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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


I wanted to have this out a week ago. Then gardening season snuck up on me. I’m sore all over, but I didn’t want to delay this story any further. Working late for a night won’t kill me. 

Now that I’m ahead on playing in the dirt and we’ve got plenty of rain coming, I’ll be easing into the usual schedule again. 

Don’t judge me. You can buy a propane flamethrower for $50, and they’re too fun to be legal. Of course I’m gonna play with it every chance I get. You can cook a mean steak with one too. Let’s call it my hobby, now that writing is how I make a living.


BIMBO BLUE 3

Another day, another round of senior pictures. But within a couple of weeks, I was ecstatic that Madi and Tricia’s sets were starting to compete with the usual business.

It was time to make stock photography the new full-time gig.

While Madi rushed our latest brat out the door, I pored through Tricia’s list of contacts for the hundredth time. With several dozen, I had more options than I could exhaust before they aged out of the modeling game. But one stood out as the next boost to my portfolio.

This Lynn chick’s got that innocent vibe going on. Even though Tricia had warned me about her specifically, I had to step it up with more than two girls to photograph. What a pale, strawberry blonde girl like her was doing in Hawaii didn’t raise a flag just yet.

I pecked out a text, complete with a link to what I had up so far. The only thing left to do before was wait for her going rate.

The last shoot was halfway through transferring when I felt the vibration in my pocket.

$250 for three hours. No outdoor sessions.

How she’d kept herself from frying in the sun made sense, at least.

But two-and-a-half Benjamins was five times what Tricia asked. Plus, I couldn’t have every shoot in front of the same backdrop.

My thumbs blurred as I answered back. That’s steep, and you’re not the usual kind of model I work with. Lingerie wasn’t a thing I’d done.

She didn’t take more than a few seconds to respond. Thanks for asking and not stringing me along. Good luck.

Which wasn’t what I wanted to hear. I can still work with you. Give me a day or two, and I’ll see what I can work out. You free this weekend?

Lynn took a moment, which she may have done on-purpose. So far, nothing’s booked. Let me know.

When Madi got back to me, she could tell I was giddy. “Don’t tell me you’ve got Tricia showing up again.”

That was the plan for the next evening, and it was only Monday. “Not quite.” I pulled Lynn’s portfolio up again. “But I did find your next co-star.”

Madi cocked her eyebrows. “Despite the look, she’s kind of a bitch. I’ll do what I can.”

Which was my second red flag. But if had a good shot at getting in Lynn’s pants, I could work around a shit personality. Or so I thought.


The worst part of doing lingerie shots was, the ones that moved well were all in a more natural setting. That sucked for me, because I’d have to shell out even more cash for a snazzy rental house. Along with a photo release from the owner.

After spending all my free time checking around, I knew the rental would hurt more than paying Lynn. And with a two night minimum, I was gonna be eating coffee-pot ramen for a while longer. Close to a grand was a lot to shell out for three hours of shooting time.

But it was the promise of two nights sleeping on anything other than my old futon that sold me on it. After a few weeks of that, you don’t care anymore.

I texted Lynn that I’d call her.

K.

Waiting the awkward few minutes, I decided to get Madi excited about the idea. She had been ‘sleeping’ over most nights since we’d started banging.

It was little more than a two bedroom vacation house. But with three hours to work with Lynn, it wasn’t like we’d shoot in every room of a palace.

Madi almost squealed when she saw the view of the beach. “We’re absolutely doing this!”

I had to blush when I told her how I’d afford it, though. “The only catch is that I can’t pay you immediately for helping me out.”

She didn’t care. “I’ll do some free sessions just to sleep there a couple of nights.”

That worked for me. It would have been a shame to pay for beachfront access without getting some use out of it. “So if I schedule this Lynn chick for Saturday, you’re still game?”

Madi wrinkled her nose a little. “Couldn’t you get Tricia again? She’s fun.”

Even that hug around my neck from behind couldn’t change my decision. “Sorry, but I can’t make a living shooting you two alone. We have to bring more girls aboard and do more than just studio sessions.”

Her lock around my throat loosened. “I never thought having places like that in Hawaii would be a bad thing.” She let go and took a few steps back. “And everyone knows Lynn’s hard to work with.”

“I don’t have much of a choice here.” Turning around, I backed my ass against the desk and gripped the edge. “For every hour I do stock photos, I bring in a lot more revenue than these goofy senior photos.” Even if parents were willing to pay absolute hell for them.

Madi was already slipping her top button loose. “What’s to stop us from doing another one tonight?”

Not a damn thing. Mainly because she didn’t ask to get paid from moment I got involved. But with Lynn dropping herself in my lap, I had to test something.

Before she could squeeze herself around me again, Madi caught the distraction inside my head. “You don’t get quiet unless you’re thinking about something.”

“Let’s try another backdrop tonight. I need to test something.”


Shooting Madi on a white background tossed a little more variety in the old portfolio. But more than that, it let me run a trial.

As it turned out, I only had to leave that certain shade of blue close enough to reflect off the mirrors to get the whole effect. Not even ten minutes through, she was getting that pink in her face.

Going more risque didn’t help things either.

Madi pulled her arm away from her bare tits and stared my way. “I don’t know what you’re trying to prove, and I don’t care.”

Because of course she didn’t.

I was about to ask her to go into the next pose when I felt the sting in my nuts. “I’ve already seen enough.” But no programmed shots anymore. Even if she left that night, my spank-bank had already been filled. Not that I didn’t start recording video.

She got skeptical, though. “Braun, exactly why did you set up that backdrop outside of the frame?”

My whole body shrugged. “Can we call it a test? It fucking worked.” Which made me cringe and panic before I got the whole spiel out.

“You know something I don’t.” Madi leaned forward. “Care to explain what it is?” As she dropped to her knees when I got close.

I had to screw with her, if only to hide the truth. “A very specific shade of blue, hit by a flash and bounced off a mirror did all this.”

She looked up, if only long enough to get my zipper down and roll her eyes. “You’re full of it.”

Whether Madi wanted to believe it or not, that was the best truth I had. So I came up with another excuse for the test. “Your skintone has a lot of red. Why buy gels for the flash when I could bounce more blue in?”

Madi reached into my pants, grabbing the full erection with a jerking motion. “You already know that I don’t care.”

Lucky-fucking-me.

But I hadn’t watched the blue rebound from the mirror. If I had to slow myself down, I could have, for once.

The long pause made her stop. “This is when you make a smart-ass comment. What’s wrong?”

I hadn’t thought that far ahead. “I dunno.”

Madi looked up a final time before she grinned and aimed her mouth. Gripping each side of my ass, she gasped, “If you figure out a way to fuck her, I’ll know you’re up to something.”

Which actually did make me panic as Madi took me to the back of her throat.


With the house booked for the two night minimum, there was no point in tossing and turning on my futon if I didn’t have to. And with Madi along, that memory foam mattress wasn’t about to forget our first night there.

The shrill cry of some bird woke me up, and the light of the sun creeping through the blinds made sure I couldn’t drift off again. After a workout like the one we’d had, another hour our three would have been nice.

I could feel Madi wince at the noise too, without even rolling over to look at her.

Reaching for my phone charging on the nightstand, I almost filled my boxers when I saw the time. I nudged Madi a little closer to waking up before I said, “Get up, we’ve got shit to do before Lynn gets here.”

Madi barely moved. “Like what? It won’t take more than five minutes to get everything running.”

“When I’m paying her over eighty-per-hour for a shoot, every frame we can jam in counts.” I rolled out of her arms and stood up. “And I didn’t pay even more to rent this place just to fuck on someone elses bed.”

I was already putting a glob on my toothbrush before Madi even rose up.

Bare as the day she was born, at least down to her hips, she stared through the open doorway. “Lynn won’t be here for another two hours. Can you relax for a second?”

This job had to go perfectly, though. Slacking the tiniest amount would eat up my chance at profit. “We’ll still have plenty of daylight and another evening here after she’s gone. You can hurry for once in your life.”

Her voice came out in a huff. “Fine. I’ll make the goddamned coffee.”

There was still furniture to move around, the wireless flash triggers to set up, and pants to get myself into. It wasn’t like I could pretend I had a previous session to wrap up like I could with clients.


I was finishing up.

Yet Madi still hadn’t so much as put a shirt or bra on.

Seconds from yelling at her to get dressed enough to speak with the cops if they showed up, I heard a knock on the door. Don’t fucking tell me.

Glancing through the peephole, the ivory skin, doll face, and reporters jacket meant it had to be Lynn. Or some serial flasher who happened to look just like her.

Thirty minutes early, of course.

I pointed at Madi, trying to put it through her dense head to head for the bedroom. And hopefully put on more than a pair of lace panties.

When the second round of knocks concussed through my head, I knew Lynn wouldn’t stick around long. So I had to answer in a way that didn’t make us look like a joke.

Barely cracking the door, I tried to stand between myself and the bare set of tits behind me. “You’re early. That’s a good change.”

No girl that small should have been able to force her way through, especially with a backpack hanging off a shoulder. But Lynn managed it. “I’m here, so my time starts now. You have three hours.”

I wasn’t about to push back out onto the front veranda. Which meant Madi’s fucking around was in plain sight.

Lynn drew her puffy lips into a thin line. “You never said it was that kind of shoot.”

Waving at Madi behind my back, I came up with the last excuse I wanted to give, purely out of desperation. “My girlfriend’s helping me out today. Paradise getaway and all.”

“If you need more time, it still counts as part of my three hours.” Jaded, or just a mega-bitch, Lynn didn’t soften her face at all.

“Fine. Go ahead and get changed.” I stepped back, at least ready enough to do the test frames.

Lynn slung her bag into a wicker chair and untied to belt of that khaki trenchcoat. She kicked her flip-flops away and let everything drop. Baby-blue lingerie and the lightest tone of peach skin made her look sweet.

Even though I could tell she was bitter as chewing up a pill. I pointed at the first spot in the living room, directly across from a few mirrors and right next to the backdrop we wouldn’t even use in the shots. “Get yourself warmed up, however you think’s best.”

Without giving me the time of day, Lynn trotted past. But she stopped right before doing the usual test poses. “Is there any way you can pull some blinds shut? We’ve already talked about how easily I burn.”

I knew you were a little diva, but holy shit. “I can turn up the flash and bump the exposure speed down.” Which guaranteed I’d waste a few minutes recalibrating everything from step zero. Her skin was light enough to blow out too easily, well past what post-processing could fix.

Lynn made her way to the complimentary fruit bowl, plucking a few grapes loose. “Then get to it. I don’t have all day.”

This little cunt was either trying to piss me off, or Tricia was just that fucking right about her. “A couple of minutes, and I need you in front of the lens.” As I scrambled to block the outside sun and adjust my lighting.

At least it gave me something to do until Madi could put some clothes on.


It was bullshit, but I heard the master bedroom’s door shut as I got the new settings dialed in.

Checking the meter and the histogram on the back of the camera, this wasn’t a rookie situation. But Lynn wasn’t about to turn into a cloud of pure white in the raw files.

Getting our model ready to prop both wrists around her head, I told Madi, “That lock of hair draping over her nose. Go fix it real quick.”

In cut-off denim that didn’t cover much more than her panties, Madi strutted her stuff and bent close to Lynn’s face.

Happy that I’d get something to use, I clicked the first exposure. And looking at the preview, it was glorious. “One more shot, just like this.”

There was a tinge of blue from the trick backdrop leaking into the photos. But I could fix that much with a few click on a mouse.

Through each pose, I was about to move Lynn on to the next set-piece. But then I saw it.

“Madi, turn the air down a few degrees.”

Lynn broke her concentration. “It’s cold enough already!”

The tinge of red and pink in her face had already spread down to her neck and shoulders. “You sure?” And I even caught a few drops of sweat on her temples.

“I don’t do pokies, if that’s what you’re trying to fool me into.”

Through a lacy, padded bra like that, no worries there sweetheart. “Okay then. Take two and I’ll get it all set up.”

As I dragged a potted plant next to the empty seat, Madi leaned into my ear. “What’s her damage?”

I glanced around until I knew Lynn was out of the room. “She’s one of those primadonna models who knows she isn’t average, even around here.”

Madi tried looking at the top of her skull as hard as I already was. “If she walks out early, at least you don’t have to pay her for the full session.”

“But I’d still be out the cost of renting this place. Can you hold it in for just a little while?”

She ran a hand directly under my sack. “I can make it up to you if she leaves early.”

Which was tempting.

Still, we had work to do. “Hold you tongue. I won’t tell you to ask ‘How high?’ if she orders you to jump. But try to work around a bad situation here.”

Madi gave me a quick squeeze between my thighs. “Fine, but you owe me after she leaves.”

That was a deal I didn’t mind agreeing to. “If I turn a profit on her photos and get another model who isn’t a pain in the ass later, we’ll it a raging success.”


Going through the next couple of rounds, the deeper flush in Lynn’s photos had me checking the white-balance on the fly.

Then I got Madi to stand on that side of the mirrors. It was more gradual than shooting with that blue directly behind them. But with each zoom, I could see the change in their faces.

With another hour to go, I knew it was time to get Lynn into her next wardrobe. “Okay, five minutes. If I don’t do the bedroom shots, at least, I’m pissing money away.”

But Lynn said her first thing in a while as her cheeks went red as her lips. “What about covered nudes?”

They weren’t too profitable, fun as they were. “Unless you’re staying over for free, there’s no way I can afford that.”

Not that either of them seemed to care.

Madi broke first. “Come on. It’s not like we get to use a place like this every day.” She stepped into the frame with Lynn and wrapped one arm around our star’s waist. “I won’t ask for extra pay, if she won’t.”

I was already cringing and expecting another set of demands.

But Lynn settled down, like she was relaxing for the first time in years. “It’s not the worst idea.”

What? The lightest hint of freckles on her shoulders hit my eyes for the first time. “If you think I’m paying more for that kind of shoot, you’re barking up a dead tree.”

Lynn hemmed and hawed for a moment.

At least, until Madi leaned over for the kill. Wrapping an arm beneath Lynn’s C-cups, she looked my way and asked, “So you’re not going for it?”

My finger pressed the button like it was instinct. Another explosion of light filled the room.

Twisting from heel to neck, Lynn acted like she was about to rape Madi. But of course, that’d be assuming she didn’t want it.

Lips pressed together as hands slipped down each back. Before I knew what was going on, Madi had a ghost-white hand down the front of her shorts.

I kept looking on, trying to process the scene just fifteen feet away. Ain’t this a bitch? I wasn’t sure why I thought that, but I’m not about to lie to you.

Madi started groaning as her knees buckled. Throwing her head back, my assistant wasn’t even trying to fight back. Her mouth parted as soon as I heard the splish of Lynn’s fingers dipping inside.

It was damned tempting to keep shooting. But I didn’t bother setting up another round in the camera. Turning the dial to video mode, that was good enough. Because Hell if was about to miss out here.

Before I even got to them, Madi was about to collapse.

Lynn fought as I pulled her hand away from the overworked cunt. The backdrop wasn’t working on me since I hadn’t looked at its reflection all day. But sometimes you just know when you can get away with shit like this.

Forcing her wrist against the wall, I expected Lynn to fight back.

But she didn’t even try. Going limp as I pressed her other arm up, I could tell she was all-in.

My jaw shook as I tried to summon the words. “You’re not out for another shoot, are you?”

She stared back. After a second of hesitation, our new toy stammered, “If I’m not, what about it?”

Madi was still trying to catch her breath over in the corner.

Lot of fucking help you are. Pushing Lynn’s wrists harder against the wall, it was kinda nice having a girl who wasn’t absolute putty in my hands for the first time in weeks.

But Lynn gave out as soon as the words hit her brain. “I can play hard-to-get, or we could just do what everyone here wants.”

But what’s the fun in that? Tricia and Madi had gone along with whatever the fuck I wanted for a while.

My grip on her arms tightened. “Act it up.”

Lynn smirked with those dick-sucking-lips. “Don’t blame me if someone calls the cops.”

“All the way out here?” Even I was grinning at that point. “Not gonna happen.”

She looked at Madi for a second before whipping her head back my way. “If you want her to play along with it, I don’t think she’ll mind.”

I thought well of Madi, despite it all.

Lynn, however, was the kind of girl you wanted to take shit out on.

Grains of drywall started crunching as I pushed harder. “I won’t even tie your ass down.”

Lynn knew the kind of darkness her sort of bitchy could drag out of someone. “You don’t have the balls for it.”

Gripping both of her wrists with one hand, I snaked under the waist of her panties. “You’re already wet. You really want us to mess you up.”

That smarmy look on her face almost got me to slap her. But Lynn tried putting a knee in my crotch instead. “Fuck you.”

The role-play thing had crawled into a ditch and died minutes ago. Even through my pants, I tried shoving every inch of my dick into her.

But Lynn wasn’t about to stop making it worse. “I dare you to try it!”

My vision went red. Even without the full effect of that piece of canvas, I wasn’t about to stop.

Forcing my zipper down, the head of my shaft pushed against the lace between her legs before I got the pull all the way under. Not that it slowed her down.

“Do it, you fucking pussy!”

That’s the fun thing about these innocent-looking girls. When they get mean with you, it’s an open invitation.

I sunk my hips.

Lynn dropped her jaw as she cried out. “Holy shit!”

Resting all the way inside her, I wasn’t ready to back out. She was too warm and beyond soaked.

But that wasn’t enough for her. Every syllable cracked around the edges as she asked, “What’s wrong? Is it too good?”

This little skank… Far from sexing up my first score in over a year in the back room of my studio, this rented piece of heaven made all the frustration come out in a good way.

Her voice cried out again. As a couple of the pins holding her up-do in place fell out, Lynn fought to keep her eyes open.

My vision went blurry too as I ripped through her a third time. Lynn may not have been my ideal fantasy, but she had more than enough going on to send me into a frenzy. Gripping one hand around her wrists and the other around her neck, she was gonna leave this place walking funny.

Waves of tension shot through her pussy. From the inside, all the way to the entrance gripping around my hilt.

But that wasn’t all I wanted. Close to a month of Madi and a few weeks of Tricia showing up forced a question out of me. “If you need me to wear a rubber, you’d better tell me now.” Fuck if I’d last long like this.

Madi put her hands on my shoulders. “They’re all on something. Why would models want to spend a whole week on the cotton pony, out of work and worrying about tampon strings showing up in pictures?”

I couldn’t leave it half-ass-answered, though. I had to hear it from Lynn herself. “That true?”

She barely opened her eyes and nodded.

Which actually was good enough. It’s not like models had paid maternity leave. And having a kid would take them out of the running for a while after that. A career that wouldn’t last a decade made a year off one hell of a stumbling block.

Cleared to go all the way, I was trying to hammer a Lynn-shaped hole through the wall.

As Madi teased her fingernails down my sides. “We’ve still got her for a while. Why rush everything?”

If I’d have kept my brains about me, making it fast would have made financial sense. But being sandwiched between two tens like that railroads common sense.

Fuck the camera. I pulled halfway out of Lynn and let go of her neck.

As I pointed at the reading bench draped in sunlight and potted palms, Madi knew I was giving her an order. “I wondered when you’d let me get another piece of her.”

I gave Lynn another surge. Resting deep, I kinda turned my head to Madi. “Sounds fun.” Which would give me a chance to get inside her too.

Letting the arms pressed against the wall drop, the extra bit of weight from Lynn’s petite frame made her sink even further down my dick. Just watch them for a minute and cool off a little. This isn’t a race.

The slightly gaped lips in front of me got even redder than the lipstick had made them from the start. Lynn ground herself on me, still on tip-toes. “Maybe we can work together again.”

I gripped her hair, busting a more pins loose until a few curls fell past her shoulders. “That’ll be fine, but you’re still on my clock.”

But I wasn’t about to get lucky enough to get that break. Pulling out of Lynn and turning around, I saw Madi aim the camera at the big, white leather couch across the room.

She twitched the point of her finger at both of us a few times before curling it. “You’re not the only one getting in on another threesome, Braun. How else are you gonna make it up to me, since I’m not the main attraction every time?”

It was both fair and fucking impossible to turn down.

Before I could do it to her myself, Lynn tapped my ass with open palm. “You heard her.”

As much as my backdrop changes these girls, something of their personalities stuck around. Because hell if Lynn wasn’t still bossy and demanding as ever.

Holding back a second, they set right to it. Lynn hadn’t bothered slipping the center of her panties back over her cunt. Which fell right onto Madi’s face as she rested down the length of the sofa. Picking up where she’d left off, our guest model started panting and crying out like we hadn’t even stopped.

I took my place on the far side of the couch. Working the button and zipper of Madi’s shorts, even the bottom layer slid as I tugged everything up her thighs.

With Lynn staring me down through one half-closed eye, her ass barely resting on the arm of the furniture, I didn’t I should have hi-fived her or let it happen.

Madi’s bald slit almost sparkled in the daylight. Swollen, pink, and ready to go, there wasn’t any point in working her up to it. The girl needed every bit of my shaft.

I prodded the tip just inside.

Before I even had my knees planted on the cushions, Madi swirled her hips. The roll of every surface took me in, coursing another shot of hardness through me until I was ready to save Lynn for the next photo-shoot.

Crashing all the way through, Madi gripping the insides of my elbows. She pulled her mouth away from Lynn for a couple of seconds. “Don’t even try to finish in me.” Madi gave a fast lick and stared at me again. “I can already tell that you want to.”

It felt like my nuts swole to twice their usual size. I couldn’t get mad at her for it. But what kind of sadist tells a man that when he’s ready to pop?

My fist clenched. This fucking whore! The only thing I could punch was the cushion to my right.

Like she knew what it was doing to me, Madi slung her ass up.

The perfect angle for stabbing in made me crash through with every ounce I had.

Everything about the girl made me hate and love her at the same time. Maybe that’s how it works when someone knows exactly which of your buttons to push. And they’re absolutely willing to do it.

Lynn stole my heart again, just a few seconds later. Moaning and getting red in the cheeks, the way she kept moving herself atop Madi ripped my focus downward.

My kinda-but-not-really girlfriend kept eating that pussy like a buffet. Lynn shot her head back, tensing all over like she was trying to crawl out of her own skin.

Taking all that in as I slung back, my brain tried to commit harikiri. Just Lynn by herself would have been enough to take my brain out behind the barn and Ol’ Yeller its ass.

But Madi wasn’t about to end things there. Rushing her hips against me, I was on the verge of nutting out every scrap of thought I had.

Gripping her behind the knees, I put all my force into stretching her legs back. The fact that it opened her up a little more was just a nice bonus.

Her voice started whimpering through Lynn’s body. With a sudden cry at first.

I tried jolting her in half.

And that’s when the full scream came out.

Madi tried working her clit, because she knew the drill. If I came in her on the first romp with a new model, that’d be a fucking shame.

That wasn’t about to happen, though. As close as Lynn had gotten me, the climax subsided. As if my body knew it was meant for her.

Not that I’d gotten bored of Madi. Far from it, I chucked myself dangerously close to pulling out of her.

Another rush of walls should have had that pussy and my dick on the verge of lighting on fire. The tightness kept ramping up.

Then I felt Madi’s insides try to lock me in.

Both sides gripped as I plunged all the way through. If we’d have been alone, I’d have shot buckets inside the girl. Yet again.

A final shock of tightness fought like unholy hell to keep me in her.

Waves of shock coursed from the backside of my tip as I struggled to get out.

Feeling the draft, Lynn and Madi goddamned exploded at the same time.

I had no hope of keeping up with another round of that. Even if Madi wasn’t settling down by any means.

But I dare you claim you’d skip the chance I had.

Feeling Madi glide her way up and down my length a few times, I wasn’t getting overloaded. Past a certain point, it starts to feel like the worst form of cock-tease. Like she was taunting me or something.

Driving the knife even further in, our star model tried to explode from the inside out. Lynn pushed the blue lace under her tits, gripping hard until she had too much and reached around her back.

About the time her bra fluttered to the ceramic tile, the next squeeze between Madi’s thighs had me primed.

My trigger clicked. If I didn’t fuck Lynn all the way past the next week, right then, I’d regret it for the rest of my life.

The whole panorama of what I wanted to do to her unfolded in my mind. We had the gourmet kitchen, a couple of suites, and even the mile of paradise spreading in every direction around us.

But no.

Lynn knew what she wanted.

Madi wiggled out the last aftershock of her climax.

I hated pulling out of her. But my assistant wasn’t the end-game here.

Staring into Lynn’s eyes, panic set in. I had a girl like her all to myself, and no business doing so.

But what the fuck did I want to do to her? Go ahead and fuck off if you want to judge.

The giant bed, maybe that snazzy dinner table, or how about that jacuzzi tub? The only thing I knew for sure was that I was gonna be doing the work. That submissive look and her opposite attitude screamed for me to fuck her down a few pegs.

I looked around until I saw the answer swinging in the breeze. On the backside of the house, a hammock overlooked the ocean under the covered lanai. Which means patio, because all Hawaiians have to act like we’re native islanders or something.

Nodding at the door to Madi, the smirk on her face was exactly what I expected from her. She began pulling Lynn that way.

The protests started before she took a third step. “I said no outdoor shots!”

Madi didn’t bother looking back, still dragging Lynn by one hand. “You’ll be in the shade. And in case you haven’t noticed, I think you’re done posing for now.”

Maybe she’d comp the time spent getting ourselves off. If not, who cares?

The tropical, floral scent of rainforest by the sea was almost as refreshing as Lynn herself. But I didn’t have time to bask in either.

Madi had Lynn slung into the middle of the woven hammock, unhooking the garters and tugging at lace panties that matched the sky behind them.

Lynn reached behind herself and popped her bra loose. She was going along with it, but no diva goes along without her own conditions. “If I have to be out here, I’m not about to have a weird tanline.”

I took my assistant’s place, gazing down at Lynn. Pushing both of those creamy thighs apart, I started to think her skin really could be that delicate. Which made her choice to live in Hawaii even more of a brain-melter.

Erect enough to hurt, my cock wasn’t about to be satisfied with looking at the most beautiful view in my life. And I’m not just talking about the scenery.

Slapping the bottom of my shaft against Lynn’s clit, even that much set the hammock to moving. If only a tiny bit. Which was enough to tell me that I’d get to bang her silly without wearing myself out.

Madi had to see it too. Barely pushing on one end hanging from a column, she sent Lynn drifting away.

As Lynn’s hips came back, all I had to do was aim my tip down a few degrees.

The tight entrance stopped her motion.

My fingers gripped around the edge of the cotton webbing. Pulling it toward me and standing my ground, it felt like a third trip through the promised land.

Lynn gasped. Her calves pressed against my shoulders, lifting her ass enough to slide me all the way through.

When her hands clasped over mine, the swinging bed made a full draw and plunge take less effort than pushing a feather around.

Our stacked grip made her walls the only source of resistance. Without even thrusting, bodies smacked together as friction and wetness started to buckle my legs. I needed some kind of swinging furniture like this back at the studio.

The full mash-up of us had already overwhelmed the sounds of birds and the waves. Lynn started to crumble around the edges as my gasps blew out.

As Madi did all she could to make it worse when she whispered in my ear, “We’re not leaving until you give me a round like this...”

It unleashed my first drip of precum. Which made Lynn that much easier to split in half. Fucking damn!

Chaotic noises erupted in front of me. Picking up speed and finding the rhythm that kept everything flying up the hill, I was too close to spilling over.

But Lynn shot everything straight to hell.

Every part of her coiled. Too tied up in a human knot to keep going like that, the sides of her pussy slammed shut every time I pushed forward.

I hadn’t been forced all the way out of her when she tried to go thermonuclear.

Lynn’s voiced cracked into a tone that would set every dog on the island to barking. Her mouth stayed open too long, sinking Lynn’s tits until her lungs were totally empty. Her cunt relented, if only for an instant.

That gave me a chance to force myself deep again.

Quaking from the inside, all the way to the surface, Lynn almost rattled herself to pieces. The metal rings keeping the hammock up chattered as I felt her dig into my wrists.

Resting my weight against her, that trick pussy wasn’t about to force me out again. My jaw fell, every joint locked, and muscles begged for relief.

But when my eyes opened, Lynn wasn’t done coming.

And I hadn’t started to, myself.

Giving her a moment, I cupped her jaw and waited until Lynn tried sucking on my thumb. “You gonna make it, kid?”

The last tremor rattled metal against metal on each side of us. “Holy... Fuck...”

It took a while for it to cool off, but the drip coursing to my knees said it all. A man could have drowned in that pussy.

Giving Lynn a chance to catch her breath, I let the hammock swing under its own momentum. The slow grind of flesh on shaft tempered my own climax down for another full pounding.

Madi leaned on my shoulder. “Why don’t you finish her off, already?”

It was tempting. Reaching around to slap and grab Madi’s ass in one swoop, I gave her the only answer I had. “Sometimes you have to take in what life throws at you, and take it all in for a moment.”

Lynn kept whining and twitching in front of me.

“Besides, it’s a shame to make your first time with someone a quickie.”

Madi let go of me, just to hug me from behind. Thrusting her hips forward, she had me piling through Lynn. “But it’s too fun to watch her come.”

The hammock began swaying all over again. Trying to hold my ground, I pushed back. “If she’s got another round in her after I’m done, she’s all yours.”

Satisfied enough, Madi eased off. “You’d better fuck her up good, then.”

Lynn dug red streaks along the back of my hands. She was ready enough.

Our improvised sex-swing rocked like a carnival ride. Cries that melted your nuts on their own started all over again.

But this time, I wasn’t letting the chick down easy. If was my last rally, I wanted to fucking come.

Pouty lips fell open. A hard moan filled the air. And Lynn’s modestly generous tits moved about a quarter-second behind the rest of her.

With less effort than it’d take to push a cheap mower downhill, I was sliding out almost to the end of my tip. Gravity could do it’s thing and force her back down the whole length. But even less force in the pull rammed her folds against my hilt.

Trying to lose her mind, Lynn bucked herself with each crash. The little swell on her roof ground against the top of my dick.

Ramming a cunt wet enough to hear, the steel hardware started rattling as second time. Bodies popped together as Madi took a spot behind Lynn.

Helping push like it was a swingset, Madi looked obsessed with getting our new toy primed to burst.

I leaned harder with each shove. Resting myself against Lynn’s hips as she flew my way, it was too easy to fuck her like I wanted it to hurt.

Off to my right, I barely made out the call of some bird over the screams. It startled me enough to set my ass down that road.

Pouring sweat and getting greedy, I still had more force to throw into her. Holding each slam and digging around inside her, I already had Lynn going harder than the last peak.

Lynn took a hard breath, moaning as she inhaled and getting even louder as she pushed it out. Breaking what little composure she had left, her death-grip moved up to my forearms.

It felt like I was pumping pins and needles into my hands instead of blood. That slight bit of pain turned off the last safety measure. Seeing red, I had to fuck her hard enough to split the timbers.

As I ripped through with Madi’s help, Lynn started tossing in-place like she was about to fall apart at the joints.

I was starting to wear myself out. Even with physics behind me, you start to fray around the edges when you’re slamming a girl hard enough to tear a Kevlar rubber. And the wild, involuntary cries flying out of her didn’t help.

Her entire body went slack for an instant.

Pulling the edge of the hammock taught against me, I kept Lynn slammed down like I was trying to set up residence in her.

Even Madi got the hint. Letting go of the other side, she whispered something in Lynn’s ear that made the girl lose her mind.

That feeling, like watching a fern frond stretch out until you hear a ding, took full control of me. I bent over, huffing for air against Lynn’s neck.

My first load rocketed out as my chest burned. The second buckled my knees, forcing me into the swinging web along with her. And the third shot in a rope thick enough to weave another hammock.

Trying to get my last thrust in, the overload on my cock had me shaking right along with her. My voice broke into a groan that didn’t start trailing off until I was coming fumes.

I couldn’t see, hear, or even smell. The only things I had the bandwidth left to process was the copper taste of adrenaline and the gentle rocking motion.

The paradise around us started coming back as I got the strength to put my feet on the planks again. Lynn’s pussy didn’t want to let go, even as I shrank beyond halfway to flaccid. Falling back, I caught myself with my palms at the last second.

Out on my ass and panting, I wasn’t ready for Madi to skip herself around, crouching in the space I’d left for her. A pulse my cock didn’t have left tried to rise it up again.

But I was content to watch her keep Lynn’s orgasm echoing through. Definitely licking that pearly stuff along with the pearl itself, you could tell she enjoyed that part more than getting fucked herself.

Lynn finally stopped mewling and shaking. I guess a few minutes later.

But I was already laid out, staring at the ceiling fan over my head.


One of those rare thunderstorms in Hawaii shook the whole place. But that wasn’t what woke me up.

Wanting nothing more than another hour of sleep, I was too sore to even think about it. When I tried to rise up, the couple of blondes snuggled on each side of me reminded how I’d gotten into that state.

They were silent for once. Tits pushed against me as they breathed, snoozing away, naked as I was.

But after dropping where the last romp ended, I had a post-sex piss to take that had waited for hours.

Crawling out from between them, Lynn and Madi didn’t rouse in the slightest. Wanting to keep it that way, I stepped out on the back patio.

Thick drops of rain smacked against leaves. Which didn’t help the water balloon I called a bladder feel great.

Naked to the last stitch, all had to do was aim my bird between the rails. My neck curled as I let the stream rip from the edge of the lanai. “Holy fuck...” The very edge of the forest was getting fertilized, at least.

We’d done enough the previous night that I was trying to piece everything together. Like I was black-out drunk, even though I hadn’t had a drop the whole time.

The piss kept arcing out of me until I was almost done. Blurred images of what had happened in every room swirled together until I was lost in my own head.

Letting the last half of my gallon fly, I stuck both hands on my waist. I could get used to this. Absolute paradise, banging models, and peeing with an ocean view. It really was a taste of the good life.

Suddenly, I felt arms wrap just under my chest. I assumed it was Madi until I heard Lynn’s voice. “Having fun out here?”

My stream almost cut off. Fighting through the burn in my shaft, I barely kept it going. “Pissing off the porch is a tradition back in the mainland.”

Lynn didn’t seem to mind, snotty as she acted. “Well, since we didn’t get the full three hours of shooting in yesterday, I was thinking I could make it up to you.”

“Check-out’s in three hours. We wouldn’t have time to set the lights up again.”

She dipped her hands further down my abs as I finished. “I know. We could spend a while messing up the bed again.”

Which wouldn’t give me more photos to sell. But I was game. “Do you hear me complaining?”

“It’s supposed to stay cloudy after the rain stops. There’s a waterfall on the way back into Honolulu, and tourists won’t be flocking it because of the weather. You could do my first outdoors session.”

I was sold already. “That works for me.”

I was feeling better already. And not just because I wasn’t about to burst anymore.

Then she went and sweetened the pot even further. “Maybe we’ll even have time for round nine, after I give you Raquel’s contact info and in put in a good word.”

Shaking the last drops out, I fought the urge to turn around and hug her. Raquel Winters was the holy grail of Hawaii’s models. She was hotter than mid-afternoon asphalt, I didn’t care that she charged like she knew it, either. Even a chance to photograph the girl, much less fuck her, was worth gambling money I didn’t have.

Lynn kept sneaking her hands lower, helping me flip the last drop away. “Now come on. Madi’s not gonna wake herself up.”


ENJOY THESE COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPTS FROM:

HAREM WISH 


I turned my key and eased inside. Sitting the bag down by the door, I noticed the giant block in front of my couch.

Nuh-uh… Turning on the lights and stepping closer confirmed it. It was a block of money too wide to wrap my arms around, and taller than my own six-foot self.

I couldn’t stand myself on top of the couch fast enough. Ones, tens, hundreds… All the denominations were stacked in what looked like equal numbers.

I whipped my head around to the bag by the door and then back at the block of cash. “I’m not believing this shit. There’s no fucking way.”

Crack! The floor dropped an inch beneath me. Taking an easy step down from the couch, I knew something was about to happen, even though I still thought it was a dream.

The pallet of money sagged lower. A few stacks toppled off as I realized what was about to happen.

“Oh hell!” I dove forward, wiping as many bundles off the top as I could. About four feet by four feet, tall as a man, and solid paper. There was no way the floor couldn’t handle all that weight.

I felt more pops a split-second before I heard them. Wiping off as many layers as I could, I hoped like it wasn’t futile. My stomach almost cleared my throat.

Grey dust and pure chaos enveloped all five senses, right down to the taste of copper in my mouth. My feet and ass hit solid ground. Then I felt the tsunami of money pile over me.

***

This totem had to have something to it, and I guessed I had one wish left for the month. “They’re gonna do whatever I say, no matter what.” Wedging the tip in a crack, I picked the statue up and slammed the nail’s head against the counter. It wedged in enough. A few more bashes had it in as much as any other. The fresh gouges in the laminate counter were the last things I was worried about.

From downstairs, Kylee’s voice rang out, sweet as a Shih-kah-go accent could manage. Which isn’t as exaggerated as people imagine. “I’m ticked, but it is money. And lots of it.”

“We know it’s not Nathan’s.”

Gee, thanks, bitch.

Kylee’s voice sounded like it was coming from their front door. “C’mon, we’d better check on him.”

Sierra’s words were clearer than ever. “I can see his ceiling, and it’s not busted, so how in the hell?”

I hardly ever heard someone coming up the stairs. Before I could stop hyperventilating, fists pounded against my door. My brain froze and I broke into a cold sweat. I didn’t know who to call, what to say, or even if I’d live through the night. Sierra had always seemed like the vicious type of blonde to me.

And sure enough, she yelled first. “Nate, open up!” They kept beating. I glanced at the cause of all this. It stared back with blank eyes from the porcupine coat of nails. “Nay-than!”

***

Kylee let go of me and scrambled out of the covers, sitting on her knees beside Sierra. Answering first, she offered, “I’m not ready to settle down with anyone in particular, and it sounds more fun and rewarding than working at Honkers until I’m too old to do it anymore.”

Staring knives at Sierra, I asked, “And your excuse?”

At least when she was honest, Sierra had the kind of bluntness I liked in a person. “I don’t give a damn what you think. I do what gets me paid.”

“Fine.” I pushed myself up and whipped the covers off of myself. “You two show me what I’m getting. If I like what I see enough on the test drive, I’ll go for it. Five-thousand more for both of you, either way.”

With their rent paid for the year with only a day’s effort, they weren’t protesting with their faces. Sierra pushed the issue first, crawling over the bed until she was over Kylee.

Hands wrapped around heads as their lips met. Whether it was their first time trying something like this or not didn’t matter. They were damn good at it anyway.
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