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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


After working in photography before I got into writing, I’m shocked I’ve gone this long without making it the premise of a series. But I do have the strangest resume on Earth. Salaried executive, motorcycle magazine journalist, repo agent, tour guide… 

Write what you know, I guess. It’s not like I haven’t used parts of my real life in stories before. 

That said, I’m back to normal after several deaths in the family happened, one after the other. The latter half of 2020 was a productive time for me, and I’m out of the emotional dumps now. So hopefully my series-a-month schedule can happen again, starting with this one. 


BIMBO BLUE

The flash popped as Shae kept herself locked in the pose. She was the cute-hot kind of brunette. Complete with bangs, doll eyes, and freckles that were barely there.

If only she wasn’t so awkward in damn near every shot.

My camera beeped, warning me that I’d filled the last memory card. Trying to rub the fatigue out of my eyes, I was thankful. “That’s a wrap! I owe you what, fifty?”

Shae nudged her shoulders. “I think that’s what we agreed to.”

It was still too much, but if I wanted to rescue my studio from financial death, I had to branch out. Stock photography should have given my bottom-line the extra trickle it needed. Assuming I could find models who didn’t look like they wanted to be anywhere else.

She plucked the bill out of my hand before starting for the dressing room. It’s not like she’d trot around Hawaii in a schoolgirl outfit. If only she’d look as enthusiastic as she was about getting the hell out of here.

The door opened behind me.

It was my assistant, Madi. I to ran over to help with whatever long, thin box she was trying to drag in. When we had it square in the center of the floor, I pulled out my knife and slit the tape.

Seeing the vibrant, California blue, I realized it was the custom backdrop I’d ordered months ago. Desperate as hell and drunk on bottom-shelf gin at the time, I’d stumbled across a theory about a very specific color and what it could bring out of people. I already wanted to find an excuse to send it back, because the marketing firm that published the research could have just been in the business of marketing themselves.

Madison started pulling from the closed end of the box. “Braun, don’t you already have a green screen? You can edit any solid background color you want into a picture.”

Other than contradicting every decision I made, the only thing I hated more about her was that refusal to doll up and pose for stock. Because she was one of those sleeper beauties who just had to dress as plain as she could.

I curled my nose at her oversized sweater. Again. “Get as much right in the camera, and it’s less work later. You know that.”

Madi rolled her eyes that almost matched the hue of the rolled canvas. “It’s like three clicks of a button for each file.”

“Did you take this job to learn from someone with more experience or to argue?” I cracked bit of smile, just trying to fuck with her.

She let go of the box. “I’ll start working on today’s last shoots.”

Which was my chance to have enough money for groceries the next week. “Call it an early day. I’ll have to purge so much of what I got from Shae, there’s no point in wasting your time.” Because honestly, I couldn’t afford to keep paying her.

She already knew Backlund Photography was in a bad spot. Casting her eyes aside, Madi said, “As long as my checks keep clearing, I’ll be here.”

I was thankful for that. The stress had to keep building up in her. It’s not like I’d had the financials under a password.

Clearing my throat a little, I waved toward the door. “Same time tomorrow. I’ve got a couple of weeks of capital left.”

The door didn’t shut after she got there. “Any leads on stock models?”

As if I’d see good money from it before I got in the red. “I’m working on it.” But something made me look her way. “I get what you’re saying. It’s stressful not knowing if you’ll have a paycheck next week. But thanks for sticking around.”

Even for her, the look on Madi’s face seemed too upbeat. And forced as hell. “So long as you keep trying...”


I got back to my apartment later than I’d wanted. Shae’s round in the studio ended up wasting more time cutting shots than I’d figured. The girl really was that awkward, despite her killer looks.

Another stack of envelopes demanded money I didn’t have. Even my final line of credit had been maxed out, and I’d missed the last payment.

Shaking like a dog trying to shit peach seeds, I dropped the bundle on my kitchen table before tearing into it.

Fuck. All bills and overdue-notices. As always.

When I’d bought the studio, I didn’t know that the previous owner’s ‘guaranteed business plan’ was little more than a photocopy of his ass.

With bills piling up, the regular income pulling in half of what it needed to, and my options getting slimmer by the day… I was well and truly fucked.

That’s what I deserved for thinking I could afford to run a photography studio in Hawaii. Every business owner outside of tourism and hospitality basically run the game on the hardest setting there.

At best, I could sell off the equipment for ten percent of retail value. Twenty, if I could afford to hold out and gamble.

Deciding whether to eat ramen or cardboard with Spam was running up on me.

But I still had that backdrop. Stabbing a hole in it and claiming damages from shipping would keep me afloat another few days. I didn’t like it, but my options were out.

In a desperate grasp, I messaged Tricia. As the last model I’d tried who was worth a damn, maybe she’d take a delayed payment. ‘You up for a session this weekend?’

I was about to turn in when she finally got back to me. ‘Paid?’

‘Eventually.’ Which tore my guts out.

‘That bad, huh?’

I was about to be honest with her, but I held back before pecking out, ‘I’ve got money coming. I’ll pay it all in two weeks.’

‘That’s what you said last time, and you still owe me from that shoot.’

Gee, thanks. ‘I have to pay my assistant first.’ I regretted sending it before the message even went through.

She took too long to get back to me. But eventually, I heard my phone ding as I started drifting off.

‘$150, paid upfront. I’m sorry, but I have to look out for myself too.’

There wasn’t a damn thing I could say about it. ‘That’s fair. I’ll see what I can do and let you know.’

The new backdrop was a desperation move, and I needed any excuse to send it back. Hopefully, the refund would hit my account in time to write Tricia a check that wouldn’t be cold as ice.


Trying to keep my mind off the trouble, I’d spent the early morning packing my shit into boxes. If it came down to it, I could turn one of the dressing rooms into a shitty apartment. A bathroom and fixing ramen in a coffeepot beat the idea of living out of my car.

As my only shoot of the day wrapped up, I tried keeping my mind in the game. It was another senior-photo package, which meant easy money after fronting printing costs.

“Okay, sweetie, keep that pose up and—”

The strobes popped off one more time as I clicked the shutter.

“And we’re done!”

This kid had to be an overachiever. Posing with a flute, a soccer ball, and the extra round in her graduation robe told me that much.

Her doting father strolled up to me. “Here. I want you to have this.”

Tips weren’t expected. Especially considering how much I charged these people.

But I was too desperate to turn it down for once. A crisp Benjamin settled in my hand.

“I’ll try to rush the order, and thank you.”

“I’m a lucky man, and I feel like you’re contributing to that. Don’t worry about it.”

Which was easy for him to say. Motherfucker’s life wasn’t falling apart. But I couldn’t be that honest.

I told his kid to hit the dressing room before giving a sigh of relief. “It’s funny, because most parents expect me to do somersaults and deliver a week early.”

“Speaking from one businessman to another, I know what you mean. I’ve been there.”

He started walking away before I could respond. But I had to say something. “Again, I appreciate it.”

With a half-assed wave, he closed the door behind him. A nice enough guy, but I had to wonder how he’d treat me if I was working a drive-thru while facing the same problems.

I waited until his daughter changed and left to start building up the nerve to tell Madi the awful news. Because even that generous tip wouldn’t cover a single day of keeping her around.

As the girl left, I heard the door take too long to close.

Hoping like Hell I’d see Tricia, I was disappointed to see Madi slam the deadbolt shut. But I still had her for another five hours.

Madi shot me a glance, like she expected to be sent home. “Well, Boss?”

Fuck it. “Let’s see if that new backdrop needs to be sent back.”

She gave me the fuzziest eye I’d ever gotten. “Okay...”

Hoping to get enough cash to float my ass along for a couple more days, I was in pure desperation-mode. “Don’t even take the other one down. There’s another set of clamps in front of it.”

Meanwhile, I got right to dumping the day’s work into the color lab’s computer. Even a single mention on social media from the guy who’d tipped that much could make or break me.

Rent on the property was coming due, and I had to pay it before anything else. Otherwise, my ass would be dead in the water. Moonlighting wouldn’t get me paid for another few weeks, which would have been too late to matter.


Madi was already getting the flash dialed in with the meter. Bouncing the light off the mirrors on the back wall saved on the electricity and bulb replacements. But it’d always made dialing in my aperture and exposure speed a bitch and a half.

Happy to let the final card transfer, I eyed the clock. Five more minutes, and I’d have to comp Madi for another hour. Because what use did I have for an assistant when everything was up to my ass?

The lights always made it hot, so I didn’t think much of it when she pulled that knit sweater off.

Sporting a tank-top and jeans, the thick frame of her glasses added how cute she could be. Provided Madi had ever given a damn.

Another burst of light made her drop the scrunchie.

Watching Madi whip her blonde hair to each side, I couldn’t resist gawking.

Jesus!

With a tiny makeover, she could have gotten any man she wanted. But I didn’t say a word.

Her lazy attempts at a pose turned into things I wished Shae could have pulled off. Even without the makeup and styling, my assistant had gone from an overlooked wildflower in the ditch, to next year’s championship bloom.

It hurt to keep my mouth shut as I pretended not to watch. Not that the drop in the waist of her tight jeans made it any easier.

Finally, Madi caught me looking. “I think it’s great!”

Which shot my chance at a payback on the business account. Before my eyes could somersault in their sockets, I bit my tongue and asked, “You’re just humoring me, right?”

Madi lifted her shirt up, not even letting it push over her head. “I’m feeling it right now, okay?”

What the fuck… This was the girl who wouldn’t dress in anything risque as business-casual for stock photo shoots. “Are you sure someone didn’t dose your chai tea or something?”

Not that she cared. Stripped down to the most basic-bitch set of underwear, Madi jammed both fists against her waist. “You’re not taking pictures.”

“And you’ve lost your mind.” Not that she didn’t look great, even in white cotton. “This isn’t you.”

“So?” My assistant pushed the thick, black-rimmed glasses up her nose. “You want something different, right?”

Shit had drifted far from the norm, alright…

Trying to ease the shake in my wrist long enough to keep the camera steady, I shot each pose.

But with every burst of flash, Madi kept getting more into it.

A few dozen snaps in, the obvious problem chewed through my brain. “There’s no way you’d have done this a few hours ago.”

She almost looked insulted. Leaning forward, Madi didn’t pull either hand off her curves. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

Before I could give an honest answer and risk screwing everything up, I tilted my head at the dressing room. “Go change into something else, if you’re serious.”

My heart almost pounded through my ribs as she walked off in a huff.

Processing everything that had just happened, I had to keep cycling through a couple of the best pictures she’d posed for.

Something’s not right here.

All that confidence while rocking the most modest getup, like she fucking owned it, and enthusiasm for anything besides finding another job… None of this made sense.

Still, I had to keep scrolling between those files. The girl had just as much potential as I’d always thought she did.

After a couple of minutes, Madi flung the door shut behind her. “Happy?”

The front of my pants tightened like I’d had four inches hemmed off the waist. “Out of all the outfits in that room, what in the hell made you pick that one?”

The bitchy look I was too used to had all but disappeared. Standing in little more than a highlighter-yellow bikini, Madi twisted herself just enough to show off the figure she’d kept hidden under those sweaters and smart-ass comments.

“Holy Hell!” I gave Madi enough time to trot her ass in front of the backdrop again. “How do you have body-image issues?”

She gave me this look like I’d just ripped an echoing fart. “What’s not to like about this?”

As my assistant twirled in place, my jaw felt like it had gotten hundreds of pounds heavier. “Let’s get to taking photos, then.” Because Lord knows, you don’t question luck like this.

The first pop of the flash put this odd look on her face. By the time it had gone off ten times, I saw the wet spot between her legs.

Peeking around the camera, I asked, “You need a potty break or something?”

Madi propped both fists against her waist again. “I went before I came out here.”

My finger pressed the button again. Because that angry look was priceless. “Fine, but you might want to check down there.”


She kept going through all the classics. From the coy finger in her bottom lip, to the usual pin-up fodder. Meanwhile, that wet spot was getting to be too much to edit out.

Letting the overhead flashes shoot off one more time, I had more pure gold in a hundred photos than I’d had in the past year. “Okay, I really want you to check yourself. Can you not feel that?”

Madi stepped closer. “And stop having the time of my life?”

I realized that blush in her cheeks wasn’t there before we started checking the backdrop. And she hadn’t spent long enough in the dressing room to throw on more makeup.

Her expression got too serious. “I mean, it’s better than sex!”

Imagine I had a mouthful of coffee. Now picture it spraying all over a camera body that cost more than my shitty car. “Say what now?”

Even the way she walked seemed different. Like her strut was showing off decades of repressed confidence. “You heard me.”

“Yeah, I did.” My hands left the camera as I stood up, confused as all hell. “But what’s gotten into you?”

Madi shrugged and kept getting closer. “Is there something wrong with feeling good about myself for once?”

I stammered for a moment, never taking my eyes off the jiggling cleavage I’d never seen a hint of. “Did you have a stroke in the dressing room? It’s like your personality did a complete one-eighty.”

“Oh well.” Without the glasses, her stare looked blank as a new sheet of paper. “It’s not like you’re complaining.”

No. I am not… “I’ve still got more shots to take before this card fills up. Get back over there.”

Madi leaned over like she’d been wearing stripper heels like those her entire life. “You could show what you want me to do. I don’t mind if it takes longer.”

Either Madi had a slutty twin take her place, or something had thrown her off a mental ledge. “This isn’t you. What’s really going on here?”

Her ‘smarter-than-thou’ tone came back for a second. “I’m horny, you moron.”

“Uh huh.” My legs tried to hold fast. “I never knew you were capable of—”

“Stop!” She almost jerked my arm out of its socket. “Less talking and more helping.”

Every step felt like a mile. But that doesn’t mean she wasn’t hanging off me like a drunken, horny coed.

Square in the usual spot for whoever I was taking a picture of, Madi smiled a little before she dropped to both knees.

My brain fried like it’d been thrown into boiling oil. “If you’re that hard-up for a raise, the money’s not there.”

She worked my belt loose, staring up, but just a few feet past me. “I know how broke you are. Haven’t you heard a single thing I’ve said?”

That whole ‘I’m horny’ thing came to mind. “You’re either really sticking to this joke, or you’re digging for a sexual harassment suit.”

Madi slapped a hand against my ass. “Go ahead, start taking a video. I’ll agree to anything you want me to do, and you’ll have all the evidence you need to get out trouble.”

I was even more confused. Without looking back, I wanted to ask more questions than my brain could process.

But with the camera filling the rest of the card, I had to get my answers before I gave Madi something to run to a lawyer with. Assuming this was an elaborate trick. “Okay, what the fuck’s going on?”

She curled a finger at me, over and over. “Like I said, I’ll consent to anything right now.”

In the middle of the next step, my left foot hung in the air. “No. We’ve always kinda hated each other. There’s no way you’re being upfront with me here.”

“Does it matter if I am or not?” As she kept trying to goad me forward.

I was on the verge of switching the camera to video mode, complete with a timestamp. You know, in case I really would have to save my ass in court later.

But Madi fucked up and tried pulling me in a little too hard. “How many ways do I have to say, ‘Fucking destroy me?’”

The model release didn’t matter. I just had to get out of the situation.

“I’ve been dealing with a lot in the past few weeks.” I pointed at the dressing room. “Put your clothes back on, and go home. We’ll talk about this in the morning.”


Rushing to pack the last of my shit into whatever boxes I could steal from behind grocery stores, another look at the bank accounts lit a fire under my ass. If I didn’t get out of paying rent on the apartment for the next month, I could kiss the one chance I had ‘goodbye.’

The fucked up part is, it seemed like it would all came down to Madi.

After seeing the raw photos from that session, I knew I’d stumbled onto a vein of gold. Not that I had time to process anything. Just throwing her that money instead had a chance to pay off by the time my next loan payment would come due.

Taping every box felt like a jittery rush. But close to the hard limit I’d put on my bedtime, I had everything but the bare necessities packed away and stowed in my car.

With nothing more than a mattress on the floor, the slimmest amount of bedding, and my clothes for the next day out…

I knew this was the final moon-shot for my business.

Assuming Madi wouldn’t be Madi again and change her mind the next day.

Not that I had any other options.


After printing the photo release contract, standard for all stock models, I dreaded having to shove it in her face. If it came down to it, I’d have to explain how it’d save her job.

With nary a spot of makeup and dressed like a librarian, she trudged in as usual. A coffee in one hand, and her phone taking the rest of her attention.

The paper was still warm when I tapped all four pages together. I cleared my throat and begged the universe to throw me a bone for once.

Before I could chicken out, I marched to her desk. Slapping the papers down, I asked, “Was what happened yesterday a joke?”

Madi took a sip of her latte and leaned back, not crossing her legs in those skinny jeans. “I don’t know. Was it?”

I wanted to choke her for about the thousandth time. “Either sign the contract, or don’t. It’s not like I can decide if you will.”

She reached for the first pen within reach. “Fine.”

Watching Madi scrawl her name on a line, I couldn’t believe it.

“It was fun, and I wouldn’t mind earning some extra cash.”

Fighting the urge to shoot my eyes wide-open, I tried to stay calm. Halle-fucking-lujah!

But Madi filled out the last page and held the papers back. “Just so we’re clear, I meant everything I said last night, too.”

Consent for any of that could wait for the next round. At least I knew to keep room for photos and video. “Fine by me. What you posed for is mana from Heaven to someone to get into the stock photography game.”

“Don’t tell me that. I might ask for more cash.” Which she punctuated with a wink behind those glasses.

Not that I cared. Desperation does that to you. “We’re booked until four. How late can you stick around after that?”

Another loud slurp of her coffee filled the room. “I dunno. What did you have in mind?”

I didn’t catch the way Madi twirled a lock of blonde around her fingers, or the pink spreading across her face. Until later, anyway. “Whatever you’re up for, so long as you’re fine with signing releases like this.”

Both of her shoulders pumped. “Okay! I’ll even comp you most of the pay, since we didn’t get through much last night.”

Which was what every broke employer wanted to hear. But I didn’t catch that hint in time.


Our second round of moonlighting had gone just as well so far.

Madi didn’t care to put on any gimmick outfit. Or to pose however I asked. The only thing that pissed me off was how long she spent acting as her personal stylist.

But under the circumstances, how could I bitch?

Closing in on five hours, the last memory card threatened to explode if I tried cramming another shoot in. Since we were on the final round, I’d asked her to put on that neon-yellow bikini again.

When Madi strutted herself out, I was more stunned than ever. Not that even an average girl couldn’t be made out to be hot as coal-rolled steel with the right context. And she was way above par.

Still, my assistant had always kept that hidden potential under baggy sweaters and not putting a minute into dolling herself up every morning.

The last few shots blurred in my memory. Playing off her skin-tone and the color of the swimsuit, we had a color triad dialed in there. And that’s before the hokey theory of the background hue slipped into my head again.

As Madi donned some amazing pose I’d never thought of, I shouted, “Freeze, just like that!”

Blinding light filled the room as the flashes jolted off again.

Then I tried to figure out if the temperature had dropped. “If you’re cold, we can call it a night.”

“No, I’m good. Why do you ask?”

I pointed at my chest. “You’ve got some pokies going on, homeslice.”

Madi shrugged again. “Okay. They happen.”

What the fuck? I looked around the back of my camera. “Don’t change this pose either,” even if my brain was doing flips inside my skull, “but now I know something’s up with you.”

My finger slipped and shot the flash off again. And I wasn’t looking through the viewfinder.

I didn’t put two and two together at the time, but the sudden change inside my own head should have explained what was going on.

Tilting forward, Madi caught the shift in my face. “What’s wrong? You look flustered all of a sudden.”

I couldn’t deny it. Within a matter of seconds, I had to get both hands on her. “This might sound a little nuts, but I’m starting to get what you’re playing at.”

Madi dropped every pretense. “I’ve been watching the flash bounce from the mirrors behind you. Now that you’ve see them pop off, it’s a different ballgame, right?”

Feeling my pants tighten and a raging hard-on push against my zipper, it made too much sense. “When did you figure this out?”

Madi strutted closer. “Two or three shots in. I thought you were nuts when you wanted to order another backdrop. But I get it now.”

That fucking theory panned out? My arms reached out as soon as Madi was close enough.

“See? For the first time since I’ve met you, I have to applaud one of your crazy decisions.”

Even through the fog of wanting it too much, letters from pissed-off attorneys danced in my head. Making sure I filled the rest of the card with Madi’s consent, I started recording a video that might have pulled my ass out of a legal fire later. “What are you hinting at?”

Madi ducked her face in front of the lens. “Sex.” Then she turned her attention back to me. “Do I have to put it in writing and sign another form to make you get over yourself?”

“Okay...” Barely wearing that yellow bikini and a pair of clear stripper heels, she was blowing every late-night fantasy of what I wanted to do to her out the water. “Go ahead and impress me.”

She dropped. Fast. The sound of bone hitting concrete made me wince, but Madi didn’t seem to care.

Before I could put everything together, Madi had my balls cupped through my slacks.

Pushing her face closer, my assistant-turned-model plucked the tag of my zipper with a couple of fingers. “It’s only fair that you take something off. I mean, look at what I’m wearing right now.”

Hot damn! Staring down, I could see the top hem of the bikini bottom draw tight over the gap between each side of her ass.

I was about to lift my shirt off. But I still had to make sure this wasn’t a prank. Grabbing a dangling string from behind her back, one pull undid the whole knot.

Madi pulled the fly down. “That’s no fair. Take two thing off.”

A shiver coursed through my neck. But if she wasn’t stopping me, doing what the girl wanted couldn’t end badly.

My shirt hit the floor as I began toeing out of both shoes.

The first touch of her fingers on my prick made me want to thrust right between Madi’s lips. But a full grip and jerk stole my attention.

“See? Things like this are a lot more fun when they’re not one-sided.”

I was about to tangle her hair between my digits.

Then Madi pulled my entire length out in the open. One lick along the entire bottom shivered my neck hard enough to make it pop a few times.

She gripped around the shaft again. “How long have you been thinking about this?”

Since I’d met her. But I never though it would happen until moments before.

Cupping her jaw in one hand, I gave her cheek a tap with the other hand. “Whatever you’re stunt you’re trying to play, go ahead and show me how far you want it to go.”

“I’m on the pill, if that’s what you’re asking.”

Both of my eyes shot open. “You’re shitting me.”

Madi gave me another pump. “That’s why kept bugging you about a health insurance plan. Not that this is why I wanted one.”

Getting her that benefit tore a chunk out of my ass that I didn’t have. But I never wanted to be a complete monster of a boss.

She ran her palm down to my base. “And now it’s paying off, huh?”

I was about to answer when I felt her lips and tongue slide down the length. Pulsing inside her mouth, my neck almost rattled itself apart as Madi took every inch she could.

Keeping the grip on my hilt, Madi rocked forward again as she pushed against my ass with the other hand. One shake of her head to each side put every taste bud on the job.

I couldn’t just stand there, twiddling my thumbs. Grabbing Madi by her naturally blonde roots, the harder I pulled, the more into it she got.

Flicking her tongue across the bottom, Madi kept dancing her way up to the tip.

Struggling to prop my eyes open, I started down at her. Soft, hot, and chucking her entire being into that oral miracle, she actually turned me on as she was for once.

But Madi wouldn’t let me sit back and think that she was peaking out for very long. She let go with her lips and shot a final lick across the head as she gazed up. “I think you’re ready for what I said I want.”

At least she knew how to talk a guy into it.

Feeling the cold and lack of her mouth around my dick, I couldn’t let it stay out of her for too long. Grabbing a wrist and pulling her upright, I already knew where this had to go.

Madi’s heels struck the concrete with each step. Pulling her to the makeshift apartment I’d halfway set up, I felt a twinge of shame before turning the handle.

The crowd of furniture didn’t faze her at all. “You’re living here now?”

“If I didn’t do something, how could I keep paying you?”

As she hugged tight around my waist, Madi squeezed more than I expected. Then she began pulling me to the love seat that I’d awkwardly shoved into the corner of the long, narrow room.

Her entire body spun around. When Madi dropped into the cushions, the perfect view of her tits kept my attention.

But what she said next turned every circuit in my brain to glowing streaks of metal. “Don’t argue with me. Just do it.”

The time for thinking about this had passed and turned to dust in the wind. Pulling my zipper down and starting on the belt, I couldn’t have gotten my clothes off that quickly if they were on fire.

“And I thought I’d have to call you out on wearing more than I am.” Madi kept the grin up as she reached for my dick again. “We should have been doing this from the start.”

She was speaking the truth.

Hooking my finger under the front triangle of her thong, I felt the warmth and bumps of a fresh shave.

Madi giggled and started working the knots on each side of her hips. “It just seemed easier to get of everything down there.”

My knees hit the bare floor. Seeing the little bit of red around her cunt, it wasn’t all from the razor.

As soon as my tongue hit, that skin felt smoother than new glass. Ducking to the left, the bulb of her clit rolled around as I flicked away.

She was already trying to crush my head with those thighs. Each gasp lilted until I found the perfect rhythm for her.

Tasting like pure mana from Heaven, Madi’s slit kept getting hotter until I felt her start dripping down my chin.

Easing my pointer between those white-hot walls, Madi jerked as I rubbed against her g-spot. The second curl turned her into absolute putty.

Madi draped both legs over my shoulders as the hard points of those heels dug into my back. She’d gone from frigid to downright intoxicating. And my brain was still trying to figure out if it really was from that damn backdrop.

Feeling her knees bend around my neck, another swell of heat met the end of my tongue. Dipping another finger in, Madi’s channel felt like it was giving way for even more of me.

The vaguely floral, tart flavor soaked into my mouth. Just like a good cunt should taste.

Her voice burst into a shrill cry. Then I felt her arms and legs draw me tighter as Madi’s knuckles popped.

Making her come would have taken seconds. But my reservations had been taken around the woodshed and shot behind the ear.

I had to know how we’d feel locked at the hips. Oral’s great fun, and apparently Madi could suck the sand out of cement.

She wasn’t fighting back in any way as I left her teetering on the edge. Letting me stand again, she gripped my shoulders and dragged my face to meet her own.

Kissing after going down on each other was a thing we were doing now.

Like the taste of her own self was catnip, Madi couldn’t get enough.

Wrapping tongues and pressing against each other let me slip around her back and unravel the final knots. The top fell before I could even back away to watch.

Dressed in nothing but clear heels and blinding smile, Madi let go of me. “Enough stalling.”

The workday had ended long before that point. Rising above her, I looked down and saw the base of my erection start at her pussy and end just above her belly-button. The false perspective made for a great mental image of plowing her that damned deep.

Madi pushed herself into the couch. Gripping my cock as she went, the grin on her lips had a hint of devil in it.

I felt my tip prod against her. “You’re sure about this?”

Then her ankles pressed against the small of my back. “What do you think?”

My thoughts were too scattered. Anything I could say rushed by, too quick for me to pick an answer.

Staring up at me, my assistant was already guiding the tip inside her. “You’re not turning it down, and I’m not stopping you.”

Letting my jaw fall, the first bit of proper shaft jammed through.

Madi bent her neck to one side, resting an ear against a shoulder. “See? It’s what both of us want.”

It’s gotta be a dream. I even tried letting gravity slip. But my feet stayed on the ground. This was no late-night fantasy edging into sleepy time.

My fingers gripped the back of the couch. Stopping before I could get all the way in her, my breath shuddered as I looked down.

Perfect tits she’d always kept hidden under sweaters, no matter how warm it got, pushed up as Madi inhaled. Then she squeezed with every part of herself. “Quit trying to wuss out!”

The roll of her cunt around my dick was too real. This is happening. But why?

Both of Madi’s walls tried to cook me as she kept pulling harder.

Sensing a moment of weakness, I rushed out of her until my head was the only part left within.

“Don’t go thinking that’s all I’ll let you get away with.” Madi smirked and tried forcing me down.

My hips bucked, careening her head to the other shoulder. “Will you shut up?”

A deep moan coursed out of her. Like she was playing it up.

Wise-ass.

Madi’s pussy drew closed like a noose. Her arms and legs clenched around me as she gasped, “I still want it...”

Ready to punch the cushions with my fist, taking it out of my furniture wouldn’t help anything.

It was far better to take it all out on her ass.

Then Madi went apoplectic. Every fingernail dug into my skin. “Close!”

Which was my cue to ease off a little. I couldn’t make the girl explode that early.

Easing my way out, her pussy fought to hold every inch in.

My dick cooled off, still throbbing from the best fuck I’d had in years. Pushing Madi onto her left side, I knew how I wanted her next.

She hugged behind her legs with both arms. The slim line reddened and her toes curled in anticipation.

I propped a knee on the cushion. With a spit into my hand, I rubbed it down my shaft. “Are you asking for it, or just begging?”

Her thighs spread just enough to call me through. Madi put one arm around my back. “I never told you to stop.”

What she wanted, I was already starving for. Both walls of her cunt spread enough to swallow me whole. “Tell me you want it.”

“I already did!”

Rushing forward, my tip pushed against the deepest part of her.“So?”

Madi gazed up like she was hypnotized. “Whatever you need...” Her neck craned to one side. “Take it.”

That’s what I liked to hear.

She wiggled herself, making the next run set off every part of my cock.

The next breath flowed out of me. Gritting my teeth and curling my lips, holding back felt like a war.

My planted down. One on her back, and the other on lowest part Madi’s stomach. Every thrust passed through her, like I was trying to run my way through her.

Pops and yells filled the air. Both of her transparent heels clattered against the floor as I kept the pressure on.

“Don’t stop!”

As if I would.

Madi twitched with her entire body. Slick walls clamped down on me like she was about to hit orbit.

But that wasn’t enough.

I slid a thumb down, finding the hot bean tucked in her folds. The first bat jerked her legs tighter.

“That’s it!” She was about to pop.

Swinging through again, I could feel the tension rising in her. Madi wasn’t just just my assistant with resting-bitch-face anymore.

Like putty in my hands, her body took me in as her voice crackled through the air. “Deeper!”

Snatching one one her arms, I pulled it as hard as I could. Another slap of hips against ass piled me through.

The ridges of her cunt tensed around me. “Fucking do it...”

I looked down at her.

Madi was trying to eat her bottom lip, moaning through the shock as she clawed to lock me inside.

Something within my head. Then I felt the shock emanate from my balls.

Every shred of force dropped. My knees shook as both calves tried to seize up.

This is fucking it…

Her voice pierced the room again. “Come!”

Teeming walls coursed and grabbed at my shaft. If this had to be the endgame, I wanted to make every shot and drop count.

Madi relaxed for an instant. Then her body went nuts. Each limb pulled me closer as she lost her damn mind.

The drawn-out moan is what did me in. Losing myself in it, I didn’t fight the urge.

A full rush of cum primed my cock. A hint of burn and too much fun blasted through.

Bare heels and sharp nails clung harder. “All the way in!”

Every pound of myself fell onto her body. Warm fluid spread around my cock.

My jaw fell another couple of inches. “Holy fuck, I’m —”

“Keep coming...”

My body said, “Yes, ma’am.” As my brain turned to fuzz.

Another streamed coursed out.

Madi clenched even harder. With staggered breaths, she barely got out, “All… the way… in!”

Clenching my teeth, it was too much. By the end of the third shot, my arms gave out.

But feeling her keep the hold, I drifted into fantasy-land with the fourth blast.

Her voice shook at least as much as I was. “I knew you you could do it.”

To be honest, I don’t remember shit about the rest of the night.\

Maybe I’d passed out. But I do remember waking up with Madi curled up against me. Naked and curled up against me, about an hour before the next shoot was supposed to happen.


I had just sent the best of the best shots from Madi’s ‘episode’ over to Tricia. Editing takes time, but sitting on treasure like that sparked a bonfire under my ass. So it was only the next morning.

My phone almost shook off the desk, and not even a minute later. Scrolling down, I didn’t expect her answer.

‘How did you ever talk Madison into that?’

If only she knew what I hadn’t included in the attachments.

Firing each thumb as quick as possible, I didn’t even correct my typo. ‘If I get both of yoo together how could it not pay out?’ And I’m anal about stuff like that, even when I’m texting.

The next response took a while longer. ‘Maybe we can work something out. Call me later.’

Even if it was a business thing, I felt the same flutter in my heart I’d have had if it was about a date. Not that I had any business banging models.

Then again, I had fucked the girl in my best work ever. It got me thinking about possibilities I’d have laughed at twenty-four hours prior.

Exactly what had gotten into Madi kept poking at my brain. Like some irritating friend behind me who wouldn’t stop until I answered them.

Maybe it was the backdrop.

I had a sudden change in how I felt when I looked directly at the flash bouncing off of it. That research paper had mentioned certain wavelengths of light triggering emotions in people.

But I had to shrug it off. One instance of it didn’t prove anything. And the marketing firm’s claims didn’t exactly have studies to back themselves up.

Tricia’s next session would have to happen in front of that thing, though. I’d get some kind of answer.

Plus, Madi’s shots needed a good edit and upload. It’s not like they’d start making me any money sitting unprocessed, on a hard drive.

Yet the more I zoomed in on her face, the shift in Madi’s expression spoke more than what we’d done later already.

There was something to the theory.

I just had to make sure it wasn’t a fluke, and dig for the real cause behind it all.
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A nearly endless line of vehicles had piled up, hoping to set up their camps by dark. And each one probably had enough contraband to make Cheech and Chong blush.

But my old buddy, who we call ‘Debutante’ at events like this, was checking ID’s against their printed ticket forms. The guy had always been a boy scout, in the best way possible.

I grabbed his shoulders and dug my thumbs in. “Guess who.”

He put one finger up. “Reed, give me a second.” As he smudged a highlighter over the name of some white boy with dreads.

“Have it your way.”

Before the next entrant could walk forward, he whipped around in the chair. Glasses and hair down to his shoulders didn’t hide that smile a bit. “How the fuck have you been, ol’ buddy?”

“Busy.” And as usual in the hippie-fest circle, we hugged like we were separated twins meeting for the first time. “Now let me tell you about how much shit I’ve gotten done today.”

His giant hand patted the center of my back. “I didn’t think you were gonna make it!”

“Royalties from my last song came through, so I had the money. And I’ve got almost all of my setup ready to go. How long until you’re done here?”

Debutante waved the next person over without looking at the line. “About an hour.”

But that’s when I saw her. Not completely out of place, but nervous as all hell. And an absolute dream-girl of a blonde.

My friend wasn’t looking her way yet as he droned, “ID and ticket.”

I poked his ribs and nodded my head her way. “She’s already got both of them in her hands. Pay attention.”

Even from behind, I knew he had the same ‘oh shit’ look on his face that I had.

With blue eyes, blonde hair, and tits that strained the top button on that flannel shirt, she had both of us in awe. “Mila Hunt. I think I’m supposed to be in the open camping field, if that helps.”

Debutante flipped the pages in his binder. After too many seconds of scrolling the guest list, he struck the highlighter over her name. “Yep, found ya!”

Mila passed her form over the table. “So this is my first time at one of these. Anything I should keep in mind?”

“Have your shit packed and be ready to haul out by four o’clock, Sunday. Otherwise, have fun and stay safe.” He slapped one of the neon green wristbands around her. “And my buddy Reed should have one hell of a party Saturday night. About halfway down Miracle Mile.”

I didn’t want to get too full of myself. “Assuming I get all my equipment going.” I grinned at her anyway. “Hopefully I’ll see you in the crowd.”

This Mila girl pulled her lips back, showing teeth that were almost too white. “Looking forward to it.”

Watching her traipse back to her car, I was lost in the scenery until Debutante elbowed me in the ribs. “You gonna call dibs on her, or should I give it a shot?”

My hand planted on his shoulders again. “I like ya, but yeah, I’m claiming the first pass at her.”

***

She looked at me exactly as she had at the light. Fit for one of the girls at Randy Andy’s before one of those fabled trips to the VIP room. “What if I’m not tired?”

I knew nothing about this girl other than her name and how amazing she looked. But if I didn’t take the shot, there was a damn good chance I’d never see her again. “I need to put my gear away before someone runs off with it, but you’re welcome hang around.”

The way her eyes shot open and Mila’s teeth flashed under her lips almost knocked me down. “I’d love that.”

Assuming she wanted to have a few drinks in an RV a few years older than myself and maybe some breakfast, I was game for it. Or something more. But I wasn’t about to push my luck.

Trying to make small-talk with her as I unhooked equipment and rolled cables into their bins, I caught the basics. Mila was taking her first year after college to travel around, doing whatever seemed like a good time. All out of the trust-fund her grandparents had set up.

Starting to tear down the booth structure itself, I kinda held it against her. But even if she was some spoiled princess, way out of my league, Mila at least helped me get everything put away.

Latching the padlock on the exterior storage, the only thing left was toting the electronics inside. With her taking the lighter ones, at least it only took half the time.

The first hint of sun turned the whole property a faint shade of purple. Five AM was just about to roll through. And I still had this girl in my camper.

***

Not that I was about to push her away. “So you’re taking me up on that offer?”

“Why wouldn’t I?”

I searched my mind for the right thing to say. After too many possibilities, I settled on, “I guess it can’t hurt, but I didn’t expect you to sleep in here.”

The sun coming through the blinds made her hair almost glow. “I know you didn’t. That’s why I don’t mind doing it.”

The last two words snagged my mind like a hook. “What?” Surely, she didn’t mean that.

Mila’s bra let out a pop as she reached around her back. “You know what I mean.”

If only was ever that simple. Girls like her are always willing to tease for what they want.

“Besides,” Mila pulled even tighter as the cups slid down, “if random hook-ups are fun, throwing in with someone for a bit longer doesn’t seem so weird.”

I didn’t know if she was talking about a week, or maybe a few months. “Now you’re fucking with me. I never asked you to do anything like that.”

“You’re not kicking me out, though.” She grazed a foot down my shin. “Why shouldn’t we see where things go?”

With her eyes still closed, I kept gazing at the complete goddess snuggled against me. She felt even better than the bamboo fiber sheets and cool air blasting out of the window at our feet. But I knew what had to be said. “It’s a lot to take in. Are you absolutely positive that you want to tag along?”

Mila shifted her body until her tits were spreading against my chest. “I could have left hours ago. What do you think my answer is?” But she still hadn’t opened her eyes.

I’d either lucked into a goldmine… Or the light had done for me what it had for Andy.

Before I could say anything, Mila draped an arm over my neck. Her breath puffed against my cheek. “What’s wrong with enjoying yourself? With as much of a good time as you gave hundreds of people last night, I think you deserve to have as much fun.”

I started to think she was just talking out of her ass to buy a few more minutes in a real, climate-controlled bed.

Then her fingers danced up my shaft. “It’s Reed, right?”

“Yeah.” I wanted to groan and flip to my other side. I’d already had my fill of one-night-stands.

But then Mila crept her leg up until she had a knee on my hips. “In case you’re wondering, it wasn’t the light that sold me on you.”

“Then what did?”

She brushed a hand up the center of my abs and chest. “Watching you pour so much into that last song… It was like you were speaking to all of us, thankful that everyone had even shown up.”

That line of thought had almost brought a tear to my eye as the party wrapped up. “What do you mean?”

“It didn’t have any lyrics, but I heard what you had to say. Loud and clear.”

***

Her lips parted again as she grinned from ear to ear. “Or you could just make come now, and I’ll catch up to you.”

There’s no way she real… But the feeling coursing along my dick argued otherwise. Rocking the whole camper, I flung myself as hard as I could.

She let go with one arm, sliding a hand down to where our bodies met. The twirl of fingers around and over her clit had Mila twitching all over within seconds.

Each of the springs groaned under us. Locking myself into the kind of rhythm that started feeding on itself, I was thrusting from tip to trunk.

Both of her legs let go and shot flat against the bed. That only gave me more room to play with. Gravity is one hell of an ally when you let it work in your favor.

My arms curled under hers until I had both hands planted on her shoulders. Getting my whole body into it, the girl never stood a chance.

Thighs trembled just as hard as her bottom lip. Mila finally snapped her eyes shut and let out a cry that anyone within a hundred yards of the RV must have heard. “Fuck! Coming!”

Her fingers twitched and rolled over her bean even harder.

Feeling the lock in her muscles, I knew it was time to sink the killing blow. Letting myself absolutely fall into in, I dug my toes into the mattress and forced myself deep.

Mila let go, unwinding like a rubber band that’d been drawn out and twisted into a knot. “Gah-hod!”

Ten nails scraped their way down to my ass. She kept pulling me into her as if Mila wanted to be run clean through.

My jaw clenched shut as I groaned out the fight I had to keep up, just to hold on. Barely keeping hold of my sanity, feeling her quiver around me was more than I’d bargained for.

Aftershocks rumbled through her. Mila took her sweet time relaxing into that post-orgasmic bliss, struggling for each breath as I eased myself off her tits.

Letting up like that only made her take advantage, though. Still rising her breasts up as if she’d sprinted a mile, her feet planted on the bed as her knees clamped on my ribs.

Mila waited until I pulled out before whipping both of us over again. “My turn.”
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