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Office Romance

Jackson couldn’t help a grope of Jordan’s ass while they stood at the back of the elevator, camera and equipment bags slung over their shoulders. Still staring straight forward, she reached out and pinched his in return. One of the two men in front of them turned and looked at them.

“You might want to know the metal around the doors is pretty reflective,” he said as the elevator came to a stop. When he and the other man stepped out, Jordan started giggling, a fit that didn’t end until they reached the third floor.

“Game face,” Jackson said.

“Right. Let’s be serious now.”

They both made exaggerated faces at each other, frowning and stepping off the elevator with Jordan laughing again.

The office building was nicely kept but otherwise completely nondescript in the way of all office buildings built at the turn of the century. There was little to give it character inside or out, but this floor had obviously not gotten the memo about being ordinary. Cheerful prints lined the walls, along with art by kids. Big floor to ceiling windows looked in on a brightly lit reception area. A woman with long black hair in deliberately wild waves stood with her back to them, talking to a thickset woman maybe pushing sixty. The older woman saw Jackson and Jordan coming down the hallway, and said something to her companion. The black-haired woman turned, and Jackson had to agree with Jordan’s murmured words.

“Oh, she’s gorgeous.”

The young Asian woman’s finely featured face led to a cute point of a chin, and her dark eyes sparkled. But it was the smile that destroyed his thoughts, emanating warmth and kindness. It didn’t even register to him until she was opening the door for them how busty she was, her powder blue suit and flower-print blouse promising an hourglass figure that might rival Paige or Christa, two of his other girlfriends.

“Hiiiii!” she said, bouncing on her flats. “Jordan and Jackson?”

“That’s us,” Jordan said.

“I’m Aiko, and I’m here to help you however you need.”

Oh sweet Jesus, Jackson thought, fighting hard not to blush at the unintended innuendo and failing. Though he might now have an actual harem – him! – he still on occasion felt like the awkward dork who just years ago was clumsily trying not to embarrass himself with the most beautiful girl of his graduating high school class.

Jordan must have sensed his consternation because she jumped in quickly. “Great! Do you have the list of names and a small space we can use for the morning?”

“Check and check. You’ve got the smaller of our conference rooms at your disposal. I’m excited. Picture day! It’s like high school again, but without the zits and drama!”

That pierced Jackson’s muddled thoughts, and his grin was natural and honest. “Ohhhh, where was that idea when we set all this up? I could have brought our green screen, and we could have had a field day with awkward high school smiles and poses.”

“And bad hair,” Aiko said. “Mullets.”

“Bowl cuts,” Jackson said.

“Next time we’re so doing that,” Aiko said. “I have an in with my boss. I’m sure I can convince Samantha.”

She guided them inside, where they met the cheerful receptionist and headed back to the small conference room. The place thrummed quietly with life, the cheerful good vibes continuing inside. Jordan noted that and asked about the kids’ drawings in the hall.

“Oh! That was Samantha’s idea,” Aiko said. “When she took over as manager, she wanted to make the place feel more friendly. A little touch of home.”

“I like her management philosophy,” Jackson said.

“She’s the best. The sweetest, kindest person I’ve ever known,” Aiko said. They stopped at a closed door and she opened it to a pleasant conference room. On an oval desk were two sheets with names listed on them, as well as checkboxes.

“The checkboxes were my idea,” Aiko said. “I thought it would make it easier to note who you’ve done. And I highlighted one name in blue. Patricia Hagstrom had a death in the family and called in today.”

“Perfect,” Jordan said. He winced. “Not perfect that she had a death in the family, but… the list, the checkboxes…”

“I understand. Let me know if you need anything at all,” Aiko said. “I’m just down the hallway.”

“How about we start with you?” Jackson asked. “We need to see how the lighting is so how about you be our first test subject?”

“Okay!” Aiko said.

She waited for him to dig out his camera. The day’s work was simple – they were there to take updated employee pictures for the company’s website. It was the sort of thing they probably could have done with their phones, but Jackson certainly wasn’t complaining. It was his first non-modeling professional gig, and he was excited about it because he knew he could do the work. Once upon a time he wouldn’t have been so confident, but he now had the kind of experience where he felt okay in saying yes, he could do this job and do it very well.

Only maybe he couldn’t. He made a mistake right off the bat, having Aiko stand against a wall and smile for the camera. He took a test photograph, adjusted some settings, and took a few more. But Jackson was not a photographer meant for plastic poses. His strengths had always shone brightest when he could capture his subjects in moments of honesty, with their guards down.

“Let’s take this to your desk,” he said. “I think that’s going to make for a much more natural experience.”

Aiko led the way to a corner office fronted by a small secretary’s desk. The inner office was open, and another woman was seated and typing at a computer. Aiko knocked and the woman looked up, smiling and blinking up at them.

“Our photographer!” Aiko said with a big flourish of her hands as if she was a magician’s assistant presenting a trick to the audience.

“Oh, welcome!” the other woman said. She was beautiful too, maybe in her early thirties, tall, very chesty, and curvy. Not obese, but full-figured, with rosy, plump cheeks and a soft motherly look to her. She stood and came to them, her smile a wonderful complement to Aiko’s, not as bright or cheerful, but warm, inviting.

“Samantha, this is Jackson and Jordan.”

They introduced themselves, and Jackson told her the plan to photograph everyone seated at their desks or in their offices. She was okay with it, as long as her employees were. “And they will be. I’ve told them there’s no escaping photo day,” Aiko said.

“Yes, this was her idea,” Samantha said, a note of amused exasperation to her tone. “No offense, but I’d rather swim with sharks than get my picture taken.”

“I don’t know why,” Jackson said. “You’ve got a lovely smile. It’s cliché, but it warmed up the office.”

She smiled again, another honest smile, and he brought the camera up lightning fast to capture it. “Let me see, let me see,” Aiko said, and he showed her. Her delight turned to surprise, and she brought a hand to her mouth. “Sam, that’s the best picture I’ve ever seen of you.”

“What?” Samantha asked. Jackson showed her too, and she blinked. “Okay. That… that really is good.”

“Jackson’s the best at what he does,” Jordan said. “We’re lucky to have him as our photographer for the modeling agency.”

“Yes, about that,” Aiko said.

“Not now, Aiko. Let’s let them get to work,” Samantha said. “Can that one be mine? I really do like that picture.”

“Sure,” Jackson said. “What I’ll do is take a handful of everyone and organize them into file folders for you, getting rid of the blurry ones or the ones where someone blinks.”

“Then when we have final payment, we provide you with digital copies,” Jordan said. She was the business end of Geek and Lace. It was supposed to be a temporary name when Jordan first came up with the idea, but no one thought of anything better and it suck. The full actual name was Geek and Lace Modeling and Photography, but that was way too long for the company logo.

“Sounds great. Let us know if you need anything,” Samantha said. “I need to get back to it. Looking forward to seeing the results later.”

Before she headed back into her office, Aiko said, “One favor. Can you take a picture of the two of us together?”

“That’s not what we hired them for,” Samantha said.

“Sure, I’d be happy to,” Jackson said. Aiko beamed at this and Samantha looked for all the world like a long-suffering boss who let her assistant get away with murder. He didn’t get it until Aiko pulled Samantha deeper into her office and kept her hands intertwined with her boss’s. Samantha’s cheeks burned red, and when Aiko leaned up to kiss her, her eyes shot to Jackson with his camera.

“Try to ignore him,” Jordan said.

“No. Don’t,” Jackson said. He brought the camera up. “I want you both to think of the last thing about your partner that made you happy. She brought you coffee. She touched your hair, your arm. She goosed your butt.” That brought back Samantha’s beautiful natural grin, and Jackson captured the moment, their lips pressed gently together, their eyes half-closed, still holding hands.

Wordlessly, he brought the camera to them. Aiko gasped and nodded fast, and Samantha brought a hand to her lips. “Oh my God,” she said. “That’s beautiful. I’ll… I’ll tip you extra for that. It’s perfect.”

“No tip,” Jackson said softly. “This is what I do.”


Lost Girl

The morning went by fast and Jackson got most everyone’s picture taken, with only a few hitches when they had meetings they couldn’t break away from or were otherwise occupied when he came to their names on the list. There was only one real pain in the ass, an older woman who snapped at him that she’d been on the phone with a client all morning and wasn’t yet ready to take her photo until she reapplied her makeup. Jackson didn’t argue, and simply told her he’d be back in a half hour.

Considering he’d never done a shoot like this before in a professional office setting, he thought it went okay. There were some people whose essence he couldn’t capture in the scant minutes he had with them, but they still seemed to like the pictures so Jackson left his doubts behind and decided he couldn’t afford to be a perfectionist with that many people. It was a good lesson, along with the nimbleness he and Jordan needed to stay out of everyone’s way.

It didn’t take a lot of brainpower to see that Aiko was Samantha’s secret weapon in that office. She was everywhere all at once, talking to employees, gathering reports, making copies, filing, and when she was back at her desk, typing so fast at her computer she put Paige to shame, and Paige was, in his estimation, the fastest typist he’d ever seen. Aiko also seemed to be watching him and Jordan closely, which he figured was just her looking out for the company.

They finished by noon, the last of their individual shoots the office grump who snapped at Jackson earlier. She didn’t seem in any less foul spirits, and Aiko took notice. She came to Jackson and Jordan as they headed back to the conference room to gather their things, and plopped down in an leather chair that dwarfed her diminutive frame.

“Ignore Crabby Tabby,” she said.

“Tabby?” Jackson asked. “I thought her name was Jeanine?”

“It is. But we call her Crabby Tabby on account of her cat. It’s the only thing in the world she likes. I’ve been to her house. The cat’s as mean as she is. All done with the individual photos?”

“Yeah,” Jackson said. He smiled at Samantha when she made an appearance at the door. “I just want to take a quick look through the photos and make sure there’s no one I need to double back on and then we’re good.”

“Perfect,” Samantha said. “Do you like Ethiopian food? There’s a great place down the street. We were thinking delivery.”

“I don’t think I’ve ever tried it,” Jackson said.

“Oooh, then you need to. My treat!” Aiko said. She added with a theatrical whisper, “I’m a trust fund baby.”

“Oh, you don’t need to do that,” Jordan said.

“You can’t talk her out of it,” Samantha said with that same world-weary good humor, even as she squeezed her lover’s hand. “You try, and I promise you, she’ll track you down and leave you a gift card or bags of takeout by your door.”

“It’s true,” Aiko said. “I’m an adorable psycho like that.”

In the end, they accepted and Aiko called in an order. Jordan promised Jack he’d like something named Tibs. He liked almost all food, so he wasn’t too concerned.

As they waited for the food to be delivered, he transferred the photos he’d taken to a laptop and Aiko and Samantha bookended him to see the results while Jordan stayed quiet, watching them work. While there were lots of what he called “discard” photos, almost everyone but one sleepy-eyed man named Clint had at least one usable photo for the website.

“I have to admit, I thought bringing in a professional photographer was overkill,” Samantha said. “But these are amazing. You really do great work.”

“Thank you,” Jackson said, touched. “It helps that your office is so welcoming.”

“You two are together, aren’t you?” Aiko asked, leaning forward with an impish smile. “I’ve been watching you. Very professional, but I know.”

“Ah, yeah, we are,” Jackson said.

“It’ll be three years in December,” Jordan said, giving him a smile that warmed him to his feet.

“Interested in some fun with a third and a fourth?” Aiko asked.

“Aiko!” Samantha said. “Sorry, she’s very, um, forward.”

Jackson and Jordan looked at each other. Jordan broke first. “Not that I wouldn’t mind, but I share Jackson with three other women. They might.”

Silence. Total silence. Then, Aiko said with unbridled delight, “What?”

Jackson and Jordan told the lovely couple a PG version of their story, how Jack fell in love first with Bambi, a high school classmate of his, right before college, then meeting and falling in love too with Paige, his former coworker at the university. And Christa, his first real professional client and their former landlord, before Jordan came into the picture his sophomore year in college and proposed the business venture that became Geek and Lace.

“So you’re all professional models?” Samantha asked, dumbfounded.

“With Bambi being the exception,” Jordan said, nodding. “She’s a behind-the-scenes personality. Wants to be respectable in case she decides to build her client base as an accountant but she’s got her hands full with all of us for right now.”

“Wow,” Samantha said. “I didn’t know. But you’re certainly beautiful enough for it. I’ll have to look you up.”

“We’re all on Bottlegenie and Fantasy Gems,” Jordan said.

The latter made Samantha’s eyes widen further. “F-Fantasy Games,” she said.

Jackson understood the reaction. They got it a lot, to varying degrees of surprise or condemnation. In Samantha’s case, it definitely seemed like surprise. Fantasy Gems was a subscriber-based website featuring a lot of models who did nudes or porn, or both. Jordan, Paige, and Christa were all on it, and all of them did spectacularly well, especially Paige and Christa, the bustier and more traditionally attractive models of the three. Jordan was slimmer and more classically beautiful. She had a rabid fanbase too, but her numbers weren’t as meteoric as Paige’s or as established as Christa’s.

Aiko had a look on her face that took Jackson hours to figure out. It only hit him as he was making dinner that night what it reminded him of, a time early in their relationship when Paige edged him with an excruciating blowjob she would stop when he was close. Mischievous, he thought. She’d done her homework. She knew the fun the modeling agency got up to.

“I hope I’m not coming across as judgmental,” Samantha said. “That’s just so fascinating.”

“Didn’t take it that way at all,” Jackson said. “My bread and butter as a photographer is sensual photography. Not all my models do nudes or that sort of thing, but a lot of them do. But what about you two? How did you get together?”

Samantha and Aiko shared a warm look, Aiko’s mischievous grin spreading. “We had a little crush on each other when she came on to work for me,” Samantha said. “She, ah, admitted her feelings to me one night after work, and we’ve been together ever since.”

They talked for a while more, cheerful getting-to-know-you stuff, and Aiko was delighted to learn Jordan had once lived in Denver, as she had. Samantha had never lived anywhere but New Bainbridge.

“I’m not the adventurous sort,” she admitted. “I’d have probably withered away never telling Aiko my feelings if she hadn’t come onto me.”

“I’m making her daring. We’re planning a vacation to Costa Rica. They have sloths!”

Samantha looked at Aiko with such loving fondness that it won them over to Jackson. They were as obviously in love as he was with Jordan, Bambi, Paige, and Christa. His hand found Jordan’s under the table and squeezed.

The food came, and Jack volunteered to go down to the lobby and grab it, feeling good about the day. The whole building felt deserted, everyone gone for lunch. Jack waited out in the sunshine, the beautiful fall day carrying some of the cool early snow from the mountains. The delivery guy brought the bags of food up the sidewalk, and although Aiko had already paid online and covered the tip, Jackson gave the guy a couple ones anyways.

The rich seasonings of the food made his mouth water as he rode up the elevator again. Back in the office, he found Aiko and Samantha laying out paper plates and napkins, along with bottled water and cans of diet soda for Jack and Samantha. Jordan had gone to use the bathroom, which Jack realized he needed to do too, so he set off for that while they divvied up the platters of food.

But before he made it to the men’s room, he found Jordan standing at an open doorway to an office, looking in with a glassy-eyed expression on her face. Her arms were crossed, hands in her armpits, looking lost and sad. Jack knew those looks well. Jordan was the most complex of his girlfriends, happy with her life, but sometimes given over to what she called the clouds. Most days she could see the metaphorical sun and appreciate it, but sometimes the sun wasn’t quite so visible for her. And on her worst days, there was rain. No way to tell whether it was just overcast that day or the rain was coming down, so he moved behind her, roping his arms around her and kissing the side of her neck gently.

“I’m okay,” Jordan said, sounding better than she looked. But that was her. She nearly ended their relationship before it began by hiding her true feelings for Jackson, not wanting to ever be the one to come between him and his girlfriends and believing she would end up making them more miserable in the end.

“Talk to me,” he murmured against her skin.

She pressed her butt back against him, still tense, but relaxing little by little. Sometimes she needed contact like this, and sometimes she needed her own space and time to decompress. It was never clear which one she needed, but he always tried to let her know he was there for her with warm physical contact. Bambi and the others too, though it was no secret that she loved him most of all. Christa too, at least according to Bambi. That had always kind of broken his heart a little bit. Bambi and Paige were as tight with each other as him, and he wished Christa and Paige shared that love between his girlfriends, but poly relationships were not an easy thing to define, even when he was a part of one.

“This was me, three years ago,” Jordan said, her voice thick with emotion. “Not in an office as nice as this, and certainly not with a boss as decent as Samantha. But I was at a desk. Having a slice of stale sheet cake whenever someone had a birthday. Flirting with the water jug guy.”

“The bastard. Was he handsome?”

“Oh, yeah. Had nice big muscles from throwing around those jugs all day.”

“Do you miss it?”

“The water guy?”

“You know what I mean.”

“I do. I don’t know. Four or five hours ago I wouldn’t have said yes. And it’s not like I want to go back to that life. I’m so happy with you and the others and the company but… yeah, I kinda do miss it. Or maybe the… the community? I don’t know. I don’t know what’s going on in my head. But I miss knowing who was going to be cheerful at their desk every morning. I miss break room talk and making life miserable for my manager in tiny ways with my friends there.”

It was more than that, he knew. “You miss the normalcy.”

“Y-yeah, But oh Jack, I don’t want to sound miserable. I love you and the others and I wouldn’t trade anything, but…”

“Christa still cries sometimes about her ex-husband. She knows he’s a bastard. She wouldn’t ever go back to him. But she still misses that part of her life. It’s okay to miss that part of your life too. I’m not jealous.”

She let go then, crying a few tears of sadness and relief. Jackson was aware they had an audience, Aiko at the end of the hall watching them, silent for the moment, her own eyes glassy. He ignored her, and simply loved his Jordan as best he could for a little while.


J-Paige. Like JPEG But… Oh, Never Mind

They weren’t expecting anyone to come by the studio so Jordan and Jackson were both surprised when the front door opened and Paige said, “Heya.”

“Oh hey,” Jackson said, spinning towards Paige.

“Hey,” Jordan said.

The studio was, originally, a house that Jackson, Paige, and Bambi rented from Christa that they later converted when they came to live with Christa. The bedroom was set up for photo shoots, as was most of the living room, but a small corner had been converted into an office for Jack. More space was quickly becoming his greatest problem, though for the moment they were okay doing shoots in short-term rentals and by sub-leasing spaces owned by some of Jackson and Christa’s contacts.

Jordan was perched on Jack’s knee while he sat in his big office chair, a joint gift from his girlfriends for his last birthday along with the new desk and folding tray tables he used when he needed more room to work. On a plate on one of those tables was a selection of wheat crackers and a bowl full of sliced mangoes and strawberries, mostly untouched. Jordan would take little nibbles, but mostly she was tucked into Jackson, still not quite entirely over the morning’s emotional storm but past the worst of it.

Paige joined them, her gleeful smile dropping. “Is everything okay?”

“It’s fine. I’m fine,” Jordan said. “I just… um… it’s stupid.”

“Tell me. I won’t think it is. I never do.”

The story came out haltingly. Paige grabbed a folding chair against the wall and sat down next to their girlfriend and Jackson and took Jordan’s hand, both of them silent for a while afterwards.

“Sometimes I get that way a little bit when I go to one of the libraries,” Paige said slowly. “I think that’s what I would have been if I wasn’t doing this. A librarian, not a library.” Jordan sniffed and smiled. “And it’s not that I don’t love this life, but sometimes I think about how different things might have been and it’s… hm. Dizzying, I guess.”

“Same for me,” Jackson said. “There are so many moments in my life since high school where it feels like things swung on a pivot, and I got really lucky with all of them. Bambi stopping by when I was playing with those stupid action figures. You seeing me and Bambi at the college and us working together at the cafeteria. Taking a chance and telling Christa you, me, and Bambi were together. Saying yes to Casey about picking up Jordan. All of those… they’re such delicate moments. I’m amazed I didn’t screw it up with any of you.”

“If you could see yourself the way we see you, you’d understand that’s the least surprising thing in the world, Jackson,” Jordan said. Her voice was tender and sad, and she nuzzled into him again.

“My point is, all of us, coming together, it’s kind of a miracle. A lot of miracles. And it seems really fragile sometimes.”

Paige and Jordan both agreed with that, and everyone was lost in thought again.  Finally, Jordan said, “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to turn this into the Jordan show again. How are you doing, Paige? How did the writing go today?”

“It’s, um, it’s done,” Paige said.

“What?” Jackson asked, turning towards her again. “You finished it?”

“I finished it,” Paige said, and laughed uncertainly. “One hundred and seventy thousand words of the most godawful fantasy novel ever written, but it’s done.”

Jordan stood up. “That’s amazing. That’s incredible.”

Paige stood too and they hugged. “Thank you, I still need to edit and there are at least two chapters that will need entire rewrites because they don’t make a lot of sense with the ending I went with, but… yeah. I wrote a book. A whole book.”

Jackson joined them, hugging Paige tight and remembering early in their relationship, when it had been just the two of them his first semester of college, sitting on her bed in the dorms and reading some of her short stories and her earliest attempts at writing a fantasy novel. Everyone in their circle had come so far and so much had changed, but never Paige’s creative spark.

“I’m proud of you,” he said. “I’m so excited to read it.”

She blanched. “Oh no. Not until it’s edited. That might be weeks or months or… sometime.”

“Then I’ll look forward to it then,” he said, and kissed her.

What came next was as natural to the three of them by that point as breathing. Jordan ran her hands down both their backs. Paige turned to her, and they kissed gently, a question in Paige’s eyes that both Jordan and Jackson could read without it being spoken. Are you okay to do this? And Jordan was. Sometimes she wasn’t. Sometimes the feelings were just too much, or the depression killed her libido. Then again, sometimes it had the opposite effect and she would fuck them all into nearly passing out, the sex making her feel alive the way drugs would do to someone else. In the last year or so, she’d found a better balance. These storms were probably always going to be an issue for her, but as she came to love Jackson’s girlfriends nearly as deeply as she loved him, she found staying afloat easier.

Jordan responded to the silent question with a long, aching kiss and a trail of her fingers down Paige’s top. There was nothing on the computer Jackson needed to save so he pushed the chair towards the desk and slipped out of his shirt as his two beautiful girlfriends led the way to the bedroom. That was no good, though. Jackson had all his camera equipment strewn out on the bed in there. He started to say he’d clean up, then he had a wickedly fun idea. Without a word, he tugged Paige into the kitchen, Jordan following along behind, ditching her Geek and Lace polo along the way.

In the tiny kitchen, he pulled both his women to him, gripping their asses and kissing them hungrily. “You fuck and come in Paige first,” Jordan said against his lips. “She gets it first today, a job well done present of your little swimmers.”

He cracked up at that, and shook his head. “I’m not fucking either of you. At least not yet.”

“What do you have in mind?” Jordan asked.

For that, he undid her pants, then turned and did the same to Paige, who watched him with her head cocked and a curious smile in place. They kicked out of their pants, and their plain panties too. Paige undid Jordan’s bra, and Jordan lifted Paige’s shirt up and over her head, leaving her dark hair mussed and coming down her face in sexy waves.

“You should get your camera, Jack. Look at her,” Paige said. “The way her hair is covering her eye.”

“It’s sexy,” he agreed. “But no cameras. Just us. Just this moment for a little while.” He took Paige’s chin in hand and reached behind her with his other to undo her bra, leaving them both naked. “I love you.” And to Jordan, “I love you. Now… both of you turn and put your elbows on the counter.”

“Oooh, I like where this is going,” Paige said. She moved closer to Jordan and they both turned to face the counter, resting on their elbows as Jack stood behind them. Paige, the busty one, the fastest-earning model for Geek and Lace, even outstripping Christa. And Jordan, the slender beauty, who was quickly rising up the ranks herself, landing boutique clothing deals and who was scheduled to hit a runway show in a couple months.

Most importantly, two of the most loving, caring women he’d ever known, along with Bambi and Christa. And they were his.

His hands moved across their backsides. There was no need to get back to work that day for any of them, nothing on the schedule, no hours to keep. They could take their time with this, and he intended to, his lips roaming their shoulders as his fingers slid across their warm skin.

They looked at each other and kissed, slow, easy brushes of their lips, the two of them murmuring to each other little things. Paige sighed with pleasure when Jack’s fingers finally brushed her pussy lips, and Jordan’s smile grew when he mirrored the motion with her.

He worked both of them with the same gentle pace, at least for now. He knew Jordan would want it slower that day, an instinct born of riding out so many storms with her. Sometimes good hard sex brought her out of it but not this time. This time she was vulnerable and wounded, and healing would come from attention and love. And Paige… Paige’s whims could change on a dime, but she usually liked playful sex, fun sex, happy sex. He would intensify her pleasure soon, but not yet. Not until they rode this moment out.

He knew their bodies so well, that Paige would be wet first, that Jordan would whimper softly when she needed him. When they were ready, he slid a finger into each of them. His mind drifted, as it did a lot lately, to Paige’s quiet announcement a few weeks ago that she intended to go off the pill when she finished her novel. It was a good time for it. Their business was picking up steam, and with Christa and Jordan making serious money, Paige could afford whatever time off she needed for her pregnancy.

That time was now.

I’m going to be a dad soon.

They never saw the emotion in his eyes, the way his throat worked at the thought. A child. He was going to have a child. With Paige, who had sacrificed so much and become the foundation on which this entire crazy lifestyle was built.

His fingers moved within them. They both cooed at the sensations, kissing again. “I love you, I love you both,” Jordan whispered.

“I love you, baby,” Paige said.

“I love you both too,” Jackson said. His fingers moved at the paces they liked, faster in Paige, still slow and easy in Jordan. They rocked to meet him, their hands going to each other’s mounds and clits as if they’d rehearsed this. Not long now before they came, Paige already moving faster, little moans escaping her. Jordan watched the other woman, eyes half-closed, her lips parted. When Paige was close, she gasped, “Oh, ohhh, yes, both of you, mm, just like that, ohhh, ohhhhhhh, yesss!”

She came hard and Jackson kept going inside her, picking up the pace even faster and wondering if she would come again before Jordan. But Jordan was wildly turned on too, and rocked harder back at Jack. Her head twisted even further and she stared at him, lips working, a silent plea of need in her eyes.

“Come for me, baby,” Jack told her.

Paige kissed her again, hand still working at Jordan’s clit, and Jordan hiccupped out their names. “P-Paige… Jaaack… oh, oh, ahhhhhh!”

Their hands fell away from each other’s pussies and they twisted to clutch at each other. Jack pulled his fingers free and watched as they kissed, his heart swelling.

Paige turned to him and took Jordan’s hand. “Now let’s help him out.”

“No,” Jack said. “Today… this all about you two.”

“You’ll hurt.”

“No. I won’t. I’ll be fine. But I want to get you both home, I want to draw up a bath for the two of you, and I want…” He didn’t know what he wanted, and shrugged, grinning. “I don’t know what I want. To make you dinner, to pour you glasses of wine, to take care of you. That’s what I want tonight.”

“I’m not going to say no to that,” Jordan said. Paige held his gaze a moment longer. She got it, he thought. Got what had him so happy. She smiled, and took his hand to kiss it.


Dinner and a Show

“These are wonderful. Every single one of these is exactly what we were looking for,” Samantha said three days later.

“Where were you during my wedding?” Lila, a vivacious thirty-something with red hair done in French braid, said. She was one of eight employees in the conference room, there to look at the pictures Jack had taken. “I look twenty again! These really don’t have, like, a filter or something?”

“Nope. No filters,” Jack said. “I touched up some of the lighting, but that’s it. These are all you. You were fantastic, all of you.”

The room erupted into pleased chatter and laughter. Aiko and Samantha looked the most pleased of all, Samantha still scrolling through all the pictures.

The room cleared out quickly. Most everyone shook Jack and Jordan’s hands. Lila even gave them hugs. Soon, it was just Aiko and Samantha, and Aiko began to shut down the slideshow and the laptop.

“Well, I’d say your money’s very well-earned,” Samantha said. “We will definitely be using you again.”

“That’s so good to hear,” Jackson said. “Thank you for taking a chance on us. I know we weren’t the most experienced at these sorts of shoots, so… yeah, thank you.”

“Oh, we know you’ve got plenty of experience,” Aiko said, grinning the sort of grin that must have made her impossible to resist. She was dressed that day in a playful black ruffled skirt, not short enough to be scandalous, but cute enough to draw the eye. With her white blouse and a red corsage pinned to her breast, she looked adorable. And sexy. Mostly adorable.

Samantha was definitely more understated in a dark blue dress with little planets on it. But she was still a remarkably beautiful woman, so sweet and soft and obviously a little overwhelmed by her girlfriend – and loving it.

Aiko slapped the laptop shut, pushed it to the middle of the table, and sat on the edge, swinging her legs and showing off an absolutely delightful amount of thigh, no doubt deliberately.

“Sooooo,” she said. “When we first met, I asked if you two might be interested in us.”

To Jackson’s surprise, Samantha said nothing, simply blushing and looking at the table, a faint hint of a smile on her face.

Aiko continued. “What about dinner and drinks? A night out? You two and your girlfriends?”

“I’m game,” Jordan said. “I know they’d love to get to know you too.”

“Yeah, that sounds fun,” Jackson said. “We’ll have to ask the others but when we told them about the pair of you, they were interested.”

“And when they saw the pictures, very interested,” Jordan said, reaching out to run a finger down Samantha’s arm. “Dinner, drinks, maybe a little dancing?”

Samantha and Aiko looked at each other and smiled. Samantha nodded the tiniest bit, and Aiko breathed, “Yesss, real dick.”

“Aiko!” Samantha gasped.

* * *

By now, the harem was pretty financially secure. It blew Jack’s mind to have gone from part-time jobs washing dishes to helping run a successful business in just a handful of years, but that was his life. Paige, who had once been in the trenches with him washing gunk off students’ plates in the cafeteria, now had her college tuition entirely paid off. Bambi and Jack made good money but significantly less than their girlfriends, and would pay theirs off in a few years, although Paige, Christa, and Jordan were talking about doing it for them.

It was a good life, and it allowed them to pick a fun, upscale restaurant that Friday. They hired a chauffeured SUV – another luxury Jackson couldn’t believe, and he knew from Bambi’s look back at him that she shared the same thought – and picked up Aiko and Samantha at their condo downtown.

They both looked stunning, each of them in a little black dress. Samantha’s was predictably classier and demurer, but still showed off a generous amount of cleavage and leg, especially with her high heels. She’d blown out her auburn hair and gave it some graceful curls, and her makeup was tastefully done.

Aiko’s outfit, on the other hand, shouted, “Hey. Fuck me, and fuck me hard.” The dress’s straps were asymmetrical and showed long triangles of soft, delicate skin. The hem too was shorter on one side than the other, nearly showing off her panties. Her high heels brought attention to her slender legs, and her dark hair fell across one eye in silky waves, her makeup as gorgeously done as a princess’s. They both carried more sensible shoes for dancing later, as Jackson’s own girlfriends had brought.

Bambi, Paige, Christa, and Jordan all waited by the SUV while Jackson went to meet the pair. He was dressed that night in a dark red silky long-sleeved button-down and gray slacks with wingtips. The whole outfit made him feel like an impostor among the group, even with his army of girlfriends telling him he looked fantastic. It felt like something one of Bambi’s well-to-do brothers would wear, or even Casey, Jack’s best friend. He’d never worn anything much fancier than khakis and a button-down before college, but now he had a growing wardrobe of stuff like this thanks largely to Christa and Jordan.

“You both look in-” he started, and Aiko stumbled down a step, yelping almost delightedly when her heel snapped. He shot forward, catching her by the waist before she fell on her face.

“My hero!” she said, and wild applause and cheers broke out behind him as Aiko planted a kiss on his cheek.

“Tell me you didn’t plan that,” he said, blushing hard. She was an absolutely stunning creature. Samantha too, but in that moment, with soft small Aiko in his hands, he had a severe case of horny tunnel vision. She was shorter than all his girlfriends, but she had some serious perky curves and a soft femininity to her that had him ready to drag her back to her condo right that moment.

But first, dinner and dancing.

Finally, Jackson caught his senses and let Aiko go. She held onto him for support as she changed into her other shoes. These were also heels, but chunkier and comfier, and she looked great in them too. Samantha watched all this with a look of amusement, but there was something else to her face, something Jackson couldn’t interpret. Weariness, maybe. He attributed it to her job. Being the boss of that many people had to be exhausting.

He was still sometimes so naïve.

“Well, the night can only get better from here,” Aiko said.

She collected her heels, broken bit and all, and they headed down the sidewalk together to make introductions. The pair had yet to meet Bambi, Christa, and Paige, and the compliments poured between them like wine. Everyone was dressed to kill that night in tiny little dresses and skirts and cute tops. Jackson guided all of them into the back seats of the SUV, holding their hands until they were in, and he caught a flash of Aiko’s barely-there panties. It was enough to send him from rousing to near-hardness.

Up front, the driver, a Black man with a Welsh accent, said to Jackson, “Lucky man.”

Jack twisted in his seat to look back at the SUV full of gorgeous women. Bambi, right behind the driver, gave him her best smile. “That I am,” he said, reaching back to take Bambi’s hand.

The restaurant was Mediterranean-inspired and right on one of New Bainbridge’s many lakes, a gorgeous, lively place built like an A-frame home with lots of space on its veranda for dining while overlooking the lake. There was also a bar outside, which made it a popular place for a younger crowd looking for a fancier meal, and with upbeat instrumental music piping through the place’s speakers, it was a great atmosphere for a large group like theirs.

Over trout nicoise salads with fish caught right there from the lake that day, chicken shawarma, and the best pork chops Jackson had ever eaten, the women did the bulk of the talking. Samantha was quiet throughout most of it, not stand-offish, just sort of dazed by the whole thing. Jackson recognized in her an innate worry of not fitting in. He’d been that guy off and on for his entire life, and he made it a point to engage her and try to make her feel like more of an insider than an outsider.

“How long have you managed your company?”

“Oh, um about five years,” Samantha said. She did some mental math and nodded thoughtfully. “Yeah, in two months.”

“You seem so young to be in charge.”

“Oh, thank you, but it’s nothing compared to co-owning a modeling agency in your early twenties. I mean… wow. All of you are incredible.”

Christa caught what Jackson was doing and latched on. “And how long have you two been together?”

“Two and a half years,” Samantha said, taking Aiko’s hand.

Aiko beamed at her and leaned across to kiss her cheek. “Two and a half of the best years,” she said.

“That’s about how long I’ve been part of this crew,” Jordan said. “I met them just before that Christmas.”

“That was us too!” Aiko said. “We kept it secret for a little while, until I played a very dirty elf at the Christmas party.”

“We had an HR meeting or two about that one,” Samantha said. “But the whole crew loves her. Aiko’s the heart and soul of… well, everything she does.”

“Aw, Sam…” Aiko murmured.

Samantha turned her attention on Christa, her smile much more genuine than it had been. “Jackson and Jordan told me you’re in charge of the modeling agency? You’ve been a model for a while, right?” Immediately, she blanched. “Oh my God. I don’t mean to make it sound like… like I’m saying you’re old, I just…”

“It’s all right,” Christa said. “I didn’t take it that way. Yes, I’ve been at this over twenty years now.”

“Wow. You’ve been through it all, then.”

“Oh, yes. Print magazines, commercials, social media influencing, Fantasy Gems…” Christa laughed. “If there’s one more major shift in markets, I think I’m done. I’m nearly to the point of being finished with modeling anyways, two or three years down the line.”

That got Jackson’s attention. Christa had mentioned a couple times in a roundabout way someday she planned to retire, but he didn’t realize she wanted it so soon. She caught his eye and smiled gently, no doubt sensing his thoughts.

“But you’re so beautiful,” Samantha said. “Surely you could do this for decades yet.”

“You’re sweet. But I’m in my forties now and I’m enjoying taking more of a backseat role to these beautiful young women,” Christa said, reaching out for Paige’s hand. “Paige and Jordan are both doing amazing numbers and I’m just so proud of them. And Jackson and Bambi too, for their work behind the camera.”

Aiko asked Bambi, “You don’t model?”

“No, I come from a more conservative family. Not that I judge the others for doing it. I love when Jack photographs me and I gave it some really serious thought. But I also like working with numbers and it would have been difficult to fall back on that if it was known I was a model.”

“But you do let him photograph you?” Aiko asked with a gleam of wickedness to her gaze.

“Oh yes. We’ve all done some, mm, very fun things on camera.”

“That’s so hot.”

“It really is. When Jack takes pictures of you, it’s… hm. It’s like he peels away all your self-doubts and shyness and brings out the real you. The sexy you a lot of times, but it’s more than that. He knows how to capture people’s souls.”

“We saw a little bit of that,” Aiko said. “We asked him to take our picture together and it was magic.”

“It really was,” Samantha agreed. “In just seconds, he got a picture that felt like… well, us.”

They finished dinner and dessert, a charcuterie board-like platter of petit fours, miniature cups of watermelon salad, and cookies they split between themselves. After, they headed for the SUV, and again, Jackson sat up front, thinking about Christa’s words. They troubled him. When she meant she wanted to be done with modeling in a couple years, did she mean Geek and Lace too? The harem?

Christa was, in a lot of ways, the glue that held them together. Paige might be the new star of the company, but Christa was a well-respected name in the business who not only funded a lot of their early expenditures but headed the company. She was still stunning, with a huge fanbase for her MILF roleplay videos and photos.

But it was more than that. Despite the fact that Christa was twice his age, Jackson loved her, as the others did too. Like Jordan, there was a lot of pain behind her stunning curvy exterior, forced on her by her shitty ex-husband, a man who cheated on her constantly and kept dragging her back into his life even after they divorced because he knew she was vulnerable. And while Jackson knew Christa still sometimes pined for the guy, he also knew she loved him and all their girlfriends, and under her gentle watch, they were guided and molded into true adulthood. Christa leaving would rip a hole in the group that could never be mended.

His thoughts were interrupted by the driver’s GPS telling them they were close. Like everywhere else, the club scene in New Bainbridge took a severe hit the last decade or so from COVID and the high-profile, horrific shootings in Florida and elsewhere, but people were beginning to clamor for a party atmosphere and social experiences again, and the club scene had really begun to make a recovery in the last year. Two new clubs opened within the city and were going strong. They went to the newer one of these two, the Entourage. Housed in a former big box store, it pulsed with vibrant colors running across the exterior of the building. Tall screens above the doors played videos of shadowy red and blue people dancing to the beat. Jackson wondered if they were real-time. Whatever the case, they were neat.

Samantha took a moment to change out shoes, with Aiko by her side. Bambi grabbed Jackson’s hand, and nodded towards his girlfriends in a loose group apart from the SUV, all of whom were changing shoes too. “Just need to steal our boyfriend for a second,” Bambi said.

And it was only a second. When Jackson and Bambi joined the others, he asked quietly, “Is anyone not okay with this?”

It was the golden rule of their relationship. If one of them was not on board with a hookup outside of their core group, they had absolute veto power. They all looked at each other. No one objected. They all wanted this.

They returned to Aiko and Samantha. The former watched them with a naked grin, Samantha more guarded. “Everything good?” Aiko asked, twisting this way and that, hands on her thighs and tugging up the bottom of her little black dress just far enough to tease her panties again.

“We’re good,” Bambi said, giving her a dazzling smile. Then, without preamble, she leaned up and kissed Samantha softly. It surprised the other woman, and she blinked before returning it. “If you two are.”

Samantha and Aiko looked at each other and nodded. Aiko took Samantha’s hand and squeezed before she let go and started towards the club, leading them in to dance… and more.

The interior of the club was a light show like Jack had never seen. His first thought was that he’d love to sit down with whatever genius came up with the programs that matched up the patterns of lights pulsing and throbbing inside to the beats. It was all so incredibly designed, the house DJ illuminated by spotlights and pillars of racing LED lights that kept him in cool blues and bright greens. The rest of the club was done up like a movie theater on steroids, with red velvet walls, projector screens showing the dancers on the floor again as formless colorful shapes, and even an honest-to-God popcorn machine near the bar, though it was devoid of actual popcorn. Not that Jackson cared. At that moment, his focus narrowed to only one person, and Aiko was grabbing his hand, her playful dark eyes lighting up as he went willingly.

When Jack first met Bambi, they went to a party together where he had to show off his lack of rhythm and dance skills. Over the years, he hadn’t become any more coordinated, but he’d learned to accept that the women in his life were always going to be the centerpiece of any club, wedding reception, or other venue where they danced. Still no rhythm, and still a little self-conscious, but Jackson at eighteen wouldn’t recognize the Jackson that moved through the crowd trailing Aiko, her hand still gripping his over her shoulder as she began to sway to the music.

The rest of the group fanned out. There just wasn’t enough real estate on the dance floor to circle up so they squared off partners, Jack with Aiko, Christa with Samantha, Bambi with Jordan and Paige. Aiko moved in closer to Jack, roping her arms around his neck and shimmying, her dark eyes sparkling and her smile warming him to his core. He and his girlfriends had hooked up with a handful of women throughout the years that weren’t a part of their core membership, but none of them captured him so completely and quickly as Aiko. Sexpot wasn’t quite the right word to describe her. She was sexy, but it was an energy all her own, exuberant, a revelry of her soul, and he was as susceptible to it as Samantha had been one evening years ago when Aiko came into her office and found her boss fantasizing about her with a vibrator. All of his girlfriends made him feel alive, but Aiko, knowing almost nothing about him and him her, pulled joy from Jackson and amplified it, and in a funny way, it only took that first dance together to fall breathlessly in love with her.

The song changed, and they switched partners. He drew Christa to him as Aiko went for Samantha, dancing with her girlfriend to the beat. She protested and looked around at all the other women, but Aiko refused to dance with anyone else that song, getting up on her girlfriend and making her laugh before Samantha began to move with her. No one was as graceful as Aiko that night – Jackson would be hard-pressed the rest of his life to find anyone that was – but Samantha had some moves herself. They were slow to make their appearance, and subtle, but she moved with a natural grace that made Jackson think of classical dancing, for some reason.

But his attention shifted fast to Christa. He wanted to ask her the questions he had earlier, but in her eyes, smile, and the curves of her in her blue dress, he was lost to her, especially when she turned and ground her ass back against him, his hands going around her waist as he kissed her neck.

They switched off partners often. Gone were Jordan’s storm clouds, and in their place was an exaggerated goofiness. She danced up on Jack, making faces, doing the Robot, making him laugh before he pulled her in for a more serious grind session that left her arching her back when he kissed her and teased her ass through her skirt.

Samantha by that point had lost her shyness with his girlfriends, but still reserved some for him. “I’m so awkward!” she shouted into his ear at one point, and he pointed at himself and nodded furiously too. That got her to relax, and their dance became more about fun than sexiness. He danced like a maniac to make her feel better, waving his arms skyward, tilting his head side to side, trying to get low with it. But he made sure she felt wanted too, and dropped the antics to pull her to him, taking in her thick curves, the beauty of her sweet face, the parting of her lips when he gripped her ass and pulled her to him. She took inspiration from her girlfriend, then dancing with Bambi, and gave it right back to him, grinding on him and twisting to put her ass to his groin. He ended their dance by kissing her neck and making her moan.

Paige was all sensuality that night, and her soft curves against him had him hard, fast. She noticed, and teased him with feathery brushes of his groin and his ass that left him ready to drag her back to the SUV. The morning after she finished her novel, they tossed her pills into a drawer, and she’d ridden him to a luxuriously slow orgasm, her breasts in his face, whispering to him about how they’d soon be full of milk, that she’d be pregnant with his baby. It had turned him seriously on, and he discovered a new kink. And oh Lord, did the others like to tease him about it.

And of course, Bambi, his first great love. Her grin was his world, and he kissed her before they moved together. He was his most free with her, at least for the moment, and danced like none of their other girlfriends were watching. For once in his entire life, he didn’t feel self-conscious or worry he was making her look bad. Jackson let go, and he and his oldest love were a pair of goofy teenagers again, madly in love.

The song had to end. Bambi pressed a hand to his shoulder, catching her breath. “I need a drink!” she shouted.

“I’ll go with you!” he shouted back, but fingers in his belt stopped him.

Aiko. And she was ready to move in for the kill.

She kept hold of his belt as he twisted towards her. Those dark eyes were dangerous, her teasing, knowing smile a weapon as sharp as a razor. She worked the belt with deft fingers, pulling him in even closer before freeing it from the loops on his pants. They had an audience, not just his girlfriends and Samantha, but a half-dozen other dancers, and the crowd was growing.

Aiko whipped the belt around the back of his neck, pulling his head down. He thought she meant to kiss him and he dipped his head towards hers, exactly the play she wanted from him. Her lips parted as her grin grew wider, showing off delicate little white teeth and a flash of her tongue. She pushed him back with two fingers on his chest, then spun around and ground her lithe, athletic ass back against him, dipping even as she kept hold of the belt around the back of his neck with her arms behind her head, keeping him from going anywhere. He gripped her waist and ground into her, loving the softness of her, the hint of her sweet body lotion, the sheer vitality of her.

Aiko pulled free, the belt sliding loose. She bounced her hips sideways to the beat, grinning up at him, knowing what she was doing to him as his breath came harder and faster, his cock surging. He couldn’t keep his gaze in one place, the flash of her panties, her hips, or that stunning face as she whirled the belt around herself. Then she spun and slapped her own ass with it, less a crack at that short of range than a tap with the leather, but it got a roar of approval from the crowd.

She spun and went for Samantha, looping the belt around her neck too and shimmying her way backwards until the three of them were dancing together. Samantha smiled up at Jackson shyly, and he moved with her too, getting in close on the side that Aiko wasn’t occupying, running his hands up and down her beautiful full-figured curves and making her shiver. She parted her lips, staring between him and Aiko, and Aiko brought her lips to her partner, kissing her nakedly and hungrily before twisting Samantha’s head towards Jackson.

The song changed again as Jackson and Samantha kissed, his hand at her cheek, the other dipping to her lower back, her ass, and squeezing. She moaned against his lips, and Aiko, with Jackson’s belt now looped around one of her shoulders like a bandoleer, grabbed her girlfriend’s hand, and then Jackson’s, and tugged them towards the door, followed in a stampede by his lovers.


Wait, Can Beds Really Hold This Many People?

Before they loaded into the SUV, Aiko pulled Samantha aside to speak to her quietly and rapidly, in what Jackson was sure was a mirror of his conversation earlier with his girlfriends. Samantha looked towards the group and gave them an honest, tentative smile, then looked back at Aiko and said something that looked a lot like “yes.”

Then came a moment only Jackson noticed as his girlfriends talked about whether they should go back to their place or a hotel room. He saw Aiko take Samantha’s hands and squeeze them. The look in the younger woman’s eyes was pure adoration, and Samantha reflected it with a gentle fondness that struck him then and later as the most beautiful moment of the night.

Aiko broke away and came to him, his belt still in her hands. She looped it around his neck and pulled him in for a kiss. “You’re mine,” she said, and he most certainly was. She pulled him along behind her to the row farthest back in the big SUV while Samantha looked between Christa and Paige. She definitely had a type, and the thought of the three busty women together was nearly as hot to Jackson as the flash of Aiko’s panties in front of him.

Bambi joined Jackson and Aiko in the backseat, twisting so she could watch Aiko get right to work unzipping Jackson. Christa slid into the row ahead of them, followed by Samantha and Paige, and Jordan rode up front, telling the driver to drop them off back at their house. That was all Jackson heard of the conversation up there before Aiko was on his lap, pulling her dress up and grinding on him through her wispy panties.

He kissed her as he dug out his wallet. Bambi took it from him, knowing what he wanted – a condom. She slipped one out and slid his wallet back into his pocket. Aiko turned her head towards her, and the two women kissed with little playful swipes of their tongues.

“We’re going to be such good friends,” Aiko said.

“I think so too,” Bambi said, her voice sultry and low.

In the row in front of them, Samantha turned from Christa to Paige, then looked forward at Jordan. “I, I don’t want you to think you’re any less beautiful, and I hope we get a chance to play together later too, I just…”

Jordan twisted to smile at her. “No offense taken. You have to learn in a big group like this sometimes someone has to ride up front. Enjoy yourself. We’ll definitely have fun later.”

“The luckiest man,” the driver muttered to himself as they took off.

Jackson never heard that comment. He was too busy kissing Aiko as she ground on him. She felt so goddamn right in his hands, soft and light. She had him hard before they made their first turn with the way she ground her warm little cunt against him. With her skirt hiked up he saw a trace of her pubic hair, trimmed in a line leading to her wet folds. He rubbed that mound, making her rock faster on him, her lips growing more and more insistent.

There was a faint crinkling sound and Bambi had the condom between her fingers. “Lift up,” she told Aiko, and their new lover did. Ahead of them, Christa said, “Want to watch her slide onto him for the first time?” and Samantha moaned her approval. She twisted around in her seat, hands on the back of it to watch Bambi roll the condom down Jackson’s cock.

“He’s so big… if she can’t take you…” Samantha started.

“I can take him,” Aiko said confidently. Over her shoulder, Jackson nodded slightly at Samantha and smiled, sending her a message. He’d take care of Aiko.

The slender Asian beauty eased slowly down onto his cock. “Ohhhh,” she moaned, her eyes closing as she held him right where he was, an inch or so into her tight little pussy. She really could take him, but he stayed still, letting her go at her own pace.

“Does he feel good, baby?” Samantha asked breathily.

“Uh huh. So… big.”

Aiko’s eyes opened and sparkled, her grin as beautiful as any he’d ever seen. It was a smile that said she was going to take him on an adventure, that night and many more to come. Again, Jackson was struck by just how hard he knew he could fall for this one. It was so easy to see why Samantha was smitten by her.

Slowly, Aiko slid down the length of him, taking his every inch inside her. She grabbed Bambi and kissed her deeper and harder than they’d kissed before. “Fuck him. Fuck our man,” Bambi said. It was a curious slip, “our man,” as if Aiko and Samantha already belonged to the group, but Jackson paid it no mind. He was busy drinking in every moment of this, of Aiko rising up and dropping again, filling her so full of him, his hands all over her taut ass, squeezing, kneading.

In front of them, Samantha twisted back around, kissing first Paige, then Christa in rapid succession. She let out an “ooh!” that Jackson rightfully figured meant his girlfriends got their fingers in the game. Their kisses lengthened and grew into something both greedier and louder, the noises they made matching the slap of Aiko’s thighs against Jackson’s.

He had car sex before but never while it was moving, and the vibrations and bumps in the road added to the sensations. A pothole just before they hit the Interstate onramp dropped Aiko a little further onto his cock, her cute whimper of pleasure driving him all the crazier. The thrum of the engine and the tire traction added to the sensations too. But it was when Aiko would turn her attention to beautiful blonde Bambi that he would nearly lose control, fucking up into Aiko.

She rocked faster on his dick. Her fingers went to the neckline of her dress and she tugged down over a strapless bra. One of her big perky breasts popped free, and Jackson dropped his mouth to the dark, upturned nipple, sucking at it and squeezing her ass even harder.

“Oh, oh, this is so crazy,” Samantha moaned ahead of them.

“We don’t have to do anything you don’t want to, darling,” Christa said, her voice gentle and throaty.

“I… I want this, I do.”

“Mm, want us playing with your pussy?” Paige asked.

The driver choked out, “Fuck!” He eyed Jordan. “Don’t suppose you-”

“No, sorry,” Jordan said. “Jackson’s our only man.”

“Our man,” Aiko said, rocking harder on him. Her voice was sing-songy, her eyes dancing. “Our man, our man, our man.”

Without warning, she leaned down and sank her teeth into his shoulder. It wasn’t like she was taking a bite out of an apple, but it still surprised him, and she even drew a little blood. “Ow, fuck, ow,” he said. “What the hell?”

“Nnnngh,” Aiko said, flexing her hips faster and harder, twisting her head away from him as her pussy quivered around his cock.

“If, if she bit, mmm, you,” Samantha said, “that means she had a really… really big orgasm.”

“Uh huh,” Aiko said. “C-came…”

Jackson couldn’t help it. He laughed. He laughed so hard he nearly cried. Aiko brought her head back, grinning too and mouthing, “Sorry.” He shook his head and kissed her, tasting a little hint of his blood on her lips, but it was okay.

She rode him faster, shoving her tits in his face. He sucked them greedily, watching as she made out with Bambi, her hips never losing their rhythm. He gripped her ass tight, wanting it, wanting to see pretty Aiko with her lips wrapped around his cock, her dark eyes staring up at him with that hair falling across them, and his climax was on him. He pulled back, gripping her waist and fucking up into her as she gasped and moaned, and now there were eyes on them again, Samantha, Christa, Paige, and even Jordan, twisting to watch him at the last grunting Aiko’s name and driving deep inside her, strangely disappointed that it was a condom he was coming into and not Aiko’s sweet, tight pussy.

God, he was becoming such a horndog for pregnancy.

They made it home a few minutes later, the whole SUV emptying in record time. Samantha grabbed Jordan on the sidewalk and kissed her, an apology for making her the odd woman out. Jordan took her hand and pulled her towards the front door, followed quickly by Paige and Christa. Bambi slid out next, and Aiko freed herself from Jackson’s cock and took the used condom from him. “I am sorry about that,” she said softly.

“It’s okay. It’s really okay.”

“You’re a very nice man, Jackson Corso. I needed that. And Samantha does too. Take care of her next, okay?”

“I will. You love her very much, don’t you?”

“With all my heart and soul,” Aiko said, grinning that mad grin again.

She slipped out, leaving just Jackson. He tilted his head backwards, looked up at the roof of the SUV, and tried to remind himself this was all real and not just some lifelong wet dream before digging out his wallet and finding a twenty. Outside, he came around to the driver’s side and held out the twenty when the guy rolled his window down.

“For the, uh, craziness,” Jackson said.

The driver took it and held out his fist. “A show like that, I should be paying you.”

Jackson chuckled and bumped fists with him. When the SUV took off, it was just him and Bambi on the sidewalk, Aiko having raced after her girlfriend and their other new lovers. Bambi grinned up at him, and he took her in his arms.

“I love you,” he whispered against her lips.

“Only you could be this sweet after you just finished fucking a girl so good she felt the need to go full zombie on you.”

He kissed her again and took her by the arm to walk her inside to the circus of flesh in the bedroom.

* * *

Jackson came to a nude Samantha, admiring her big, full breasts, thick hips, and her sweet, nervous smile. “When my girls said that we don’t have to do anything you don’t want to, that included me,” he said gently, rubbing her bare arm. “If you’d prefer them, I’m not going to be upset in the slightest.”

“No, I’d… I’d like to, with you too. We’ve, um, we’ve been talking about this for a while. Bringing a man into our relationship.” She winced. “I mean, not that we’re already talking relationships, or, or-”

Jackson came in with a kiss, moving his hand to her hip, then her ass, and squeezing. Though Samantha was probably eight or nine years older than he was, he felt a kinship with her and her nervousness. Not all that long ago, he had been that guy. Hell, in a lot of ways, he still was.

They were the first two in the master bedroom, and Jackson guided her to the big bed. He took a moment to strip the comforter off, at which point Jordan walked in, nude too and smiling wide.

“Let me do that,” she said. “You take care of our beautiful guest.”

“You’re very beautiful too,” Samantha said, looking her up and down. “So slender and gorgeous.”

“Awww, but look at you. These curves. That gentle smile. We’re not letting you go all weekend.”

Jordan took the covers from him and pulled them off with a theatrical flourish. These, she followed with pillows. Their bed was big, but not big enough for a seven-person orgy. Meanwhile, Jackson guided Samantha down onto the cool sheets and she gripped his face, kissing him with eyes somewhere between lustful and nervous. His hands ran down her body, her arms, her sides, her hips, her legs. His cock was hardening again but he was in no rush for this, wanting to take it slow with her. His instincts about women had been honed by four girlfriends, and he instinctually knew Samantha would need it slower than Aiko. That, he was just fine with. Samantha was gorgeous too, and deserved hours of attention lavished on her.

It all started with her lips. These were his focus as his other girlfriends and Aiko came into the room, freshly touched up. Aiko made a pleased sound when she saw Jackson and her girlfriend together, and that brought Samantha’s attention to her. Jackson twisted her head back towards him, grinning down at her.

“Nope. You’re mine for a while.”

He kissed her again as weight hit the bed, Christa and Aiko. The cougar and the young Asian woman were as wild as Jackson was gentle, vying for control, their lips smacking together noisily, Aiko eventually winding up on top and sliding down Christa’s body. More weight. Jordan, sitting on the other side of Jack and Sam and pulling Bambi on top of her. That left Paige, who saw an opportunity when Aiko went down on Christa and knelt behind the young woman, one foot on the floor, the other leg bent and resting on the bed as she leaned down to lap at Aiko’s pussy.

Jackson’s focus remained on Samantha, and his traveling hand finally went to her pussy, lasered completely compared to Aiko’s neatly trimmed pubic hair. She was already wet for him but he spent a long minute teasing her lips anyways, enjoying himself as the sounds of passion began all around them.

“Is it like this every night?” Samantha asked.

“No, but with this many people, there’s always someone enjoying themselves,” he said.

“Mm, must be fun. Oooh. That feels… very good.”

“Tell me what you like. Like say… this.” He slid his middle finger into her and she stretched luxuriously, her gentle smile turning into a grin.

“Oh, I like that very much.”

“How about this?”

“Mmm, yesss, definitely that.”

“And… this?” With the last, he kissed her, the two fingers inside her twisting and curling against her inner walls. She closed her hips on his hand, returning his kiss with growing fervor.

“Yes. Yes, I like that a lot,” Samantha said breathlessly.

He worked her pussy slowly, listening and watching for her cues. She seemed to like it slow, so that was what he did. Meanwhile, beside him, Jordan had her hand wedged under Bambi, doing much the same to her as Jackson was doing to Samantha.

Once, there had been some friction there between Bambi and Jordan. The truth was, there still could be. If any of his girlfriends were having a tiff, it was likely to be the pair of them. Jordan could be clingy about Jackson’s attention, which was mostly what their fighting would be about, but they were also the two in charge of the business aspect of Geek and Lace, and in general, just headstrong women. But a sacrificial act on Jordan’s part had forever endeared her to Bambi, and as often as they argued, they were also brilliantly burning lovers, whose passion for each other had yet to wither. None of theirs had, not even Jack and Bambi’s, so many years in.

The angle to lick Aiko was terrible for Paige and her lover must have realized it. “Come on,” she said. “Let’s take this to the floor.” The three of them went, and this time, with Christa and Paige working together, they pinned Aiko between them, leaving Aiko standing while the other two dropped to their knees, Paige taking care of her pussy, Christa wasting no time in licking her ass.

“Oooh, Samantha, Christa’s licking my ass,” she said.

“Ohhhh,” Samantha moaned.

“And Paige is eating my pussy… mmm… I like them.”

“Me toooo. Jackson’s so good with his fingers.”

Jackson dipped his head to suck one of Samantha’s big nipples into his mouth. Her breasts were as big as Christa’s, maybe bigger, and he enjoyed himself, licking and sucking the nipple in equal measure before tracing his tongue across to the other, teasing that one for a minute too. But it was when he returned to kiss her that she began to really lose it, her eyes closing, her fingers going to his hair and his back.

“Oooh, Jack, Jack, I’m going to come, please, keep doing that with your fingers, k-keep kissing me, ohh, ohhhhh…”

“Whatever you want when you’re with us,” Jackson said against her lips, “it’s yours.”

Samantha clutched his face, kissing him, her fingers brushing the hair at his temples until she gripped his head, her back arching. She came with a cute little jerk upwards of her ass, her fingers splaying out. Unlike Aiko, Samantha did not bite him, thankfully. The thought left him grinning wider, and that in turn brought out a smile of her own.

“Thank you, Jack. That was wonderful. Let me take care of you now.”

“Oh, I’m not done with you yet,” he said.

Aiko shot a look towards them. “If you’re going to fuck her, I want to see it. I neeeeeed to see it.”

“Not yet,” Jackson said. “I want a taste of her first.”

“Ooh, you don’t have to…” Samantha’s eyes widened as Jack slid down her body and he drove his tongue against her clit. “On second thought.”

Jordan, now on her back beside her, took Samantha’s hand and kissed the other woman’s shoulder. “He loves to take care of us.”

“And he’s so good with his tongue,” Christa said.

“Mmmm, I’m finding that out, ohhh, oh yes, suck my… my clit, Jack…” She blushed and stammered, “If I’m too vocal, if I’m…”

“Oh, Samantha, we’re all vocal,” Jordan said. She stroked Bambi’s hair. “Isn’t that right, my pussy-eating cunt-loving blonde slut?”

“Who are you calling a slut, slut?” Bambi asked sternly. “I’ve got half a mind to sit on your face and make you eat my pussy.”

“See?” Jordan asked.

“I do,” Samantha said, grinning.

“Relax,” Jordan said. “Let go. Have fun. Nobody here’s going to judge you. Promise.”

“We like you both a lot, Samantha,” Bambi said.

Samantha nodded, and leaned over to kiss Jordan properly. They made out as Jackson brought his tongue to Samantha’s pussy. He slid his fingers back in too, teasing her with both.

“Ohhh, yes, yes, Jack, mmm, that feels so good!”

“Get that tongue in there, that’s it, that’s it,” Aiko said. Jackson wasn’t sure who she was talking to until she added, “Mm hm, ream my asshole out, you dirty girl.”

“Oh, we need them back here again,” Bambi said, and Jordan moaned an “mm hm,” right on the cusp herself.

“Make me come, make my come,” Aiko said. “Ohhhh, ohhhhh, right… like… ahhhh!”

Samantha twisted her head to watch, open-mouthed, as Christa and Paige brought Aiko over the edge. She clutched at Paige’s hair and looked skyward, eyes unseeing. She dropped out of Jackson’s sight, but her happy, “My turn!” got a grin and a shake of his head.

Jordan must have come because Bambi crawled onto the bed, stopping long enough to kiss Samantha. “May I ride this beautiful face?” she asked.

“I’d love that,” Samantha said. They kissed again, and Bambi knelt over her, throwing back her long hair and holding out a hand to Jack. He took it with his free one, squeezed, and let go. She rocked on Samantha’s face with her hands on her slender hips. Everyone in the room at that point was turned on and running full steam ahead, Jordan hurrying off the bed to join Paige, Aiko, and Christa in their fun and Samantha’s legs kicking as Jackson tongued and fingered her.

“Oooh, yes, come here,” Aiko said. Jack presumed she meant Jordan, and soon that was confirmed when Jordan popped back up, rocking like she was riding someone’s face. Given Aiko’s happy slurping noises, there wasn’t any real doubt as to who.

There was room on the bed for two more and soon Paige and Christa joined them, Christa on her back, Paige mounting her in a sixty-nine. The two busty women took great pleasure in their desserts, moaning and gasping. Samantha seemed inspired by this, and her reticence ended, her own moans escaping her lips far more frequently as she ate out Bambi.

“Jack,” she whimpered, “Ohhhh, ohhh, Jack, Jack, never had a man e-eat me out this good, oh, oh…”

“Is he better than me?” Aiko asked.

“Definitely, mmm, definitely giving you a, mm, run for your m-money.”

“Hmph!”

Jackson doubled his efforts, intent on taking that number one spot. His efforts were rewarded with slaps of Samantha’s hands against his head, her hips rolling. “Oh, oh, ohhhh, oh-oh-oh-oh, I, Jesus, oh, ohhhhhhh.”

Jackson kept brushing her spot, going hard on her clit with his tongue. Samantha jerked and her toes curled, her words a soft, heady whimper.

“I’m coming, I’m coming, oh, please, please, like… like… yessss!”

She came, freezing up. Bambi twisted off her and kissed her wet lips, grinning against her as her muscles relaxed again.

“You’re so beautiful, so b-beautiful,” Samantha babbled.

“So are you, so are you, Samantha, so beautiful, so gorgeous when you come for us,” Bambi said. Jack didn’t say anything, but kept pumping Samantha’s pussy even faster, his tongue still whisking along her clit.

“All of you, so gorgeous, oh my God, oh my God, I think I’m, I’m ahhhh, I’m coming again oh fuck ohhhhh fuck!” And she was. Less than a minute after her last orgasm, she came again. “P-please, Jack, I, I need to feel it, I need you inside me!”

“That’s your cue,” Jordan said, standing up and letting Aiko bound to her feet.

“Yes yes yes yes yes YES!” she bellowed, and Bambi cleared out of the way just in time for the young Asian woman to jump onto the bed. “Number one fantasy, with mustard and relish. Oh my God, I want to see this.”

Bambi went to the bedside stand and dug out a box of condoms. Just like the SUV, she opened one, but Aiko made a gimme motion and Bambi gave willingly. Aiko took the condom and kissed Jackson’s cockhead.

“You be good to her, Mr. Penis,” she said sternly. “I want her coming again and again and again.”

“He will definitely do his best,” Jackson said. He leaned over Samantha and kissed her gently. “How would you like it this first time?”

For an answer, Samantha twisted around and came off the bed. She rested her hands on the mattress and jutted her big juicy butt out, looking at him over her shoulder, a little bit demure, a little bit fire. Aiko slid off the bed and rolled the condom onto Jack. They kissed too and she brought him right to her lover’s entrance, her face coming to rest against the cheek of Samantha’s ass.

“God, I’m glad we like all of you,” Aiko said. “We are going to fuuuuck all weekend long.”

“Oh, we are,” Jackson said. And with that, he slid slowly into Samantha.

She was tight. Shockingly tight. But she pushed right back at him, head dipping, her words exploding from her. “Oh my God that’s good, that’s good, ahhhh, that’s so good.”

Aiko bounced back onto the bed and crawled until she was face to face with her lover. The rest of the room was now watching, Christa with an arm around Jordan from behind, her other hand at Jordan’s pussy. Paige came to Bambi and did much the same, the bustiest girls of his harem helping the lithe ones. How all of them knew to let Aiko and Samantha have this moment together, Jackson was never sure later, but they did. This threesome needed to happen.

“I love you, I love you, I love you,” Samantha breathed against Aiko’s lips.

“I love you. Does he feel good?”

“Uh huh.”

“Is he too big?”

Samantha shook her head vehemently. “More,” she gasped. “I want more. I want you all the way in me.”

Jackson obliged, keeping it slow those first few thrusts until Aiko grinned at him. “She can take it. Fuck her, Jackson.”

“Yes,” Samantha whimpered. “F-fuck me, fuck me, ohhhhh, fuuuuck me!”

That last cry came with Jack hilting himself inside her hard and fast. He worried she was too tight but she loved it, throwing her ass back at him on the next thrust, clutching at Aiko with one hand.

“Kiss me, kiss me please,” Samantha begged, and Aiko was there, kissing her as Jack buried himself over and over and over again in Samantha, loving the way her ass rippled against his hips with every thrust. He gripped her hips and fucked her even harder, his lips tightening as his need began to grow.

Samantha stilled, her hand at Aiko’s cheek falling to the bed, and she cried out, another orgasm on her. Her arms shook, and Aiko looked at Jack over her shoulder. “On her back.”

He nodded, and pulled out of Samantha. She nearly fell, supported only by Aiko, and soon she was on her back, knees spread wide, staring up at them both. Aiko slid over her face, dropping her pussy against Samantha’s mouth as Jack slid back into Samantha, gripping her by the legs and lifting them high.

“Oh God, oh, that’s good, like that, oh, ohhh, Jack,” Samantha gasped. Then she said little more other than moans and mewls, lapping at Aiko’s pussy. Though she might have been timid with everyone else, to Aiko, she was an assured lover, her tongue moving with fast, quick strokes. Aiko rocked on her, looking down with half-lidded eyes, then back up at Jackson again. Gone was her smile, and in its place was a look of deep sexual satisfaction and concentration. She rocked on her lover’s face, reaching a trembling hand out to Samantha’s mound as Jackson drove back and forth.

Bambi came with a moan and Jordan wasn’t far behind but Jackson hardly noticed them. In that little slice of time, it was just Aiko, Samantha, and him, moving together. He was aware of Paige leaning on the bed and Bambi dipping down behind her to eat her out while Christa and Jordan wound up on the bedding on the floor together, but again, these were only in his periphery. Much as he loved his girlfriends, this moment meant something in a way he couldn’t quite identify, and maybe never would. Something was happening here between Aiko and Samantha, some gift or giving or… or something. There was no malice, but there was pain of some kind. Or maybe that wasn’t the right word. Trepidation. Something hanging between them.

Aiko came. Samantha came. And still Jackson held on, not sure why. They had days together, no one needing to go anywhere until Monday. He had nothing to prove to anyone in that room. But he was invested now, and when Samantha told him to fuck Aiko, he moved, pulling out of Samantha and taking Aiko to the bed.

She dropped onto her back beside Samantha, the two of them holding hands and Samantha’s ankle locking over Aiko’s possessively. Aiko kissed her as Jack took her in the last, knowing he didn’t have long. He pumped into her with short, hard strokes, and Samantha helped him by rolling onto her side and stroking Aiko’s clit and mound. She was so good at teasing an orgasm out of her partner, alternating between gentle strokes of Aiko with harder little smacks that made her quiver and coo.

“I’m going to come again,” Aiko said, her voice very small at the last. “Then we, we should help him, help him together.” She nodded fiercely, like this was the best idea she’d ever had.

“We will,” Samantha whispered, “come for him, baby.”

“Sam… oh Sam, I’m, ahhhh, ahhhh, anhhhh!” She nipped at Samantha, but Samantha pulled back, not fast, just smoothly, a woman experienced in her lover’s reactions. As Aiko came, Samantha brought her lips to hers, Aiko arching her back, her knee rising, foot barely staying on the mattress. She came and came, and Jackson could take no more.

“Samantha, Aiko,” he groaned.

Their focus shifted to him, and Aiko grinned. Quick as a flash, she pulled free of him and she and Samantha twisted onto their hands and knees, faces upturned, both of them beaming. Christa shot to him, yanking off the condom and helping him jack off onto their faces. He came and came, ropes coating their cheeks and chins. They twisted towards each other, Samantha laughing breathlessly, Aiko kissing every inch of her lover’s face.


Heart-to-Hearts

Two days after Jackson and Bambi drove a very exhausted, pleased, and probably dehydrated Samantha and Aiko home, he asked Christa on a date. A new arboretum opened up a few weeks prior, and Jackson used it as an excuse to get her alone.

The group usually had date nights once or twice a week, with two or three partners going out at a time, though sometimes everyone went. For this lunch date though, he asked all his other girlfriends to give them the day to themselves. Paige picked up on his troubled thoughts, and in private, asked him if everything was okay. He tried to assure her, but he didn’t think he did a very good job. Though he might have matured a lot in five years, he was still a pretty easy book to read.

Christa looked beautiful that day in simple high-waisted jeans and a white sleeveless top that seemed sort of cowgirl-ish with its pearl buttons, especially paired with her straw Panama hat. Neither of them was quite hungry for lunch just yet, so they took a walk through the gorgeous acreage of the arboretum with plans to eat afterward. First came rock gardens and hardier plants, with two great big glass enclosures full of cacti with plaques that said they were hundreds of years old. There were also sections devoted to pines and mountainous trees, as well as a section they headed towards now, a collection of tropical trees, including coconut trees, a strange sight in the Midwest.

“This is lovely, Jackson,” Christa said.

He took her arm in his. “Thanks for coming with me.”

“Are you all right? I love getting to spend time with you one on one, but you’ve seemed off ever since Samantha and Aiko left us. Oh, by the way, Bambi is going to tell you this probably tonight or tomorrow, but we’ve been talking and we’re all okay with any of us hooking up with them in the future as long as you are too. Honorary members of the harem. I think they love each other very much, but if the opportunity comes up again, have fun. I know I will.”

Jackson drew in a breath, and let it out slowly. “Are you leaving us?”

She didn’t pause, or even hesitate. Instead, she seemed to brace herself, and stared straight ahead. “Oh.”

“Christa, I love you. I know with three other girlfriends, that’s hard to emphasize sometimes, but it’s true. You’re just as much part of my heart as they are, and what you said, about wanting out of Geek and Lace in a couple years, that got to me. Please tell me you’re not thinking about breaking up with us.”

She clicked her tongue. “Oh, Jack.” They walked, silent for a minute. A beautiful red-breasted bird shuffled in a nearby branch, and they stopped to look at it before she spoke. “I’ve been doing this a long time. A really, really long time. I’ve been thinking about retiring since well before I met you. The diets, the exercise regimens, trying to keep up with trends, social media… it’s all taking its toll on me. Maybe it’s a midlife crisis, but I want to try my hand at something new while I can. And it’s not like I won’t be there for all of you, but Paige, Bambi, and Jordan have learned everything they need to be successful. They have all the tools and their careers are on a trajectory now that they would have to screw up very badly to fail in the business.”

“I don’t care about that,” Jackson said. “I mean, I do, you’re the head of this company and we wouldn’t be where we’re at without you. But I get wanting to try something different, and I think that’s kind of admirable. I’m talking about being with us. Our girlfriend. Are you planning on breaking up with us?”

Christa turned towards him, and in her eyes he saw a sadness that staggered him. No. No no no. This wasn’t the way this was supposed to go.

“I’m nearing the bad side of my forties, baby. By the time you’re thirty I’ll be dealing with menopause and heat flashes and all of that.”

“I don’t care about the age difference. I never have.”

“You don’t now, but what if I told you I’m starting to go gray? What if I told you I could barely keep up with all of you this weekend?”

“You were taking as much as you gave.”

She laughed. “I know, but my body’s going to change, Jack. I’m not saying my fifties is going to be the death of my sex life. I know a lot of people who hit their freaky side at that age. But there will be changes. Big ones.”

“You’re making this sound like it’s my decision. Or my fault. Christa, I want you in our lives.”

She leaned up and kissed him, eyes glistening. “I love you so much, Jackson. All of us do. We love each other, but I think if you could see inside all of us, who we truly are, our hearts would all point right at you. What I’m saying is… I don’t know that the harem life is what I want for myself forever. Someday I might find someone I want to settle down with, someone to walk into the sunset with. And that will hurt because it won’t be you, but it might be what I need because I don’t know that I can be the old lady of the group still madly in love with you and not feel a little lost in the shuffle. And that’s not your fault or any of the others. Anything but. That’s time.”

“Well, you’re not leaving us anytime soon.”

“No, I won’t.”

“I mean it. I want a contract. Right here and now.”

“A contract?”

“Yup. You’re stuck with us until you’re sixty. Otherwise I walk.”

“What?” she asked, and took his arm again.

“You’re mine until you’re sixty. At which point I’ll renegotiate this contract, and then I’ll keep you until you’re eighty. And then a hundred.”

“Jack, I-”

“I’ll walk. I mean it. I either get all of you or I’ll break up and go find work in… I don’t know, Chicago or LA or something.”

“You can’t just-”

“I can and I am. I’m holding you as a relationship hostage.”

“You are a wonderful, impossible young man.”

“And I look forward to shouting in your ear because you need a hearing aid.”

She was silent. “Until I’m sixty?”

“Bearing in mind I’m still going to want you then. You might not know it now, but I will.”

“All right. Until I’m sixty. But about Geek and Lace…”

“I’d never want you to be miserable, Christa. If you really want to pull back from it, of course I’m for it. But I want to know it’s for your own sake, not ours. Because I know all of us would vote to have you in charge as long as you wanted to be.”

“It really would be,” she said, and sighed. “The thing is, it’s been so long since I’ve done anything else, I don’t even know what I’d be good at. I used to like programming, but that was in the late nineties. I don’t even think the computer languages I knew exist anymore.”

“Boy, you are old. I’m starting to regret this contract.” She elbowed him and Jackson ignored it. “Isn’t that kind of fun, though? A blank slate. You could go to college or take night lessons or something. Dabble and figure out what you want to do.”

“That does sound like fun. Maybe even get my own dorm room, decorate it with some of your action figures.”

“Don’t forget my old sexy movie posters.”

“Oh, of course.”

They went home that afternoon. It was a rarity the house was completely empty so they took advantage of its quietness now, the others having gone to catch a matinee and do some window shopping. They undressed in the bathroom, and Christa eyed the bath, smiling.

“You know what we haven’t done in a while?” she asked.

“Oh, yeah. We are definitely taking a bath together.”

She started it up, and Jackson admired the swells of her curvy ass. A little more cellulite since he first met her, and she’d been fighting an on-again off-again rash-like redness that had cropped up again, but she was still so achingly beautiful, curvy and present. And his. He knew he’d never want her apart from the harem.

He stepped into the bath first, the hot water nice and relaxing. He settled in, and Christa joined him, sitting between his legs and nestling back against him as he roped his arms around her. They made love eventually, Christa draining the water until it was halfway up his hips and then turning and rocking on him with slow, easy thrusts of her hips while he buried his face against her breasts. But they spent more time cuddling in an easy silence, refilling the tub now and then when it cooled off, and simply loving one another in a small slice of whatever time they had left.

* * *

The next day, Jackson had a shoot with a client downtown. Jyoti was a regular of Geek and Lace even before they became a real company, and they were comfortable with each other. A slender beauty of Indian descent, she moved with a grace and ease even despite having lost one of her legs in a car accident. She wasn’t part of their sexual exploits but was friends with the whole group, so Bambi came along with to say hi and catch up.

The shoot lasted all morning, done in a short-term rental office space. Sexy office assistant photoshoots were on the way out, but Jyoti bucked trends with her rabid fanbase, who loved her shoots roleplaying real jobs. Jackson’s favorite had been a bar shoot where some of his college friends stood in for delighted patrons while Jyoti served up drinks in slinky outfits and posed in some seriously sexy ways with barstools.

Afterwards, Jack and Bambi invited Jyoti to lunch, but she was heading out that afternoon with a girlfriend to California for an audition for a college comedy. They saw her off, and were debating where they wanted to eat when Jackson got a call from Samantha.

They’d texted after the weekend-long hookup, Sunday night and the day after, the first instigated by Jackson thanking the pair of women for an amazing weekend and hoping they could do it again sometime. The second was Aiko’s doing, sending them pictures of herself and a blushing Samantha in ahegao poses, eyes crossed and tongues out, with the caption, “Still recovering from the weekend.”

“It’s Samantha,” he said.

“Ooh, invite them to lunch too.”

Jackson answered. “Hey, Samantha.”

“Hey! How are you?”

“Doing great. And perfect timing. Bambi and I aren’t too far from your office and we were thinking about lunch. Are you and Aiko up for it?”

“I am, but Aiko went out with some of the girls already. This is great, though, I was actually hoping to get a chance to talk to you without her.”

“Is everything okay?” Jackson asked.

“Yes. I want to hire you for a birthday present for her. But we’ll talk about that soon if you don’t mind discussing work while we eat.”

“No, not at all.”

They talked lunch spots and settled on a bar and grill that split the distance between the pair. Jackson and Bambi arrived first and ordered for themselves and Samantha. She arrived ten minutes later, having walked, looking good in a skirt and blazer combo. Jackson and Bambi rose to kiss her, a gesture that had her smiling and the people around them staring. This long into a harem relationship, Bambi and Jackson were both so used to the stares they didn’t even notice. 

Samantha slid into the booth across from them. A waiter came by to take her drink order, an iced tea with two slices of lemon. “It’s so good to see you both again,” she said when the waiter was gone again.

“You too,” Jackson said. “Thank you again for the fun weekend.”

“And thank you for the lovely flowers. Not necessary but such a nice touch.”

Bambi gave him a fond smile and took his hand under the table. He hadn’t mentioned the flowers to any of his partners but it wasn’t the first time he’d done this with one of their hookups. “He’s all right, isn’t he?”

“I think all of you are very lucky to have each other,” Samantha said. “I kind of thought a guy and four women, that would be a strange relationship, but you all make it work so well.”

“Thanks,” Jackson said. “It takes a lot of effort but I’ve never been happier.”

“And you two were the first?”

“We were,” Bambi said, squeezing Jack’s hand. “Then college split us apart and Paige brought us together again.”

“That’s so wonderful.”

“We’ve talked about you and Aiko,” Jackson said, “and we want you to know that if you two ever want to have fun with us again, we’d all love to see you. As a group or one-on-one.”

“I don’t want to speak for Aiko,” Samantha said cautiously, “but I don’t know if a harem life is for me. Oh gosh, I hope that doesn’t sound judgmental, I just…”

“It’s okay, honey,” Bambi said. She let go of Jackson’s hand and reached across to pat Samantha’s. “You don’t need to be nervous around us. We’re not going to be upset in the slightest. But even if it’s not as a formal part of our group, if you want a date some night, give one of us a call. Or just stop by. You’re always welcome.”

“Thank you. That means so much to me. And personally? That sounds amazing. I hope Aiko agrees.”

“Us too,” Jackson said.

Their food arrived, and they ate. Bambi, predictably, kept stealing Jackson’s fries, his facial tics unable to stop her food thievery. “Every time,” he muttered to himself.

“Yeah, but I’m cute though.”

“True.” He turned his attention back to Samantha just in time to see her yoink a fry too. “You have some of your own!”

“He just doesn’t get it, does he?” Samantha asked.

“Nope. Stolen and shared fries are one thousand percent better than our own.”

“So you wanted to hire us?” Jack asked.

“Mm. Yes,” Samantha said. “Aiko’s birthday is in a month. I’ve been wracking my brain trying to think of the perfect gift and I think that’s you and your camera. I was thinking that maybe we’d do a boudoir shoot? If that’s something you do?”

“Interesting. Like a couples’ shoot?” Jackson asked.

“Yes. Something to… to celebrate us. In this moment.” Samantha startled him by smiling and starting to blink away tears. “Oh God, I’ve been trying so hard not to cry.”

“Is something wrong?” Jackson asked.

“It’s not the only thing I’d like to ask.”

Jack and Bambi shared a look. “What is it?” Bambi asked.

“Oh I sound so melodramatic. I’m sorry, I’m so sorry.”

“No, it’s okay,” Jackson said.

“We’re here for you,” Bambi said.

Samantha nodded, plucked a fresh napkin from the pile in front of them, and dabbed at her eyes. “I think there’s… a very good chance Aiko would like to join your agency. She’s been talking about how… how much fun it sounds being a model and working with a group like yours. And I’d like to encourage her to do that. This boudoir shoot would be my way of letting her know I’m okay with… with her moving on.”

“Why would you think she would want to move on?” Jack asked, mystified.

“That’s who Aiko is. Did she mention her father is a surgeon and her mother is a history professor?” Both Jackson and Bambi said no, and she nibbled at another fry before continuing. “They are. They’re wealthy, and they adore their daughter. She’s always had that backing to fall back on, their financial blessing to be herself and explore her world because… well, she’d do it anyways. She’s Aiko. That’s what she does. She… moves on.”

Her smile was beautiful and tragic, and it made Jack hurt for her in much the same way as he hurt sometimes for Jordan. But he also thought about the way Aiko looked at Samantha a dozen times throughout their weekend together and he was even more confused.

Samantha continued. “I think modeling for you would be the exit she’s going to look for with me. I know it’s coming. She went through a lot of boyfriends and girlfriends before me and I know our time together is special and sacred because it’s going to end. She’ll want someone else soon because I want all the things she doesn’t. She let me know that early on in our relationship, that she doesn’t want kids and a, a… a marriage. I do. I want a family. I ache for children and someone to walk down the aisle with. But I don’t want to trap her. I never want her to be anyone but who she is. So I think the next step for her is you. You and your other girlfriends. I just… I just… I just want your promise that you’ll take care of her. That you’ll love her too and never try to cage her.”

Jackson and Bambi were both silent a moment. Then Jackson blurted, “We’ll take the job.”

“What?” Bambi asked.

“We’ll do it. The boudoir set. I’ll talk to Jordan about the price, and we’ll get in touch with you. If Aiko wants to join our agency, we definitely have room for her there. And if she wants to be part of the harem too, of course we’ll have her.”

Bambi glanced at him sharply, but years of being in a relationship together taught her to question him later, that he might be rolling with something. He was grateful for that, even if it caused an argument.

Samantha blinked at him. “You’ll… okay.” Her words were uncertain and lost, confused by his easy acceptance of Aiko into the harem but rolling with it. “Okay, fantastic. I, um… thank you. This is fantastic. This is going to be the perfect birthday gift.”

“I think so too,” Bambi said, her words doubtful as she looked between Jackson and Samantha.

“Trust me,” Jackson said. “It will be.”

* * *

They walked Samantha back to her building. She was, rightly, hurt and confused by Jackson’s easy acceptance of Aiko into the harem, but still wanted to do the boudoir shoot. Jackson understood. Sacrifice was something he and Bambi were intimately familiar with.

When they saw her through the doors and were walking back to their own car, Bambi said, “Okay. I know Aiko’s beautiful but you jumped on that like a slice of cheesecake.”

“Ohhh, cheesecake sounds good.”

“Baby, what are you thinking?”

Jackson glanced back over his shoulder, then at Bambi. “Do you really think this is about me poaching Aiko?”

“No. But…”

“I’m going to make you a bet. Aiko won’t join us. I mean, she might, as a model and as a harem-friend-with-benefits like what we have going on now, but I swear to you, that woman is as much Samantha’s as I am to you and the others.”

“I don’t know if you noticed, but Aiko was extremely into you this weekend.”

“Thank you for stroking my ego. But I promise you, she is far more in love with Samantha.”

“That’s a hell of a game to play.”

“It’s not a game. I know I’m right, because I know Samantha. She’s me, five years ago.” He stopped and held Bambi’s arms. “She thinks because Aiko burns so much brighter than her that she doesn’t deserve her. But Samantha’s wrong, because it doesn’t matter how she sees herself. Aiko loves her. And I’m going to help her see that.”

“I never burned brighter than you,” Bambi said. “We helped each other to be the best…” She trailed off, getting it. He grinned. “You’re really sure about this? Aiko does seem… what was Sam’s word? Flighty.”

“Maybe she does want to move on. Obviously they were ready to introduce new aspects to their relationship. But you always say I can see who people really are with my camera. I don’t need a camera for this one.”

“Okay,” Bambi said slowly and thoughtfully. She leaned up and kissed him. “I trust you. Let’s make them fall even more in love.”


A Goddaughter’s Smile

Jackson cradled his goddaughter in his arms as he and Bambi filled everyone in on their conversation with Samantha. Little Melody threw a fit of epic proportions when her parents left her for a date night, but between Jackson’s soothing and her own exhaustion, the little five-month-old was now firmly out and sleeping the best sleep. She was, in his estimation, the most beautiful baby there ever was, favoring beautiful Niara far more than her father Casey, especially in her dark, playful eyes and smile, a mirror of Niara’s.

It didn’t escape his notice how hungrily Paige watched this. She was now firmly off the pill and receiving some very fun preferential treatment when it came to where Jackson came at night – and in the morning, and sometimes noon. Jackson was more than happy with the arrangement, especially when she discovered how much her whispers of, “Make me pregnant, Jack” turned him on. She’d been reading up on her breeding erotica, and her cries of, “Fuck me, breed me!” the night before echoed pleasantly in his mind.

But for now came babysitting duties. Casey and Niara had a sometime-sitter but with both of them in graduate school with only part-time jobs to support themselves, they tried to save money where they could and that meant relying on Jackson and Jordan, Casey’s sister, for a lot of babysitting duties. Neither minded a bit. If Melody was too fussy, he’d take her to the house they used for a studio, usually accompanied by Jordan, who felt as equally responsible for her niece as he did. The car rides soothed her and being out of the way meant his other girlfriends could get some sleep.

Everyone fell silent for a moment after Jackson and Bambi finished talking. Finally, Christa said, “Jack, Aiko was… very into you.”

“Yeaaaah,” Paige said. “And I talked to her while we were making lunch Saturday.” Jackson remembered that well. Both women moved around the kitchen in nothing but their panties as they took the briefest of moments to make sandwiches and dump chips onto plates for a necessary refueling before the orgy started back up again. “She wanted to know a lot about our harem. Our sleeping arrangements with you, how we dealt with it when you wanted to sleep with someone outside the harem, that sort of thing.”

Jordan gave Jackson a long, considering look. He asked her, “What do you think?”

“I don’t know,” she admitted. “She and Samantha shared some looks but I don’t know that I saw what you saw. Samantha is very obviously in love with her, but Aiko looked at all of us like candy in a display case.”

He should let it go. He knew it. It was four against one, but for once, the old Jackson, the one lacking confidence, was nowhere to be found. He knew in his heart what he’d seen between Aiko and Samantha. “I know that I wasn’t always the best judge of character when all of you got to know me. I didn’t know women very well and all of you taught me something about confidence and learning to read a situation. But I think I have figured out a few things, especially since starting this company back when we were first photographing Christa. The way I saw Aiko look at Samantha, I know I’m right. I do. This is as much your company as it is mine, and if everyone is agreed this is the wrong way to go, I’ll do the boudoir shoot without pushing anything. We’ll see where their relationship goes from there. But Samantha deserves to know how much Aiko loves her.”

Bambi spoke up again, her voice quiet and assured. “I don’t know that I saw what Jack saw in Aiko either. But I trust him. Heart and soul.”

“Ooh, that’s such a derpy card to play,” Jordan said, and sighed. “I trust you too, Jack. Just be careful.”

“Of course.”

“Even if it goes wrong, it’s not a bad idea,” Paige said. “I mean… we might be potentially ripping a bandage off whatever’s keeping their relationship together, but if Aiko really doesn’t want the same things Samantha wants, maybe it’s a good thing they address that. Two years of a relationship is a long time to suffer knowing you love someone but you think they don’t want the same things you do. I vote Jack goes for it.”

“You’d agree to anything he said while he has Melody in his arms,” Jordan said.

“Well, yeah. But tell me your ovaries aren’t on full alert right now too.”

Jordan slapped her hand, and Paige smacked hers. They started a hand-slap fight that Christa talked right over the top of.

“Is it our responsibility, though?” she asked. She held Jackson’s eyes. “Maybe even if she’s suffering not knowing the truth, this is what Samantha wants. Maybe the happiness of the moment is worth the pain. Maybe being alone scares her more than the cost of wanting a family. Maybe she loves Aiko more than she loves herself.” Paige and Jordan’s slap-fight tapered off, and everyone stared at Christa. She lowered her gaze, and added quietly, “Maybe she’s right. That Aiko would be better off without being tied to her.”

Jackson stood, risking waking Melody. He came around the table and knelt carefully in front of Christa, taking her hand with his free one. “You can’t think Aiko would want that for herself.”

“Oh, Jack. You’ve always been such a sweet, naïve romantic,” she whispered. She blinked away tears. “You have my vote. Be kind to Samantha, if it’s us Aiko wants.”

“Christa?” Bambi asked. “What’s going on?”

“I think… I have some things I need to tell you all,” Christa said, and her tears fell unfettered this time.

The telling took a while, and near the start, Melody woke and started fussing again. Jackson couldn’t bear to have his heart ripped out twice, so he took Melody into the master bedroom and checked her diaper. She needed a change, so he took care of it, singing her a soft lullaby his mom taught him over the phone when Melody was born, one he only vaguely remembered from his childhood.

After he was done and walking around the room with Melody as she calmed down, Paige came into the room, sniffing and dabbing away her tears. “Your phone rang. It was Casey so I answered it. They’re on their way to pick up Little Missy. Jack, I… I don’t know what to say.”

“I told her she’s got to give us twenty years. I won’t force her to stay, not if going is really what she wants, but… I want her here, with us.”

“Me too. We all do.” She watched him soothe Melody. “You’re going to be the best dad.”

He walked the baby to the bed and eased down with her onto it. He was always so careful with her. It was exhausting and he knew he could stand to relax a little, but the little girl’s presence felt sacred. Her tears made him miserable. Her laugh made his heart sing. He couldn’t protect her like this forever, but he could for now, and that was enough.

It was the same with his harem. Paige joined him on the bed, little Melody between them, the baby cooing and grabbing at Paige’s nose. Jack wanted to protect what they were forever, to keep it pristine and untouched, but the truth was, he knew this wasn’t sustainable. Jordan rode a hard edge between love and pain since the moment they met. Christa wanted to explore her life. Paige wanted a family, and Jackson wasn’t sure what that would do to the harem dynamic.

His hand went across Melody to press at Paige’s belly. “What are you going to do, when we have our baby?” he asked.

“Do?”

“Are you going to go anywhere? I’d understand if you did, but…”

“No, Jack. I’m not going anywhere.” She smiled faintly. “Though I think this has finally convinced Mom to move to the city. She wants to help me raise her.”

“Her?”

“Oh yeah. It’s going to be a her.”

“I’m hoping for a boy.” Hastily he added, “But I’d love her too.”

She laughed softly and nestled tighter into the baby and him. “It’s okay to hope for a gender, baby. I know you’d love them either way. Why a boy, though?”

He flapped a hand in the general direction of the living room, and that made her laugh. In turn, Melody laughed too, a sharp little delighted cry, and Jackson rubbed her nose with his. She reached for it and tried to bite it. She was teething hard, and her constant irritation worried Niara, as any deviation did. It amused Casey and Jackson to no end. Niara was a great mom, but everyone knew she would be.

“I love us, in this moment, right now,” Jackson said. He twisted onto his back and sighed. “If Christa wants to go, I’ll let her. But God, will it hurt.”

“I wonder sometimes if Jordan doesn’t regret all of this so much she might want to leave too.”

“Yeah.” He rubbed his face. “My heart can’t take this. It’s not like you’re all pieces from a pie and there’s only room for so many. You’re all pies. Wait. This is a terrible metaphor.”

That got Paige laughing again, and Melody twisted her head towards her, lips drawn wide, eyes crinkling. Paige blew on her bare belly, making the baby giggle.

Jackson watched them, thinking about the strange dichotomy of how a heart could hurt so much at what ifs, and how it could be so full of the already haves.

* * *

“Oh. My. God, I love it.” Aiko squeaked. “I love it, I love it, I love it!”

“Yeah?” Samantha asked.

Aiko kicked her feet against the ground, wiggled in place, and stood up, all in the space of about three seconds. “Yes, yes yes yes yes yes! Let’s get freaky on camera together!”

“This had better work,” Jordan muttered under her breath.

Jackson pinched her hip, even more certain than it would.


Two Love and Two Cherish

Sometimes, to capture people in their element, Jackson had to pull them from their comfort zones. It was a strange contradiction but a truth he learned early on when he first started photographing Christa. Her shoots at home were fantastic, and he had a lot of fun with them. But she was actually on her best form when she was in a new or different environment, more creative, more playful.

Why that was, Jackson wasn’t sure, but he had a theory. People felt safe at home. Guarded and protected. Go somewhere new, and the lack of those subconscious safety rails led a person to be more daring. It wasn’t much of a stretch to say that it probably tied into the “stranger at a bar” fantasy, one all his girlfriends shared, to his fascination. There was something appealing to all of them about meeting someone new, handsome, and a little bit dangerous in a different setting, roleplay he’d used on three or four separate occasions with Jordan, Christa, and Paige on their photoshoots.

To that end, Jackson and Christa researched short-term rentals and hotels in and around the city. They didn’t want to use the studio for what Jackson had planned, because the space was too small. He needed a way to keep one partner from overhearing what the other was doing for a while, so they eventually settled on an upscale hotel with a bar in the lobby, with rooms that overlooked a beautiful city park. The executive suite they went with was sectioned off into a living room and sleeping area, which would be perfect for keeping his equipment out of the way when he didn’t need it, and he didn’t think he would, apart from some basic lighting. And the hotel bar would keep some distance between the partners, at least initially. It would also make for a great workplace for Christa, an essential part of his plan.

Bambi and Jordan took Samantha and Aiko lingerie and clothing shopping. Jack instructed them to help pick out outfits that the women seemed natural in. When Jordan asked with a wave of her arms what the heck that meant, Bambi patted her ass and told her she had this. And she really did. Throughout the afternoon, they sent Jackson some choice pictures from the dressing rooms, and every single one of them was drool-worthy. Aiko seemed comfortable in anything she wore, from lacy bra and panty sets to corsets. Samantha seemed more embarrassed and shy, but two hours in, Bambi sent him a picture of her in a black bustier. She was looking at herself in the mirror, her expression contemplative, her hand frozen in the picture brushing away strands of hair from her shoulder.

Jackson called her immediately. When she picked up, she said, “You like?”

“That’s the one. Do they have it in white?”

“Oh, that would be perfect. I was thinking a choker to match.”

“Yes. Yeah. Perfect. And make sure Aiko gets something similar. Maybe not a bustier, but something to pair with Samantha.”

“On it. I do love it when you tell us all what to wear. We should have brought you with.”

“I’d have wanted to stop to fuck every ten minutes.”

“You say that like it’s a bad thing,” Bambi said. “Love you. See you soon.”

“Love you.”

There were more preparations made that day. Manicures, pedicures, lasering, and anal bleaching were all in the cards. Jackson didn’t plan for the photoshoots to actually get that up close and personal but it never hurt to be prepared. The day of the shoot, Samantha and Aiko took off from work early together and got their hair done at separate stylists at Jackson’s insistence. He didn’t want them seeing each other that day.

“Like brides,” Paige said. She was with him that day, the two of them sipping overpriced iced tea in the hotel bar and waiting on their subjects.

“Exactly right,” Jackson said. “I want them apart for a while. To make the yearning sweeter.”

“You and I are the only dorks in our group who would say the word ‘yearning.’” She said this with a smile, and took his hand in hers. “Listen, I know you have your mind on other things, but Mom found a rental today. A nice one, and it’s close to our house. Not too close, but maybe five minutes away.”

“Baby, that’s great,” he said. “She’s already wanting to move?”

“Her mind’s made up. Even if I can’t get pregnant for whatever reason, she wants to be closer to us.”

“And your trailer?” Paige’s mom currently lived an hour away from New Bainbridge, in a trailer park in a bedroom community. They’d all spent a lot of time there throughout the years, and Jackson considered it a home away from home. “I know it’s where you grew up.”

“I don’t know,” Paige said, tracing her finger along the condensation on the glass and doodling on the bartop with it. “It’d make sense to hang onto it as a rental, but I don’t want to drive out there every time there’s a problem. We won’t get much for it if we sell it, but I think it’s the smart thing. But… it’s really the last piece of my dad left.”

“That’s not true,” Jackson said. “As long as you two are around and still telling stories about him, he’s always going to live on.”

“That’s what Mom said too.” Brighter, she added, “Anyway, we’re not in any rush. The space is paid up for another two months, so we’re going to think about it.”

He leaned across and kissed her, nearly tipping over on his stool and slapping the bartop to stop himself. That sent Paige into a giggling fit, right up to the point where Jack got the call from Bambi.

“We’re on our way with contestant number one,” she said. “And she looks gorgeous.”

“Tell Samantha I’m looking forward to seeing her,” Jackson said.

* * *

Samantha emerged from the hotel room’s bathroom in her chosen outfit for the shoot. In a sunflower yellow dress with her auburn hair spilling down past her shoulders in curly waves, it was impossible not to fall a little bit in love with her. Bambi helped her with her makeup, leaving her a dazzling blend of elegant and sexy, emphasizing her sweet smile and long lashes.

“You are stunning, and if it wouldn’t mean another minute to retouch up your makeup, I’d kiss you again,” Jackson said.

“Thank you, Jack,” Samantha said. “I’m… really nervous. That’s weird, right? I mean… I did everything with you five and Aiko, and I still feel like I’m a virgin in high school again.”

“That’s okay,” Jackson said. “Embrace it. I want you to feel all your emotions today. Okay? So if you’re nervous, don’t try to stuff that down.”

“And now I’m already feeling a little bit better,” Samantha said.

“He’s so good with all our clients,” Bambi said. “Even before the business got its start, he could tease out who people really were when they got in front of that camera.”

“That is comforting and frightening, all at once.”

Bambi laid a hand on her arm. “Believe it or not, I understand a hundred percent where you’re coming from.”

Paige waited by the bedroom door, all smiles, and gestured inside. “We’re ready for you, Samantha. You’re stunning. Enjoy your time with Jack. This is going to be an amazing shoot.”

Samantha nodded, trying to smile back, her hands folded in front of her. Jackson saw her in and had her sit on the edge of the bed while he closed the doors behind them, giving Bambi and Paige a little nod.

Time to take a chance, but this time, it wasn’t to bring someone into his harem, but to show two people how madly in love they were with each other.

“Samantha, I learned a long time ago that telling people to act like the camera isn’t here is pretty silly. But what I want you to try to do is remember there’s a friend behind it. Okay? We’re going to dive into some fantasies later, but for right now, I want you to listen to the questions I ask you, take a couple seconds to think about even the dumbest of them, and then respond. Sound good?”

“I can do that. How should I, uh, pose?”

“Let’s just start with you right there,” Jackson said. He lifted his camera. This was not his usual beloved camera, the one his parents bought him as a high school graduation present. This took better video clips and had more storage. “We just need to test the light.”

He really did, and moved around her snapping a few test photos while she smiled faintly. “Strike a pose,” he said, and she threw an arm across her forehead theatrically, her smile much more natural. “You’re sexy, you’re sexy, oooh, burning up the camera already.”

“I can tell this is already going to be fun.”

He pulled back and switched the camera over to video mode, squinting at the screen as though he were testing settings on it. “Let’s get started. I want you to tell me your very first memory of Aiko.”

“Oh! Well, I needed a new assistant after my last one decided she wanted to be a stay-at-home mom.”

“Freeze just like that.” Going mostly by feel, he switched from camera mode to picture mode and snapped a test shot. Good. The camera was as responsive to his needs as when he tested it out with Jordan and Christa. “Okay, keep talking.”

“We had a lot of applicants, because, you know, full-time entry level job, decent pay, benefits, that sort of thing.”

“Lay down on your side. Now prop your head up. Good. Perfect. That’s lovely.”

“Aiko was unusual because she applied in person. She said to my HR manager Beatrice that her resume looked like a crazy person’s, and it was easier to convince people to let her have an interview if she met them face-to-face. It charmed Beatrice, and sure enough, she won her way into an interview. I was told about all this, and decided I’d sit in on the interview myself. I think we both knew even before then, Aiko was the one. The office is great, but we needed her positive energy more than her filing skills, you know? And then the interview happened and I was a little bit in love already. I mean, how could you not be?”

“Okay, let’s take off your shoes for the moment and have you twisted around until you’re resting on your stomach and facing me. Now rest your head on your hands. So it was love at first sight?”

“I…” Samantha thought about that, and gave the memory a wide, beautiful smile, her eyes crinkling. “Yeah, you know, I guess it was. I used to think all that instalove stuff in romance novels was kind of silly, but with Aiko… I get it.”

“When did you know for certain?”

“Oh, about two days later.”

“Twist onto your back. Now slip a thumb into your neckline, and pull it… yes, perfect, just like that. Two days in?”

“Mm hm. One of my employees, Shannon, was having a bad day of it. On her break, Aiko went down to the vending machines a couple floors below us, bought Shannon her favorite candy bar and left it on her desk when she thought no one was looking. I only happened to see because I was coming out of the bathroom. I thought she might be stealing. I was so wrong. And that’s…” She looked away, smiling to herself, a gentle, loving smile that Jackson captured with a quick snapshot. “That’s when I knew.” She looked back at him again. “None of these questions seem very boudoir-ish.”

“They aren’t. But I think I’ve got you in the right mindset now. This isn’t just about being sexy. It’s about painting a picture of a loving relationship.”

“Oh. That’s… I like that.”

“And now, we can start on the hot stuff.”

She laughed, and consciously or not, reached up to tug at a strand of her beautifully done hair. “Okay, Mr. Corso. Where would you like me?”

* * *

Jackson called Christa, who was with Aiko and Jordan in the hotel bar. “All right,” he said, “we are ready for contestant number two.”

“She’s ready for her close-up,” Christa said cheerfully. “Is Samantha on her way down?”

“She will be as soon as I hang up.”

“How’d she do?”

“Amazing. Beautiful and sexy and wonderfully big-hearted.”

“Aw. We all knew she would be a great model. Okay. We’ll send Aiko up and keep Sam company.”

“Perfect. Thanks, Christa. Love you both.”

“We love you too.”

They hung up, and Jackson held the door to the stairwell open for Samantha and Bambi, who would be accompanying her downstairs along with the memory card from his camera. This was the trickiest part of his plan, and the one that had caught him up the longest in preplanning, but Christa had loads of experience working with editing software long before she met him and for the simple cut and paste job he needed done, she was more than qualified.

Samantha smiled at Jackson, still flushed at some of the naughtier poses he had her in. His favorite was her in her bustier, looking back over her shoulder at him, hand at her lips as if in delighted shock. It was a playful take on the day that Aiko had walked in on her boss seated in her office chair, masturbating to thoughts of her beautiful assistant and it was going to be hard to top that picture. Not to mention it showed off her juicy ass to great effect – always a plus.

“Thank you, Jack. You’ve already made me feel so beautiful. I can’t wait to do this with Aiko in a little while.”

“I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself. See you in an hour or so.”

Samantha turned and headed down the stairs. Bambi tapped her breast above her heart and followed her. The elevator dinged as Jackson was walking back to the hotel room, and off stepped Aiko. She looked radiant in a red strapless dress and high heels, her skin glowing from fresh lotion.

“Ready for your newest, co-hottest model?” she asked, and in a strange moment mirroring Samantha’s shoot, Aiko threw an arm across her forehead.

“I certainly am,” Jackson said, and again, he felt like all the forces in the universe were quietly telling him that these two belonged together.

Christa had done Aiko’s makeup down in the bar and she came up ready to go. Where Samantha sat demurely at first, Aiko flung herself onto the bed and got on her hands and knees, raking fingers in Jackson’s direction.

“Okay, we are definitely starting with that,” he said.

“I know! I’m a modeling genius.”

But Jackson knew this shoot wasn’t going to be as easy as getting Samantha to open up. Aiko didn’t seem to use her humor as a shield to hide any nervousness, but nonetheless, getting her to talk about her true feelings about Samantha was going to take time.

Or… well, maybe not.

“I’m really glad she suggested this,” Aiko said somberly. “She’s seemed so stressed and I think something like this, it’s so against her grain that I’m hoping it, mm, resets her batteries.”

“You’re mixing your metaphors!” Paige called through the still-open doors.

“Quiet, ho! Or I will drag you in here and spank you!”

Paige came in, and twisted around to offer her ass. Aiko delighted in spanking it a few times, and then Paige headed back out, closing the doors behind her. Jackson was mildly irritated at the interruption, and he tried to recapture the moment.

“You love her a lot, don’t you?”

“I love all your girlfriends, Jack. They’re the trifecta. Sexy, smart, and fun.”

“You know I mean Samantha.”

“I do.”

“Tell me about when you first knew.”

“I always thought she was craaaazy attractive. She was exactly my type, that kind of MILF body and her sweetness, you know?”

“I do. Bring your dress up slowly over your hip with one hand. That’s it. Perfect.”

“Well… at first, I thought I’d date her for a little while, have some fun, and we’d move on. That’s kind of my MO. No complications, nothing to keep me anywhere. A ronin of love. But the Saturday after we started dating, I said we should do dinner and she told me she couldn’t. She apologized and said she had somewhere she needed to be. I was curious.”

“Now your other hip. Go on.”

“If she was trying to ghost me, I would have been okay with that. I was starting to like her a lot but I got it. I’m everybody’s favorite but I can be a lot.” She grinned, and Jackson captured it quickly with a picture before switching back to video mode. “So I followed her. Total ninja moves too. She never saw me until we got to the nursing home.”

“The nursing home?”

“Yeah. I figured that she really must have had a good reason to not want to go out that night, so I dropped the ninja act and caught up to her at the door.” Without being prompted in any way, she cupped one of her breasts and teased the fabric with the edge of her nail. Jack rolled with it, capturing the moment she bared a nipple to him. “She was there to volunteer. When she was a girl, her grandmother lived there and she used to spend a lot of time with her. Free babysitting, I guess.” Aiko shook her head. “This is sad. You don’t want me to be sad. You want me to be sexy.”

“I want you to tell and show me how in love with Samantha you are,” Jackson said gently. “That’s the foundation to this shoot today. Sexy is easy. Sexy and loving… that’s not. Twist around and sit on your calves. Yes. Like that. So why was she there?”

“She volunteers there. Goes in and reads to them, or plays the piano for them. Little things like that, but they mean so much to the residents. She didn’t want to tell me because she didn’t want to seem like she was…” She frowned.

“Freeze just like that. Bring a finger to your lips. Perfect. She didn’t want to seem like she was being show-offy pious.”

“Yeah. That’s it. She’s so genuinely sweet and caring. I’ll love her as long as I can.”

“As long as you can?” Jackson asked, his stomach dropping. Oh shit. Ohhhhh shit. Had he been wrong about Aiko? This didn’t compute. She was so obviously in love, but maybe she really was planning to leave Samantha.

“Oh boy. I’m going to kill the mood again.” Aiko sighed and looked at the doors. He moved to photograph her like that, the light of the window behind her a wonderful contrast to her contemplative look. “Samantha’s seemed so depressed lately. Like she’s had so much on her mind. I ask her what’s wrong and she turtles up even more than normal. I don’t know. Maybe I’m the problem. Like I say, I can be a lot, and maybe I pushed too hard about bringing new people into our relationship. But I thought she wants that too, or I would have never… I don’t know. That might not even be it. I just want to see my Sam smile. That’s all I want. And sometimes, lately, I’ve wondered if that’s without me.”

Jackson lowered the camera. “Aiko, if you could listen in on what she told me when I was photographing her in here, you’d never doubt for a second that she loves you with all her heart.”

“Really?” she asked, brightening.

“Yeah. Really.” He reached out and stroked her arm. “I want you to try to keep this free-form posing going. And all the while, I want you to think about her. About your favorite moments. Your sexiest, your sweetest, your funniest. Tell me the stories if you want, but even if you can’t share them, I want you to reimagine them moment for moment.”

“I can do that,” she said, with the most brilliant smile he’d seen from Aiko yet. “She’s all I think about anyways.”

“That’s perfect then,” Jackson said.

They focused on the shoot. Aiko really was an amazing model. Samantha had been too and Jackson would be thrilled to have both of them join Geek and Lace as models, but Aiko’s bubbly magnetism was meant for a camera. She would be as big as Paige.

Towards the end of the shoot, Jackson knew it was time to pounce. This was the moment he’d been anticipating, and it came without fear or worry. He was more certain than ever he was right about this.

“Okay. One last set of pictures,” he said, switching back on video mode. She was resting on her back on the bed, a hand splayed over her white lace panties. The boudoir photographs would include tasteful nudes, but Jackson always found the hint of skin to be more artistic than actual nudity most of the time, and that was what he was aiming for here. “Let’s get you on your hands and knees. Bring your head up and look at the camera as if you’re walking in your sexy boss playing with herself to thoughts of you. Perfect.”

“Easiest fantasy yet,” Aiko said.

He chuckled. “What is it you want from your relationship with Samantha? Long-term, I mean. Marriage? Children?”

She took a breath, and let it out slowly, thinking about that. “I told her when we first started dating that I didn’t want to be tied down by that stuff. That I liked to move and date and all of that. I still have a really big appetite when it comes to sex, but I guess you understand that.” She smiled, but she was lost in her own thoughts, and it made for a gorgeous shot, one side of her lip quirked up, her eyes somewhere else. “I kinda want to do this, model, but what I want more than anything now is her. I think about Sam and I think… yeah. I do want to get married someday. The first few weeks we were together I thought we’d eventually break up because we both wanted such different things. Children and a wife, that used to scare me. Settling down scared me. But more and more lately, I’ve been thinking to myself fuck yeah, kids, let’s go, let’s get a baby daddy and let’s do it.” She looked almost confused at her own words, then gave him another new smile, this one sort of sheepish. “I love my parents but I never wanted a family before Samantha. And now… now you got me kinda thinking maybe for her birthday, I want to propose.”

There it was. Jackson cleared his throat. “I think that’s really lovely,” he said.

“I’m sorry. I’m crying. I’m probably ruining your shots.”

“No. I think you just capped them off perfectly.”


A Sweet Reunion

With Bambi’s help, Aiko touched up her makeup in the bathroom while Samantha waited nervously in the bedroom. She’d stripped down to her white bustier. Jackson sat beside her, her hand in his. By his side, his camera was ready, because when Aiko came through that door, the boudoir shoot was really going to begin.

He was absolutely right.

The outer door to the hotel room opened and closed. That would be Bambi and Paige leaving. Jackson had requested his girlfriends give him – and more importantly, Aiko and Samantha – the hotel room for a while, until he called them for the big reveal.

Aiko cleared her throat, and stepped in front of the double doors leading into the hotel’s bedroom. Samantha looked up, and Jackson moved, standing aside and bringing the camera up.

“Sam…” Aiko said.

Samantha stood. They came together, and kissed. Both of them fought back tears. This was not going to be the sexiest boudoir shoot in the history of the world but Jackson hoped they would forgive him. He’d offer his services for free for a more fun, playful reshoot, but what he’d set in motion mattered more.

“Did he make you feel crap too?” Aiko finally asked.

“So much crap,” Samantha said. “All the crap.”

“They warned us he was good at peeling away layers.” Aiko looked Samantha up and down. “You look so beautiful.”

“So do you. Happy very early birthday.”

They kissed again, and Jackson caught it on camera. This time, there was no video. He had what he needed, and Christa would be working on merging the footage together as he photographed Aiko and Samantha. He would do a more thorough edit later, but for now, all he needed was a quick and dirty splicing job. Still, he needed to give Christa time. That was okay, because they had the hotel room for the entire night.

“Both of you are intensely sexual women,” Jackson said. “Capturing that is easy. Anybody with a camera could point it at either one of you and depict you as the gorgeous creatures you are.” They turned towards him, and Samantha’s hand went instinctually to Aiko’s. “But what I want to do with this boudoir shoot is explore not just your sexy sides, but show you each what you mean to each other. Your devotion. Your love. Good?”

They looked at each other. Aiko squeezed Samantha’s hand. “Definitely,” Samantha said at the same time as Aiko said, “Yup!”

“Good. I talked to you both about how you felt when you first met. I want you both to remember the glow you showed me. Not the memories themselves but the feelings you had about each other. Keep your lingerie on for now, but act out what comes natural to you.”

To his surprise, Samantha moved first. She brought her hands to Aiko’s face, then her hair. “I spent every minute those first few weeks you worked for me wanting to touch this hair,” she said, smiling fondly. It was a beautiful smile and Jackson captured a gorgeous picture of it with half of the back of Aiko’s head in the shot. A strangely composed picture, but a good one.

“I’d sneak away to the bathroom when you were on a conference call and play with myself,” Aiko said, pushing Samantha gently back towards the bed. “I never had the time to come but that made it even better. When you and I finally hooked up, it was like literal fireworks in my panties.”

Samantha laughed, a full-throated, beautiful laugh the likes of which he hadn’t heard from her before. She sat on the edge of the bed and pulled Aiko on top of her. “I am… so silly for you. I love you so much.”

“I love you too, Sam.”

They kissed. Samantha’s hands went to Aiko’s bottom, and Jackson got a picture of that, as he did Aiko nuzzling Samantha’s breasts lovingly. She twisted her head at one point towards the camera and smiled, and it made for another perfect ten of a picture.

By and large, for the first fifteen minutes, the only sound Jackson made was murmurs of approval and the click of his camera. The two beauties rolled together on the bed, Samantha usually on the bottom, but at one point she pinned Aiko beneath her, with Aiko’s legs linked around her back and their hands joined above Aiko’s head. Jackson loved that pose and asked them to freeze so he could film it from several different angles.

Things slowly began to delve into the sensual. Jackson had them stand, and explored positions of power between them, Samantha on her knees in front of Aiko, staring up at her as she hooked her fingers into the other woman’s panties. Aiko, on her forearms and knees on the bed, licking Samantha’s tummy made for an intensely erotic picture, especially with her playful eyes looking upward. With Aiko in that same pose, Jackson snapped another incredible picture of Samantha on her knees beside Aiko, leaning down and kissing Aiko’s bottom.

“Now let’s bring this to a boil,” Jackson said. “Aiko. I want you to visualize the most intensely attractive part about Samantha and I want you to worship it, with her in the position your fantasies immediately bring to mind. Don’t feel any shame about ignoring other body parts. You’ll understand why soon, and when you do, roll with it.”

“Rest back on the pillows then, baby,” Aiko said. Samantha did, and Aiko crawled on top of her, straddling her legs. The way her ass looked, Jackson couldn’t help moving to the foot of the bed and taking a picture of that, then again when he told her to cross her ankles.

“Okay, now,” Jackson said.

“I can guess where this is going,” Samantha said, caressing her lover’s hip.

“Oh yeah,” Aiko said, and dropped, to nuzzle Samantha’s breasts.

Jackson chuckled. “Okay, Samantha, your turn.”

“Um. Um. All of you is so beautiful, I don’t want to choose.”

“She loves my butt,” Aiko said.

“It is a pretty amazing butt,” Jackson said.

“No. That’s not it,” Samantha said. “Your eyes. Your smile. I don’t know how to… mm… how to worship them the right way.”

“Then let me,” Aiko said. She pushed off Samantha’s breasts but stayed where she was, looking into Samantha’s eyes. They kissed again, and Aiko smiled against Samantha’s lips.

“Samantha,” Jackson said softly. “Pull her hair away from her face.”

“Yeah, baby. Pull my hair. Tug it. Yank it,” Aiko said.

That pierced the self-consciousness Samantha was feeling and she took the other woman in her arms. “I have a better idea.” She twisted with Aiko and put her petite girlfriend on her back. They kissed again, Aiko’s smile widening and softening all at once.

“You really think my smile’s the best thing about me?” she asked demurely.

“And your eyes. I can’t pick just one.”

“I love your smile too.”

Jackson clicked away. “Okay. Now. With as little speaking as possible, at least for the moment, Aiko, show her your second favorite part. Do with it what you want, just like before.”

She slipped out from under Samantha. “Stay just like that,” she told her lover, and Aiko hurried around behind Samantha. She got up on one knee, then swept up a fistful of her auburn hair and tugged it back.

“Ohhhh,” Samantha whimpered.

It made for an intensely sexual picture, and Jack murmured for Samantha that it was her turn. She too told Aiko to freeze, and twisted around to mold her girlfriend so she was laying flat on her stomach in a planking position, arms crossed underneath her chin, a pillow under her thighs to push her ass up higher. She rested her chin on Aiko’s ass, looking at Jack with a sultry stare that had his cock roaring its approval.

“Aiko, your turn,” Jackson said. It was the last time he’d need to for a while. They understood the assignment now. Aiko got Samantha up and bent over the bed, ass thrust out, and dropped to drag her tongue across the lacy fabric between Samantha’s cheeks. Samantha in turn had Aiko rest with her legs dangling over the edge of the bed, hovering over her, kissing her as she rubbed Aiko’s pussy. Aiko caught that hand after a minute of that and brought it to her lips, kissing her fingers each in turn as Jackson got a wonderful closeup of just their digits.

“I’m going to come if you keep licking those,” Samantha breathed.

“Do it,” Aiko said. She looked quickly at Jack for confirmation and he nodded slightly. Aiko kept licking her fingers, stopping only to suck them occasionally into her mouth, their faces barely separated by their hands. Samantha’s breathing came faster and faster, and when Aiko slid her free hand between Samantha’s thighs and rubbed, she came with a quiet, “Oh!” as if in surprise. Jackson caught the O of her mouth and her delighted eyes, but the real winner was Aiko’s self-satisfied smirk, another picture worthy of framing.

“Samantha. What’s your favorite way to make love to Aiko without a toy?”

Samantha broke away from kissing Aiko. “On my knees, showing her how much I adore her.”

She didn’t need to be told what to do, but pulled Aiko to her feet. Samantha knelt and stared up at her partner as she slipped her fingers into Aiko’s lacy white panties. She looked at Jackson for confirmation, and he nodded. She turned her attention back to Aiko, to her freshly trimmed mound and her sweet, delicate lips, and she leaned in to kiss her pussy hello.

“I love you so much,” Samantha said. “If modeling with… with Jackson and the others is what you want to do, I hope you know I will always support you.”

“It’s fun, isn’t it?” Aiko asked, stroking Samantha’s cheek. Samantha nodded, but couldn’t speak. “Sam?”

“Just… overwhelmed with emotions. I’m okay. You’ll be such a beautiful model for them.”

“You’re not joining me?”

Samantha laughed softly. “Maybe sometimes. For private shoots like this. Now let me work.”

She brought her lips again to Aiko’s pussy lips. She rested her palms against Aiko’s slender hips and ran them up and down as she began to lick. Jackson knelt to capture her face close-up, then rose and circled around the pair as unobtrusively as he could given the tight confines. He wanted pictures of Aiko’s growing pleasure and Samantha’s desire. Instead, what he got was a return of their painful shyness despite their relationship having lasted for two years.

But their love made physical brought down their defenses, and slowly, Samantha nurtured a natural smile out of Aiko. The younger woman ran her fingers through Samantha’s hair and cooed her lover’s name.

Jackson intended for this part of the shoot to be another back and forth, but every good photographer knew when to let the client take the lead, and this was that time. When Aiko took an involuntary step back, Samantha pushed her further, dropping her lover onto the bed and eagerly slipping between her legs. Jackson stepped in to spread them wider, getting a terrific top-down view of Aiko with her hand on Samantha’s head, her own twisted at an angle, her free hand at her lips.

Aiko’s pleasure came fast and in a long wave, her eyes closing, her lips parting, Samantha’s name forever captured in the breath she let out. Again, his two beautiful clients took the wheel and Jackson snapped shot after shot as Aiko pulled Samantha up her body to cradle her and kiss her.

“I’m the one that likes to serve you!” she said, sounding on the verge of tears. Then she was pushing Samantha away from her and getting her onto her back, sliding a hand between them. Samantha cried out Aiko’s name, and they kissed with frantic need. Samantha wasn’t going to last long. They were both riding a charge of a sexual and emotional high, and what remained of their dams burst. Just two or three minutes in, Samantha cried out, “Ohhhhh, oh, yes! Oh yes!”

Aiko didn’t let Samantha down easily. She pulled the panties to the side and drove three fingers into her lover. Jackson captured a droplet of Samantha’s moisture in midair, flying free thanks to Aiko’s frenetic fingering.

She leaned down to slurp on Samantha’s clit, giving the camera the first real grin in a while when she made Samantha jerk and moan. But then her attention was back on her boss and lover, and she was merciless in her love.

There was no stopping this train now and Jackson didn’t want to. He had dozens, maybe hundreds of photographs from the day that he knew were worth the price of Geek and Lace’s services. The boudoir set was done, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t capture this too, this raw, sexual current, so he stood back and took more pictures.

They moved together, fighting in the sweetest way to please the other woman, with no one the loser. Both women were on their sides, Aiko cupping one of Samantha’s breasts, Samantha squeezing Aiko’s ass, when Jackson’s phone buzzed. He took the briefest of moments to pull it out and glance at it. Christa was finished, and her timing was perfect. He texted her a fast response – ready now – and watched the two lovers, this time not from behind his camera, but as their friend.

Aiko would always have a place with Geek and Lace if she really wanted to be a model, and it seemed she did. But he’d known since the first day he met them they belonged together. Their love was as pure as his for Bambi, Paige, Christa, and Jordan. They would always be friends of the harem, and welcome in their beds, but he knew with a little hint of sadness that surprised him that they would always be their own little world, and that was beautiful and wonderful.

He heard the outer door open to the hotel room and shut off his camera as he slipped around the bed to open the doors. Samantha broke away from Aiko’s lips and glanced in his direction curiously. “Are we done?”

“We are,” Jackson said. His voice was quiet, but assured. “Come on in, Christa.”

“You should be the one to show them,” Christa said. “Girls, I’m sorry. This should be your moment, but I need to get this off my chest, because… well, Jack, I… what I said before… I love you. I want to be a part of this as long as you’ll have me.”

“That’s what I want too,” Jackson said, cupping her cheek.

“Sorry,” Christa said to a baffled Aiko and Samantha. “It had to be said.” She laughed and sniffed. “And all thanks to you two.”

“What did we do?” Samantha asked.

“I’ll see you in a few minutes,” Jackson told Christa.

She nodded, turned around, and left, but not without a long, lingering look over her shoulder at him, her smile trembling.

Jackson had rehearsed this moment, but he couldn’t remember the words now. “I’ve got something I need to show you both. The real reason I said yes to this boudoir shoot.”

“What’s going on?” Aiko asked. “This is very weird, mister.”

“So weird,” Samantha said, squeezing Aiko’s bottom.

“I know. I’m sorry. And I am wildly overstepping my bounds as your photographer here, but as your friend and for love, I don’t care. You can be mad at me all you want.” He opened the laptop, typed in his PIN, and found a video file on the screen named “Aiko and Samantha.” “This will be better edited soon, along with the boudoir pictures, but you both needed to see this today. Now.”

He hit play, and brought it to them, holding it while they watched.

The video opened on Samantha telling the story of how she first fell in love with Aiko. Aiko’s eyes widened, and her hand stabbed at Samantha’s, clutching it tight. Samantha looked at her, then at Jack, not understanding, but when she returned her attention to the screen, her eyes didn’t leave it except to look at her lover.

The video cut to Aiko talking about what she loved about Samantha. It drew tears from Sam, and when Aiko said on camera that she was worried that Sam might be happier without her, Samantha gasped and shook her head vehemently.

Christa hadn’t included much footage. The clip was only a couple minutes long, but it was enough, because it closed on Aiko’s confessional. When Aiko said she wanted to propose and have kids with Samantha, the older woman started to sob. All her pain was gone in that moment, and she raised her hands to her face, crying and shaking as Aiko slowly, gently, fell to her knees and twisted towards Samantha.

“I didn’t think… didn’t think you wanted to… to settle down,” Samantha managed to get out. “I was trying to… to put you together with them because… because… I love you and I thought…”

“Sam, I meant every word,” Aiko whispered. With as much care as if she were handling a baby, she pulled Samantha’s hands away from her face and smiled up at her. “Will you marry me?”

“Yes,” Samantha whispered. “Yes, oh, Aiko, yes.”

They looked towards Jackson, but he’d slipped away the moment Aiko got on her knees, staying just long enough by the outer door to the room to hear the proposal before leaving them to their love. And for a good, long while, the two women forgot about their photographer.


The Man

Jackson rested on his back in bed, completely nude, his hands laced behind his head as his sexy girlfriends entered the room, all in camisoles and nightgowns.

“Mmmm, it’s so good to be a winner,” he said.

“He’s going to be insufferable for weeks,” Jordan said, her hand already straying to Bambi’s ass.

“They looooove each other. They’re going to get marriiiiieeeed,” he sang out.

“Totally insufferable,” Bambi agreed, with her own hands straying to Christa and Jordan’s asses.

“I know how we can shut him up,” Paige said, and flashed him her boobs. Christa did the same, followed by the other two.

“Okay, gloating’s done,” Jack said. “Mostly. At least for now.”

“To the winner go the spoils,” Christa said. “How do you want us?”

“One on one with the rest playing together at the foot of the bed where I can watch,” he said. “And you’re first, Christa.”

Christa hesitated, but all the other women nodded or smiled at her, and she stepped forward. She started to take off her gorgeous blue nightgown, but he shook his head. “Leave them on. Or… mostly on.”

She climbed onto the bed. He was already half-hard, and when she slid over him, the warmth of her pussy grinding against him sent him to steel fast. But it wasn’t sex he was interested in first. He cupped the back of Christa’s head and pulled her down to him to kiss her softly and gently.

“I’d let you go if it was what you needed,” he said. “But what I want is for you here, with us. With me. I love all of you so much.”

“I’m not going anywhere,” Christa murmured.

“Good. Now twist around and let me get you ready for me.”

She did, bringing her hips over his face, looking back over her shoulder with a rapturous expression as he began to lick her pussy. The others came to the bed, all of them spending a moment caressing Christa, kissing her, and whispering to her that they wanted her to stay too, and then they broke apart to figure out the dynamics of a threesome at the foot of the bed.

Bambi went for some toys and Paige started up some party music. Jordan sprawled out on the bed, her dark hair a blanket of curls beneath her head. She slid her nightwear up and over her pussy, and Bambi came to her with a smile, three of their favorite vibrators in hand. Jordan grinned at her and crooked a finger. Bambi flounced onto the bed and hurried to kiss their beautiful girlfriend, dropping the vibrators near Jackson’s feet.

Paige joined them, and Bambi sat up to kiss her too. Jordan reached for one of the vibrators, a little finger vibe that could be so much fun combined with a tongue or a cock in one of them. “Let me have a taste of you, Paige,” she said.

Paige leaned down first to kiss her, their heads pointed in opposite directions. It made Jordan burst into a fit of uncharacteristic giggles, and she clutched at both women’s hands. “I don’t always seem it, but I’m so happy with all of you.”

“We love you so much, Jordan,” Bambi said, squeezing her hand.

Paige scooted forward on her knees and settled her pussy onto Jordan’s mouth. She and Bambi shared another long and languid kiss, and Jordan started the finger vibe, pressing it to Paige’s mound and sliding it down to the hood of her clit. Bambi grabbed another vibrator, a wand massager, and slid down Jordan’s body to tease her first with her tongue, then the vibrator.

The sound of the vibrators and the music was matched by the women’s moans. Christa rocked on Jackson’s face until she was good and wet for him, then she moved down his body, positioning herself with her ass towards his face, reverse cowgirl style. “No,” he said. “I want to see your faces tonight.”

She turned around, and dipped again to kiss him. He wrapped his arms around her and held her close for a moment, his hard, slick cock between her thighs ready for her, but first needed to come this.

“I love you,” he whispered in her ear. “So goddamn much.”

“I love you too, Jack,” she murmured, and guided him towards her entrance, dropping on him with a pleased sigh.

They all knew each other’s bodies so well by that point. Jackson knew Paige would probably be the first to come, especially with that finger vibe doubling her pleasure. Christa would follow fast, and Jordan would endure the longest. Bambi had another wand massager in hand and between her own thighs, so she might come faster than Jordan, but he knew Bambi, that she would take care of whoever she was with first before herself.

Jackson filled his hands with Christa’s curves. Her breasts, her ass, her soft tummy through the silken fabric of her nightgown. She moved on top of him with rhythmic rolls of her hips, her pussy gloving his cock and little moans of pleasure starting to escape from her. Maybe he was wrong. Maybe she would come first. She brought a hand up to her face, then her hair, tugging it as her head twisted to the side, her lips falling open as she rode him faster. He gripped her ass, meeting her rocking with thrusts of his hips, giving her everything he had.

Behind her, Paige gasped, “Oh, oh yes, mmm, Jordan, that feels so good.”

“Come for me, baby,” Jordan pleaded.

“Our future hot momma,” Bambi said. “The sexiest MILF. Mm, going to be so big with his babies, going to be so beautiful full of his kids…”

“Oh God, yes, f-full, pregnant, going to be pregnant,” Paige gasped.

Christa grinned down at Jack, catching something of a second wind before she came herself. “Going to come inside her, Jack? Going to give her a baby tonight?”

“Fuck,” he moaned.

“I bet Samantha asks you to be her baby’s daddy too. Mm. Wouldn’t that be hot? Her and Aiko, pregnant together with your kids?”

“And Paige together with them,” Bambi breathed. “All three of them pregnant together. Mmm, think about it, Paige, you pregnant and sitting on Samantha’s face, sucking on Aiko’s big pregnant tits?”

“Oohhhhh, fuck!” Paige wailed. She came, and she moved fast. She jumped off Jordan and snatched the finger vibe from her before coming around the bed, tugging up Bambi’s nightie, and burying her mouth against Bambi’s ass and cunt. She drove the finger vibe between their blonde girlfriend’s legs, against her clit and mound, and Bambi rocked back against her face.

“Think you can please us all, Jack?” Christa asked, her hands going to the back of her head, making her big breasts thrust out as she bounced on top of him.

“You know I can,” he said back. He rubbed her mound and her clit with three fingers. “You’re mine, Christa.”

“Yours,” she agreed. “I’m yours, I’m yours, I’m yooours…”

“Come for me, baby,” he said, rubbing her clit harder.

“Y-yes! Coming! Oh, oh Jack!”

Her rocking reached a crescendo, her orgasm hitting her hard and leaving her nearly falling backwards. He grabbed her waist and pulled her towards him. Christa collapsed onto him, kissing his lips, his chin, his cheeks.

“Thank you,” she murmured into his ear. “I never really wanted to leave but I thought it was what might be best.”

“If you ever get that idea again, let’s talk,” he murmured back, and patted her butt.

“I will.” She turned to look at the threesome at the bottom of the bed.

“Call one of them out.”

“Jordan. Get up here and ride our man.”

He kissed Christa again and spanked her ass. She laughed throatily and slipped away as Jordan extricated herself from the threesome and hurried up the bed to kiss Jackson. “Hi, hi hi hi,” she said breathlessly as she pulled her nightgown up to her waist.

“Hey, beautiful,” he said. “Wanna come back to my place and fool around?”

“Just fool around?” Jordan asked, and slid on top of him. She wasted no time in pointing his dick where it needed to be, and sank down onto him, sighing contentedly. “Mmm, I want to be pregnant too someday.”

“Yeah?” he asked. “I love that idea.”

She laughed and dropped to kiss him. “I thought you might. Not for a while, but… someday.”

He held her there like that for a while, content to comfort her as best as he could. Sometimes it wasn’t enough, Jackson knew that, but that night it was, and he knew the few tears she shed while he wrapped his arms around her were not ones of pain, but happiness. Moments like that were worth holding onto.

“I love you,” he whispered in her ear. “Please don’t ever forget that.”

“I won’t.” She pulled back, putting her hands on his chest and smiling gently down at him through the spill of her dark hair. Slowly, she began to ride him, taking her time about it. Jackson didn’t mind. He had nowhere else he ever wanted to be.

Meanwhile, Christa and Paige were exacting a surgical strike on Bambi’s pussy, breasts, and ass. They had her pinned between them, all three on their knees, Paige behind Bambi, stroking her breasts through her camisole with one of the massaging wands, the finger vibe against her delicate bud. On the other side, Christa worked her pussy, her vibrator set to a slower pulse to give her three wildly varying sensations. Bambi couldn’t keep still, twisting her head to kiss Paige, then Christa, then Paige again. She was going to come fast for them, and did, crying out wordlessly, but they didn’t stop.

“We’re going to leave you a warm gooey mess for Jack,” Christa said. “Let’s see how many times we can make her come before we give her to him.”

“I love that idea,” Paige said, and kissed the side of Bambi’s neck, making their blonde lover moan.

Jordan watched some of this over her shoulder, then returned her attention to Jack, eyes sparkling. It made him wish he had a camera handy. He knew the darkness inside Jordan was as much a part of her as the light, but this was the woman he thought she wished she could be all the time, delighted and consumed by love.

She crested easily, but Jackson didn’t want her to go, not yet, so when she went to climb off him, he held her in place and shook his head. She gave the others a glance, then looked down at him and began to rock again as his hands went to her slender hips and waist.

In those minutes together, despite the need starting to build inside him, Jack tried to show Jordan his love. He drove up into her, willing her to understand that he was here for her, that he loved her no matter if she was happy, sad, or somewhere in between. In some ideal world he’d give all his girlfriends the attention and time they deserved but in this one he gave as much of himself as he could. Would it always be enough? He didn’t know. But he could love Jordan now, and he did, pulling her back down to him, his hips thrusting against hers as she rocked on top of him, gasping, moaning, crying out as she came again.

She slid free of him, grinning and kissing him hard again, a few more tears falling against his skin. “Good tears,” she whispered. “Promise.”

“Good,” he whispered back and kissed her nose.

“Ah, ah, f-fuck, ah, ah, keep d-doing that, oh, oh fuck,” Bambi gasped behind them.

“Bambi!” Jordan called.

“Wha-? No no no, I’m so close again, I’m so close!”

“Time’s up!” Paige said, and smacked Bambi’s ass.

“Oh, you bitches. I’m going to make you pay later.”

“Come on, like you’re going to complain about fucking Jack silly,” Christa said.

“Good point, yeah,” Bambi said, and twisted to dive on top of him. She grinned down at him, and grabbed his cock. “Hi, baby, yes, sweet words, et cetera, et cetera, get this thing inside me and fuck me stuuuupid.”

He laughed, and grabbed his cock and aimed it at her entrance. She dropped, and threw back her head. “Ohhhh, God, that’s what I needed.”

It was Paige’s turn to be serviced by Jordan and Christa now that they had been well and properly fucked. They sat on their knees in a triangle, taking turns kissing each other before Jordan whispered something in Christa’s ear. Their older lover nodded, and dropped onto her back. “Come here, future baby mama,” she said, and Paige did, crawling on top of her.

“Sixty-nine,” Jordan ordered. “I have plans for that butt.”

As Paige and Christa began to lick each other, Jordan slipped off the bed and went to the dresser. Inside were all their toys, and she produced both a dildo and a bottle of lube. She added some to the dildo’s tip as she slowly walked back to the bed, making Paige stare at her with a shiver of anticipation.

As Jordan teased Paige’s bud with the dildo, Bambi bounced hard on Jackson’s cock. Her fine blonde hair matted to her sweaty forehead and he swiped it aside to see her beautiful smile. “God, I love you,” he said.

She grabbed his hands and brought them to her lips in turn. “I love you, baby.”

“Oh, oh, shove that fucking thing inside me!” Paige yelled.

That cracked Jackson up, and soon Bambi was laughing too. She collapsed on him, still holding his hands. “The weirdest life, I swear to God,” she said.

“Would you change any of it?” he asked. Words that would haunt him in just hours, when he stared up at the ceiling in the dark bedroom, the woman next to him still crying softly, neither of them able to sleep.

“Not for a billion dollars,” Bambi said. “I’m pretty crazy about you, Jackson Corso.”

“I’m pretty crazy about you too,” he said.

“Fuck my ass, fuck my ass, fuck my slutty fat fucking ass!” Paige wailed.

Bambi started giggling again, and Jackson took over, moving inside her. He fucked Bambi hard, his need growing and growing. He honestly wasn’t sure he’d last if he couldn’t make her come fast, but Bambi wasn’t just in a silly mood – she was horny, and she’d been denied her orgasm earlier before jumping onto Jack. She twisted her head against his chest, rocking to meet his hips, little gasps escaping her as she lost herself to the pleasure. She gripped his hands tight, fingernails digging into his skin, and she began to quake.

“Jack, oh, oh Jack…”

“Take my cock, Bambi, take it.”

“Y-yes, nnngh, give it to me hard.”

He fucked her faster, driving deep inside her as she dug into his hands even harder. His balls churned and he was right on the edge. He tried to think about Paige pregnant and how he promised he’d give her his first load every night, but that sure as hell didn’t help and he was hurtling towards the edge.

But Bambi was there first.

“Ohhhh, like that, like that, oh, ohhh!” she cried out, and came with a delicious side-to-side shimmy of her hips, her blonde hair falling across her face again.

“Paige,” he grunted, and Bambi’s eyes shot open. She pushed back and off him, and yoinked Paige in mid-dildo thrust by Jordan. The thing stuck out of her curvy bottom and Jordan plucked it out and everyone fell into a circle around Jackson and Paige as she mounted him, her smile beatific.

“You held on for me,” she said.

He nodded, and gritted his teeth when beautiful, curvy Paige slid down onto him, taking him deep inside her unprotected cunt. “You’re going to have my baby,” he said.

“I’m going to have your baby.”

And with that, Jackson found the reserve to hang on. But something came over him with Paige. His games were done. He held her and twisted her onto her back. Their lips crushed against each other as he pulled back and drove into her, making her legs kick. He grabbed them and bent them at the knee, spreading them wide as his other girlfriends touched Paige, kissed shoulders and her hips, loved her. But her lips were Jackson’s, and he took them.

A father. Someday soon, he’d be a father.

“I love you so goddamn much,” he said, his voice hoarse. “A mom, you’re going to be such a beautiful mom, Paige.”

“The best mom,” Jordan said, and Bambi and Christa murmured their agreement.

“Fuck me, Jack, take me,” Paige said.

“So beautiful,” he repeated. “So in love with you. Paige, Paige…”

“Yessss,” she gasped, her hips bucking. “Fuck me, Jack, oh, oh, just like that, ohhh, I love you, I love you, I love you.”

“Come for me, baby, come for me, and then I’m going to come in you, and… and soon…”

“Preg-nant…” she whimpered, and she kissed him hard, hard enough to mash his lips against his teeth, and she tossed her head back, coming, coming, and just seconds later, he shoved deep, coming too.

“Paige!” he grunted, and she was kissing him frantically.

They finally fell apart a minute later, Christa having slipped off the bed to give Jackson room to collapse sideways. She said, “This feels like a moment for champagne. First Aiko and Samantha, and our darling Paige finishing her first book and going off the pill… we need to celebrate. I’ll be right back.”

“I’ll go with you,” Jordan said. “I’m starving.”

“We have that rotisserie chicken and crackers,” Christa said. “How about we take a quick break, make up some chicken salad, and then dinner in bed?”

“Sounds perfect to me,” Jackson said. “But why don’t I make the food while everyone else relaxes?”

“Stay, Jack,” Jordan said. “Christa and I have this. You cuddle with Paige and Bambi.” She smiled and caressed Bambi’s arm. “The original trio.”

They left the room, talking about toasting some ciabatta they bought from the farmers’ market and whether to toast it or use crackers. Paige and Jack made room, and Bambi snuggled in on his other side. He held them both close.

“A mom,” Bambi said. “You know I’ll help you with him or her, when you need it.”

“Thanks, Bambi. Have you thought about it anymore too?”

“A little bit,” Bambi said. “I think when you have yours, I might go off the pill.”

“Really?” Jackson asked. “That’d be amazing.”

“I’m kinda thinking I might move in with Mom for the short-term when I have the baby,” Paige said. “I’m not breaking up with all of you, but a crying baby around here would definitely kill the sexy mood.”

“You know we don’t care about that,” Jack said.

“Oh, you will, trust me,” Paige said. “Besides, Mom’s as baby crazy as I am. I kinda like the idea of it.”

“Whatever you want, baby,” Jackson said. “I’ll be there to help you out as much as I can.”

“Mm, but I’d want you here too,” Paige said. “This is going to be so complicated.”

“But in a good way, right?” Bambi asked.

“Right.”

While the others made a quick dinner, Jackson led Paige and Bambi into the bathroom and started up the shower. He took his time washing Paige, then wound up in the middle of the pair, their hands all over his body until they went to his cock as if they had a mental conversation about it. They looked at each other, bodies glistening from the water and kissed.

“Back to the bedroom?” Paige asked.

“Oh, definitely,” Bambi said.

They shut off the water and stepped out again. The music stopped as Jackson laid them out on the edge of the bed, legs dangling off. He brought his hands to their pussies, kissing first Bambi, then Paige. But before things could get even more heated, Jordan hurried into the room, followed by Christa, a phone to her ear. They both looked horrified.

“What is it?” Paige asked. She sat up fast, her eyes widening. “Is it my mom? Is my mom okay?”

It was the same assumption Jackson would have come to. Paige’s mom shed a lot of pounds since he first met her thanks to healthier living, but she was often easily winded, the result of some nagging respiratory problems.

“It’s Bambi’s dad,” Christa said, holding the phone out. “He’s had a heart attack.”

* * *

The patient looked up at Dove, giving her a tired but beautiful smile. “Is it torture time again?”

“It’s torture time again,” Dove said, returning her smile. “Sorry, Nellie. But if it’s any consolation, Dr. Pam says you can have something a bit more substantial than Jello for dinner. If you walk around the ward with me.”

“I don’t know whether to cheer or swear,” the elderly woman said as Dove readied her for the more mobile machinery.

“How about you cheer now, and swear later? Or swear now, and cheer later when you’re eating some chicken and mashed potatoes?”

“Damn!” Nellie said.

Dove felt so tired. She knew on days like that one her usually brilliant smile was pretty obviously fake, but she tried to be positive anyways. That said, she’d been working a long string of twelve-hour shifts lately, seven of them. Eight? It was three days ago that Ron stopped by to tell her he liked her a lot and he loved her big heart, but that he couldn’t take the long hours and feeling like he was the only one putting in the time into their relationship, as though she needed to deal with that after having had to change two catheters put in haphazardly by her incompetent and lazy shift manager.

So… seven days on. Another seven to go. Lovely. At least the money would be good.

As Dove walked Nellie slowly around the ward, talking to her about the old woman’s fascinating history as a ticket-taker for an actual carnival in the sixties and seventies, she looked out one of the big picture windows overlooking Fort Cloud. She didn’t mind the city, but sometimes it felt like she was trapped here by a sense of obligation to her patients and an administration who didn’t appreciate her.

But then there were patients like Nellie, wonderful, colorful people who deserved her care and attention. Dove turned back to her now, her smile more natural even as her heart ached for something indefinable.

* * * * *

I wanted to give a quick shout-out to the fantastic Marc Manchester, professional photographer extraordinaire, for all the great advice he’s given me throughout the Beauties and the Geek series. If there are factual errors in any of the technical aspects of the photography and modeling in the series, the fault rests with the ding-dong student and certainly not the tutor.  Check out Marc’s work here.

And as always, thanks for reading! Follow me all over the Internet here!
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