And so are you,” Nathalie said, tracing her finger across my chest. “Maybe Sophia could move in with us too.”

“Where does she live?”

“Santa Barbara. So, not that far,” she replied.

“That would… be even nicer.”

“Let’s ask her later. She can sleep deeply, especially since she hasn’t been fucked in a while,” she said with a grin.

We shifted to discussing the photo shoot, and Nathalie filled me in on what Veronica wanted for the day. They had talked about it yesterday, and the plan was to incorporate palm trees and nature into the shots—keeping the look sexy and enticing, of course.

Eventually, Sophia woke up as well and immediately draped her arm over my chest. “Morning,” she said, her lips curving into a smile.

“Morning,” I replied, brushing some of her thick brown hair away from her face. “That’s better.”

“The only sad part about this is that we’re leaving tomorrow,” Sophia said, making a little pout.

“Why bring that up?” I teased. “Come on, cheer up.”

“I don’t know,” Sophia admitted. “Last night … I haven’t felt something like that in a long time.”

“Nothing’s stopping you from feeling it again,” Nathalie chimed in. “We actually talked about it before you woke up.”

“Talked about what?” Sophia asked curiously.

“If you’d like to move in with us,” Nathalie said. “There’s plenty of space, and trust me, his libido is strong enough for both of us.”

Sophia’s eyes lit up, and I could tell she was excited by the idea. “If it’s okay with both of you… I really like you, Dan, but I thought maybe you viewed me as, hmm, an appetizer?”

I chuckled. “No, you’re lovely. I’d like to spend more time with you too.”

“Oh,” Sophia said, her face brightening. “That’s something I’d look forward to. You’ll help me feel young again.”

“I’m glad,” I said, smiling at her.

Nathalie’s phone buzzed on the nightstand. A smile spread across her face as she read the text. “It’s Veronica,” she said. “She wants to meet for breakfast at the resort.”

Sophia stirred beside me, propping herself up on an elbow, so I could see her round boobs. “Is she planning the day already? It’s barely morning.”

Nathalie chuckled. “She’s probably excited. Yesterday went perfectly. Should I tell her we’ll be coming?”

“Sure,” I said, and Sophia agreed too. We all rose and found an outfit to wear. Nathalie chose a knee-length white sundress while wearing her hair loose. Sophia put on a playful crop top and high-waisted shorts, her brown hair cascading in waves. I threw on a simple button-up shirt and linen pants, trying to look presentable despite the lingering haze of our shared night.

They spent some time in the bathroom, giggling as they applied their makeup.

“Should we leave Veronica hanging like this?” I asked with a playful grin.

“Don’t worry,” Nathalie said. “She understands we need time for makeup.”

I rolled my eyes with a chuckle. Eventually, they stepped out, both of them wearing matching burgundy lipstick and floral perfume that lingered in the air.

We walked through the resort’s lush garden till we found the restaurant, where Veronica was already seated at a table overlooking the water. She wore a tight coral-colored dress with a plunging V-neck, and she wore her dark blonde hair loose. Her face lit up as she saw us approaching.

“There’s my dream team,” she said, standing to greet us. She gave Nathalie a quick hug, then Sophia, before turning to me, opening her arms. She pulled me in a warm hug, and we fit like two puzzle pieces. The hug felt a lot longer than a typical hug, and when we broke it, her smile lingered. “Good morning, Dan. Did you sleep well?”

“Better than I have in a while.”

“Great, you’ll need that energy for today.” We all took our seats. A waiter appeared, offering juices and tropical fruits. Then she came back with scrambled eggs on toast. It was delicious, and we all dug in.

As we settled in, Veronica turned her attention to Nathalie. “I was reviewing yesterday’s photos last night,” she said. “Dan, they’re stunning. You captured exactly what we envisioned and then some. The shoreline shots? Perfection. The nude photos? Sexy as hell.”

“Thank you,” I said, feeling taller as she praised me.

“Truly, you exceeded expectations. I can’t wait to see what you do today at the cabana and the palm trees. If we keep this pace, we should wrap by the afternoon.”

Nathalie nodded. “That’ll give us time to relax before the evening.”

“Possibly in our bedroom too,” Sophia said playfully.

Veronica’s gaze flicked between the three of us, her smile growing slightly mischievous. “You all seem … especially close this morning. What exactly were you up to last night?”

Sophia didn’t miss a beat, leaning back in her chair with a playful smirk. “We slept together. All three of us.”

Veronica’s eyebrows shot up, but her laughter followed almost immediately. She looked at me, her eyes sparkling with amusement. “Well, Dan, I’m not surprised to hear that you can handle two mature women at once.” She paused, her voice dropping. “Maybe soon enough there’ll be three.”

I chuckled. “Well, if Nathalie has taught me anything, it’s important to be ambitious.”

“You sure have taught him well,” Veronica said, her laughter blending with the sound of the waves. Nathalie and Sophia exchanged amused glances, and I couldn’t help but feel the weight of their affection as we all shared the moment.

After breakfast, we made our way to the private section of the beach where the shoot was set to take place. The area was framed by a row of tall, leaning palm trees that bent toward the shoreline. The sand was white and clean, and the turquoise water sparkled under the morning sun. A cabana had been set up nearby, serving as the styling and prep area.

The models were already there, lounging in light robes and sipping on iced drinks. Melanie, the tall redhead, waved as we approached. “Morning, Dan,” she said. “Ready to make magic happen again?”

“Always,” I replied, grinning as I embraced her. Ava and Lila followed, each offering warm greetings.

Sophia wasted no time diving into her work. She gestured for the models to gather around the cabana, pulling out various bikinis and makeup. “All right, ladies,” she said, her voice full of energy. “We’re going for bold, sexy, and unforgettable today. Let’s get started.”

As Sophia styled the models, Nathalie kept me company. I adjusted my camera, testing the lighting and framing as the models began to change into their first looks. The energy was high, and it was impossible not to feel inspired by the setting and the team.

“Looking good, ladies,” I said as they stepped out of the cabana, each wearing a skimpy bikini that barely covered their privates.

Veronica observed the setup with an approving nod. “Dan, let’s start with the palm trees,” she suggested. “The light is perfect right now.”

I positioned the models beneath the leaning palms, guiding them into poses that played with the angles of the trees and the golden sunlight. “Melanie, lean back a little more. Perfect. Lila, bring your arm up and turn your face toward the light—yes, just like that.”

Sophia hovered nearby, adjusting a bracelet on Ava’s wrist before stepping back to admire her work. “You’re killing it,” she said with a playful grin. “But don’t forget to keep up with my styling.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it,” I replied, snapping another photo as Ava struck a dramatic pose.

The morning flew by as we worked together. I had them climb the palm tree and sit together with their arms draped around each other’s necks. I made them look like best friends, and I also directed them into a three-way kiss. It took a couple of attempts to get the kissing right.

“Do you just want to see us kiss?” Ava asked playfully, flashing a teasing grin.

“No, he’s a perfectionist,” Veronica interjected from behind us, where she was surveying the scene. She gave me a proud wink, silently encouraging me to keep going and making her even prouder.

Eventually, it was time to step up my creative game. I gathered some fronds and coconuts. “Alright, it’s time to shed your bikinis,” I told them. “Let’s take some photos with these.”

They giggled, clearly up for the idea.

They eagerly undressed, excited to be nude again. I positioned Ava first, having her hold a large palm frond strategically in front of her body, so it covered her privates.

“Perfect,” I said, taking several photos. “Now tilt your chin up a bit … that’s it.”

Melanie was next. I had her sit on the sand, legs crossed, with coconuts covering her breasts.

“Gorgeous,” I said. “Give me a flirtatious smile … yes, just like that.”

For Lila, I went for a more playful approach. She stood with her back to the camera, glancing over her shoulder with a palm frond just barely covering her backside.

“Beautiful,” I said, capturing her playful pose. “Now turn slightly and let the frond dip a bit lower… perfect.”

As I continued shooting, I became increasingly aroused. It was impossible not to, with these young supermodels in front of me—and with the authority to direct them into any poses I wanted, which, naturally, were the sexiest. But it wasn’t for my enjoyment. I maintained professionalism, knowing my job was to ensure Veronica would be satisfied with the results. I didn’t want to let her down.

The heat intensified. I took some group shots where they shared two fronds—one covering their nether regions, the other concealing their breasts. They worked well together, seamlessly switching between playful giggles and serious, sultry expressions when the camera was rolling.

I felt a hand on my shoulder. It was Veronica. “This is exactly the kind of creativity I was hoping for,” she said, her voice low and approving. “You’re pushing the boundaries, and I love that.”

“Thanks. I’m just trying to capture their beauty in new ways.”

Veronica nodded, her gaze lingering on me for a moment before she turned back to watch the shoot. I refocused on the models, directing them into increasingly daring poses.

“Ava, let’s have you lying on your stomach now,” I called out. “Melanie, kneel beside her and drape that palm frond across her back … yes, just like that.”

The shoot continued, with each photo pushing the limits of artful nudity. The models were enjoying themselves, laughing and joking between the photos.

We finished quicker than expected, and once we were done, we took a short break. We grabbed something to eat while chatting about the photos so far. Veronica was already brainstorming ideas for the cabana shoot, suggesting they wear white swimsuits and possibly transparent dresses as well. Transparent dresses weren’t exactly swimwear, but she sold them anyway.

After we finished eating, we jumped straight back to work.

The afternoon sun blazed overhead as we moved to the cabana for the next phase of the shoot. The models came back from the styling area in transparent white dresses and adorned with makeup. Sophia had made them stunning as usual.

“Alright, let’s start with some group shots,” I said, positioning them around the cabana. “Ava, lean against that post. Melanie, sit on the edge there. Lila, stand in the doorway.”

They moved into position with ease, and I snapped away, capturing their beauty from various angles.

“Perfect,” I said. “Now let’s have some fun with it. Pretend you’re all sharing a secret.”

The models leaned in close, giggling and whispering to each other. It created a playful, intimate energy that translated beautifully on camera.

As we continued shooting, I felt Veronica’s presence behind me again. “These are stunning, Dan,” she said. “You’re really capturing their beauty and sexiness.”

I nodded, not taking my eyes off the viewfinder. “They make it easy,” I replied. “They’re naturals.”

“And you know exactly how to bring out their best,” she said. “I’m impressed.”

Her praise sent a thrill through me, spurring me to push even further creatively. “Alright,” I called out. “Let’s take it up a notch. I want you to start playing with the idea of removing the dresses, but keep it subtle and tasteful.”

They exchanged excited glances before diving into the new direction. Fingers toyed with straps, and hands strategically covered certain areas, creating a sensual tease that was sure to drive viewers wild.

The models were fully invested, their poses becoming bolder and more sensual with each click of the camera. I moved around them, capturing every angle and expression.

“You’re all doing amazing,” I said. “Let’s finish strong. Give me everything you’ve got.”

In the final moments of the shoot, something magical happened. The models seemed to forget about the camera entirely, lost in the moment. Their interactions became genuine, playful and intimate. I kept shooting, knowing we were capturing something truly special.

Eventually, we wrapped up. I sat with Veronica as she studied the photos, her smile widening.

“Wow,” she murmured. “Absolutely perfect.”

“I told you he’s got talent,” Nathalie said proudly.

“I need some advice on scouting,” Veronica told her.

“That’s my secret,” Nathalie said with a wink.

As we were about to part ways, the models got dressed, and we chatted about various topics. I asked them about their careers so far—Ava and Lila had recently started out, but Melanie had been modeling since she was ten, even landing some commercials. Her natural red hair was rare and definitely sought after in the industry.

Before they packed up and left, they each hugged me goodbye, making sure to leave with kisses. Melanie also slipped a note into my pocket.

“It’s my number,” she said, smiling. “I also live in Southern Cali.”

The difference between now and earlier in my career was staggering. I had so many job offers I could barely keep up—and now, I had so many love interests that I wasn’t sure how to keep up with them either.

“I’ll give you a call,” I said. She kissed my cheek again before disappearing with the girls.

Veronica, however, hadn’t left yet. She was still talking to Nathalie, but once the girls were gone, she approached me.

“I want to give you a little bonus for your effort,” she said mischievously. “Come to my room for a sec?”

“Sure,” I said. Nathalie had already surprised me with how generous she’d been, so I wasn’t sure what to expect from Veronica.

I followed her back to the resort, watching the way her hips swayed enticingly. She kept glancing at me, her expression unmistakably turned on for one reason or another. When the elevator doors closed, I turned to her, my eyes sweeping over her figure.

Despite being in her mid-forties, she was tall, stunning, and well-endowed. Her grin widened when she caught where my gaze landed.

“What do you think my bonus will be?” she asked flirtatiously.

“No idea. Nathalie’s been pretty generous with me,” I admitted.

“I’m not always nice,” she said, smirking. “You don’t get into this position by being generous. But I do believe in rewarding good work.”

The elevator doors opened, and we stepped inside her suite. She closed the door, took my hand, and led me straight to the bedroom. Turning on the light, she then dropped to her knees.

She tried to stifle a giggle but failed as she unzipped my pants. “I think you know what your bonus is now.”

I chuckled. “I honestly didn’t expect this.”

“I thought it was only fair, considering how hard you worked to make the photos as sexy as possible.”

She rolled down my underwear, letting my erection spring free, bobbing slightly. She spat into her hands, wrapping them around my length and stroking me slowly.

“Gosh, you’re hard,” she whispered.

Veronica leaned in and began sensually licking the length of my shaft, her tongue warm and wet against my skin. I let out a soft moan, my hands moving to tangle in her blonde hair. Her eyes flicked up to meet mine, full of mischief and desire. The powerful eye contact made my hips jerk.

“I hope you’ll appreciate my bonus,” she murmured, her breath hot against me.

“Of course.”

Without warning, she took me fully into her mouth, her lips stretching around my girth. I gasped at the sudden warmth enveloping me. She began to bob her head, taking me deeper with each movement. Her technique was incredible—clearly, she had plenty of experience, especially as she gobbled up my entire manhood, her lips pressing against the root. I leaned back while my hands cradled her head. I had never felt such an amazing warmth when I was fully sheathed in her throat. She kept me there, constricting her throat muscles and massaging the crown.

She flicked her eyes up to mine. “Geeze,” I said.

She slowly pulled her head back, sliding me along her tongue till she came off.

“Can I ask you something?” I asked.

“I’m all yours.”

“Can I see your breasts?”

She grinned and started undressing.

Veronica stood up and slowly unzipped her dress, letting it fall to the floor. She quickly unhooked her bra, freeing her full, round breasts with small, hard nipples. Despite her age, they were still perky and firm.

“Like what you see?” she asked with a seductive smile.

I nodded, taking in her gorgeous figure. “You’re stunning,” I said sincerely.

She dropped to her knees again as if she were starved for meat. She opened her mouth and swallowed my erection, again and again. Looking down, I saw how it disappeared and reappeared down her throat.

“God, you’re amazing at this,” I groaned, my hips involuntarily jerking forward.

She pulled off for a moment, a string of saliva connecting her lips to my cock. “Years of practice,” she said with a wink before diving back in.

Her cheeks hollowed out as she continued to suck, and I could feel the pressure building. I was only a couple of pumps from exploding in her experienced mouth.

“Veronica, I’m close,” I warned her.

She tried to say something but only a gargled sound came out.

“What?”

She quickly came off. “You can cum in my mouth.” She plunged me back into her mouth, and she sucked harder as if she desperately wanted my seed.

I grabbed her neck, and with a final groan, I exploded in her mouth. Once the first spurt of cum hit her inner mouth, she looked up at me and maintained eye contact. She swallowed every drop, her throat working as she milked me dry.

When she finally pulled away, she licked her lips and smiled up at me. “Now that’s what I call a bonus,” she said playfully.

“Yeah,” I said, still caught in the bliss.

She licked and sucked me clean, and then she put on my underwear and pants.

I helped her to her feet, still catching my breath as I studied her nude and curvaceous body. “Thank you,” I said sincerely. “That was incredible.”

“I’m glad,” she said, planting a kiss on my cheek. “I’ll send you an additional bonus as well once you’ll receive the check.”

“I appreciate anything.”

“So do I,” she said with a smirk. “Now, let’s get you back to Nathalie and Sophia. I have to clean myself and then I’ll join you for dinner.”

“Alright,” I said.

“I’m sure this won’t be the last time I work with you,” she added with a wink before stepping into her bathroom.

“I hope not,” I replied.

On my way back, it felt as if time had momentarily stood still. Her bonus had completely taken my breath away.

“There he is,” Sophia said, turning to me. They were sitting on a bench by the beach.

“What kind of bonus did she give you?” Nathalie asked, studying my face.

The way she looked at me made me suspect she already knew. “You know, don’t you?”

“We’re friends, so I know her,” Nathalie said with a smirk.

“Well, she went down on her knees.”

“Did you expect it?” Nathalie asked.

“No, not at all,” I said with a chuckle. “But she was pretty damn good.”

“I’m glad, you deserved it.”

When Veronica texted Nathalie, we all gathered at a beachfront restaurant, indulging in an expensive dinner of grilled seafood, fresh fruits, and chilled cocktails. While we ate, we discussed the day’s highlights. Veronica was especially happy, her eyes lingering on me a little longer than necessary. It must have been my cum making her happy.

Veronica lifted her glass in a toast. “To a flawless campaign—and the talent behind the lens.”

The clink was the second most satisfying thing today. After taking a sip, Sophia smirked, nudging me under the table. “Yeah, Dan, you’ve really gone above and beyond.”

“He sure has,” Veronica said.

“I’m sure he enjoyed his ‘bonus’ from earlier,” Nathalie chimed in.

Veronica just laughed. “Oh, he earned it,” she said smoothly, her fingers trailing briefly along the rim of her glass before taking a sip. “And if he keeps up this performance, there might be more rewards in store.”

Nathalie smirked. “Oh, I’m glad you made sure to leave him satisfied.”

Veronica smiled. “I take care of those who impress me. And Dan … Well, he impressed me in more ways than one.”

“I’m just glad everyone’s so invested in my career development,” I said.

Sophia laughed, nudging my leg under the table. “Oh, we are. Keep up the good work. Who knows? Maybe next time, we’ll all be involved.”

Veronica just winked, leaving the rest unspoken. The conversation drifted back to lighter topics, but the tension, the suggestion of something more, lingered just beneath the surface.

When dinner ended, we bid Veronica farewell. She hugged each of us, lingering slightly when she reached me. “Keep making magic, Dan,” she said with a knowing smirk. “I have a feeling you’re just getting started.”

“You too … this was a week I’ll never forget.”

“Me neither,” she said, slowly letting go of me. As she walked away, my eyes were glued on her hips swaying side to side till she disappeared inside the resort.

With the night settling in, Nathalie, Sophia, and I took a walk along the shoreline, the waves lapping gently at our feet. The sky was golden and purple, the last light of day reflecting on the water.

As we walked, I turned to Nathalie. “Have you ever thought about modeling again?”

With a smirk, she glanced at me. “I think I had my time in front of the camera.”

I wasn’t sure what came over me. After photographing the models, I felt an urge to snap some photos of Nathalie. She’d sounded insecure about her age earlier, and I thought maybe she didn’t realize how truly beautiful she was. If I could help her see herself the way I did, it would mean a lot to me.

I had strong feelings for her—her open-mindedness, her caring heart, and the fact that she believed in me. I gestured toward the setting sun. “Maybe tonight, just for fun? I’d love to capture you in this light.”

Nathalie stiffened and smiled a bit awkwardly. “It’s been a while.”

“You haven’t even taken selfies?”

“Not really,” Nathalie said, shaking her head. “There have been some photos with my friends, but nothing professional.”

“This is one hundred percent for fun,” I assured her, trying to convince her.

Sophia nudged her playfully. “Come on. Let him work his magic.”

Nathalie hesitated, a faint blush creeping up on her cheeks. “I don’t know.”

I stepped closer, lowering my voice. “Come on. You still got it. Just one shot. For me.”

She let out a small breath before finally smiling. “All right, but only because it’s you, Dan.”

I guided her into position, taking advantage of the setting sun. “Do I look good?” she asked me.

“You look perfect,” I told her.

She took a deep breath and shifted her posture, instinctively falling into an old modeling stance. The sunset cast a golden glow over her, complementing her hair color perfectly. I smiled, and she giggled. She was so damn pretty.

“What are you smiling about?” she asked.

“It’s just funny how you don’t realize how beautiful you are.”

Her smile widened, this time from the heart, and it was exactly what I had been waiting for. I lifted the camera and snapped several photos as she not only smiled with joy but laughed as well.

“There we go—perfect,” I said and watched as she adjusted effortlessly, slipping back into her element. She was a natural, and as I photographed her, everything fell into place. Her poses were confident, her eye contact captivating, and her body and facial aesthetics flawless—she was made for modeling.

Even though I was young, I had worked with a decent number of women by now, but none of them came close to Nathalie. It only deepened the mystery of why she had truly quit.

Sophia whistled low under her breath. “Damn, girl. You’ve still got it.”

Nathalie tossed a lock of her hair over her shoulders when the sun was an orange disc behind her. It was perfect, and I snapped another photo.

When I finally lowered the camera, I gave her a thumbs-up. She happily came over, looking even more youthful than earlier. “Did they turn out alright?”

I scrolled through the photos and turned the screen toward her. “See for yourself.”

She reached out, her fingers brushing lightly against mine as she took the camera. As her eyes scanned the images, her lips parted slightly. “Wow … I almost forgot what that felt like.” Her voice was softer now, tinged with emotion and nostalgia.

I smiled, feeling proud that I could be there for her. “Told you. You never lost it.”

She lingered on one photo in particular, it was the last one, and she ran her thumb lightly over the screen. “It’s strange,” she said. “Looking at these … I remember what it was like, that rush. But I also remember why I stepped away.”

Sophia leaned in, her chin resting on Nathalie’s shoulder as she peeked at the photos. “And?”

Nathalie let out a soft breath, closing her eyes for a second before smiling at me. “And … I think you captured something I didn’t even know I still had.”

I grinned. “Well, now we both know.”

“Yeah … the nostalgia hit me hard,” she said. “Touch my arm.”

I did, feeling the goosebumps spreading across her skin.

“But it feels good, doesn’t it?” I asked.

“It does,” she said quietly.

I let her take a moment for herself, but it wasn’t long before her attention turned back to me. “Are you guys getting tired?”

We both nodded, and we decided it was time to head back.

We showered together again, and I couldn’t help getting hard with their nude bodies at my disposal, my hands roaming over their soft, wet flesh.

After we dried ourselves off, we hopped into bed, and they yielded to my fantasies, wanting to give me a bonus of their own.

Lying side by side, they spread their legs for me, and I took my time licking them one by one, jumping from one pussy to the other, tasting and comparing their sweet nectar.

Then I lay on top of Sophia, sliding my arms under her shoulders as my cock glided inside her. I kissed her neck, pressing my body against hers, fucking her slowly as her moans filled my ear.

After a while, I pulled out and moved on top of Nathalie, making love to her as well until I came inside her, burying my face in her neck as she shuddered beneath me.

Reluctantly, I pulled out and collapsed between them. They cuddled up to me, their bodies still warm from the sex, their heat radiating against my skin.

For the first time in ages, I felt like I had everything I ever wanted. No more uncertainty, no more wondering if I’d make it. I was here, in paradise, with two women who saw me for who I was—who wanted me not just for my work, but for me.

“Dan,” Nathalie whispered.

I turned to her, seeing her smile wholeheartedly.

“I just wanted to tell you that I love you.”

“I love you too, Nathalie,” I said, meaning every word from the bottom of my heart.

“I’m in love too,” Sophia added, draping her arm over my chest. “With you.”

“I’m also in love with you,” I told her, running my hand along her hip.

They cuddled up closer, their warmth surrounding me. I sighed in relief, knowing we had an incredible journey ahead of us. For the first time in as long as I could remember, I felt optimistic—excited for what life had to offer with these two beautiful women … and perhaps many more.
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