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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


Right when I got into model photography and started making a name for myself, I met my wife. Bad timing, I know. 

So yeah, I guess this series is a ‘what-if’ scenario. It didn’t hit me until I got a third of the way through writing this one. Lucky for you, it syncs mighty well with the rest of the outline. 

Expect even more depravity. I do plan on going a little more nuts with Braun than usual though. So let’s take the wish-fulfillment thing to eleven this time. 

And then I’ll push it a little higher than that, just for good measure. 


BIMBO BLUE 2

Madi’s shots were already moving copies.

As in, plenty of them.

Stock photography wouldn’t be the new bread and butter anytime soon. But between dropping the rent on my apartment and that fresh shot in the arm, I had breathing room.

Adding to the catalog of Madi’s images all week, sleeping on my futon in the back didn’t make me look like hell. Worrying about paying expenses had stressed me out more than anything else. So I grinned and took the good with the bad.

Which was great. Tricia was supposed to come by for her session, and she’d she’d be here any second.

Madi knew the drill. Pulling that backdrop down, she looked my way. “What outfits should I wear this time?”

Panic hit me. Shit, I haven’t even told her yet. “Tricia’s agreed to a shoot this evening.”

“Oh...” Madi grabbed the broom and started whisking the dust off the studio’s floor. “So you don’t need me tonight?”

She’d made me a happy man since that first session. “I never said that. Hang around, and we’ll see where it goes.”

“You haven’t used the backdrop with anyone else, so I figured it was our thing.”

As if I’d try something like that my usual customers. Checking every thumbscrew on the tripod to buy time, I passed it off like Madi was concerned about nothing. “When did I say you couldn’t join in?”

Strutting her stuff without the glasses, Madi bumped her ass my way as she swept. “You’ve been barking up Tricia’s tree for a while. Maybe I’m worried about being replaced.”

As stock model, possibly. But Madison wasn’t letting the joy of having her around end with her shoot. “If it goes well, letting both of you pose would draw even more money. Besides, Tricia’s got a boyfriend.”

Madi perked up, pushing the handle of the broom between her tits.

In a tight shirt like that, minus a bra, I was already getting wood.

“I hope you’re not bullshitting me.”

Keeping myself reigned in hurt. “She’ll be here soon.” I started transferring the last round of the day. “Why don’t you go ahead and let me handle clean-up duty? Tricia’s the kind of diva who needs a makeup assistant.”


Tricia struck the first pose like it was her thousandth time. Because it was.

I glanced over at Madi while my finger eased down on the button. Someone’s jealous.

Looking through the viewfinder until the autofocus locked on Tricia, I gave it the second, harder press. The bulbs fired, drowning her perfect body in light.

Staring through the lens in awe, Tricia wasn’t one to disappoint. Dressed in that business-slutty outfit, I was already thinking of what I wanted to do to her.

The next flash of the lights popped off. Something about Tricia had already started to change. Her bottom lip tucking between her teeth wasn’t just the model getting into it.

I paused long enough to check on Madi again. With her arms crossed and one foot tapping against the floor, I knew she was ready to steam out of both ears. And not for the same reason I was.

“She’s got a stray lock going right down that cleavage. Could you move it for me?”

Madi scowled like I’d asked her to lick the toilet seats. “If she knows where it is, why can’t she do it?”

I wanted to roll my eyes hard enough to tie my optic nerves into a rat’s nest. “Tricia’s not even fifteen feet away. Just fucking do it, alright?”

Huffing a breath that almost steamed, Madi didn’t look at me before she stormed over. “I don’t know why Braun thinks you can’t see it in the mirror any better than I can.”

Tricia didn’t seem to mind. That extra blush in her cheeks sold the next couple of dozen shots.

I stopped to check the raw photos on the back of my camera. Tricia was damn near perfect in each one, if you have to ask.

Happy that we’d run through a night’s work in record time, I let off the shutter button and looked around at Tricia. “Alright. Next outfit.”

Looking more disappointed than I expected, Tricia almost skipped to the dressing room.

But I had my own issues to handle as the door closed.

Madi was already dragging that fucking phone out of her pocket when I cleared my throat.

“Hey, can we talk for a minute?”

Her breath almost snorted as she put looked my way. “About what, exactly?”

I wanted to yell. But this session was going too well to screw it up with drama. “What’s with the goddamned attitude tonight?”


Five minutes of trying not to yell at Madison had sent my blood pressure into the stratosphere. Opening the studio’s main door, I waved her in. “We’ll calm down and pick this up again later, okay?”

Madi took a step back. “You still haven’t explained why I wasn’t told about this until Tricia was about to show up.”

“I fucking forgot, okay?” Which I honestly had.

“Bullshit! I’m old material now.”

My hand gripped the knob until it hurt. “If you think I’ll make enough with one stock model to keep the bills paid, you’re about to do more than snark your way out of a job. I don’t wanna fire you, especially after this past week.  But one model doesn’t make a portfolio.”

She didn’t even look at me again. “Fine. But I want my own part in what we’re doing tonight.”

Madi pulled the door hard enough to jerk it out of my palm.

Little, fucking bitch!

The slam echoed against the other buildings nearby. If she wanted to be a cunt like this for much longer, I’d have had no problem sending her ass home.

But then again, I had to wonder why she’d turned back into her old self. Madi had to have been watching the flash hit the backdrop as much as Tricia.

My little theory about the color had a million holes in it.

So what option did I have left, other than to chuck a few loops in her way?


Tricia came out later than I thought she would. Wearing the classic business-slutty outfit of a short, tight skirt and a blouse with too many buttons undone, I could tell she’d ‘taken her time’ getting ready.

The blush in Tricia’s cheeks that hinted at a wet spot between her legs was obvious before I got her in the first pose. But there was still work to be done.

I looked around the camera body long enough to bark, “Alright, you know the drill. Standing poses first.”

Madi scoffed, making sure I heard it the grunt.

There was more important shit to take care of, though. The flash blew off a couple more times. “Alright, next set!”

As I adjusted the focal length of the lens, I felt two hands clasp around my shoulder.

Madi’s voice burned into my ear. “You’re getting off on this, aren’t you?” She’d already hit my limit. And now the girl was curb-stomping it.

“Go change into that swimsuit from our first round, if it pisses you off so much.”

“Fine.”

I shook my head at Tricia as I heard Madi stomp hard as she could in flats. “Sorry about that. She’s pissed, even though I’m paying her for tonight.”

Tricia looked back at me, confused as all hell. “Weren’t you two getting along for once?”

“I thought so, too.”

But instead of doing what I wanted, Madi stormed back over. “No… Braun, we need to talk.”

What fresh hell is this? I jerked my head toward the dressing room and as I looked at Tricia. “Might as well change into that bikini.” And I had a reason for saying that.

Meanwhile, I felt my arm jerk as Madi started hauling me to the door.


Close to my limit, I was ready to walk away before Madi could get her ass fired. Two or three minutes of being yelled does that to me.

Yet she kept going. “I thought this was our thing!”

Leaning against the metal siding, I didn’t want to send her home yet. Tempting as it was. “It’s business. What the fuck is your damage tonight, anyway?”

“So you’re not trying to fuck her.”

“Who said I was?” Mind you, I’d take any opportunity to plow Tricia like a field. “If I want to make anything in stock photography, I can’t just use one model. No matter how hard you’ve been knocking it out the park.”

Madi huffed and poked her glasses up the bridge of her nose. With arms crossed, every word dripped with piss and venom. “You didn’t even ask me to join in that shoot.” As if outfits expire like milk.

Winning wasn’t about to happen. Swallowing I’d regret later, I pointed at the studio’s front door. “Fine. Change into that fucking bikini. It’s about the same color as the one Tricia’s getting into, right?”

She grinned and turned away. “See? Was it so hard to let me in on it?”

“A few weeks ago, you’d have bit my head off just as hard for suggesting you pose in something like that.” I wasn’t about to stop her, though. Even more of Madi in that highlighter-yellow thing would make it worth my time. “But I have to do shots of other models by themselves.”

Madi didn’t say another word. But she did smirk even harder.

Feeling the pressure of the door slamming, I couldn’t figure out what kind of bug had crawled up her ass. We’d already discussed why Tricia was off-limits to me, since she had a boyfriend and all.

But so long as I had my assistant/fuck-buddy the next morning, and Tricia kept agreeing to more shoots, I wasn’t in a bad place. The only trick would be keeping my sanity.


Tricia came out of a dressing room first, about ten minutes after I expected her to. Blushing all over, the girl shivered with every step.

I already got the gist, but I figured I’d give Tricia an out. “What the hell were you doing in there?”

Her cheeks went even redder. Stammering over the words, she blurted, “Nothing, just changing!”

“Uh huh...” I didn’t want to embarrass her, but it had to be said. “Madi’s joining you on this one. Take a second to cool off.”

The look on her face wasn’t complete shame, but Tricia crossed her arms to hide the pokies sticking through her top. “So don’t judge for it, but I need to ask you something.”

“Fire away.” I dropped on the stool behind the camera, acting like I was fiddling with settings.

“I’m feeling really into it tonight.” Tricia was all smiles as she took a step my way. “I don’t know why.”

Pieces were starting to come together for me. Madi had gone through the same change with every session. But on the other side of the camera lens, she’d began turning back into her old, insufferable self. “Maybe it’s a flow-state or something like that.”

Tricia was about to pull out whatever answer she was hauling from the mud.

But that’s Madi stomped out with purpose. “What, no more solo shots with your new favorite?”

I was finally able to look away from Tricia’s figure. “Actually, why don’t you carry that snotty blonde energy into the poses? It might work.”

Madi’s eyes rolled as she walked past Tricia. Her mad strut kept those tits bouncing. “Let’s get it over with.”

Looking at the tight brunette in front of me, I had to shrug. “You heard the lady.”

Tricia spun around, pulling the bottom up until she damn near gave herself a wedgie.

Christ-Almighty! As much as I wanted to get everything started, the view was too nice. “With both of you wearing that shade of yellow, I need to make sure I’ve got the exposure speed right.”

The flash pulsed everything white.

Madi softened around the edges. She wrapped an arm around Tricia’s waist, bumping her object of envy close like nothing had happened.

Tricia reciprocated, snuggling herself closer to Madi.

Maybe they were just getting into the scene. But I had my doubts.

The camera settings were absolutely fine, of course. So I had an excuse to give them another prod. “Nice start. But if you can act like there’s an unspoken crush going on between ya, that’d be perfect.”

After the next pop seared my eyes, I expected them to fumble around with the idea.

But fuck no.

They weren’t doing a side-hug anymore. With breasts pushed together, Madi and Tricia reached for each others asses.

Seeing their lips meet like that shocked me into hitting the shutter again. I didn’t care about getting blinded that time.

Alrighty. That’s happening.

The flashes took exactly one second to recharge. Safe to put on the market or not, I had to keep hitting the button.

Tricia pulled the knot behind Madi’s back as they kept having a tongue war.

With their eyes closed, I stopped the clicking long enough to set up another auto-shoot. My theory about the backdrop and that white-paper’s claims started to fall together. All neat and tidy.

The lingering tension between them came out all at once. As a moment between horny enemies should.

I would have been fine with standing back and watching. You don’t get one hell of a show like that very often.

But when Madi jerked Tricia’s bikini top loose, I couldn’t help it anymore. This wasn’t about getting paydirt anymore. My dick went from a healthy chub to standing at full attention.

Eyes, two brown and two blue, shot their gaze at me as another spark lit up the room.

Tricia broke away from Madi’s lips. “Since he’s not busy,” she looked at Madi again, “Why don’t we call him over?”

I was already on the verge of busting.

Madi stuck an arm my way, curling a finger harder with each flash of light.

Having my way with both of them in the middle of the floor would have been peachy-keen. But I had a divan tucked in the corner of the room.

Barely looking away from the show, I picked the damn thing up and started walking it over.

There was enough heat between them to melt steel. By the time I had the piece of furniture on the ground, the moaning had started.

Each of them had a hand down a bikini bottom. Blonde and brunette started piling together, like Tricia and Madi were trying to swallow each other.

I made sure the broad, open side of the divan faced the camera. Yet if I was about to get involved, I didn’t want the pictures to end up full of bobbing-man-ass.

As I looked over to check my position, the way this all worked struck like another blink of flash. With just enough sense left to add it together, I realized it was the light shooting from the backdrop and against the mirror.

The next strobe didn’t give me time to think about it. Patting at the cushion with one hand, I pulled Tricia down a shoulder.

Madi set right into dropping onto her knees. Both of her hands tugged at the neon yellow bottom until she had it halfway up Tricia’s thighs.

After looking at the shots the next morning, I realized I’d stood there dumbfounded for half a minute.

But when Tricia starting moaning, I had to kick into action. Shooting this load in my pants would have been the worst kind of shame.

Tricia fell back, already twisting as Madi started licking away. She gave me a quick look, her cheeks blushing harder than ever. It had to be the most breathtaking sight on the big island of Hawaii.

Madi put her knees on the edge of the seat. With her ass stuck high, the invitation couldn’t have been more obvious.

I stepped behind her and grabbed a yellow strand hanging off each knot. The lights flashed again as I tugged.

The patch of yellow went slack. One swipe had it drifting to the floor.

I could tell she was wet enough to hit the ground running. Skipping the tease, my fingers tore at the front of my jeans.

My cock was out before I even started working on the belt or kicking off my shoes.

Madi shot her ass my way.

Weighing the options, I knew I could always drop some clothing later. But at the very least, I got that fucking belt off.

Pulling my shirt up with one hand, I guided Madi with the other. The tip struck home.

My heart was already bruising the inside of my ribcage. I’d never had the pleasure of a three-way. At least, not until then.

Pushing myself just enough to get halfway in, I stopped to give Tricia my own look. The satisfied look on her face told me more than an hour-long documentary. We were both having the kind of brain-melting fun that got people to want it made illegal. Just because they weren’t having it.

Madi pushed her rear against me, writhing just enough to send me jostling all through her.

I knew she was safe, so didn’t give a fuck. Trying to force myself even further in, a quick fumble at my belt dropped my pants and boxers.

Tricia moaned as I stepped my way out of everything that’d covered me under the waist. One reach back at my shoulders and a lift up tore the shirt off. With everyone bare as the moment we were born, letting Madi grind against my shaft took my breath away.

But she had our star of the night to take care of.

As Madi licked Tricia into a pool of liquid woman, I grabbed the swoop of her hips. Pulling almost all the way out and slapping back in, even a mouth full of cunt didn’t stop my helper from crying out.

Feeling my shaft glide through her, Madi felt hotter and tighter than ever. Another draw and a hand pushing down on the small of her back let me plunge hard enough to jerk Madi’s entire body.

The pops of light kept coming. Synced with the pace I was slamming against her, each round pushed Tricia and Madi louder and into a higher pitch.

A few dozen swings of my body left me breathless. Letting my full weight crash in, Madi’s pussy gave just enough to let me rest at her deepest. Trying to pull out, if only a little, she came back with me.

Jesus! Every twitch inside her coursed from the entrance on down.

Even the slightest bump closer gushed the excess down our thighs. If she wasn’t coming already, Madi was tipping on the absolute verge. But Tricia’s next yell stole my attention.

“Fucking shit!”

Settling back into Madi, cracking a palm against her ass felt too natural.

I knew her drill. Every time she’d starting howling like that, a little effort was all it’d take to finish her off.

Madi tried curling into a ball as she kept eating the hell out of Tricia. Both sides of her cunt tensed, with just enough slack to keep busting through.

Hearing the voices trill out in front of me, I groaned with the last push.

Each of them quaked off at the same time.

But Madi’s cunt didn’t want to let me go. As if she needed me to come right alongside her.

Holding on for dear life, I fought the urge. Letting her walls seize around me, it was enough just to take it all in and think about how lucky my ass was. I mean, these two were damn near perfect.

Gasping for air, Madi shoved forward and came next to Tricia. Jerking like they were trying to dance out of their own skin, looking down at those two made it feel like a dream had invaded reality.

My night was only gonna get better, though.

Tricia started to get her brains back first. She looked up at me, still twitching all over as she grinned.

Another bolt of hardness shot through my dick. But I wondered if Madi would throw another fit if I tried.

The answer came in bursts, staggered by my assistant’s labored breathing. “Go ahead… I want to watch.”

Madi rolled off the edge of the divan, resting on her knees and staring up as well. Like she’d take any order.

A strobe of light chucked me back into my own head. Hard as it was to back off for a second, I spun a finger at Tricia. “Put your ass on the arm.”

She twisted around as I stepped around Madi.

Grabbing a handful of blonde, I pulled her up. “And you’re not just watching, so get up.”

Tricia rested her ass on the tall side, lifting her pussy to the ideal height to stand there and fuck away. One slap against the bald mound jolted her entire body.

She was about to speak when Madi saddled atop her face, gazing my way. Going all-in, Tricia wasn’t backing down. But I knew what she was about to toss up.

That boyfriend of hers wouldn’t have to find out, though. Rosy lips shined with the next crack of light, even though Tricia’s mouth was already taking on Madi’s.

I didn’t even think about whether I could come in her or not. Batting my shaft against the white-hot cunt, I felt my pulse shoot a couple dozen beats a minute faster.

Aiming my cock down, I eased the tip into the verge of her entrance.

Tricia slapped both hands against the top of my thighs.

Does she want me to stop?

But Madi thrust her hips around, saying, “If he can finish in you, lick twice.”

I waited, sliding my length along the valley between Tricia’s folds. Hell if I was about to screw a girl who didn’t want it.

Madi’s neck tried to fold in half. Whipping her hair out of the way, she almost beamed as she locked eyes with me. “Oh yeah, she’s game!”

That was all I needed to hear. Jabbing the very end of myself into the open pink, I paused one last time. “If you don’t want it, go ahead and slap.”

Tricia’s grip tightened against my skin. She tried to pull, never getting a solid hold.

Good enough for me.

Madi snaked her fingers between Tricia’s, drawing each hand back as she kept rolling her slit atop our special guest’s mouth. “What the hell are you waiting for? Fuck her.”

As I pushed in, Tricia’s cunt fought back. Grabbing behind each of her knees, she was already too wet to keep it from happening.

My lungs emptied when I felt myself slip all the way in.

More than I could process, watching those two go all-the-way with it turned my thoughts into static fuzz.

Tricia held onto my waist like she didn’t want me to back out as Madi sat down on her face, looking directly at me.

She was already close, almost flooded inside and trying to roast my dick. When her grasp on my skin slipped, I knew it was time to reduce her to an absolute mess.

Madi shot a hand between myself and Tricia. Rubbing away on each of their clits, even she was running up on the goal.

I paused just long enough to take it all in. From struggling to keep my business afloat, to having a three-way with stock models. I already wanted to kick myself for not making changes sooner.

But another jolt of light reminded me of what had made the difference. This perfect sky blue, bouncing into a mirror and back again at someone’s eyes drove people wild. I had to know why, but that could wait until I’d collected my prize from using it.

Tricia jerked as I cracked into her. Pushing on the backside of her legs, I spread her as far as she’d go.

That extra half-inch made her gasp around Madi’s pussy.

Going along with it could have baked my beans around the same time they’d count down to lift-off. But I had to keep myself under control, hard as that was.

Easing away for another gradual, deep push, my skin was already on fire. Red as they were, I knew we’d all be steaming by the end of it.

Madi ramped up the play on Tricia’s clit, grinding herself harder to get the same fun. Her voice was already getting raspy. “Why are you holding back?”

I had to smile. “And let this end about the time it starts? Are you insane?”

She lifted herself only enough to let Tricia hear. “Looks like we’re in for another round.”

Both of them acted like they couldn’t come fast enough.

Which only made it harder to steel my reserves for that second bout. Hearing Madi and Tricia whine, their voices bouncing against the wall just like the flashes hitting my eyes too… My balls were already starting to ache.

The pain of keeping myself behaved kept growing. Feeling Tricia’s walls grip even tighter, then pulse open and shut around me, the most basic, reptilian part of my brain screamed that I had to finish.

On the precipice of giving in, I didn’t just feel them snap. I heard and watched it too.

Madi’s entire stomach tremored as Tricia fought against the spread I’d held on her legs. I kept my grip, pushing hard until she was loud as Madi, even through the rolling set of hips over her face.

I let go. Resting my weight against the closed set of legs that had shifted to the right of my head, her walls gave in just long enough to trap me all the way inside her.

The loudest bout of chaos I’d ever heard erupted in front of me.

Madi tensed from head to toe. Her screams vibrated my eardrums while her eyes slammed tighter than the walls I’d barged myself into.

Meanwhile, Tricia’s body seized.

There was no chance I’d pull free of her, assuming I’d committed to finishing off with that round. Even trying to ease the slightest bit out, that wasn’t about to happen.

Letting them come like the inevitable, the pulses of Tricia’s channel ripped from the base of my shaft, all the way down to the tip. Several per second, getting harder to feel with a straight face the whole time.

But then, as the hardest shock trailed off, every part of her relaxed.

Just as spent, Madi lifted herself up. Shaking as hard as she would in a walk-in freezer, it was a small miracle that she could even ask, “Care if I stand back and watch the last round?”

I could tell she was beyond done. Dripping with sweat, makeup streaking down every part of her face, and shaking like a leaf on a tree.

Even my voice stuttered. “You’re really sitting out the best part?”

Madi grabbed my shoulders, partly to hold herself up. Then she whispered, “That meat-head of a boyfriend would kill you, but there no risk in coming in her either.”

Tricia’s pussy let up, giving me a chance to whip out of her before the words sank in. “You promise?”

Still whispering and panting, Madi tried to compose herself. “Girls talk about things like that. Besides, if you knock her up, I won’t be your star anymore, will I?”

Maybe it was Madi’s way of getting Tricia into my head, rush her into the last week’s news, and the door. But there was something in her tone I knew I could believe.

Their bodies separated as Madi leaned even further into my ear. “Besides, looking at the pictures you’ve taken when we do this is fucking hot.”

The grin faded from one side of my mouth. “So what was with all that jealousy?”

Madi pushed herself away from me, standing all the way up before she turned around. “Do a good enough job, and I’ll tell you all about it.”

Another wave of tension rippled through my sack. Waiting for Tricia to stand on her own feet again was taking too long.

But Madi had to see it in my eyes. Pulling our guest off the divan, she muttered, “Okay, sweetie, it’s time for Braun’s reward.”

I almost fell into the cushions, propping my head and shoulders against the raised arm. Still getting total exposure to the lights, the camera was primed to get a snapshot of everything.

Tricia rested both hands on her knees, looking at the pole standing at complete attention between my legs. “So we’re not taking turns with him?”

Madi stepped into her heels and leaned over me. “Why don’t you tell Braun where you want him to finish. You know, about the time you feel him get even harder.”

Brushing away a couple of golden curls, I was feeling it even harder. But I had to add, “Whatever won’t get you in trouble with Anderson.”

As Madi pulled away, Tricia took one step closer. “He won’t have to know.”

Which told me everything. Facing the last burst of light I’d look directly into, my reservations had been sent home without a consolation prize. “Then let’s get it on.”

Tricia bent over me, dropping a single peck against my lips. “Even when it goes this far, you look out for the model. That’s why I kept giving you slack.”

I was about to respond when she whipped around, mounting my lap with her ass in full view.

The words I had loaded and ready to go failed me. Feeling a slit glide along the underside of your cock kinda has that effect.

Madi was already at the tripod. The flashes quit blasting off as I watched her press some buttons. This wouldn’t be another round of photos. “Three minutes of recording time is you have left, boss.”

As if I’d need that much time.

Watching Madi step our way and rub against Tricia’s mound, both of them were trying to get that cunt armed and ready for my second round.

The lips parted around my head, getting me far enough in to let gravity take hold.

Grasping for the cushions that’d been stretched too tight to grab hold of, I inhaled exactly as long as it took Tricia to force herself down my length.

Heat and wetness surrounded me. Lying back, I gave the camera one of those quick, corny looks.

With the soles of Tricia’s feet resting against my hips, I pushed my whole midsection upward.

Her whimpers started to crack around the edges. Then I felt the girl plant each hand on my knees.

But Madi had to interrupt everything as she walked toward the camera rig again. “You think we should make this a weekly thing?”

The breath I was holding in came out all at once. “Hell yes!”

“I wasn’t asking you, idiot!” Madi fiddled with the lens, probably zooming in on the action playing out in front of her. “So how about it?”

Tricia whipped her entire body, top to bottom, trying to hollow me out. “I like it!”

Letting someone you paid every week become the boss was a terrible idea. And I knew it. But why the shit would I try to slow anything down?

The brunette goddess riding me like I was a pissed-off bull dropped herself even harder.

My eyes opened just long enough to see her hands gripping the bottom edge of the divan.

Even pushing my ass against the upholstery, I didn’t pull myself out a single inch.

The grind kept playing out. Front to back, a whip to each side, and then clockwise.

Madi’s voice leaked through a gap in Tricia’s screams. “Keep going, just like that...”

My voice started getting deeper and higher at the same time. “Will you quit goddamned teasing for her?”

Tricia knew what I was getting at. And she probably felt the sudden pulse in my dick. Trying to roll me through the frame of the fuck seat, her pussy gripped harder than ever.

My body gave out. Not from coming, just yet. But I didn’t have the power left to slow anything down.

Sounds began powering through the breaks in Tricia’s voice as she started grinding against me.

As Madi kept trying to make it worse. “Exactly like that! Make him come!”

The bend in my neck was starting to pop vertebrae. Each hand rested on the curve of Tricia’s ass. Maybe trying to keep her down. But I could have been trying to cheer her bounce without knowing it.

Brown curls tickled against my chest. Figuring out that I was ripping her down my length, the faint touch of Tricia’s hair against my chest set off the final gate.

My nuts fizzed off as I pushed her down. Bumping myself up, I couldn’t get far enough into Tricia for what my body wanted.

That first moan silenced her cries.

A silken, hot burn ran up the core of my shaft. Then it spread.

Feeling the cream spread down to my base, each gasp I bellowed out had more volume.

As Tricia shivered, trying to force me even further into herself.

She’d gone insane. Twisting herself in each direction, pulling harder until I soaked every nook and cranny.

Then I felt the nub inside her twitch. As if Tricia’s body wanted get pregnant, driven by instinct.

Enjoying it too much, I played along. The split at the end of my dick pushed deeper.

My body start to relax until it was too damn late. What have I fucking done? My face went pale, even as I didn’t fight what felt too natural.

Madi stood over me, letting her blonde hair fall inches from my face. “Did we have fun?”

“Eat shit.” The heat in my chest made every breath hurt. “That was too far.”

Red lips and white teeth drew closer. “I told you that she was fair-game. Knock up one of the models, and I have to fade into the background.”

Which didn’t make me feel better about her. “That’s the perfect way make me nervous about working with your ass.”

Madi curled her smirk even harder as she cracked a hand against Tricia’s ass. “Up!”

Leaning against the nearest wall, I panted like someone who’d gotten off the couch for the first time, and then tried to run a marathon.

Tricia let Madi finish what I could last long enough to do. Which didn’t take long.

But that knowing, evil look in Madi’s eyes as she ate the creampie scared the absolute hell out of me.


I finally had my turn in the bathroom. Caught up in lasering a sheet of toilet paper in half and pondering how the backdrop only worked with the mirror, the sudden knock cut off my stream.

Tricia’s voice passed through the door. “So I need to talk to you, as soon as you’re done.” If she’d have waited fifteen more seconds, it would have been lovely.

Feeling the burn of that post-sex piss getting interrupted, I zipped my fly. Before I turned on the faucet to wash my hands, I asked, “Am I gonna like what I’m about to hear?”

Chipper wasn’t a thing Tricia did. But it came through with each word. “Actually, I’ve got some other models you should get in contact with.”

Thank fuck! After a quick lather and rinse, I patted both hands against my jeans.

As I opened the door, Tricia was standing right in my way. “This multiple model thing can work out for everyone. Do you want contact info for some of my friends?”

By itself, having the right numbers would save me weeks of trying to find the next subject. “Don’t let me stop you.” As I reached for the new fifty in my pocket. She’d more than earned it.

Tricia pulled me over to the couch.

Backing my face away a few inches, I saw her first suggestion.

Her body snuggled close. One leg draped over mine as she said, “Lynn Baker. She charges the same rate I do.”

Strawberry blonde, innocent-looking as all fuck, and fit for any man’s fantasies… This Lynn chick had everything I needed. “I’m sold.”

Tricia jerked her phone away and tapped against the screen. “Then I’ll vouch for you.”

I could have kissed her.

But Tricia was already standing up. “The only favor I ask in return is even more work.”

“Okay!”

Thumbscrews began turning, though. Tricia smirked before she added, “Every duo shot is a hundred for each of us. But it looks like you know how to make it pay off now.”

Before the backdrop, I’d have scoffed at it. “Every favor has a price, huh?”

“You paid yours on time for once. We could make this work.”

Madi wasn’t anywhere to be found, but I had to ask, “What about all three of you?”

“One-fifty for each of us.”

Even with with lower expenses, she was stomping my nuts here. “I can’t afford that right now.”

But Tricia knew how to string a man along. “Do a solo shoot with Lynn and see how it moves everything. I can wait.”
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Sweet as ever, my girlfriend of three years leaned forward. “I’ve been blowing your phone up, but you never answered.” If she hadn’t said it like I was one of her third-graders, I would have thought something was wrong.

Ron didn’t look as pissed as I thought he would. He dropped his big ass in the chair, making it groan. “Now I get why you were fine with taking a part-time, temp job. Congrats, you li’l bastard...”

I had no idea what either of them were going on about. “This some kind of joke?”

But Lindsay was already bursting at the seams. “Your great-uncle Theo called your mom to pass the news, but she couldn’t get you to answer, either.”

Dragging the phone out of my pocket, I finally got something like the point. Over thirty missed calls, all within the past hour.

“What news?” Uncle Theo hadn’t died, at least. Not that I’d dwell on it until work was over.

Ron leaned forward and shook the whole desk with his elbows. “Who knew I had local royalty working in my shop? No wonder you’ve never minded pissing me off.”

If I was royalty, nobody had ever told me. “I’m a woodworker who barely keeps the lights on at home. Have you even seen the truck I drive to work?”

Now Lindsay looked baffled too, ducking her head toward Ron. “He’s not lying. I do wish you’d give him more hours.”

I shot her a look that I thought would freeze ice over again. “It’s fine, Ron. You know I’m not the fastest worker, and I’ve been trying to improve on it.” Without churning half-assed pieces, anyway.

***

I took a few steps closer. “Long time, no see, Uncle Theo.”

He still didn’t turn around. Not that a guy so close to a hundred would try. “Alex?”

“Yeah… You called me over, so here I am.”

Waving a hand over the corner of the seat, he still didn’t look my way. “Get over here and let me see what kind of man you’ve turned into.”

It had been close to twenty years. Giving Lindsay a quick motion to follow, I knew his eccentricities well enough. “I brought my girlfriend with me. I hope it’s not a problem.”

Now he was stirring to life. Craning his neck as best he could, just the corner of his eye showed more life than either of us had. “Of course, bring her over here!”

Pervy, old bastard. The same pictures were on the wall. Like he’d had every model out of Playboy in his lap over the years, like Hef himself. And Lindsay wouldn’t have been out of place there either.

Even dressed in her knee-length skirt and sweater, Theo practically had her naked in his mind before we sat across from him. But Lindsay had always been naive about his sort.

His wrinkled face twisted into a smile. “Finally, a real woman in my house. That little, blonde skank will do me in before the cancer.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.” But I wasn’t about to dive into whatever prize might be waiting for me. “Ella seems a little young for a home-health aide. Is she actually taking care of you?”

“Not by choice, but well enough.”

Asking felt like a terrible idea. I looked him over, satisfied that he wasn’t getting shit beat out of him. “What did you do?”

Theo looked too damn satisfied. “One of my best friends is a judge who won’t retire, even if he’s about my age. Ella got nicked for shoplifting, and he was about to send her up the river for it. Third offense in two months and all that.”

“She probably isn’t eighteen!” It wouldn’t have bothered me, if the girl hadn’t been wearing cutoff, denim shorts that barely qualified as a thong.

“But she is, and the little dingbat keeps fucking up. She should be kissing my ass, because it would have been months in jail if I hadn’t stepped in.”

I didn’t care what Lindsay would think of it. I had to show how disgusting I thought it was. “There’s charity,” I roamed a finger around at all the frames on the wall, “and then there’s this.”

Theo turned his eyes to Lindsay again before propping his cheek against a balled fist. “Will you shut up? How do you think an old fart like me would get a hard-on, anyway?”

***

Hands wrapped around my waist, and then I felt my zipper drop.

Flipping the lathe’s switch, I didn’t dare give it any less than my whole attention. She’d gotten a little more frisky since we’d moved in. Which I assumed was from not having to stress about money anymore.

But then I saw the flash of blonde between myself and the bench.

Jerking my hips back, I planted a hand on Ella’s forehead. “What the absolute fuck are you doing?”

She didn’t bother trying to break free. “What do you think?”

Thoughts turned to static. Trying to come up with anything to say, I let go of her forehead and stepped away, zipping myself up.

As Ella stayed crouched, showing more toe than a camel in another pair of shorts. “You’d probably let that redhead do it.”

“Have you lost your mind?” Ten years prior, sure, I’d have let it play out. But I was Ella’s age back then too. “I mean, what would make you think this is a good idea?”

She stared back like I was a moron. “You’re rich, and you’re not so old that you’re about to goddamned die. Theo told me about why you’re always here now.”

That sleazy fucker… “If he put you up to this I’ll—”

“It was my idea, okay?” Ella stood up and leaned back.

Before I could yell at her to stop, it happened.

***

“Whatever kind of wood you’ve been working on, it smells good.”

Lindsay had never been shy of a little dust and sweat. Which was lucky for me. I’d always shown up from work, absolutely covered in both.

She kept going. “And now that we don’t have to worry about money, I can start thinking about other things.”

“Such as?”

Her top and bottom teeth pulled at the skin on my neck. Lindsay giggled for a second before answering, “I dunno. Maybe treating you like the king of this castle, and what it might lead to...”

Uh-oh. It had to be marriage or kids. But I liked the idea of the intervening steps becoming a thing. “Instead of dancing around it, show me what you want.”

I felt her hands fumble between our hips. The pop of a button and strrnk of her zipper almost knocked me over.

But the denim sliding down her legs popped me into a full woodie.

Lindsay nibbled at me again. “What do you think?”

I reached down. One of her hands guided me right down to her muff.

There was nothing there. No panties, and not a hair or hint of stubble.
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