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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 I 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.


BIMBO BLUE 2

Madi’s shots were already moving copies.

As in, plenty of them.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I hope you’re not bullshitting me.”

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hey, can we talk for a minute?”

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

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


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

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

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

“Bullshit! I’m old material now.”

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

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

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

Little, fucking bitch!

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

Madi scoffed, making sure I heard it the grunt.

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

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

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

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

“Fine.”

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

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

“I thought so, too.”

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

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

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


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

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

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

“So you’re not trying to fuck her.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The flash pulsed everything white.

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

Tricia reciprocated, snuggling herself closer to Madi.

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

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

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

But fuck no.

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

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

Alrighty. That’s happening.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I was already on the verge of busting.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Madi shot her ass my way.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fucking shit!”

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

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

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

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

Each of them quaked off at the same time.

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

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

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

My night was only gonna get better, though.

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

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

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

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

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

She twisted around as I stepped around Madi.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Tricia slapped both hands against the top of my thighs.

Does she want me to stop?

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

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

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

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

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

Good enough for me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Meanwhile, Tricia’s body seized.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

As if I’d need that much time.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That first moan silenced her cries.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Tricia pulled me over to the couch.

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

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

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

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

I could have kissed her.

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

“Okay!”

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

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

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

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

“One-fifty for each of us.”

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

But Tricia knew how to string a man along. “Do a solo shoot with Lynn and see how it moves everything. I can wait.”


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.”
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Toning down the model recruitment, each shoot with some combination of Madi, Tricia, and Lynn earned what I had to pay them within a month. Summer was wrapping up, and the idea of doing canned photos of spoiled brats much longer filled me with existential dread.

With Hawaii’s perfect weather, outside of the occasional typhoon, living in one of the planet’s jewels wasn’t the only perk of the islands. I’d already gone with Tricia and Madi for sessions at the more scenic places. Which was damn near the whole chain.

But I’d grown up in Oklahoma. Where April tornadoes bring even more May tornadoes. I’d only recommend it as a place to live to people I hate.

My ass was a lot happier, and fine with the ‘fringe’ benefits working with these girls brought. Yet as August rolled around, the new income was starting plateau.

Lynn had just gotten out of the studio’s shower. Her amber hair was still dripping wet as she hugged around my neck from behind. “So, how’d the photos turn out?”

I stopped doing the post-processing thing. Since it was just the two of us, I had enough left in the tank for another round. “Great, but I need to mix things up if I want to keep making this worth my while.”

“Didn’t I tell you call some of my friends?”

“Just like Tricia had, which is how I found you.”

Lynn snuck her fingers under the collar of my shirt. “The modeling business is all about networking. You should have been putting feelers out weeks ago.”

I started easing my chair back, waiting for her to get the message. “So this Raquel chick… How good of a word are you willing to put in for me?”

Still keeping her hands down my shirt until I stood up, Lynn wasn’t about to let me get away. “Whatever you need me to say. But she asks for more than I do.”

Hopefully it’s just extra money, and not another list of conditions like you’ve got. But I kept boiling on the edge of my tongue. “How much?”

“One-twenty per hour.”

I’d have flipped at the rate not too long ago. “Do me a favor and find out when she’s free after next week. You know, when these little scrotes I usually deal with start classes.”

Lynn kept her fingertips on me as long as she could, but that phone in her purse was across the room. “I’ll do it, but you’ll owe me.”

I’d already written her one check for the day. But you know what she meant as well as I do. That next photo session could wait for some other day.

Further away, she asked, “Madi getting back soon?”

“Hair appointment.” And a wax job. “So about three hours, give or take one.”

Which was fine by me. I’d never gotten our newest friend all to myself, somehow.

The soft pat of her canvas flats got closer, as did the noise of her swiping out a text. “Oh no, whatever will we do?”

“That just fucking sucks for her.”

Within seconds of Lynn sending her message to Raquel, her face and arms were in my lap.

The response didn’t take long.

But by then, I was ramming the back of Lynn’s throat.


I had Raquel onboard with doing a shoot just a few days later. Her price was exorbitant, which meant I could only afford to get Madi to join in. That is, unless I wanted to live off coffeepot ramen again for a month.

Then I got the call that promised to change everything about my business. I was sitting alone on my couch, watching the TV that was way too big for the small, backroom ‘apartment’ I still lived in. Madi had left hours before, so my ass was about to call it a night and turn in.

Pulling the buzzing thing out of my pocket, I didn’t recognize the number. This close to ten and with the 808 area code, I assumed it couldn’t be a telemarketer.

“This is Braun.”

But it was still a marketing person. A voice I hadn’t heard since my total freelance days was still warm yet effeminate as ever, for a guy. “Long time, no talk.”

“Jared Cade… How the hell have you been?”

Hilo’s premier advertising genius had started from the bottom about the same time I did. But he wasn’t looking to catch up with an old work friend. “From what the stock company tells me, you’re the guy making all of those shots my designers keep wanting to use.”

“Yeah. Stock photography’s been good to me so far.”

I was about to brag on myself a little more when Jared cut me off. “And are you still backpacking?”

“It’s been a couple of years since I’ve been free enough to get out there.”

Jared giggled to himself on the other end. “What would you say about a paid trip, with whichever model is willing to tag along?”

That was a tall order. These girls were fit enough to walk with gear on their back, and I had what they’d need. Getting one to even entertain the idea would be like splitting a coconut with a pillow, though.

“We need a model you haven’t used before, too. I hope you have one in mind.”

Fuck me… “Yeah, Raquel Winters, of all people.” And I already knew I’d be barking up the wrong tree with her. “Affording what she’d ask for a night or two in a tent isn’t about to happen for me, though.”

Jared knew who she was. Hell, everyone in photography and marketing on the island did, and clamored to work with her. “What if I pay her way for you? It won’t be cheap, but the client who wants this shot is incredibly generous.”

I could work with that. “So what’s the location? Mauna Kea? Hanakap’ai Falls?”

What he said next made my heart sink. “Makalawena Beach. They were very specific about having a model pose there, and none of those three you’ve used fit their idea.”

I knew it wasn’t likely to happen with Raquel. Hawaii does have it’s own version of a desert, made of lava rock that’s sharp as knives. Even that flat, half-mile hike through it was a challenge. “She’s hard to work with in a studio. What makes you think I can get her through that hellscape of a trail?”

Jared never was the most ethical guy. Hence his fast rise in advertising circles. “I’ll worry about the money. You worry about pampering her as well as you can. Three days and two nights should be plenty of time.”

The gear wasn’t a problem since I had plenty for all of us, and Madi was down for anything. “Please go ahead and offer her more than you think it’ll take. The walk in is bad enough, even without everything on your back.”

Not to mention, I’d have to drag photography equipment, wardrobe junk, and three gallons of water for each one of us. To hell with pulling that heavy backdrop, too.

“I’m sure you’ll come up with some way to make it happen. I don’t know any other photog who works well with models and knows how keep another person or two alive out there.”

The idea of having the upper-hand in the negotiations kept me in the running. “And my compensation?”

“I won’t know how much I’ll have left over until I speak with your model.” Jared huffed and paused for a second. “And the client wants exclusive rights to photos of these models on that particular beach for at least a year.”

Which soured the pot, rather than sweeten it.

“That’s a long time to sit on any other photos I take over there. I’ll text you Raquel’s number, but if I don’t profit at least a grand out of this, I’m out. And keep in mind, I’ve got an assistant to pay for tagging along.” Not that Jared had to know she’d be down with acting as the second model for eventual stock.

My old ‘friend’ snickered again. “That’s fair. Send her number my way, and I’ll hammer out a deal that makes everyone happy.”

As if that’d be possible with Raquel, given the march to that beach.


With Raqeul signed on, plus a scroll of contract riders, at least Jared didn’t get stingy on my compensation. Two-and-a-half grand for myself made it impossible to turn down. But if you want to know which douchebag Hawaiians you should hate, it’s the people who tried to make the signs read ‘Kekaha Kai State Park.’

These are the people who call a backyard patio a ‘lanai,’ mind you. They’re as douchey as you’d expect.

But in fact, I’d do exactly this kind of thing once a week if I could get away with it. Yet with no backdrop, having fun with Raquel wouldn’t happen.

Until I pulled an experiment with Tricia, that is. Mixing tubes of artist acrylics until I had the color matched perfectly, a scrap piece of wood veneer got enough layers to make it blend seamlessly against the backdrop. Making Tricia do a selfie in front of it complete with flash, while holding a mirror for some posed shot, got her horny as ever.

So I’d dropped over a hundred pounds from the gear. Even nine gallons of fresh water and everything for some luxurious backpacking meals made all that equipment seem light.

This crazy project was happening. Driving the final stretch of Route-19 as the sun dropped below the horizon, Raquel still though I was joking about hiking in at night.

She started her protest about the time I turned off the pavement “You told me it would be a walk, but what kind of hotel is down this kind of road?”

“Even after it’s turned solid, do you realize how hot lava rock gets in the sun? We’d end up with heat stroke by the halfway point.” And keep in mind, it wasn’t a whole mile from the trailhead.

Raquel wasn’t letting up. “How do you even set up a tent at night?” As if she didn’t know flashlights and lanterns existed.

It didn’t matter that she’d have to carry all of twenty pounds, Madi thirty, and an insane seventy-five for myself. I’m gonna end up killing this bitch before this is over. “I’ve got it all taken care of.” And with the trailhead being a hotspot for thieves, I couldn’t leave anything in my car for even an hour to make a second trip.


Ten minutes into hiking by moonlight, and I hoped Raquel would wither and die like she promised. Because goddamn! Even a stroll through some idyllic meadow would set her ass off.

I couldn’t say that, though. Biting my tongue, I kept trudging with four times the weight she was carrying. As every complaint made me want to do a snuff-shoot and declare myself Hawaii’s newest serial killer.

Right before I could explode, Madi dropped her pack where we were about to set up camp. “Don’t worry. I hate her too.”

I should marry your ass. Not that I wanted to admit it. “This absolute cunt is gonna kill us both.”

“She thinks you’ll smoke the pork by hand tonight.” Madi started pulling the bag of tent stakes out, trying to hide the extra bag she’d hauled along. “I’ll cover for you, if you can pass it off as a real thing. She might be that dumb.”

Which was the first good news I’d heard all day. That weirdly optimistic brand of pessimism is why I’d Madi around, even before she went nympho on me.

Too much weight dropped from my shoulders as I sat against a tree. “I need a minute after that walk. Entertain or distract the dingbat for a minute. Please!”

Madi did bark orders long enough to let me rest. And she bought even more time so I could douse the pork belly with a bottle of teriyaki sauce and coconut milk.

Eat shit. Raquel bought into the ‘special’ dinner, and you probably would too.

Not that it wasn’t a luxury in an oasis of one of Hawaii’s lava fields. I did have to haul two thirds of the camp, myself.


The only good thing about showing up before dawn was that we had the entire beach to ourselves. For a few hours, anyway.

If Jared had sent us to a beach on the east side of the island, even half-assed shots of Raquel against the sunrise would have rocketed my portfolio. Assuming I’d benefit outside of the shots he was paying me to get, immediately.

Holding off for two years until Raquel’s tight ass could make good on that model release didn’t stop me from using the fuck out of every minute I had with her. She was Hawaii’s sexiest face, and this was Makalawena, after all. Hell if you’d get her to hike all the way there, without Jared’s money to fucking begin with.

The waves turned to blurry shit from the longer exposure times. But as the sun crept up in the gap between Mauna Loa and Mauna Kea, I knew the light would be absolutely perfect for an hour.

Getting one more burst of shots on her pose, I called it quits on the shots for my own use later. “Okay, Jared’s paid out the ass for us to come out here. Let’s make sure he’ll keep using all of us.”

Raquel took five to walk into the treeline and slather on another layer of sunblock.

As Madi followed me like a pup. Leaving Raquel behind, even if we got out of sight, she could find us by following the tracks in the sand.

Seeing that finger of cooled lava rock, I could tell from a distance that our model wasn’t getting anywhere near it. There’s a reason they still make scalpels from volcanic obsidian. She’d have to pose with it in the background, safe on the powdery sand.

Madi cleared her throat before I could stand up my tripod. I didn’t have the chance to look back when she asked, “So when are you using the blue panel on her?”

It was a good question. For the money I was getting, Jared deserved the absolute best from everyone of us. “Care to run back to camp and get it? I need that hand-mirror too.”

The sound of her dashing in flip-flops pattered away. Far off, way past the tents, I heard the first four-wheel-drive rumbling down the shittiest flat road on Earth.

We didn’t have long to pull the most important shots off. So that was the time to spark Raquel into going above and beyond.


And sweet Jesus, the girl delivered.

One snap of the camera body’s flash from the square of painted wood, to the mirror, and into her eyes…

Those topless photos were going into my private reserve. I don’t mean the one I’d end up selling, either. Fighting to keep that neon-every-color bikini on Raquel, at least we got the real job done.

My card was full before noon anyway. “No point in taking pictures if I’m out of space. The pork belly ought to be done within the hour too.”

Which really meant I’d heat up another bit of charcoal and skewer the kabobs. High heat and a few layers of aluminum foil when I first cooked that slab of pig meant it wouldn’t dry out. Plus, another dousing of teriyaki and coconut had to help the outside.

A bunch of locals and some of the more adventurous tourists had already scattered around the beach. Between waiting for them to move and the sun being almost directly overhead for hours, no good was about to come from frustrating myself.

Food awaited.

As did something else.


I was full enough for a nap. Which wasn’t gonna happen at three in the afternoon, at the tail-end of summer, in Hawaii. Unless I wanted to sweat off ten pounds.

Madi pulled her mystery backpack out, revealing a soft cooler that was about to save the day.

She emptied the contents on tiny camp table. One pineapple, five lemons, and a small bag of ice.

Then she pulled out the stars of the show. Two fifths of lower-mid shelf vodka.

A cool, stiff drink was exactly what I needed. But I knew better than to go nuts. “We’ll all have one glass now, and the rest after dark.” With plenty of hydration between glasses. We still had to hike out before the lava field turned into an oven the next morning too.

Besides, Raquel had been acting like a cat in heat since she’d had her meeting with the blue devil.

I would have been fine with letting things happen, but some of the locals who drove their suburban assault vehicles all the way in had kids tagging along.

Swapping batteries and pushing in fresh memory cards, I knew lowering everyone’s inhibitions a tad couldn’t hurt. So long as we didn’t get stumbling drunk enough for a bitching hangover.

Madi started crushing ice as well as she could without a blender. Ten minutes of prep-time for gear, the drinks, and Raquel’s wardrobe had to work. Otherwise, we’d start cutting into the prime daylight I needed for more stock.


Packing a spare set of cards turned out to be a great idea.

Raquel took another ‘hit’ of the blue with every scenery change. And now that the family unit had packed up and left, we were all alone out there.

The sun was doing its thing, falling just behind and to the left of Raquel. I had to use a tiny amount of fill flash, but nothing too extreme. If anything, it made the waves breaking around her hips stand out even more.

Watching my battery meter tick down, I knew we’d only a few minutes left. But every round of snapshots had at least three or four nuggets of pure gold in them.

Slinging the camera strap around me, I gave one good clap. “That’s a good day’s work! Let’s go relax and congratulate ourselves.”

Raquel strutted through the yards of foaming waves, taking her time from the flash ruining her night-vision. Even if it wasn’t totally dark yet.

Madi rushed over to her, mirror and blue square in hand. “Hold up. She needs one more color test.”

I had to smirk. “Right… For color balancing.”

Our model only knew enough to go through the motions without questioning it.

After three shots of light, my battery gave up the ghost. “That’s it then. Camera’s dead.”

The sand had already cooled, all the way to the surface. Our ten minute walk back was downright pleasant, even with a camera and tripod slung around my back. Staring into a sunset, hearing the surf crash, and Raquel hanging off my free arm… Nobody said a word until the camp was in sight.

Madi stowed the gear in the cases as I turned the same pork belly again. Keeping it hot enough to avoid getting everyone sick dried it out more than I liked. But we also had two or three drinks apiece coming up to wash it all down.

Happy with the best I could do, I tucked six Hawaiian rolls in the tiny grill. The lantern and couple of torches fired up in no time after that. So I had a moment to rest my legs in a camp chair.

Raquel dropped into the one next to me. “What, no fire?”

“Unless you wanna find wood. This is the only place to set up out here, and it’s always picked clean.”

The lightest movement of sand didn’t catch my attention, but feeling her cheek rest on my shoulder did. “So after we eat, what then?”

The front of my shorts began rising. Madi had gotten a few blasts of the special color as well. “Let’s eat and figure it out from there.”

Whether they took me seriously or not, I didn’t care. There was food we needed to eat, drinks we had to shoot down, and maybe eight hours until sunrise.

Madi stepped out of the tent. “You heard Braun.” Looking flirtatious as ever as she tapped Raquel on the arm. “We eat, we do what needs doing, and then sleep.”

Good girl. Not that I expected her to set everything up for me so well. “She’s right, you know. After nine tomorrow, the walk out’s gonna be an oven.”


I let those two gorge on whatever we had left.

Finishing my last vodka lemonade, with a few chunks of pineapple thrown in, I didn’t care if hands explored curves or not. I could always flash Raquel with the whole backdrop before she left my studio next day.

Midnight was about to roll around when I noticed they’d spaced the drinks out too. Nobody was even close to hammered. But that didn’t stop the two of them.

I’d just turned gas lantern down to the lowest setting when I heard it.

Raquel kept shaking like she needed a blanket or something. “We could go to sleep, but don’t we have a better way to keep warm?”

Even in the tropics, nights got cold. “There’s always the cuddle-puddle thing.” I took my last sip and cut the lantern completely. “But Jared’s not paying us for that.”

The tiki torches cast enough light so I could notice her brows rise. “Who said he had to?”

The very sound of Madi shifting in her chair said enough.

Saying anything might have ruined it. I jerked my head at the tent instead.

Raquel finished her last sip and stretched out. “Finally, we get past the awkward phase.”

Madi shrugged at me as if she didn’t know a thing. Which was total bullshit.

I walked off to take a piss. After letting my eyes adjust to the darkness for a second, they weren’t hiding anything. Madi and Raquel were about to dig into each other, whether I showed up or not.

Okey-doke!

My head was gonna pound through my skull on the way out, regardless. With enough water held in reserve, we’d make it back to my car, at least. What the fuck did I have to lose?

They went inside the tent, which had barely enough room for all three of us.

Even through some blankets and a ground-cloth, I heard them hit the powdery sand together.

I weighed how much I’d had. It wasn’t much, and honestly, we could have packed up and driven out of there without trouble. No matter who wanted to drive.

That first moan sealed the whole night for me. It had to have come from Madi.

The subtle noise of fingers going under swimsuits made it nearly impossible to piss against a fallen tree. I shook my head and walked back. As each step made their sounds get even louder.

Orange light danced around as I got close. Both torches would run empty by daybreak, and sand wasn’t flammable. The only thing holding me back was my own hesitation.

The zipper was still open. Ducking my head in, I felt the humidity jump even higher.

Madi’s cries started overpowering the noise of the waves across the treeline. Even in the dim light, I could see Raquel’s hand working away under Madi’s bikini bottom.

I’d already been bought and sold on joining in. Shooting looks between them, a hint of eye contact invited me to step through the nylon door.

Who was doing what to who didn’t matter. In a space that tiny, their legs were already kicking against mine as I kicked the dock shoes off. With both of them under the spell, shit was about to happen, whether I was ready for it or not.

Remembering what Lynn had said about every model being on her own protection, there was no need to dig for the condom in my wallet. Which had been stowed in the guts of my biggest pack.

Madi winced in the dim moonlight passing through the walls. “Quit wasting time and dive in!”

She’d starting losing control of herself. But that didn’t mean she couldn’t call the shots.

I shrugged, working my trunks down. “Topping from the bottom, huh?”

Raquel worked her fingers hard enough to swish Madi’s cunt harder than the surf. “You already know she’s good at it...”

Hell yes. Even my shirt flew into a corner of the tent. Harder than the dark basalt poking through the sand, the time for stalling had expired before I even got in there.

My body dropped beside them. Familiar as I was with Madi, I knew Raquel’s ass was grinding against my shaft. Like she was demanding I put myself in her.

I was about to aim my cock and plunge in.

Then I felt Madi’s legs wrap around us both. As she was screaming into an open palm, my assistant whimpered and dug her heels against the sides of my ribs.

Smooth skin almost wrapped around the bottom side of my dick. As both of her cheeks gripped me hard, I knew Raquel’s bottom piece had come off.

Warmth and silk glided me along like she’d been lubed up. Which wasn’t hurt by the light coat of oil she’d been slathering over herself between shots.

I was content to hump away.

That is, until Madi and Raquel begged for me to join all the way in without saying a word.

Pressure mounted for a couple of seconds until I had to throw myself into the pile of women in front of me.

Or at least one of them.

Raquel pushed herself against me. Ducking my tip at the final second, I wasn’t ready to feel her take half of my length in. Hotter than the tropical sun I’d felt all day and wetter than that fucking ocean.

Every trace of breath rushed out of my lungs as I muttered, “Fuck...”

As Madi pulled her heels even deeper into my sides. This writhing mess of bodies knew what it wanted. Like each one of us was cheering on the others.

My hips bucked. Sliding the rest of the way through Raquel, I was ready to come in seconds.

That is, until Madi whined out, “Don’t even even think about it!”

She always wanted her own turn.

If I’d been sitting upright, my jaw would have been in my lap. “That’s not helping right now.”

Her ass ground even harder against me. “Was it supposed to?”

They were on the same wavelength, alright.

Raquel twisted herself in-place, driving the point home as she almost turned her face my way. “You can have me to yourself after we hike out of here.”

Plunged in, driving as hard as I could on my left side, every centimeter felt precious. Full-contact of her body against mine wrapped my arms around both of them.

My face buried in Raquel’s neck and Madi’s hair.

Both bodies crawled inside their own skin. Not moving, but definitely reacting to what they were getting. As I’m sure I was too.

Even in the balmy, warm night, the surge of Raquel’s pussy forward left part of my shaft cold.

I slung back in. That heat was too nice to let go.

Raquel started gasping less than foot away from my own face. As Madi cracked her voice into the quietest screams possible.

That ass pushed against me one more time. Planting as far inside as I could, leaving even the slightest bit felt like a deadly sin.

Seeing what was going on, now or later, didn’t match the shock of it all. This chick I could have only dreamed of a week earlier kept forcing me into her.

My legs started wrapped within theirs. The slight bump of Raquel’s clit pushed against the top edge of my sack. Which was all I needed to hammer deep again.

Her voice started breaking around the edges.

As Madi jolted like I’d slammed into her too.

Damn… Shit… Fuck!

Rolling my length through Raquel, hitting every surface within her, that perfect body crackled off within seconds of Madi’s. If she’d have been wearing shoes, I’d have fucked her right out of them.

Another rush locked me all the way in. Raquel balled her shoulders up, tossing that sandy-brown hair into my face.

Even through Madi’s attempt at a climax, I knew I’d cooked her off.

But that didn’t stop me from pumping harder.

Raquel’s ass crashed against my hips. Like she wanted me to come already.

It was fucking tempting. I mean, one look at this girl would make you follow her every command. Physical or not.

Gripping both of her arms and bending them around her back, I was fine with leaving Madi to her own devices.

One slam after another had me rolling on top of Raquel. By the time I was fucking from behind, whichever sleeping bag she’d lied on top of had been soaked down to the beach itself.

I was about to pull her hair and cover that screaming mouth.

Then Madi did the best thing possible. “My turn!” She clawed at my arms like she had to have me inside her.

Staring at the bare minimum of light shining off her body, I knew I was destined for something great. Madi understood which triggers to pull. And when.

Pulling out of Raquel, the next dive slammed me all the way inside my next playmate. I cupped my hands against Madi’s jaw as I felt both tits jerk upside my chest.

“Harder!”

After so many rounds together, she was following her own secret formula that drove me insane. Without saying a word, every twitch and contraction guided me down that highway with no exit.

My hips crushed down, piledriving Madi’s hips until I felt the sand move beneath her. If we’d have been alone together as usual, there’s no way I wouldn’t have came in seconds.

“Don’t fucking stop...” Madi flicked her tongue against my earlobe, hugging with all four limbs so hard that I couldn’t have backed out if I’d tried.

Each pulse felt like it could tear me open. Fresh sweat ran down my forehead as I kept grinding my way through her.

Madi started yelping. With each crush of her g-spot along the top of my shaft, her death-grip around my body tightened up to the point that the girl went into the hot shivers.

I had to come. As if we were trying a goddamned kid or something.

At the verge of letting myself go, my toes caught the floor of the tent. My whole length crashed deep and each breath felt like the air had turned to fire.

“Pull out!”

I stopped mid-grind. “What?”

Faint traces of her expression barely made it through the darkness. “You heard what I said.”

My whole body locked up as I fought the urge. Even the slightest movement from either of us would have emptied my nuts inside her. “You’re worst kind of fucking cock-tease.”

Madi dug her bare heels into my back. “And you absolutely love it.”

Motherfucker… A few breaths settled me down enough to start backing out. Even though it was damn close.

Staring over at Raquel, she hadn’t recovered from what I’d just done to her. But that wasn’t my problem.

I crashed into the space between them, rolling onto my back and dragging her on top of me. If this round didn’t finish my ass off, I’d have been ready to pull the entire stand of trees out of the ground, roots and all.

Raquel tremored like she was about to jitter out of her own skin. Even on all fours, her pussy quaked with the rest of her.

One solid thrust had me back in Heaven. Wet, burning walls fought back.

That is, until I forced her ass down.

My neck wrenched, pushing my chin against Raquel’s shoulder until I was about to run her clean through.

A slight bump of clit pulsed against my sack. As if she’d kept her own fun going this whole time.

I was beyond the point of caring. If she was close, my ass was teetering on the cliff’s last pebble.

Even in the barest amount of moonlight coming through the tent, I could see Raquel glance back at me. As if stopping right then would have killed her.

What she had to have pulsed the inside of her cunt. All the way from inside, until her entrance tried locking me in deep.

I tried to back out. Fighting the ring of pressure, halfway was gonna have to be good enough for my next crash in.

“Fuck me harder!”

As if I even could. The squeeze felt like I was trying to crawl my whole body through a mouse hole.

But when my tip pressed into her back wall, Raquel curled her legs, feet, and toes against me.

Madi crawled in front of her, pulling both wrists until we had the girl locked and pinned against the bottom of the tent.

Rooting myself around, because hell if I could pull a quarter of the way out again, the full roll of cunt around my shaft rolled the next wave of shivers up my back. This was gonna happen. And I didn’t give a damn if it took seconds or moments.

Both of my hands tucked into that crook between Raquel’s thighs and hips. Pressing even harder, I even felt the ground under her as I kept forcing the deepest fuck I’d ever given.

Her body locked. The air passing through her clenched teeth almost buzzed until she burst out, “Coming! Holy shit!” That prime ass rose up, giving my cock an angle that felt too good to be true.

Son of a bitch! Tearing through, even the slightest bit, felt even better than that first push inside her.

Raquel tried folding in on herself, pinning me against her back so hard that all my weight rested on top of her.

Every vein in my body tried to pop. Even in the dark, all I could see was the swirling dots and a tinge of red.

The moving spots of light turned into fountains. My vision filled with neon static.

Then I felt the hell of almost-relief.

My balls twitched as the rest of me tried to light itself on fire.

By the time the time the first load rushed up my length, I was as breathless as she was.

Raquel shook underneath me. Her voice rose into a scream that rose the hair on my neck.

Like I’d stuck my dick in a light socket, the charge rushed up my body until every nerve in my brain fired all at once.

Every blast settled me down. All the way until I was on the verge of passing out.

The voice just beneath me gasped a final moan. Raquel’s entire frame let go, collapsed into a pile of exhaustion with another on top of her.

That’s what happens when you leave it all on the field.

Or rather, on the fucking beach.


It was a damn good thing I’d made all of us finish the spare water. With temps in mid-eighties before we started hiking back to my vehicle, our stomachs couldn’t have handled rehydrating as fast as we’d need to otherwise.

But Raquel’s promise of fun after getting back to Hilo drove me on. And even she didn’t bitch half as much as she had on the way in.

Not to mention, Jared’s job was done. With gusto.

The trailhead was in sight when Madi finally marched closer to me, leaving Raquel far enough behind. She whispered, “We still need to talk about what’s going on between us.”

Caught in imaging the possibilities with Raquel later, you can see why I’d been distracted from that part of my life. “So tell me what you think.”

Madi frogged my upper-arm. “I was the one who asked. It’s on you to answer.”

Calling a final break was tempting, but Raquel was a good seventy feet behind us. “My life’s gone apeshit in the past few months. I’m still processing everything, including you.”

“That’s not an answer, and you know it.”

Fuck. I took a few more steps before I inhaled.

Madi wasn’t letting me off the hook, though. “Well?”

“As if you know how to take everything that’s happened, either.”

She punched again. This time right on a kidney. “Quit playing dumb.”

By the time we’d start driving back, I’d have been pissing myself at that rate. “Can we talk about it later? It’s not like I can say everything between here and the car, and I’d rather you hear it in private.”

She glared at the corner of my eye, which I caught. “Is that a good or bad thing?”

“You just answered it for me, based on that look.” Which set me to grinning. Possibly for the wrong reason.

Madi eased up, almost leaning against me. “Thanks for not making me nervous about it. I think I know what you’ll say.”

What did I just do?

But the real question was, what was I still about to do?


BIMBO BLUE 5

Life had kept turning for the better since that night with Raquel and Madi. You know. The remote beach shoot that paid more than I’d care to admit, considering what else I’d gotten away with there.

Five more months and with the same number of fresh models in the portfolio, I was all but done with my old racket. No more spoiled brats or doting parents, and yearbook photos were a job I could afford to turn down.

I thanked whatever deity might be stirring around upstairs for that one. And the backdrop I still didn’t fully understand.

But now I had a fresh problem. In the form of a modest one carat diamond on Madi’s finger.

Yeah, I went and did it.

Which honestly, I wouldn’t have imagined before all this had started. Call it the fortunate curse of the stock photographer. We always end up marrying one of the models. Not that we’d set a date yet.

Now back to my daily life, since we’re all caught up.

I was just getting back from another of Jared’s assignments, taking B-roll video for some documentary on vulcanoligists studying Mauna Loa’s recent activity. Driving into Hilo’s outskirts, I had to wonder how long it’d be until said mountain would torch these piles of matchsticks people called houses.

There’s a reason I wanted to live in the city proper. Because if Hilo ever gets rolled over with lava, this whole island’s got a problem.

Smack in the middle of that bitching solo in More than a Feeling, the computer in my dash absolutely killed the mood. The creepy, synthetic female voice waited that second of dreaded quiet before droning, ‘Call from… Shae Tisdale.’

What the fuck? If you remember how awkward my attempts at using her as a model turned out, you couldn’t blame me for wanting to ignore the girl.

Still, I wasn’t a complete asshole, and she was that itch I never had gotten around to scratching. I tapped the pain-in-the-ass screen. “This is Braun.”

Her voice filled every speaker. “Hey. Quick question.”

My eyes rolled hard enough to detach my retinas. “I can’t say ‘yes’ if you don’t ask.”

“Let’s say I’m in need of fast money. What would I have to do to earn it?”

Not posing like an embarrassed mannequin, for one thing. “That depends on what you’ve got in mind. How much cash are we talking, and when are you free for a session?” I did know what the backdrop had done to Madi, of course. And Shae had the right look going for her. Maybe some of that voodoo could turn Shae from a waste of potential, into the perfect model.

“Seven-hundred, preferably before my landlord puts everything I own on the curb next week.” Spoken as if she knew how unlikely I was to agree. “I’d rather not ask for a loan, so I don’t mind working it off over time.”

Based on the awful material she’d given me to work with, I’d have had no use for her back in the summer. And I wouldn’t have had the money back then, either. “Since you resorted to calling me, can I guess you ran out of any other options?”

The pause in her voice said it all. “I know you’re struggling too.” Shae exhaled loud enough for me to hear. “If things don’t turn around soon, I’ll have to move back in with my parents in Ohio.”

With the cost of living, Hawaii’s kind of a bitch like that. You either retire here on a decent fortune, own a successful business, or basically live in poverty.

She was desperate and ripe to be taken advantage of. But as I said, I’m not a monster. “Madi, of all people, has learned a shit-load about the modeling business lately. Since I like ya and we go back a way, how does a grand for Saturday and Sunday sound?”

“You’re joking...” Shae kept breathing into the phone like a fat kid gazing into a candy store’s window. “Right?”

“Not at all. You need the cash, I’ve figured out how to make money in stock photos, and I believe in second chances.” Or in her case, up to and including a twelfth chance.

The squeal of relief almost poked holes in my eardrums. “When’s the best time for you this week?”

I already knew Madi wouldn’t like it. “We’ll start early. Six PM Friday, as usual.”

Without seeing Shae’s cheeks, I knew she was getting red underneath those faint freckles. “You don’t even want to know how hard you just saved my ass...”

I did, and I knew she didn’t deserve another shot either.

But what else are you gonna do when you’ve been trying to drop those panties for over a year? Tell her ‘no?’

The bikini model type kinda becomes the same-ol’-same-ol’ after a while.


When Friday evening rolled around, I expected to drive from Madi’s apartment alone. But guess who rode along to the studio. Prefaced with, ‘I have to see this trainwreck.’

I didn’t mind. Because what’s wrong with letting one miracle witness another?

Six-fifteen passed as I got the lights and my camera settings dialed in.

It seemed that Shae couldn’t stop herself from fucking up any prospect at a modeling career.

I was on the verge of doing another round with Madi for old time’s sake when I heard the knock at the metal door.

Madi huffed like it was a disappointment. “She’s finally here.”

“Let her in.”

Whatever words they exchanged, I didn’t catch. But Madi didn’t sound happy.

Shae trotted in, dusting makeup on her cheeks like I wouldn’t notice. “Sorry Braun! Car trouble.” If things would end up going well, that sounded like another opportunity.

“I’ll throw five-hundred more in to help fix whatever it is, assuming you bust ass.”

She paused at the edge of the dressing room door before staring back at me. “Really?”

“It’s up to you.” I waved her off. “Will you follow directions for once?”

You could see the skip in her pulse. “What does that mean?”

I could have been mean as shit and told her the absolute truth. “Madi’s learned as much as I have. We’ll both get you through it.”

Shae arched one eyebrow at me. “Okay...” As if she thought I’d try to take advantage of her situation.

“Follow the poses, alright?”

Besides, if I wanted a night of extracurricular fun for myself and Madi, we had multiple options.

I really did want to help the girl out, whether stuff would go down or not.


The fan sitting in front of the camera kept blasting Shae’s hair around, including those bangs. By the time her shirt came off, those cut-off jeans were starting to drop as well.

Shae reached behind her back to start unhooking that halter bra.

I had to make the time-out symbol with both hands. She’d just given me a golden photo session for once, packed with raw files I could spin into diamonds. I leaned over to Madi and whispered, “Don’t get any ideas yet. Calm her down.”

Madi barely glanced my way. “But she’s losing her mind!”

My voice almost cracked above a hush. “Exactly. I know you remember how every other shoot with her went.”

She knew I was right. Madi didn’t have much of a filter left, but she knew the difference between the job and fun. “I get first crack at her, then.”

I tried to play it off so Shae wouldn’t perk her ears up. “Fine. We’ve got her all weekend. Just keep her sane for a little longer.”

Madi knew which trigger to pull. “If that’s what Master wants...”

Now I had to talk loud enough so that our model could hear it. “Will you fucking stop with that? We’re working here.”

Trying to piss me off, I’m sure, Madi uttered, “Yes, Sir.”

Someone’s getting jealous. All over again.


No, I didn’t dive in that first night. Another wardrobe change before we called it quits seemed wiser. Which Madi took out on me as soon as our model left.

With my cock shrinking in the fan’s wind, I stared down as Madi got off her knees. “I think someone’s worried and digging her hooks into me ahead of time.”

Madi lifted a middle finger as she swallowed. Taking a breath I’d hardly let her have for the past few minutes, she gave me the full stink-eye.

Before I could smart off again, the buzz in my pocket almost made me catch my dick in my zipper. Jesus Christ… I didn’t know who was butting in with a call, but I hoped it was damned important. For their sake.

When I saw Tricia’s name on the screen, I wanted to cuss her at first. But any time she bothered to call, it usually ended well for me.

I turned around and slid my thumb across. “What’s up?”

The hint of valley-girl in her voice came out. “Madi texted me about how Shae did tonight. How in the hell did you pull that off?”

She hadn’t heard the real truth, and didn’t need to. “I’ve got my ways. Is that all you wanted to say, or is this another shoot idea?”

“You can write wardrobe costs off as tax deductions, right?”

I already hated where Tricia was going with this. “Go ahead and say it...”

Scoffing from the other end of the line, she kinda passed it off. Emphasis on ‘kinda,’ in a half-assed way. “Do you know how many calls I’ve gotten to do sessions to promote shopping here? Myself, Madi, and Shae are absolutely perfect for it.”

“There’s new ideas, and then there’s trying to take advantage of me.” Now I was giving Madi the fuzzy eyeball. “I’m not draining my bank account to let you three go mall-rat on me.”

Tricia didn’t even hesitate. “If you’d let me finish, you’d understand that I’m not asking for that at all. Madi also had a great idea for another shoot.”

I kept staring at the nymphomaniac blonde in front of me. “It’d better be.”

“We already know you’ve got enough money for it, and my brother-in-law lets anyone with a boating license rent his sailing yacht out for under a grand a day. You shoot us with bags from buying matching swimsuits in downtown, and you’ll basically print money.”

I did have a boating license, but no experience with sailing. “Unless you know how to rig everything, you’re shit outta luck.”

“It has inboard motors, and he’s fine with letting me take half the rental cost for my own pay, if it happens.”

The tiny accountant in the back of my head started crunching numbers. A grand-and-a-half for Shae, all of a few hundred on wardrobe, and a thousand for the rental. Plus all of nothing for Madi and Tricia. I was about to start drooling over more than just the profit I could make there. “I hate to say it, but I’d be a fool to turn it down. Any way he could let us keep the boat overnight?”

“Maybe I can talk him into it. But I’ll see the three of you tomorrow morning. Say, nine o’clock at the studio?”

“Fine.”

Part of the cost would come back to me after taxes, and those photos would keep drawing reliable income in.

Then I hung up, still trying to glare through Madi’s soul. “You really couldn’t ask me about this idea, first?”

Madi swatted me on the ass. “No. You always overthink yourself out of every golden ticket, if left to your own devices.”

The part of me that wanted to yell at Madi also wanted to fuck the girl through her own bed.

At least now you know why that ring on her finger had happened.


I hated city shots. Making sure bystanders weren’t in the background, which required a photo release, made all the oblivious tourists a constant pain in my ass. And even models at the top of the backdrop’s game can only pretend to be that happy for so long.

At least we got out of downtown Hilo, with a few sets of three matching swimsuits, by one that afternoon. And Tricia’s brother-in-law was already waiting for us at the marina.

No sooner than I’d shown him my boating license and handed him a check, the keys were in my hand. The only bitch was, I’d have to fill up the gas tank. So out went another wad of money. Even if Tricia had sweet-talked him into an overnight rental for no extra cost.

Puttering all the way to Maui was bound to eat a few hours. I left Madi to get all the gear set up as I dooted the coordinates into the autopilot gizmo. With all this trip had cost already, I wanted to cram in every last shot I could.

As the big island faded into the distance, I went below deck and checked on those three. Madi had already unfurled the backdrop and set up the lighting. For ‘test shots,’ of course.

Seeing all three of them in the navy and white striped bikinis, I was glad the sun was high enough to drop my exposure times to thousandths of a second. The boat going about twenty miles an hour, in open ocean, made a tripod absolutely useless.

It was hard to keep my hands off Tricia and Shae. But Madi was nice enough to stick around in the cabin after they went up top.

Barely keeping my jaw hinged, because Madi was shaped like a pure goddess, I didn’t bother following them just yet. “Want to do your own test shot?”

She was all over it. Madi barely got in front of the lens before she asked, “This boat has one real bed, and four single bunks. It doesn’t look like we’ll need them, though.”

I sparked off the flash, not caring that she looked candid as all hell. “That’s kinda the idea.”

Madi dropped the innocent act. “Good. We’re on the same page.” She tried whipping past me to go above-deck.

“What have you got planned, exactly?” I snatched her wrist just in time. “And is Tricia in on it too?”

“You’ll just have to find out for yourself.”

Asking her what she’d meant by that felt like a dead-end. I let her go, certain that I was gonna be the beneficiary of her little scheme anyway.


Letting those three crawl around the top deck, posing about like cats in heat filled every damn memory card I had. When the very peak of Maui was in view, I was thankful we had a generator to power my laptop. Dumping every file into the hard drive was probably gonna take as long as getting to the island itself from there.

Tapping Madi on the ass, I sent her down with the whole payload. Getting Raquel’s brother-in-law’s boat get cut in half by a speeding cruiser wasn’t on my agenda.

At the wheel, I went into the nautical version of highway hypnosis. Close an hour of it kept me from noticing when Shae came up behind me.

Petite hands covered my eyes as she blurted, “Guess who.”

Since she did well for once, I couldn’t get mad. “My newest model on the rotation.”

Her voice shot up half an octave. “You mean it?”

“Yeah. You did good, kid.” Even if it was because of that blue and not her own effort. “When we drop anchor, there’s gonna be a surprise for ya.”

I could tell Shae was curling one side of her mouth, without even looking at her. “Which is...”

Hell, I didn’t know the specifics. Madi and Raquel had their own plan. “Go ask those two if you really have to know.”

What I didn’t expect was her body pressing against the back of mine. Both hands were already slipping down the front of my trunks. “They already told me. It’s starting to look like the surprise is for you.”

My cock got harder with every heartbeat. As much as I wanted to whip around and start nailing her on the bench behind us, I couldn’t run this boat aground on a reef or a cliff.

Shae twisted the knife in me. “I kinda thought about messing around with you or Madi in the past.” Her fingers slid down my growing shaft before she stepped away. “Just giving you something to think about for later.”

No fucking way. I turned my head just to see her walking down the stairs to the cabin. “They’re evil enough on their own, but you’re only making Tricia and Madi even worse.”

Even if it was all my doing, when you back away and think about it.


Every time I stepped away from the little dining table, they’d whisper and giggle among themselves. With dinner wrapped up and the boat anchored a quarter mile off Maui’s southeastern side, I was losing patience about this grand ‘surprise.’

Knowing the gist, I took over table-clearing duties, even though I did the cooking. Madi, Tricia, and Shae could do their own thing.

Still fighting the motion of the waves with each step, I went topside after getting the last pan scrubbed. Maybe they were ready to spring this not-so-secret trap. Or maybe they weren’t.

No bare titties and no hot and heavy action was happening, though. Sipping those fashionable cans of alcoholic seltzer on the bench, all three of them noticed my stare.

Tricia started talking first. “I know you said one of us has to stay sober, but you should have one yourself. It won’t make you any worse than my brother-in-law when he’s out here.”

I reached into the mini-fridge that was disturbingly close to the wheel. Not caring so much for sweet, carbonated stuff, one of those bottles of cheap wine called my name. “We’re anchored and all the lights are on. Why not?”

Shae, Madi, and Tricia scooted to the right, giving me a sliver of cushion. Cramming myself in, I opened the top of my bottle and swigged directly out of it.

Then I felt Madi reach over, slapping my thigh. “I’ve got something to tell you.”

Since she was drinking, I knew it couldn’t be that I’d knocked her up. “Go ahead.” Another gulp of my own for courage oiled the gears in my head.

“We were thinking...” Madi trailed off.

“Out with it.”

A little hemming and hawing took place until she kinda broke my heart. “How about a nighttime shoot up here?”

Thinking about what had been hinted at, my balls were ready to explode. “Really?”

Madi ducked around Shae. “I’m deadly serious. Get one of the cameras and come back up here.”

Money spoke almost as loudly as sex. And it wasn’t much past nine yet. “Bunch of fucking teases.” I took my bottle with me, wondering if I could down the whole thing before I’d get back to them.

I didn’t bother closing the rear hatch. One of the memory cards was sitting on the built-in desk, and both cameras were hanging a few steps away. All I had to do was jam the card in and check the battery.

Only hearing the lapping of waves as I took the first stair should have told me something. Around each other, these three couldn’t shut up. The next step let me hear the lightest smack of lips.

When my head poked above the deck, I knew all heaven had broken loose. Mouths, hands, and curves had piled together. With Madi stuck in the glorious middle of it all on her hands and knees.

Bikini ties hadn’t popped loose yet. But things were moving in that direction.

For the first time since I’d gotten on that boat, I felt rooted to the floor beneath me. Would you fucking look at that… Which I directed at the camera as I set up the tripod.

We were far enough from the coast that any lookie-loos would need some hefty binoculars. Not that I cared if someone I didn’t know got to watch.

As Tricia popped Madi’s top loose, my girl snuck fingers down the front of Shae’s hips. Having Tricia and Shae with us beat Raquel alone. It’s not like they weren’t just as fine as her in their own right. Plus, you know, I had three models instead of just two this time.

My cock pushed against the inside of my trunks. One reach to put the deck lights on full blast and a hit at the shutter to start recording left my hands free. I was already hard as a man could get. Or so I thought.

Each step came with a few heartbeats pounding in my ears. Watching all three of them go some measure of horizontal, Madi and Shae had their mouths occupied with each other.

The only option left was Tricia. Which was far from a shame.

Both ends of her were open for business. As much as I wanted to skip the foreplay and skewer her like she’d go on the grill, we had plenty of time. Her brother-in-law wouldn’t expect the boat back for another twenty hours.

Shae moaned first. Followed by Madi as Tricia slid the middle of the bikini bottom out of the way.

With her knees on the bench too, Tricia sunk two fingers in Madi while grinning over at me. “Recording another session for your private reserve?”

“Does The Pope shit in The Vatican?”

Tricia wound her pupils clockwise at me. A plunge down the knuckles inside Madi pulled even more smile out of her. “We already know what we want. So how about you?”

Hand, mouth, or cunt. The options weren’t endless, but they might as well have been. Tricia knew how to use all three like the professional ten-out-of-ten she was.

Shae and Madi drowning out the sound of waves on the hull wrote a check Tricia would have to cash.

The waist of my trunks dipped, letting my shaft fall within thrusting distance of Tricia’s face. I couldn’t see the fingers she had in Madi curl harder, but I could hear the results.

Tricia didn’t waste any time. Leaning my way and using that free hand, she bent down until I felt the breath rush over my tip. Warmer and steamier than the fucking tropical air.

A giggle buzzed every inch of me into hardening a little further with each pulse. The soft bounce of her hair tickled at my hips until I almost forgot about the mini-orgy just to my left.

Shae’s first whimper jerked me back into reality.

Forcing Tricia to take me all the way in would get her fingers out of Madi. And I couldn’t have that just yet.

The first wrap of tongue around the bottom of my shaft and far enough over the sides shocked my ass into the middle of it all. Hyper-aware of the moans, the wet, salty aroma of the ocean, and the roll of the ship…

Letting it happen felt more right than adopting a puppy that won’t take its eyes off you.

Pressure swelled between my legs until I was on the verge of exploding.

Shae wouldn’t stop, even after her voice got too high to register anymore. Whatever Madi was spelling out on her clit, it had to be the girl’s personal cheat-code.

That’s when I knew I was in for the kind of night you brag about after a few beers.

Madi ended the initial round first. She forced herself up with both hands, sticking her ass out for Tricia to resume fingering away. You could almost smell the pussy in the air when she finally acknowledged me. “Just like we planned. Time for a switch!”

Tricia pushed herself back, letting my shaft dangle in the warm breeze.

But the swap wasn’t the one I expected.

Tricia pulled one of Madi’s legs vertical, resting my fiance’s other side on the cushion.

Standing with Madi’s bottom thigh between my own, I undid the knot keeping the taut fabric over her cunt. It fell away, leaving me primed for entry into.

I edged my tip against her clit a few times. Whipping myself against it, the first reaction came moaning out. Drifting myself down to the entry even got her to shudder.

The whole setup couldn’t help but feel like a trap as I sank in. Catching Shae’s attention before Tricia could eat her like an unattended cake as well, I had to ask the obvious question. “So long ago did you three decide on this?”

Nobody volunteered to go first.

I was about to pop a blood vessel in each eye waiting for an answer. “Well?”

Tricia shrugged and dove her face almost into Shae’s lap. “Remember when you had to switch cards, right after you started getting the best shots?”

A couple of seconds was all they’d need in that condition. I had to shake my head and feel like the luckiest man alive. Three tens do count as a thirty, with a bonus multiplier, after all.

Madi pushed herself against me, trying to get the head inside her instead of outright saying she wanted it. As if the best thing I could do right then was shut the hell up.

I was halfway in without even trying.

Both legs tried pulling me even deeper. With one bare heel on the rear of my neck and the other planted in the small of my back, the urge to fuck her over the side of the boat slapped the white off of me.

Tricia wasn’t about to let me forget about her and Shae, though. Driving our new toy into an even higher plane of reality, the tan and brunette goddess figure rose her ass up until I couldn’t ignore it.

As Shae kept and wailing like she’d found God at a tent-revival. The poor thing still had enough sense left to give me that look.

Sinking the rest of the way through Madi, I had to reach over. Shae’s breast almost torched my palm as I grabbed hold.

Fingers grazed up my arm until she was licking on my finger, rolling her tongue and giving that tiny amount of bite.

I had all I needed to slam harder. The second time, the third, and then who fucking knows how many after that.

Madi’s ass couldn’t slide atop the vinyl cushion.

Crushing all the way through weaved its own spell. I had to linger at the deepest point, about the time Shae tried bite me off at the second knuckle.

But I didn’t care about the pain or the mark she’d leave.

The pair whimpering beside me, this dream-ass location, and knowing Shae had to be main course… That kind of realization does something to a man. Especially when he’s already nuts-deep in a goddamned swimsuit model with his own ring on her finger.

Another rush of feeling that alive paused the slamming.

Madi writhed her hips against mine, keeping pace like we’d never stopped.

Too much pussy on too much of my dick tripped the urge to come.

But I couldn’t. This wasn’t another one of our solo romps. And we had more than just Tricia along, too.

I pushed myself into her, trying to stop the motion. My words came out in gasps. “You need to slow… the fuck down!”

Another chew from Shae against my finger and Tricia’s grin as she let her own digits take over stirred the pot even more.

My throat had already gone taught. Through gritted teeth, I fought to get out, “Fucking mercy!”

Madi’s cunt let me go. Not that the grip it held on the way out wasn’t brutal.

I slumped over, resting both hands on my knees. The roll of the waves almost tipped me over.

Staggering back, the hull of the cabin hit my ass before I could end up rolling on the deck. I looked up as hard as I could. Stars mixed with the neon pin-pricks of light dancing around my vision.

Water lapping against fiberglass kept the silence at bay.

That is, until Tricia stood up from the torture she’d been putting Shae through. “I told you that we’d have to play the swaps by ear. Throw more than one girl in the mix, and Braun can’t pace himself.”

My lungs burned. But not enough to stop me from answering, “And neither can you...”

Tricia couldn’t have like being called out like that. Even if her smirk didn’t show it. “Big words, coming from the guy who had to tap out of the pussy he could get himself into.”

My brain screamed that she was only egging me on. As my body pulsed with a different instinct. “Fuck you!”

Ever the smartass, Tricia knew which buttons to push. “Isn’t that the point?” As she grabbed the railing behind the bench, pushing her rear my way.

Far from helping, Madi stepped over to Shae. Like she wanted to be paid back for earlier, the pussy I’d just plowed through dropped on our little faux-hipster’s face.

Are they trying to kill me? The stress was already pulsing my veins hard enough to stretch the skin over them. I didn’t even have to check my pulse, feeling it beat in a dozen points around my body.

Turning the trim line of cunt before me would have been a sin, though. With a body that could only come from the gym, caramel skin, and curls never stopped, Tricia could have turned a saint into a drooling pervert.

The last traces of swimsuit fell to the deck as heels from the last session joined right along. Not that I was worried about holes in the vinyl by that point.

Shifting tides and a harder breeze tilted the entire vessel. Fighting to drop one foot in front of the other, even the four paces between myself and Tricia felt like a mile.

But the right side of her ass gave me the perfect hold. Readying my shaft with the other hand, the air around her cunt made the breeze feel like ice.

I had to get inside her again. Even if it was the opposite end of Tricia, her mouth couldn’t have been that wet.

The first graze of my head dripped what she she had inside her down my length. As it cooled with every inch, I knew there was no other choice. I had to fuck her.

Her entrance didn’t bother with the usual tightening. One quick bump timed with a wave fired me all the way inside.

Tricia leaked a tiny moan. She backed against me, fighting to keep the full penetration going as I settled in.

My voice took on a mind of its own. “Jesus fuck!”

She rocked her hair to each side before looking back at me through the corner of one eye. “Go ahead and have fun.” Tricia swirled herself around me a couple of times before adding, “But not too much.”

The way she said it reared my arm back more than the words themselves. Stinging my palm against her ass, I followed through with a tight grip.

One pulse of her cunt stole my attention. Locked inside her, Madi’s trailing series of whimpers fell out of my mind.

Tricia jabbed the knife even harder, wriggling her hips and catching me with all ten of her claws. “Do it, you motherfucker.”

I fought the urge to slap an open hand against ass one more time. Rushing through like I wanted to break her in half, my dick skewered her the instant both tits crushed against the vinyl.

“Fuck!” Killing any chance at getting my deposit back as she braced herself,  I heard Tricia’s nails pop through the cushions.

Every bump and ridge inside her swelled all at once. Feeling my reserves open up, I tried like hell to come inside her.

Tricia didn’t make me stop like I expected. Curling both legs at the knees and forcing me to stay planted to the hilt, she gave me that ‘swirl’ that always seemed to do the trick.

One drop of sweat fell from my chin. Gripping the small of her waist, I was ready to let it all blast out.

Somewhere between two and ten more thrusts would have done it.

The motion stopped.

Through squinted eyes, I caught Tricia grabbing Madi’s shoulder. “Your turn!”

Yeah. They wanted me dead. If only for the rest of the night.

My chest hollowed out as clamped pussy held onto my shaft. By the time I ducked out the last inch, a hard pop in my neck felt like something from a catastrophic accident.

Tricia was already coming back to the rest of her senses, and not in the good way. Patting fingers against her muff from behind, the lips of her pussy jerked like it had taken on a life of its own.

The end of the of moans to my left me tore that shitty part of reality away.

Madi let Shae’s building orgasm erupt with a hard slap at her clit. Leaving our new star vibrating out of her own skin, rose on her knees. “It’s the least I could do for him.”

“You don’t owe me shit.”

Swapping glances with Tricia, Madi pulled her relief pitcher over to Shae. By the time she was on her back, thighs spread wide, the wet shine of her pussy was already glinting in the moonlight.

Scooting her cunt closer until it was right against me, Madi pushed her legs up until they rested on my shoulders. “Even if I don’t owe it, what if it’s something I want to give to you? Will you stop fighting me?”

I backed away enough to whip the length against her.

Burning hot, supple, and ready to go. The only slit that hadn’t got any attention so far took me all the way in.

My eyes clamped as a deep breath flowed out of me. “Jesus fuck...”

Madi kept staring up at me as I piled deep. “You promise to hold back enough for her?”

My balls smack against the vinyl as I forced her legs apart. I knew Madi had to be talking about Shae. “At this rate, I don’t know.”

Feet pulled on the back of my neck when I rocked into her again. As if she was daring me to fail.

I looked down long enough to catch the change in her expression.

Madi wasn’t fucking around, gripping her fingers against my ribs. Another shock jolted her head up. “Then don’t!”

When you’re inside one girl and thinking about getting into the other getting eat out like a cheap buffet three feet to the left.

Your brain does some weird shit.

Making it even worse, the blonde devil herself twisted the thumbscrews. “What, you don’t want to just let go and come in me, right now?”

Either way, I was capital-F, well... Fucked.

The first tingle rang up my spine and into my head like an alarm. I pushed against the railing behind the bench. “Too much!”

“Of what?” Madi squeezed with both legs and settled me all the way in. Another flex stole what little air I had left. “You know you want to.”

I did. And right that second.

Pulling myself out of her wasn’t in the realm of possibility. Even as Shae began cooking off again.

Another mash of hips dragged Madi neck-and-neck with her. Glass-smooth thighs pressed around me as cries started filling this little patch of ocean.

The hint of wet pussy in the air made me fill my lungs. I dipped lower, pushing the head all over that ceiling until I had Madi trying to weld herself onto me.

Skin slipped against flesh as I drew back. Both knees folded against my waist, pulling me through as a wave tipped the deck in her favor. Minutes, days, and even years slipped from my life as I tried to fight the urge.

Making it even worse, Shae warbled out some wild string of vowels.

My fingers behind behind Madi’s knees, forcing both feet over her head. “I fucking can’t handle it right now...”

She pushed her ass against me. The writhe tickled all the right spots. “Don’t shit out on us now.”

“So don’t make me!” I put even more pressure against her legs.

Finally still, Madi gave a playful slap against my face. “Fine, pull out and claim your prize before you go kaboom.”

Tricia let Shae off the hook at the worst time possible. Desperate moans fell in volume until she was damn near pouting to be finished off.

Madi kept herself locked tight just long enough. Even if the draw out of her was torture.

I’m gonna last a minute. Tops.

Not that anyone else cared. Tricia and Madi were already pulling Shae in front of me.

Hugging her legs against her tits with both arms, Shae was already an absolute wreck. Those bangs clung to her forehead, dripping with sweat against blushed skin.

My cock was still erect enough to hammer nails. Running my palm down the length, I knew I was still too close.

The only saving grace was how far along Shae was too.

Her body felt tense and limp at the same time as I pulled her up. Close to rattling herself apart, I had to hold her up as I put my ass on the cushion.

Shae fell against my chest. Healthy C-cups grazed down until I thought I was in for a good blow.

But she was either too weak or frazzled to prop herself up.

I reached under her arms and dragged the poor, limp thing up.

Back at face level, she didn’t mind being cradled as the shakes kept rattling through her body. And even then, she was trying to get anything to brush against her cunt.

Tricia had cut her off right before that clit could go supernova.

Free to do whatever the hell I wanted to her, I had to take pity. Splitting those tight thighs open, I had to wrestle her into straddling my lap. “Take it easy. I’m not faring much better right now.”

Even her giggle vibrated as Shae pushed her slit against the bottom of my cock. She hugged around my neck, probably happy just to have something solid to grab onto.

“Give yourself a minute.” I leaned my face away, locking eyes with her. “If they’re so determined to blow themselves up, we can steal the last act.”

More pressure crushed against me with the not-so-dry hump. Wet, boiling hot, and slick as glass.

Hair and a pair of feet bumped my right side. Then the next round of moans started.

Shae rested her chin against my neck. Still panting like a kid who’d been crying too hard, I had to respect how she got the words out. “If I don’t come soon,” air rushed by my ear as Shae took a full breath, “I’m gonna crack...”

It was the right time.

My hands snuck down to her hips. Pushing myself into the right spot, I felt the edge of her pussy squeeze my tip.

Pressure built until I felt her hesitate.

I pulled against her ass. “There’s no rush. Take it at your own pace.”

As two voices climbed the ramp to full opera screams beside us.

Shae rushed her trim stomach against mine. Just the change in angle let her drop me most of the way in.

It felt like the right time to let the next round happen. I quit trying to hold her back, letting Shae take me all the way to the hilt.

Now she was pushing back with everything she had. Lifting herself off my chest, her body lifted just enough to make me have to down my own spittle.

Each leg squeezed around me. That tiny bit of hold gave her the leverage to turn the drift back to baseline around.

I leaned forward. Which was my biggest mistake.

Shae wrapped all four limbs around me, sitting cross-legged with her ankles intertwined behind my back.

Rising and falling around the girth of my shaft, every side of that passage squeezed until it felt like we were glued together.

The next rush of bare cunt settled into a deep grind. Teeth clamped around my bottom lip as sweat-roped hair clung to my brow.

Backing away without letting up, Shae released my neck.

Tricia and Madi didn’t figure into it anymore.

Shae was trying to force the echoes of her previous climax out, whether it’d end up killing her or not. Red-hot, soaked, and roasting my cock alive, the grip around it kept getting tighter with each pulse I felt inside her.

I settled my hands against the top edge of her hips. Forcing her down, wet finally began outweighing friction.

A short break in her cries announced the easing of her pussy, maybe a second beforehand. Shae rocked herself in my lap. Then nipples gave the slightest brush against my chest.

My knuckles wrenched around her curves. I jerked her forward and felt the total depth inside the girl.

The lower part of her torso went along with it as her shoulders flew back. Shae held just above my knees.

Dear god. That horizontal roll she pulled off… As if she’d rocketed past Tricia in ability to ride a man to death.

Happy to let it all take place, my fingers drifted around to her ass. Smooth and warm, like glass fresh out of the dishwasher. A little slap with each hand wasn’t about to hurt anything.

Shae’s rolled her head back. Whether she had eyes open to see the incredible amount of stars between islands didn’t matter.

Because I was fucking starting to see them between my eyes and those tits. Pulling out of her wasn’t an option anymore.

The speed ramped up. Shae put divots in my legs with each nail. “It’s almost too much!”

Another round of smacks on her ass left my hands stinging as I moved them back to the small of her waist. My voice buzzed through my teeth as I uttered, “Don’t you even think about stopping right now.”

Shae didn’t end the ride, exactly. Keeping me tucked all the way in, she let go of my knees and slung forward. Lips moved against my neck. “I wouldn’t dream of it...”

Waves of flesh coursed down my shaft. The racket a couple of feet away picked up and then dropped into oblivion as the action right on top of me picked up yet again.

Firing on cylinders she probably didn’t know she had, the night’s hipster of a model swirled herself over my dick like I was supposed to hollow her out.

Thick, salt-coarsened bangs crushed between our foreheads. Shae gave a quick peck on my lips as she kept wearing me out. “You think you wanna?”

I huffed one breath and turned my grip to the edge of the cushion. “Wanna what?”

“Bust it inside me.” Even in the dim lighting, I saw the dusting of freckles across her cheekbones and the bridge of her nose. “You know you can, and you want to.”

Vinyl whined as I squeezed harder. Motherfuck me! It felt insane, but even more, it felt like a mandate from above. Months of rooting out some of Hawaii’s top models, hopped up on a nympho-kick, doesn’t even begin to prepare you for it.

Prime cunt whipped around me. That muscle going from your jaw to above the ears ached to the point of cramping.

Shae red-lined herself, tearing through the last few gears in seconds.

The roles had flipped. Here I was, trying to hold in the last piece of sanity I had left.

As Shae caught the insides of my elbows, forcing my arms to spread over the top of the bench. Far from letting up, each crash of her cracked my mind a little further. Perhaps Shae was channeling Mila’s warped personality. Lucky me.

Hair draped against my face again. Panting each syllable out, Shae asked, “Is it that damn good?”

All I could do was nod and hold the hell on. But my grip was failing. “Hell yes...”

Shae’s passage flew down my length again, settling especially hard. The full-on grind circled my tip around the bump all the way inside her.

“If you don’t come soon,” another rise of her body sent jolts zipping along my spine, “it’s really gonna piss me of.”

As Tricia and Madi went totally apeshit to our right.

Permanent marks dug into the cushions as I squeezed even more air out of them. The first drips of juice started trailing down my sack.

Her body slammed down again. Like she was out to kill me with the best hump of my life.

Soft pink ground against skin. Puffs of breath turned into moans. And catching another glance of those freckles across the nose and under her eyes began to set me on fire.

Shae was trying to bring my world crashing down around me. I knew that much.

The slick flight of her against my dick kept rolling every peak into another with every drop of her ass.

My chin fell against my chest. Struggling to keep the fight up, the muscles between balls and ass clenched to the point of aching.

Shae let go of my arms, cradling each side of my jaw and up around my ears. “Go for it.”

My vision narrowed to a single point of light, dim as it was. Swirling dots rippled behind my eyelids. Then I felt the whole thing burst.

A rush of those fun brain chemicals shot through my veins. Pressure built in my nuts, letting go all at once with tingle I can’t describe.

The tension built in every muscle. Holding her tight, Shae added onto it with her squeeze around every part of me she get hold of.

“Come!”

It was happening, whether I liked it or not. Thankfully, I was already in love with the idea.

Warmth flooded what little void she had inside her. Spreading down my cock, the next shove of her hips spread it in every direction from that tight entrance.

Three or four blasts in, I already felt drained. But that wasn’t even halfway through.

Shae threw her stomach against mine, letting those modestly ample tits fill my sight at the best time she could. “One more...” Then she titled her head down to look right at me. “Please?”

My whole body shuddered. Fucking Christ!

Every bit of my skin went hot and cold at the same time. Feeling the crease of that bald slit crush down, the groan I’d been holding back erupted out of nowhere.

It was only then that I realized other two had shut up. Maybe huffing out their finale, or as I’d later find out, in a minor state of awe at how hard I’d just came.

But Shae gifted me a final swish before I could look over there.

One side of my neck tensed all at once.

With one of my ears smashed flat against a shoulder, the final heartbeat of that climax tried to burst through the skin.

I could tell Shae didn’t come again. But that shiver in her legs said it all.

The hot mess in my lap rode the aftershocks from her last one. All the way to the end.

Each breath drew like a ragged gasp into my lungs.

I didn’t know Shae was easing herself up until I felt my neck try to snap itself. Had I been giving instead of receiving, my ass would have been laid out on the deck already.

The backside of my eyelids faded from a dim red to the usual splashes of technicolor. The kind you get when you first try going to sleep. That’s how I knew I’d overdrawn my mind as much as my body.

One jolt tensed everything up. Holding back cramps in all four limbs, I didn’t realize that Madi’s tongue had sent it coursing from my dick until I cracked my eyes open.

My head barely shook as her hand almost wrapped around it. “Not right now...”

Hundreds of points of amber light sparkled through that diamond on her finger. “You share your gifts with me. That’s why I agreed to it.”

I knew what she meant.

But for the time being, I was ready to crash the hell out.


I fought to wake up as the sun began leaking through the window. Every wave tried lulling me back to sleep.

And with all three of them resting against and on top of me, bare-assed as the day they were born, I had an even bigger motivation to stay under the light covers.

But the big island was hours away. Plus, there was time for one more shoot.

I stirred as Tricia cracked her eyes open.

She had the same idea, ever the professional. “No time for hair and makeup.” She rubbed both fists against her lids. “So how about I wake them up for an early swim?”

Wet hair could work. “A fresh coat of lipstick is all you need, anyway.”

Then I felt the next one wake up. Madi pushed her mouth against my ear, whispering, “And it might save us enough time for another round.”

The clock on the wall told me that it was only half-past five. Hell, there was still a good chance to run the boat slow enough sneak a second photoshoot in on the way back.

It was a nice thought, until Shae roused herself. Ducking her palm down to my cock, one gentle stroke wiped the whole itinerary clean. “Braun’s already hard again. Food can wait until we get back to shore, can’t it?”

Yeah, I was famished. But for more than just fried eggs and toast. Sleep has a way of replenishing that appetite. It’s not like my stomach was growling harder than other parts of my body.

As any every person who makes it in a creative field, eating is kinda like passion and inspiration. They’re not complete motivations on their own. But they do get you moving before you can starve to death.

My guts tried snarling up my throat as I let Shae roll over me. I sat at on edge of the mattress, naked as they were. “We’ve got time for scrambled eggs and toast, assuming I get up right now and do them.”

They could do the prep-work on their looks while I cracked shells. It’s not like I had to be pretty for a shoot.

Every part of the morning felt like my new normal was settling in. Breakfast, some models running around the place is hardly a scrap of clothing, and work that promised a lot more income than I’d been used to.

Until Madi and Tricia giggled their way down the steps.

Stirring the last pan of scrambled eggs, I titled my head their way. “What are you two up to now?”

Madi cracked like she was going on the stove as well. “We’ve been talking about it for weeks, so what would you say if Tricia and I had our own specialized roles here, beyond just modeling?”

I already knew what Madi could do. Essentially, she was capable of running the whole operation on her own, if only to keep it going in life-support-mode. I shot a look at Tricia. “How do you figure in?”

“Neither of you are great at talent relations, and I know every model on the islands.” Nuzzling against Madi, she tacked on, “Make it a commission arrangement to start out, and we can go from there.”

“That’d be great for all of us, until we run out of fresh blood.”

She rolled her eyes. “Models age out, and news ones age in. I’m as painfully aware of that face as anyone else.”

There was a good point in all of that.

And after several amazing months had culminated in my dick still being sore that morning, I wasn’t about to argue.

One more dusting of black pepper and the last stir of the fluffy stuff below felt like a perfect way to drive my point home. “I’m tired of doing all the heavy lifting myself. After we get this trip wrapped up, let’s talk numbers.”
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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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