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When I got a call last Saturday morning from my boss, John, demanding I work on the weekend, I was beginning to prepare an excuse. Don’t get me wrong, I loved my job. I was one of those few lucky ones who got to enjoy capturing sexy-looking models inside the frame. I am 27 years old and over the 7 years of my photography career, this one is by far my most favorite job. 

I’d never seen sexier girls in my life before I took this job. From high-heeled goddesses to casual beauties in tank tops and panties, I’ve seen them all. I have captured them all on my camera from different angles, under different lighting conditions, in different positions, and at various places. But all these girls started to lose their allure on me the moment I met Abby. 

She is the girl of my dreams. She isn’t a model, she is sweet and innocent, she is the perfect cook and a baker whose scrumptious cookies are what I live for. Abby is the girl you want to get married to and have kids with. But when John called me earlier this weekend, giving me an irresistible offer, I couldn’t resist. 

“Come on, John! It’s Saturday! I’ve promised Abby I’ll take her to dinner today. Can’t this wait til Monday? Or maybe tomorrow? I can do this tomorrow.” I said over the phone, pouting, and half wishing John could see me whining. 

“Yeah, you can do this tomorrow, but I don’t think you’d want to.” Came his voice from the other end of the line, which sounded full of trouble. 

I frowned, “What do you mean?”

“Well, her name is Rachel, 21- year-old, and this is both your and her first-time lingerie photoshoot project. I’m emailing you her portfolio, let me know if you’re interested in doing this today, or else I’m going to hand over the project to Tony.” There was a finality in his voice which almost made me relieved and bothered at the same time.

I mulled over the idea for a second in my head, but before I could come to a conclusion, his voice broke through the silence, “Email sent! The location and time have been mailed. Call me before 10.30 if you want to work on this. Otherwise, I’ll take it for granted that you’ve passed on the project.”

I ran my hands through my hair in frustration, “But John...”

“Later, Steve.” John hung up before I could protest.

“Great!” I sighed and went to check the inbox.

My laptop was already running as I was organizing some photos in a folder on our magazine’s website. My fingers found the mouse and clicked on the new email. 

Subject: Lingerie Photoshoot Opportunity – Rachel Jones (21)

Hey Steve,

I hope you're having a good weekend. As we discussed over the phone, I have an exciting project lined up for you if you're interested.

Meet Rachel – 21 years old, stunning, and an absolute natural in front of the camera. This will be her first lingerie photoshoot, and we need someone with your eye for detail to make it truly stand out.

I've attached her portfolio for your reference. The shoot is scheduled for today, the location is Celeste Manor, and the time is 4:30 PM sharp. Since it’s the weekend, you and the model will be alone at the spot. If you decide to take this on, I need confirmation by 10:30 AM so we can finalize the arrangements. Otherwise, I’ll assign the project to Tony.

Looking forward to your response.

Best, John

I clicked on her portfolio. It was her Instagram page, full of photos from her previous shoots with Runway Rebel magazine. I scanned through her photos, most of them were casuals, in denim shorts and crop tops. But in some of them, she also had sundresses on. 

She was a fresh-faced beauty with a shy smile and green doe eyes who mostly wore oversized shirts. She looked like someone who hesitates between modesty and desire. I wondered why I hadn’t seen her before. 

And it wasn’t until my eyes caught the side of a picture where she was half-lying on the bed, her body resting on her elbows, in front of the camera, she was looking away, revealing her side profile, that I knew my instinct was telling the truth. She wasn’t totally as modest as she appeared to be. 

In the photo she was topless, perhaps entirely naked, she had only her hands and the velvety blue sheet to cover her body that barely did their job. 

She was a pretty slender woman with two beautiful soft ample breasts that could easily fit inside my hand. I kept staring at her cleavage and her boobline that disappeared back the sheet while revealing a small view of her pink areola that her smooth and creamy hand was hiding from the viewers. Her silky blond hair was falling all over on the other side of her shoulder. 

Something inside my jeans shifted. I looked down to find out it was my cock, throbbing hard, asking me for a release. 

I have seen nudes before but something about this picture made me horny in ways I have never experienced. It wasn’t the picture that made me hard, it was her unparalleled beauty, that sharp nose, her full pink lips, and her sensuality, she oozed sexiness but not in an assertive manner. 

She looked like someone who could have anything she wanted from a guy even without sleeping with him. She was a tease, perhaps also a submissive, and I could see that in her expression. 

Then suddenly, I wished her hand weren’t covering the full view of that juicy pink areola. I began scrolling through her feed, searching for anything that would satisfy my now-hungry dick. I wasted a good 5-minutes scrolling, viewing the carousels but found nothing. Only saw her posing with a guy with a beard and glasses in her old photos. I felt a pang of jealousy, and my dick started to go soft.

Feeling stupid, I went back to the only semi-nude photo she had on her Instagram, and staring at it for only a few seconds gave me another hard-on.

I unzipped my pants and pulled out my dick. It was already solid and pulsating in my hands. Then I did something for the first time since I was a teenager, I jerked off to her photo, imaging sucking on her luscious boobs and making her moan. At that moment, I wanted to know how she would look when she came, and I made a point to make her come someday. 

After about 10 minutes when I was done jerking off to her picture, I glanced at the clock. It was already 10.35.

“Fuck!”

I quickly dialed John’s number. He didn’t pick it. Panicked, I called for the second time, and after the second ring, he answered. 

“Steve.” Came his voice from the other side which sounded like he already knew my answer.

“Count me in.” I heard myself say.
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The way to work felt like the longest road I’ve ever taken. My heart kept pounding in my chest, that photo of her refusing to leave my eyes. It was as though her beauty had been carved inside my mind; whatever I did, wherever I went, I could only see her, and seeing her while driving was even more dangerous.

I shook my head in a failed attempt to erase the memory of what I did earlier but it kept coming back to me again and again. Then, almost as an accusation, Abby came to mind, and a sudden wave of guilt washed over me. 

Did I just cheat on her? It’s not cheating if you’re just jerking off to someone’s photo online, is it? I don’t think so, or at least I hoped so. 

As I drove to the pool house, I made up my mind to be extremely professional during the shoot with Rachel, but John’s email about only me and her being at the manor had already wiped out the little chance I could have had to stay professional.

When I reached the house, the security opened the entrance gate to allow me to park my car inside. It was a beautiful house. I’ve been there a million times and each time it looked new to me, and being in this elegant house with Rachel, whose nude body refused to leave my mind, made the whole place look even more seductive. 

I stepped out of my car and walked toward the mansion, the late afternoon sun was throwing its golden ray over the villa, decorating the spotless white walls and floor-to-ceiling glass panels that framed the structure. The air smelled like freshly cut grass mixed with the faint scent of chlorine from the pool.

The entrance to the pool house was lined with sleek marble steps leading up to double glass doors with elegant brass handles. I pushed one open and stepped inside, and the cool blast of air-conditioning hit me. 
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