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A Home to Call Their Own



 



Bambi pushed her sunglasses up onto her head as the three lovers stepped out of Jackson’s Camry. “Ooh, the fence is nice,” she said.



The last place they looked at didn’t have a fence. It did have a communal pool, but that pool hadn’t seen a drop of water that hadn’t come from rain in five years. But the pool wasn’t the worst part. That would be the gaunt woman with waxy hair dressed in nothing but a shift bellowing at an equally greasy man to wake up his friend and get the fuck out of their apartment. Something about living next to meth addicts didn’t appeal to Jackson, Paige, or Bambi.



But this house might swing too far in the other direction, the price of rent on the high end of their budget. It was a tiny house in an okay slice of suburbia – not great, but they couldn’t afford great. Most the houses on the street were of a similar nature, small homes meant as rentals for people commuting to jobs in the city. The neighborhood was bookended on two sides by well-maintained trailer parks, one of which had another rental they planned on looking at next.



The paint was faded but the lawn was mowed recently and the neighborhood was pretty quiet. That immediately put it front and center for houses they looked at, though in Jackson’s mind he was still thinking the first apartment they looked at was their best option. It was close to campus and a couple hundred bucks less a month than this house. The only real drawback was it was a single bedroom, and a small one at that. It would be cramped but he was still in the dopey romantic phase of their unusual three-way relationship and thought they could make it work. Plus, it was close to his friend Niara’s apartment building, and with her came Casey, his best friend, who lived on campus as a resident advisor but spent most nights with his girlfriend. It would be cool to be a walk away from them, though he knew it was a selfish reason to want to rent a place.



It was the middle of May. College was out for all three of them, and Bambi had just moved to New Bainbridge to be with Jack and Paige. For the moment, they were living at Paige’s mother’s house an hour away from New Bainbridge, not the most ideal situation but Paige and Jackson couldn’t afford the security deposit on a rental alone. Jack felt a little ashamed of needing to rely on Bambi – and really, her parents, who were much wealthier than his own – but like she said, she knew he worked his butt off and her father, Ralph Hooper, was willing to loan them the money with the caveat they pay it back by the end of summer.



Mr. Hooper was not particularly fond of the idea that Bambi was in a three-way relationship, nor was he pleased that she’d settled for Jack. He viewed the young man as a leech, never saying as much but implying it with snide comments about Jackson’s choice of photography as a major. Jack took the punches the best he could, but he looked forward to the day when he paid off Mr. Hooper and didn’t have to rely on his aid.



“I don’t see the landlord,” Paige said. They were all dressed respectably that day, though even in long flaring pants and a tasteful top, there was no hiding her big breasts or plentiful ass. Jackson had a brief flash of one of their many nights together, her riding him reverse cowgirl, that big juicy ass smacking against his groin with every thrust. It had been three days since he last got laid and he was about ready to burst, but they all agreed that the trailer Paige’s mother lived in was not the most ideal place for a fuckfest.



“I’ll text her,” Bambi said, but before she could pull out her phone, a Hyundai Tucson turned the corner down the street and slowed as it approached the rental.



Jackson couldn’t help staring at the woman who stepped out. She could have been a model with her waves of soft, silky blonde hair, strong chin, wide eyes, and a tight-lipped smile just this side of arrogant. The effect was ruined somewhat by her dimples, which shaved years off her face. Her hourglass curves were reminiscent of Paige’s, sheathed in a green dress that ended just below her knees. Her high heels clacked on the road as she strode towards them, her smirk widening as she noticed Jackson staring.



“Hello!” Bambi said, stepping forward. “Ms. Larson, right?”



“That’s right. Are you Bambi?”



“I am!”



The woman extended her hand, and Jackson couldn’t help noticing a bare patch of light skin on her ring finger. Bambi shook and turned to gesture to Paige and Jackson.



“This is Paige and Jackson, my friends and roommates.”



Although the three of them were open about their relationship, they were hiding it now as they searched for rentals. Niara gave them that advice. The more different a tenant seemed, the less likely they were to get the rental, she warned them. It was good advice.



“Hi, so very nice to meet you. It’s a lovely rental,” Paige said, reaching out to squeeze Ms. Larson’s hand.



“Yeah, very nice,” Jackson said, and cleared his throat. His two girlfriends glanced at him, amusement in Paige’s twinkling eyes, a hint of exasperation in Bambi’s.



“You’re all in college, right?” Ms. Larson asked.



“We are,” Bambi said. She was their chief negotiator, and not just because her father was footing most the bill. She had a good head for numbers, and was better at this sort of thing than either Paige or Jackson. Plus, she had good people skills. Jackson likely to not so much stumble over his words as fall face-first.



“I’m a junior. These two are sophomores, or will be,” Paige said.



“Wonderful,” Ms. Larson said. She already sounded disinterested. “Shall we go in and look around?”



“Absolutely,” Bambi said, a note of false cheer in her voice. She’d picked up on Ms. Larson’s tone too. The college thing made up the landlord’s mind before she even got to know them. Even if they liked the place and could afford it, they wouldn’t land it. As Ms. Larson and Bambi walked to the front door ahead of them, Paige took Jackson’s hand and squeezed. She knew too.



The living room was small but cozy, dominated by a cheap but clean couch and a glass-topped TV stand. A small kitchen table surrounded by four mismatched but nice wooden chairs sat on the other side of the room in a dining nook close to the largest window in the house.



“The place comes with the furniture, or it can be stored,” Ms. Larson said.



Jackson looked into the kitchen. He would probably be the one to cook, having had experience at a diner. Like the furniture, the appliances were well-used but looked fine. “Utilities?” he asked.



They went over that. Although the rent was high, the utilities wouldn’t be bad in a house that small. “The place heats really well in the winter,” Ms. Larson said. “There’s no air conditioning but if you open the windows on either side of the house and put a fan on, it’s nice.”



They peeked into the single bathroom, which was about as basic a setup as bathrooms got, and a bedroom, which had a king-sized bed. The room was bigger than the one in the first apartment they looked at. He could see the excitement in Bambi and Paige’s eyes, and truth was, he felt it himself. Much as he liked the apartment, this place was the best they’d seen.



“This would be perfect for us,” Jack said to Bambi, forgetting himself for a moment. Realizing what he’d just done, he blushed and turned to Paige. “Don’t you think? You and me?”



“Yes, perfect!” she chirped.



Ms. Larson looked between them and Bambi. “And you would just… sleep on the couch, I take it?”



“Yeah. It looks like a comfy couch,” Bambi said.



“Mm hm. Would the three of you like to tell me what’s really happening here?”



Paige and Bambi gave each other a look, then Jack. “We’re not going to get it anyways,” Paige said glumly. “It’s perfect, but…”



“We’re in a relationship,” Bambi said quietly. That took Ms. Larson by surprise, and she blinked. “All three of us. We didn’t want to say that in case you were, you know, super-religious or thought that might mean wild parties and orgies or something.”



Ms. Larson stared at Jack, then at the two women in turn. “You three… are together.”



“Yes, that’s right,” Paige said.



“We haven’t lied to you about anything else,” Bambi said.



“And we would be good tenants,” Jack said. “No parties, no being loud, nothing like that. We just want a place to call our own. Bambi’s father is a banker. He’s going to prop us up for a while with a loan but I’m not one to sit around and take his charity. We’re young but we’re all hard workers.” The words were having no visible effect. Screw it. He roped an arm around Paige’s waist, then Bambi’s. Quieter, more intensely, he added, “Ms. Larson, these two women are my life. I love them with all my heart, and all I want is to see them happy. That’s with us living off-campus somewhere, preferably somewhere safe, where we can just… love each other. I don’t expect you to believe me that we’d be great tenants, but I’m asking you to give us a chance to prove it.”



Ms. Larson’s façade cracked and for just a moment, there was a wounded look on her face before she turned to look around the house. When she made a full three-sixty, the mask was back in place. “You have the security deposit and first and last month’s rent?” she asked quietly.



“We do, Ms. Larson,” Bambi said. “Or my dad does. I know that’s probably not what you want to hear, but-”



“Stop. Once we’ve filled out the paperwork and the money comes through, the rental is yours. And one more thing. It’s Christa. Not Ms. Larson. Or I really will kick all of you out. I feel old enough.”



Jack laughed at that. He was never quite sure why he did it later except that Christa seemed like she might need a hug, but he stepped forward and hugged her. It took her by surprise, but after a moment, her hands came up and patted his back.



“Thank you,” he said.









Sun Tea



 



Jackson rested on his back as Paige bounced up and down on his cock, her juicy ass slamming down hard each time. Just the way he’d been drooling about when they first saw the house, she faced away from him, one hand on the back of her head, the other on her hip, covering his. Beside him, Bambi rested on her side, his first load of come drying on her hips. Both his girlfriends were on the pill. Good thing. He wasn’t sure he could restrain himself from driving load after load into them that night.



“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Paige said happily as she bounced. She’d already come twice, the first time when he fingered them both as the two women made out, the second when he took her on her back. Now she was coasting towards an easy third.



“She has you worked up,” Bambi said, tracing his mound with her fingers. Her nails were now kept short, considering how often she had her fingers inside their girlfriend.



“I mean, look at her ass,” Jackson said.



Bambi giggled and twisted so she was on her hands and knees and could feed him one of her tits. She was slim and lithe whereas Paige defined hourglass with a trim waist, big tits, and a heart stopping swell of an ass.



“Not Paige,” Bambi said as Jackson sucked at her tit, the happiest man in the world. “Christa.”



Jackson grunted. “She was hot,” he said. “Had that hot mom or cougar thing going on.”



“Such a guy,” Bambi said. “Mm. You like our cougar landlord.”



“Bet she’d look… good sucking… your cock,” Paige gasped. “Ohhhh…”



“Fuck,” Jack said. Christa had been undeniably gorgeous. She had Paige’s curves with a hint of hot softness to her. Not fat, not even really thick, but plentiful and ripe. And that face, that hard-edged haughty look to her. That did it for him, big-time.



Paige giggled. “I think he likes the idea. His cock… is, mm, twitching.”



“And she liked him,” Bambi said. “The way she melted when you told her how you loved us, baby. I think she wants you too.”



“You gotta quit teasing me or I’m going to blow,” Jack said.



That only spurred Paige on. She bounced on him even harder, her ass slapping against his skin. “I bet… if he’d pushed her down… to her knees, Christa… would have sucked his big dick… right here…”



“Let him come all over those big tits,” Bambi agreed.



“Fuck!” Jackson growled, and he gripped Paige’s waist as he thrust up into her, making her laugh throatily. His come rocketed out of him and he collapsed. Bambi pulled away from him and guided Paige onto her back beside Jack, dropping down to lap at their girlfriend’s pussy with an eager tongue. Paige helped herself along by playing with her clit, the two of them grinning at each other.



“You two are evil,” Jack grumbled, but finally pushed himself up to join Bambi and get round three started immediately.



* * *



The plan for the summer was simple – work their asses off so they didn’t have to in the fall and spring. The college library decided to keep Paige on over the summer, the cushiest job of all of them. Bambi landed part-time jobs at a bike shop and a place that sold wraps, while Jackson would be, once again, dishwashing for two restaurants, in the morning for a bistro, the other at a bigger pizza chain restaurant. The good news was that the pizza place wanted to train him as a cook long-term, and if that happened, he would get a significant pay bump. Even without that, the thrill of potentially not washing dishes for once in his working career had him drooling.



The bistro had him working from early in the morning until noon, with a nice gap of hours in between jobs that allowed him to come home, get a bite to eat, and change. On one particular day that first week in the new house, he came home, grabbed some ice water, and decided to sit out back. They had a rickety old lawn chair, a gift from Paige’s mother, and he sat on that under the shade of an old maple tree in the backyard.



Movement under the eaves of the house caught his eye, though he wasn’t sure what he was seeing at first until the breeze caused it to glimmer. It was a spiderweb. Delighted, he set the ice-water on the grass and stood up to get a closer look. It wasn’t just a spiderweb. It was a spiderweb being made. That was the movement that caught his eye.



He sprinted inside the house to fetch his camera. He wasn’t much of a wildlife photographer, apart from taking some photos of neighborhood cats and dogs back home, but the camera was excellent at picking up movement and this would really put it through its paces.



The spider was still hard at work, whipping around in unbelievably swift movements. Jack kept his distance, not wanting to startle the creature. He snapped a few test pictures, adjusted his shutter speed, snapped a few more, adjusted again. There. He had it now. He snapped a batch of pictures at a distance, then zoomed in, not just on the spider, but the strands it was creating. The webbing looked wet, which fascinated him to no end. Already something was caught in a strand, though the spider ignored it.



A vehicle pulled up out front, the engine idling for a moment before shutting off. Jackson assumed it was Paige or Bambi and ignored it until he heard someone knocking. “Around back,” he called.



“It’s just me, Christa,” their landlord called back.



“Oh hey, come on back. You need to see this.”



The gate made a squeaking sound when she opened it and a click when she latched it again. “Is everything okay? Oh Lord, it’s not the rain gutters again, is it?”



“No, no, nothing’s wrong. Just a spider making a web.”



She came down the sidewalk, saw him, and looked where he was shooting pictures. “Oh wow, that’s incredible,” Christa said. “They are terrifyingly fast at that, aren’t they?”



Jackson laughed and moved a few feet to his left to better catch the light. “Yeah, they are. Shoot, I wish I had a hard light.”



“My phone has a flashlight app. Would that help?” Christa asked, sounding confused.



“Oh, thanks, but no. I mean a harsher light so the web glints a bit more. But I think I got a few good shots.”



“You seem to know what you’re doing.”



Jack lowered the camera. “I’m a photography major.”



“Oh really?” Christa said. He had a hard time not staring. She was in a baby blue sleeveless top and a pencil skirt that hugged her curvy hips well. Her waist was emphasized by a garish belt with lots of bangles, unnecessary for the outfit but which somehow tied it all together. Her blonde hair fell across her face just so, hiding one of her dark eyes. “Snap a picture of me.”



She lifted a wrist to her forehead in an overemphasized gesture like she might be fainting. At the same time, her legs went rubbery, her knees bending, hips twisting. Jackson chuckled, raised the camera, and took a picture. He brought the camera over and showed her.



“Very nice. Now let’s see the spiderweb pictures.”



He flipped through them for her, drinking in Christa’s exquisite scent. Not roses, not exactly, but something dark and sweet like that, He went one picture too far, landing on a picture of Bambi smiling to herself as she reached for a mug of coffee from their single-serve pod coffeemaker. The picture caught the light coming in through the kitchen window and illuminating her blonde hair, which wasn’t too far off the same shade as Christa’s lighter blonde locks. It wasn’t intended to be a sexy pose, but she was wearing a tank and the picture emphasized the cleavage of her small breasts.



“Oh, wow,” Christa said, blinking. “The spider pictures are good. But that is stunning.”



“Thanks,” Jackson said. “I learned a lot this last year.”



“Keep it up. That’s professional-level quality, Jackson.”



“Thank you,” he said again, finally realizing he probably shouldn’t be standing that close to their ridiculously hot cougar of a landlord. “So, um, what can I do for you? Was there a problem with the deposit or anything?”



“Oh! No. Nothing like that. Actually, I was thinking, you three being in college that you might need some essentials, but I didn’t want to presume. I’ve got tons of things in storage that people left in my husband and I’s…” She caught herself and grimaced. “…my rentals. Things that people don’t take with them over the years. I’m going to have a garage sale for a lot of it soon, but I thought I’d let you all look through it and see what you might need.”



“Oh, that’s awesome!” Jack said.



“Do you have time? We could go right now. You can get an idea of what there is, then talk it over with your girlfriends if you want.”



“Sure, sounds good.”



“We’ll take my crossover.”



“Um,” Jackson said.



Christa cocked her head, then caught on to his consternation and laughed. It was a good laugh, mellow and rich, like dark wine. “Don’t worry. I’ll have you home soon, your virtue unmolested.”



He laughed too, a little embarrassed. “Bambi tells me I sometimes have a tendency of leading women on without meaning to. I just wanted to make sure… you know… I love them very much.”



“You’re all right with me, Jackson. Or do you prefer Jack?”



“Either is fine.”



“I like Jackson then. A rich name for a handsome young man.”



“You’re sure about the whole unmolested virtue thing? Because I’m dense but that definitely sounded like a come-on.”



She sighed with theatrical emphasis. “Would that I could woo you away from your gorgeous girlfriends, but no, seriously, I’ll stop.”



He put his camera back in its case and stowed it inside. Christa waited for him in her Tucson, fingers twiddling on the steering wheel to a pop song on the radio. The air conditioner was on blast, far too cold for his liking, but he did notice a certain effect it had on his companion, and wisely kept his mouth shut about it, trying his damnedest not to peek at her nipples. They weren’t too obvious – he could see the straps of her bra peeking out from her top – but the car was so cold they couldn’t help but be visible, even through the clothes.



“So,” he said, trying not to let his voice squeak. Christ, she was beautiful and throwing him off his game. “Um. Tell me about yourself.”



“Me, I’m nobody. Small-town girl, moved to the big city after college, got married, never really left.”



“What do you do for work?”



“This and modeling. My husband and I…” She stopped herself, grimacing the same way she had when she made that mistake before. “My ex-husband and I ran a rental business. I got the company and the house in the divorce. My modeling career was what gave us the capital to start it and make our initial investments, so I got everything, basically.” She shrugged. “Not that he’s destitute. He was a real estate agent when we first got married and he’s already working for one of the biggest companies in town.”



“A model,” Jackson said. “That’s… wildly not surprising. You have the looks for one.”



“That whole ‘leading women on’ thing? Might be doing a touch of that right now.”



He chuckled. “Noted. But true, in a platonically friendly way.”



“Platonically? You win a gold star in English for that word.”



“Ah, my mom’s a teacher.”



“Okay, I can see that. But thank you. I did some ads when I was younger.”



“Anything I might have seen?”



“Oh honey, you were probably in preschool around that time. We’re talking ads in magazines.”



“Oh, I had you pegged as being in your early thirties, not your eighties.”



“Ooooh, low blow,” Christa said, eyes sparkling. “And thirty-six. On the other side of the slope than ‘early,’ so thank you.”



“It sounds like a line, but I’m curious. Do you still model?”



“Yes. I’m one of those damn dirty influencers,” she said.



“Oh that’s cool!” Jackson said.



“Usually people hear that and ask what’s my real job. Thus, the whole rental company,” she said. “I say ‘rental company’ but the truth was I’ve got a handful of duplexes and small houses like yours. Nothing I can really take a serious bath on, but nothing that’ll make me filthy rich either.”



“Can’t hurt to have that flow of money coming in,” Jackson said.



“Diversifying, that’s right,” Christa said. “Now that my husband’s gone, I’m rethinking what I’d like to do with all of our rentals. But it’s been…” She trailed off, shaking her head slightly. “Sorry. The divorce was finalized around Christmas, but in my head, it’s still fresh.”



“I’m sorry,” Jackson said, meaning it.



“Thank you. Long-term, I’ll probably drop the duplexes. They’re a pain. Neighbors are always arguing or causing problems for each other, and it’s all just too much work for one person. And costly. Harry used to do the bulk of the repairs. I have to contract the work out to a handyman or learn how to do more of it myself. Which isn’t all that unappealing, but I don’t have the time to learn how to put out the fires if I’m always running to a new one.”



“That makes sense,” Jackson said.



“We’re almost there. Just a hop, skip, and a jump from your house.”



They pulled into a small storage complex surrounded by a chain link fence. Christa drove down one row of units and parked in front of one of them. When she got out, she unlocked that one and the neighboring unit.



“Seriously take whatever you want,” she said as she rolled up the doors. “I’d rather it go to you if you can use it than those ding-dongs who’ll buy it up at the garage sale and turn around and sell it online for five times more.”



The stuff was organized neatly, but there was a lot of it. Jackson took photos of what he could get to and helped himself to a few things, namely a floor lamp and a couple end tables for the bedroom. Before Christa closed it back up, he spied one thing he wanted for himself, a sun tea pitcher sitting on top of a box. He had to lean in precariously to hook it, and when he stood upright and glanced over his shoulder, Christa was most definitely staring at his butt.



She shrugged. “I’d apologize, but you’ve got a terrific butt.”



He blushed and let it go. “You’re sure I can’t pay you for all of this?”



“I’m sure. No wait, you, can. I want to know how you wound up with two beautiful girlfriends like that. You tell me on the way back, and that’s how you repay me.”



“Deal,” Jackson said.









A Picture Paints a Picture



 



“So to recap,” Paige said, “you flirted with our landlord-”



“Accidentally,” Jackson protested.



“You flirted with our landlord,” Paige said, undeterred, “then hopped in a car with her by yourself and you let her drag you off to God knows where while she, in turn, flirts with you?”



“Don’t forget him taking her picture, too,” Bambi said, and crunched a baby carrot as Jackson looked between them with a hangdog expression.



“I know I screwed up,” he said. “But I swear, I didn’t mean anything by any of it.”



“Baby,” Bambi said. “Do you remember our conversation about how you could go and accidentally break someone’s heart?”



“I told Christa about that today. I didn’t want her to get any ideas.”



“Okay. New three-way relationship rule,” Paige said. She grabbed a spatula and whapped Jackson’s ass with every word that came out of her mouth next “Don’t. Put. Yourself. In. Charged. Situations. With. Single. Hot. Women.”



“It’s a good rule,” Bambi said. “But we should probably amend it to include married women. And women with boyfriends. I guarantee you some of them won’t care they’re not single.”



Paige aimed the spatula at her. “Good point.”



“Do I get a spanking too?” Bambi asked hopefully.



“Bend over.”



Jackson looked on with delight as Bambi turned around and bent over the counter, thrusting her slim ass out. Paige jabbed him in the chest with the spatula. “Your punishment is you don’t get to watch. And tonight it’s just Bambi and me making love.”



“Ah, damn,” he groaned, but he turned away. As Paige began to spank Bambi with the spatula, he tried not to harden at the sound of their blonde girlfriend’s exaggerated moans. “I really… I’d never…”



“Baby, you keep saying – ohhh! – that,” Bambi said. “But you are a shameless flirt. I know you don’t mean to be, but you are.”



“A flirt?” Jackson asked.



“Oh yeah. Definitely,” Paige said. “You were hardcore flirting with me even when you were doing your emo boy thing over her.”



“And if you’ve never noticed Niara playing with her bracelet when you flirt with her, you’re blind.”



“I… what… Niara?” he sputtered. “I’ve never… I would never…” But he had flirted with Niara, hadn’t he? Just yesterday when she and Casey came over with a housewarming gift of coffee and snacks, he said she looked lovely and she’d responded with a laugh and commented about how there was no way she looked sexy in mom jeans and a tee shirt. Jackson said that she’d look beautiful in anything, and now that he thought about it, she really had played with her bracelet afterwards.



“Oh shit,” he said, and laughed. “I’m a flirt. I… I’ll work on it. You two are the only women I should be flirting with.”



“Okay, turn back around,” Paige said. She was now on her knees, Bambi’s shorts pulled down. Bambi wiggled her naked, reddened ass and Jackson stepped forward, licking his lips. “Uh uh. No playing tonight. You don’t even get to touch yourself.”



“Awwww, damn.”



“The flirting’s not the point, Jack,” Bambi said. “You’re the sweetest, most polite flirt I’ve ever seen.” She sucked in a breath as Paige ran her tongue from the top of the cleft of her ass down to her bud, stopping to tease it. “Oh. Ohhh.” Back to Jack again, “It’s cute and we don’t mind that part. Be great to women. Make them feel good. But you have to…” She shivered. “Oh God, she’s tonguing my ass.”



“Fuck,” Jackson moaned.



“Put yourself, mm, in our position,” Bambi said, slipping a hand between her legs and playing with her pussy. “Imagine a thirty-something hot dad bod guy coming over when you’re not around, mm, fuck, and us flirting with him and taking his picture and getting into a car with him. Even if it was innocent…”



“It’s still going to make you jealous,” Jack said. “I get it. I’m sorry. It’s not going to happen again.”



“At least not without us knowing,” Paige said. “Fuck, girl, I love this ass.”



“I love your tongue on it,” Bambi said. “So dirty. Isn’t it, Jack? Mm. So sad you can’t play with yourself while you watch. Or join in.”



Later, much later, as Jackson shifted around, naked in bed with them and trying not to think about the worst case of blue balls in his life, Bambi rested on her back in the middle of the three, Paige still idly playing with their girlfriend’s mound. Both of them were covered in a fine sheen of sweat, the blankets down at the foot of the bed.



“I kinda want to know what her modeling page looks like,” Bambi said.



“Me too,” Paige said. Jackson thought he was being smart by keeping his mouth shut. “Don’t you, Jack?”



“Whatever answer will let me come tomorrow,” he said.



Bambi laughed and reached over to pat his aching cock. “You can always be honest with us about finding someone attractive. That’s one of the perks of having bi girlfriends. We all get to look at the goods. Hand me my phone.”



Paige did, and Bambi looked Christa up. “I don’t see her online under her real name,” she said. “I’ll text her and tell her Jack told us about the modeling, and say we want to check out her site.” Her fingers flew across the keys. “She seems cool.” A minute later, they got a text back.



 



Oh lord. Haha. I use an assumed name. safer for privacy. Here’s the link. Go easy on me.



 



We r sure it’s amazing. U r so beautiful!



 



Aw, thanks. You and Paige are too!!!



 



“She texts like you, Jack,” Paige said. “All proper sentences.”



“That’s the way you text too,” Bambi said, amused. “I’m the only one who doesn’t text like I’m an eighty-year-old writing a letter.”



“Shut it, brat. I’ll give you another spanking again. Or make you give me one,” Paige said.



“Don’t threaten me with a good time,” Bambi said. Then, softer, “Oh. Wooooow.”



It was wow-worthy. Jack wasn’t sure what he expected when he heard Christa was an influencer – elegant clothes, like a runway model, maybe. But what was on the screen was fire. Her first post on Bottlegenie was of Christa in a white swimsuit, a one-piece only in the sense that yes, two strips of fabric did connect the top and bottoms, but beyond that, there was an absolutely insane amount of skin on display. Her big breasts nearly fell out of the top, squeezing to either side. The fabric cupped the heavy swell of her sex and fupa.



“Oh my God, she’s incredible,” Paige said. “Her tits are even bigger than mine, the ho.”



But her words were said with admiration, not heat. She and Bambi scrolled through the pictures, eyes wide. Jack watched on, his cock rising again with hopeful trepidation that this time he would get some relief.



They scrolled past a shot of Christa sipping from a sports bottle at the gym in tight leggings and a tee shirt with its lower half cut off. She was standing in front of a pair of medicine balls, her cheeks red and sweat pasting her hair to her face. She was looking away from the camera, an expression like she was listening to someone speak and didn’t like what she was hearing. It wasn’t sour, not exactly, but serious.



“Stop there,” Jack said.



“You like that? Her all hot and sweaty?” Paige asked. “Too bad you can’t play with yourself to the picture. At least not until tomorrow.”



“No, no… I mean, yeah, it’s ridiculously hot, but that’s her Mary shot.”



“Her what?” Paige asked, but Bambi caught on.



“It is, isn’t it?” she asked Jack. To Paige, “Last summer, Jack took some pictures of my friends. They wanted nice photos for their social media pages and he tried to capture them at their most vulnerable. Or… maybe not their most vulnerable, but…”



“Exposed,” Jack said. “That’s Christa’s. That’s the bravest shot on this page.”



“Huh,” Paige said. “Ohhhh, like the one you took of me last year when we were working in the caf. I was holding that plate with the, what was it, ketchup dicks or something. You said at the time it was the best picture you’d taken of me because it was honest.”



“Yeah, exactly,” Jackson said. “Sorry. Nerd stuff.”



“No, it’s sweet,” Paige said.



“But you are so going to have to be careful with her,” Bambi said.



“Her. With me,” Jack said. “She’s the model.”



“And you’re the photographer,” Bambi said.









Out of Left (Or Right) Field



 



“I’m warning you one more time, I’m the worst sportsballman to have ever sportsballmanned before,” Jack said.



Casey laughed and slapped his back. “It’s right field. A lot of jogging and tossing a ball around. That’s it. No one takes this seriously.”



“Bullshit,” one of their teammates said. He was a hairy monstrosity of a guy, easily four or five inches taller than Jackson and as broad-shouldered as a semi. Even more noticeable than his similarities to a giant was the mass of black ringlets that ran down past his shoulders. Jackson wasn’t sure but he didn’t think haircuts like that had existed in well over forty years. The crazy thing was, the guy was only a year older than he was but looked maybe thirty-five. Like the rest of the team, he went to college in New Bainbridge. “If he can’t pull his weight, we’ll find someone who can. We’re not walking away second to last again, Casey.”



“Ignore Scott. We’re all here to have fun,” Casey said.



Scott glared at Casey’s back and Jackson reminded himself to warn his friend about errant smacks to the skull by bat in the parking lot after the game. Or maybe during it. Scott looked like he’d done a
 lot
 of steroids.



The college league was an informal thing, a New Bainbridge University tradition dating back dozens of years, since the college’s founding. Teams signed up in the spring, with each one chipping in for the cost of reserving one of the city’s baseball parks each week for a game, as well as a small pot for the top two teams.



Casey, who would be a senior the following year at the college, organized a team the last couple years. He lulled Jackson into it, getting his younger friend on the baseball field after the harsh winter broke to hit some pop flies. Jackson, who only played baseball for a few weeks as a young teenager before an injury forced him to quit, wasn’t particularly good at it, but he liked hanging out with Casey. From there, things progressed to basic drills which Casey disguised as exercising on the baseball field. Next thing Jack knew, to his horror, he was signed up on Casey’s team that summer.



The umps – really two adjunct professors being paid with six-packs of beer – called for the game to get going. Casey and the other team’s captain came onto the field to the cheers and whoops of the thirty or so people sitting up in the stands, including Paige and Bambi. Since both teams were local the league settled offense and defense with a coin toss. Casey won, and called for their team to play defense first.



“Let’s go, Monsters!” Bambi called. “Monsters” was the name Casey picked for his team.



Jackson heard her and blanched. He held his baseball glove – a gift from Casey – to his face and muttered into it, “Look, God, we both know I’m going to do terrible today. But please, please, please don’t let me embarrass myself too badly in front of the girls, all right? Thanks.”



Beside him, Scott gave him the stink-eye, and Jackson sighed, resigned to his fate.



They took the field. Bambi and Paige stood and cheered Jackson on as he jogged to right field. He grinned and waved at them, although he was sure at any moment he would trip over a rock or his own feet and go flying. No disasters struck that inning, and aside from two line drives to other players, Jackson didn’t see any action in that inning, or the next.



The teams were pretty evenly matched – some great players, some mediocre ones, a couple of stinkers like Jack. Casey got an RBI when he hit a smoking line drive right past the ear of the third baseman, bringing their runner on second home. If the ball had connected, everyone agreed later, the guy wouldn’t have a concussion – he’d probably be in the morgue.



No one hit to Jackson until the top of the third. The batter caught him sleeping, and just two years ago it probably would have ended in disaster. But along with his better fitness came better reflexes, and he shot for the fly ball after its first bounce, catching it and hesitating before throwing it to second. It was the right call, but a few seconds too late. He smacked his glove against his knee, frustrated, but from shortstop, Casey called, “You did good. We’ll get him.”



They didn’t, but there was no helping that. The next better, a titan to rival Scott, seemed to almost yawn as the Monsters’ pitcher threw a fastball down the center of the plate. He crushed it high in the air and it dropped just beyond the fence marking homerun territory to the cheers of the other team’s fans.



Jackson was first to bat the next inning for the Monsters. He donned his helmet, took a deep breath, and nodded at whatever sage advice Casey and the others gave him. He didn’t hear a word of it. He grabbed a bat and headed for home plate, stopping just shy to give the bat a few experimental swings. It seemed to weigh a thousand pounds more than in practices, and the strike zone seemed so tiny.



“Eye on the ball,” he muttered to himself. “First is to the right. Run there. Not third.”



“What?” the catcher asked behind him.



“Uh. Nothing.”



The pitcher threw a curveball right at Jack’s head. More out of fear that it would hit him than anything else, Jackson yelped, jumped back, and swatted at the ball reflexively. To his utter shock, the bat connected, and the ball whacked the dirt five feet in front of the pitcher. It was such an odd hit that the ball bounced wickedly hard, beyond the pitcher’s outstretched glove, towards third base.



Jackson froze. “Holy shit, I hit the ball,” he said.



Casey shouted, “Run!” His words were mangled by laughter. “R-run. Run!”



Jackson flung the bat aside, remembered that was against the rules, and shouted, “Sorry!” to the catcher and the ump as he raced for first, way too late. The first baseman was laughing too, but not so hard as Casey, who stumbled out onto the field, bent nearly double from the gales of laughter. Even the umpire was cracking up as he called, “Out!”



Jackson went to Casey and tried to apologize for throwing the bat and all of it, but all Casey could do for long minutes was grab Jackson’s shoulders and laugh until tears were streaming down his face.



* * *



When they took the field in the sixth inning, Jackson glanced aside at Bambi and Paige. To his surprise, there was a third addition to their group – Christa. All three had bags of popcorn in their hands. Bambi waved and Christa called, “Go team!” Jackson waved back.



It was hard not to let his attention be drawn to the three, but he saw a lot of action that inning and the next, catching one fly ball for an out and stopping two runners on first with throws to second base. Once he got his mind off screwing up, he found out baseball was ninety percent reflexes, and he was surprised to be having fun, at least on defense.



He got another hit and this time made it to first, overshooting the base but not by so much that it was unsafe. Unfortunately the next batter hit it infield almost right into the second baseman’s glove. Oh well. “At least you remembered to run this time,” Scott told him gruffly when he trotted back to the dugout. Jackson would learn that summer it was about as much a compliment as anyone on the team would get from him.



The game wrapped up with a flurried exchange of hits from both teams in the eighth and ninth. Jackson hit two foul balls and struck out, grimacing but knowing there was nothing for it. Despite the excitement of the Monsters loading the bases at the bottom of the eighth, it stayed a low-scoring game, ending with the other team beating them only by one run. Disappointing, but an exhilarating kind of disappointment.



“You have fun?” Casey asked him as they walked out onto the field to shake hands with the other team.



“I did, yeah. Am I allowed back for game two?”



“Yeah, but next time you’re filming the game in case you have another ESPN highlight moment.”



Bambi, Paige, and Christa waited for him off the field. He already knew Bambi and Paige looked amazing that day in tight tanks and short shorts, Bambi with a baseball cap and Paige with a fisherman’s cap. But Christa took the wind out of him. Her red halter tank emphasized her big breasts, and her high-waisted jeans were cut in strategic strips along her legs and calves in a way that had to come off the rack. The breeze left her blonde hair windswept across her face, and Jackson fought the strangest urge to sweep it aside and kiss her. The random thought amused him. He’d never cheat on Paige and Bambi but it was instinctual anyways.



“Good game,” Christa said. “Not usually a fan but when they’re close like that, it’s fun.”



“Thanks, Christa. It’s good to see you again,” Jack said. He grabbed Paige, kissed her, then Bambi in turn.



“No kiss for me?” Christa asked.



Jackson grinned. “Not that you’re not gorgeous, but I have to say no.”



“Aw, I don’t see why,” Paige said, her eyes twinkling. She was always so amused by everything around her, so it seemed. Jackson loved that about her.



“I agree,” Bambi said. “It’s just rude not to give a beautiful woman like her a kiss.” Shocking pretty much everybody, she leaned in and gave Christa a kiss on the cheek. “Mwah.”



“My,” Christa said, raising a hand to her blooming cheek. Paige quickly followed suit, planting a big kiss on her other cheek. Jackson grinned, stepped in, and kissed the same cheek Bambi had. “You three are trouble!”



“We are that,” Jackson said. “But what brought you here?”



Bambi said, “I texted her and asked if she got our rent payment okay. She said yes, and we told her what we were up to.”



Casey, amid a group of players, called to Jackson, “Hey, meet you at Brinkley’s?” Jackson gave him a thumbs-up.



“Ooh, good choice,” Christa said. “I love their buffalo wings.”



“Those two could eat there just about every day,” Paige said.



“Hey, want to join us?” Bambi asked.



Christa’s smile changed. It didn’t vanish, and Jackson wasn’t entirely sure what he was seeing. But it was like Christa dimmed. Her eyes, her smile, all of it, it all seemed to lessen somehow. She even seemed smaller in that moment, though he hadn’t seen her stoop or anything like it. But just as fast, the smile slammed back into place.



“Oh, thank you, but I’m supposed to meet up with the ex,” she said. “I swear, I think I see more of Harry after the divorce than before it. But you three have fun.”



“We’ll have to meet up another time,” Jackson said impulsively. He winced, and Christa caught it.



“You all right there?” she asked.



Bambi cracked up, and Paige gripped Jackson’s arm. “We had to explain to him why taking your picture, hopping in your car, and shamelessly flirting with you could possibly be misconstrued.”



A look of shock passed over Christa’s face. “Oh. Oh no. Girls, I’m sorry, I would never… I…”



“It’s all right,” Paige said. “Jack just didn’t realize it was the sort of thing we could possibly get jealous about.”



“We made him suffer,” Bambi said.



“Ooh, details,” Christa said.



Paige and Bambi glanced at each other, Paige’s mischievous smile infecting Bambi, who nodded. Paige said, “We maybe told him no touching us or himself that evening and gave him, mm, a little show.”



“Wooooow,” Christa said, a touch of color to her cheeks. “Oh, Jackson, I really am sorry. I’m a flirt too, but I would never intrude on the three of you. I was not the homewrecker in my last relationship. But that’s not the sort of thing you girls can just believe offhand. I understand that. I had meant to talk to you about maybe doing some photography for me, but-”



“Wait,” Jackson said. “Photography? What do you need photographed?”



“Oh Jack,” Bambi said, rubbing his arm. “Our sweet Jack.”



“He’ll get it in a second,” Paige said.



Jackson did, his eyes widening. “You want me to shoot you… for… for your modeling page?”



“Nothing too risqué. A little sexy. Sundresses, shorts, tanks, about what I’m wearing now. I don’t know if you’ve done it professionally before but I’ve done a little snooping on your Bottlegenie pages after I saw your wonderful photograph of your friends and girlfriends. I was thinking I’d hire you for a couple hours and we’d give it a test run.”



“Wow. That’s… thank you but…” Jackson started.



“He’ll do it,” Paige said immediately.



“I will?” Jackson asked. “I…”



“Yes. He will,” Bambi said.



Christa took in his girlfriends. Her smile was not quite a smirk, but maybe leaning in that direction. “Are you sure? I don’t want to make anyone uncomfortable.”



“It’s one thing for Jack to be running off with you for kisses in a storage unit,” Paige said.



“I didn’t… we didn’t…” Jack said as Christa’s smile widened.



Paige continued without acknowledging him, “But this is what he wants to do for a career. We know he’d be nothing but professional with you.”



“And we trust him,” Bambi said.



“Jack?” Christa asked. “You game?”



Jackson thought of Bambi’s father and the debt they owed him. “Absolutely,” he said.



“Great! What days do you-?”



At that moment, Christa’s phone went off. She visibly sagged, her eyes closing for a moment, her cheeks going pale. “Are you all right?” Bambi asked.



“The ex,” Christa said. “I suppose I should go. Harry gets impatient.”



“Is he a danger to you?” Jackson asked, stepping forward.



The question seemed to take all three by surprise. Paige looked up at him sharply. Bambi looked thoughtful. And Christa… Christa looked away from him.



“No,” she said. “Just an impossible man to get rid of.”



Paige said, “Stay with us if you need to.”



“I’m all right,” Christa said, and when she looked up at them again, that mask was firmly back in place. “Jack, text me and we’ll figure out a time and a day. And your fee, too.”



“All right,” he said uncertainly. It still felt to him like he should help her in some way, but he wasn’t sure how. “Thanks for coming to the game.”



“Highlight of my week,” she said brightly. “I’ll be thinking of your yummy young college butts in your jeans for days. Ta, girls!”



With that – and Paige and Bambi’s laughter – she turned around, giving them a wave over her shoulders. Jackson’s smile faded, and he asked, “Did something seem really off to you there?”



“Yeah. She looked almost sick when her ex called,” Bambi said.



“You did good asking her if she was okay,” Paige said.



“I just hope she’s not lying,” Jack said.



If he could have seen Christa pulling out of the parking lot, he might have made a better effort at trying to stop her. The thirty-six-year-old was already crying, even as she warmed to the thought of young Jack photographing her. In twenty minutes, it would be her fantasy as she rested on her hands and knees, Harry behind her, pounding away and talking about his morning golf game.









Morning Light



 



Jackson and Christa settled on three days later for the photo shoot. Since he had to work two jobs, they agreed on an early morning shoot. He did some research online and found out professional photographers could charge into the hundreds of dollars per hour for shoots like this, but this was his first and he was nervous about charging Christa a fortune so he low-balled the figure.



The morning of, the alarm on his phone woke all of them up. Paige grumbled that she was going to murder his phone, while Bambi smiled sleepily at him.



“Good luck,” she whispered.



“Thanks,” he said just as softly, and leaned over to kiss both his girlfriends on the cheek. Bambi shook her head and pulled him in to kiss her properly, morning breath be damned.



Despite his exhaustion, he felt pretty good as he showered and readied himself in a polo and khaki shorts. He was still learning his craft and probably always would be, but photographing people was his strongest suit. Christa would make for a terrific model.



Her house wasn’t much of a drive, but the neighborhoods definitely tilted more towards middle-class the closer he got. These weren’t upper crust houses, but they were firmly out of the starter home territory Jackson’s rental rested in. Christa’s place was a single-story ranch house, with an attached garage with two doors and a nicely kept lawn centered by a rock garden. He parked at the curb, and by the time he grabbed his camera bag, she was at the door, all smiles.



“Right on time,” she said. “I like punctuality so you’re already making me a happy girl.”



“Hey, Christa,” he said, coming up her sidewalk. Her hips and soft stomach were on nice display in low-slung jeans and a midriff-baring brown tank. There was no sign of a bra and her nipples weren’t visible, so she more than likely had pasties on.



“This look all right on this old woman?” she asked, stepping aside to let him in.



“’This old woman.’ Please. Look at you stomach. Half the girls in my classes would be stupid jealous of you and they’re half your age. And yeah, of course you look fantastic. You know that.”



“Thanks, Jack,” she said. “Are we bordering on breaking the girls’ no-flirting rule?”



He chuckled. “I don’t think so. If we do this long-term, I’ll probably have to mention what looks great so we can emphasize that.”



“Total honesty then. Is my stomach too thick for this top?”



“No,” Jackson said, giving her a critical eye. “First off, I don’t think there’s such a thing. That’s just the truth of it. You’d look just as beautiful with fifty or a hundred extra pounds to you. The weight wouldn’t change how fundamentally beautiful you are. Second, there’s an aspect of softness to you that contrasts well with your face.”



“My resting bitch face. So you are calling me fat?”



“No, not at all, Christa,” he said, a little impatient. “The softness is in your lines, the fullness of your body, the ripeness. Did someone tell you you were getting fat? Was it your ex?”



Christa blinked at that, and Jackson had his answer. “No,” she said.



“I think he did. I think he’s wrecked your self-esteem. So let’s do this and I can show you how beautiful you are. Okay?”



“God, I wish you weren’t taken,” she muttered. “I’d eat you up like chocolate.”



Jackson laughed. “Oh, jeez. Should we go out back and try to catch the last of the early morning light?”



“Absolutely.”



Only as she walked him through to the French doors leading to her backyard patio did Jackson really take note of the house. It felt homey, the furniture nice and largely picked for function instead of form, the couch and armchairs plush and comfortable, the kitchen table a big ranch-style with two benches instead of chairs. There were white spots on the walls where pictures had hung up until recently, probably ones of Christa and her husband. The kitchen smelled like fresh-baked pastries and he saw the source as they passed by, muffins on a serving platter on the kitchen counter.



“Thought you might be hungry this early,” she said. “Do you want to eat first?”



“No offense to your cooking because those smell amazing,” he said, “but I want to see what we can do with the light.”



“Great! And no offense taken. That’s what I like to hear out of my photographers.”



“Have you used a lot of them?”



“Not for a while. In my younger years, before my marriage, I did. Harry didn’t like other people taking pictures of me.” For some reason, she blushed at that and wouldn’t meet Jackson’s eyes. “He did some of the photography himself, the rest I did.”



The French doors were already open and they stepped out onto a concrete patio. There was a lovely bench swing out there along with a set of wicker furniture under an unopened umbrella. The backyard itself was spacious, with stone walls on all three sides away from the house lining flower gardens. Already Jackson’s mind analyzed where the light would be best.



“Let’s get you over there sitting on the wall right in front of that trio of shrubs,” he said.



Christa did as he told her, sitting somewhat stiffly on the stone wall.  Jackson dug out his camera, took a look through the lens, snapped a few test pictures, adjusted some settings, and nodded to himself absently when he took a few more test pictures.  The light was spectacular.



Christa’s smile seemed a little forced, so as he knelt, he said, “Drop the smile if you’re not feeling it. Let’s just go for a natural expression for a while.”



“Was I doing my stabby smile?”



Jackson made a face, and the imitation made her laugh. He snapped a fast picture of it, but caught it too late. He adjusted the shutter speed so he could snap multiple, faster shots if she laughed again and began to circle her, taking pictures first at a distance, then getting in closer to take in her beautiful particulars. There was a twist of long healed scar tissue along her stomach on her side, just under her ribs.



“Where’d you get the scar on your side?” he asked conversationally.



“Ski trip in Vermont,” she said. “I was… oh, about your age, twenty or so, and I was trying to show off for my boyfriend. I went too fast and took a tumble right into a patch of brambles.”



“Ouch.”



“Mm. Not my only scar, probably won’t be my last.” Her eyes crinkled. “I have one on my butt, but I’d better not show that one off to you without one of your girlfriends here.”



There, he thought, capturing her face with a few snaps. That was the winner from that set. Her smile was much more natural and she seemed to be relaxing into the shoot. “Where’d you get that one?”



“A beach in New Jersey. I laid down a towel, took a seat, and some asshole’s broken bottle they couldn’t bother cleaning up jammed into me. Twelve stitches.”



“Ouch,” he said.



She gave him a long-suffering look, one the camera liked tremendously. “Never, ever, ever go to the beach in New Jersey. I thought that first time was bad. The second time I went a junkie tried to hold us up at knifepoint. With a pen knife. I cannot make this up, Jackson.”



He chuckled. “Let’s have you get up and… hm.”



“How about some stretches?” she asked, standing and raising her arms above her head. It pulled the material of her top tight to her big breasts, and Jackson felt his cock stir.



“Um. Yep. That will definitely work.”



She posed in a variety of stretches emphasizing her breasts, her ass, and her legs, then Jack moved her to the wicker furniture for some shots of her posing casually. One of his favorites was a shot of her foot as she dangled her leg over the arm of a chair. “I can sell that one,” she said. “The foot fetish people don’t care if it’s clothed or not. They’ll go nuts.”



“You can sell pictures on Bottlegenie?” he asked.



“No,” she said, smiling coyly. He was fast to snap a picture of that smile, then her words hit him.



“You have a Fantasy Gems page,” he said.



“I’m surprised you didn’t know. I have it linked everywhere on my page.”



He grinned sheepishly, aware his cheeks were starting to burn. Fantasy Gems was a subscriber site for adult content. He knew models could make crazy good money on there.



“I’m the most oblivious person alive,” he said. “Ask Paige. Ask Bambi.”



She laughed at that. “I’m getting the idea.”



“Jesus,” he said. “You must make a lot on there.”



“I do all right. I play up the cougar thing, and pretend I’m a MILF.”



“Do you have any kids? Keep your elbow there on the arm and bring your hand up to your face. Cup your chin. Hm. No. Try moving it to your cheek and tapping your fingers. That’s it.”



She waited for him to finish snapping a few pictures, then said, “No kids. I can’t have them.”



“I’m sorry to hear that.”



“Mm, thank you. But it’s all right. It hurt a lot in my twenties when Harry and I were hopeful. I think that might have been the end for him. I only caught him last year, but he admitted to me he’s been sleeping around for years.”



“What an asshole.”



She snorted and sat upright. “The king of assholes. I have a few more outfits I’d like to try on before I lose you for the morning. May I?”



“Oh yeah, of course.”



Jackson really was somewhat innocent at times but even he could tell she was deflecting the talk away from her ex-husband. He didn’t press it when she came back, but then again, his brain wasn’t exactly capable of much coherent thought when she popped back out in a long asymmetrical top and flaring fleece shorts. The top showed off plenty of cleavage, but it was the shorts that really won the prize, putting her thick but toned thighs and sleek calves on display. “Like?” she asked. The question was more genuine than a flirtation.



“Yeah, definitely,” Jackson said. “The shorts are making me think we definitely need to get more shots of your legs.” He looked around the yard and saw a hose looped around a holder. “How about we have you play with that?”



“Oooh, and I can get some watering done at the same time. I like it.”



They did that. The set was playful and fun. He backed up to a safe distance and zoomed in on her while she flicked the hose water towards the camera. It looked much closer than it actually was, and he caught a few spectacular shots of droplets gleaming in midair with her behind them. Her smile was a little forced in the pictures but he didn’t think it was anything anybody would notice but him.



He snapped a couple sets of her without the hose in that outfit, and for her last change before he had to go to work, he followed her into the house. The muffins were on his mind, but not just because he was hungry. While she changed, he rearranged the kitchen table a little, positioning a bench where the light would fall on her but not interfere with the photography, as well as laying out a coffee mug and the platter of muffins. He dug around in her cupboards and found a plate and some napkins, and as Christa came back out, he was just adding silverware to the setting.



“Hungry?” she asked, puzzled. She was now dressed in yoga leggings and another tank, this time under an open blouse.



“No. I was thinking about your cougar and your MILF fans. What’s more reminiscent of a hot mom than good food?”



Her smile dawned and she said, “Be right back. I need to change one thing.”



She rushed off and came back, this time without the blouse and pulling a robe tight around her. “Yes, that’s it,” Jackson said excitedly. “The perfect touch. Muss your hair a little bit too in front for the sleepy look.”



“Yes!” Christa said. She brushed at her hair with her hands, bringing strands of it down across her face. “Like that?”



“Yes. Okay. Sit at the table,”



She did. He made one more minute adjustment to her angle, then began to take pictures of her at varying heights and positions around the room. The ones he took as he knelt gave her a distinct motherly appeal that worked well with her faint half-smile. But instinctually he knew he could tease something of a more sexual look out of it.



“Give me a look that says you know you’re hot.”



She chuckled. “I thought I already was.”



“Let me rephrase. The camera is nothing to you. You look at it and all you can think about is… what’s the word? Contempt. Pretend like I’m the college guy living next door and I’m stuttering all over myself talking to you. You know you have me wrapped around your finger. I’m pathetic to you.”



“Like this?” she asked, smirking, an eyebrow raised, her smirk intensifying.



“Yes! Perfect!” Jackson said, snapping picture after picture. “Undo the front of your robe just a little. Give me just a peek of the clothes underneath. Yeah. Just like that. Now put your hand inside the robe, just above your, ah, your breast.”



“Don’t be shy about telling me what you want. I don’t mind a little crudeness if it’s what we need to get the right picture. I’ll tell you if it’s too much.”



Jackson said, “All right, good. Thanks. I’m still pretty nervous.”



“I could tell.”



He got a few more pictures like that and had another idea. “I need to get close to you.”



“All right,” she said.



“I mean, really tight in.”



“Buy a girl a drink first,” she said, and he laughed as he pushed aside the table. He got in close, noticing the way her cheeks flushed as he drew in tight. He stood almost right between her legs, looming over her, and she stared up at him in just the pose he wanted, a little breathless, a little unsure of herself.



“Like that,” he said. “Just like that. Play with the robe. Pull it open.” Her lips parted, her eyes rolling up just so slightly. She was the picture of lust, and he snapped a half-dozen pictures like that before unslinging his camera and showing it to her. The pictures were not lewd, but intensely hot and suggestive. There was no hint of him in the shot but Christa looked about ready to either suck his cock or slide it through her tits, although those were still clothed underneath the robe. In the same respect, the pictures, though risqué, would be perfectly safe for Bottlegenie and its sometime-obtuse and draconic rules about what was allowed as far as pictures were concerned.



“Oh my God, Jack, those are incredible,” she said.



He realized how close he still was and backed up. “Not too much?”



“Not for me. For you? Are your girlfriends going to be okay with this?”



“I hope so,” he said. “Those are some of the hottest pictures I’ve taken.”



They took more pictures of her moving around the kitchen and the living room. They were good shots, but nothing compared to the shots of her from above, or even the backyard photos. When an alarm on Jackson’s phone went off, she insisted on him taking muffins home for all three of them, and brought up her phone to fire him off his payment.



Jackson got the notification and he stared at his phone for a long moment. “I think you made a mistake,” he said.



“No, I didn’t,” Christa said.



“Christa, that’s four hundred dollars more than we agreed on. I can’t-”



“You can. Even if this photoshoot had been a flop, you were seriously undervaluing yourself by a fortune, Jack. That’s a lesson I’m going to give you for free. You deserve to earn what you’re worth, and you are worth a lot more than a hundred dollars for two hours of my time. Don’t feel guilty, don’t feel like it comes with any stipulations. You earned this. And when we’ve had a few more shoots under our belts, we’ll renegotiate because I want first dibs on you. But I do want you to consider one thing.”



“What’s that?” Jackson asked.



“These pictures will be great for social media. But I’d like to hire you on for a more provocative shoot.”



“You mean… like nudes and stuff?”



Christa smiled. “Yes. Nudes. And stuff.”



“I have to talk it over with Paige and Bambi.”



“Do that. But remember too this is your business, Jackson. If you plan on doing portrait or sexy photography for a career, you need to know whether or not you can trust yourself around a beautiful woman. Or a dozen because I can already tell you will be successful at this. But this is about more than just the job. Your partners need to be able to trust you. And you them.” She sighed, and seemed to deflate. “Lust fades. Love will settle into warm coals. But trust… trust is what you build everything on and it’s the one thing that can hold a relationship together into eternity. You have to start this thing with them with trust. But I’m an old woman and tired all of a sudden. I think I’m going to have one of these muffins, and go take a nap.”



Jackson nodded, not sure of himself. “Are you all right, Christa?”



“Oh, Jack. That’s such a complicated question.” She smiled bitterly. “Yes. I’m fine. You had better get going.”









A First Step Towards Success



 



Paige and Bambi had a girls’ night out with some friends that evening and Jackson was home first after his shift at the pizza place. His boss let him take home pizza on occasion when a customer didn’t pick one up, and once he showered and dressed in a pair of basketball shorts and a tank, he decided to sit out back with a slice of pizza, some iced tea, and his phone.



Besides the chair that Paige’s mother gave them, they had accumulated a couple more mismatched chairs, both from Christa’s storage units. There was one pretty great wrought-iron chair and he dropped into that one now, sighing with the release of the day’s tension. He had stars in his eyes from the money Christa paid him. If he could land shoots like that at least once a week, he could easily make what they needed for rent and utilities. Maybe there wouldn’t be much to spare after that, but with Bambi and Paige both working too, they could have Bambi’s father paid off in no time.



It was a pleasant fantasy but he knew he couldn’t count on that much money from Christa all the time. He had to build up his clientele somehow, but he didn’t know yet how. Advertising online, maybe? He should talk to somebody who knew about those things. Dr. Perez’s name floated through his mind. His photography professor taught him a lot his first year of college, particularly the second semester when Jackson took an advanced class in lighting from him.



He tapped out an email to Dr. Perez, wondering if professors checked their email during the summer. Regular professors, probably, but there weren’t photography classes during the summer like most the other majors. It was too small and niche a program to allow for that. No harm in trying though. If he still hadn’t heard back in a few days, he’d try calling Dr. Perez’s office at the school. That, he surely must check on occasion.



Before he sent the email, Jack thought about the photoshoot. The lighting bugged him, not because of the quality that morning, but because he couldn’t count on it always being so great. He needed to start thinking long-term about buying some hard lights, reflectors, and probably a screen of his own. Costly, but maybe Dr. Perez would allow him to borrow some of the college’s stuff? He wasn’t sure how to word that, so instead, he asked Dr. Perez to give him a call on some advice for professional shoots that summer.



Just as he was finishing the email, he heard Bambi’s car pull up. Moments later, the front door opened and closed, and Paige called, “Jack?”



“Out in back,” he called back. He was just standing up when Paige and Bambi came out the back door. “How was your night?”



“Fun right up until Chelsea negative Nancy-ed everyone into oblivion,” Paige grumbled. Then brighter, “Is that pizza?”



“Yeah. Justin let me take some home again. I can cook something.”



“No, that’s perfect. I could use carbs and cheese. How was your shoot?”



Jackson sat back down. “It went really well. Way better than I expected. She paid me five hundred dollars instead of a hundred.”



“Wait, what?” Bambi asked. They took chairs beside him. Their scents wafted to him, Bambi’s vanilla lotion, Paige’s citrus spray. He could drink those smells in for hours, and it made him loopy that he got to experience it every day.
 Never let me get used to those smelsl
 , he thought.



“She said I was undervaluing myself and that there were no strings attached or anything like that. But she did have one request.” He reached out and took their hands. “And I think I’m going to take her up on it.”



“What did she want?” Bambi asked quietly.



“The pictures we took today were mostly tame. There were one or two sets where things got hot, but everything was all clothes-on.”



“Tell us,” Paige said, squeezing his hand.



“She has a Fantasy Gems page and she wants me to take some more, ah, explicit pictures of her for it.”



“Oh. Oh wow,” Bambi said.



“I told her I’d talk to you two first about it and she brought up a good point, that this is… it’s going to be my career. And if you two couldn’t trust me around her, then you couldn’t trust me in a relationship, period.” Jackson frowned. “I’m kinda paraphrasing but you get the idea. I want to try this, but you two are what I want most in the world. Photography is second to that. But this is where I’m at with it.”



They looked at each other, then back at him. Paige said, “I’m the one who pushed you towards photographing her. It would be unfair of me to ask you not to do this. But… I’m not going to lie, Jack, I am a little… jealous? Worried, definitely.”



“Me too,” Bambi said. “I say yes, do it. But of course we’re always going to be jealous of you around other naked women.”



They were all silent a moment, thinking, and Paige finally blurted, “But it is kind of hot though, right?”



“So hot,” Bambi agreed.



“I’m not going to fool around on you two. Ever,” Jackson said.



“Oh come on,” Paige said. “You think it’s hot too.”



He held up a finger, dug out his phone, and logged into the secure server where he kept all his photos. He dug through Christa’s file folder, found the dining table set, and pulled up one of the ones where Christa was peering up at him, looking like fire and sin. He held it out, grinning.



“So hot,” he said.



“Oh shit,” Bambi said. “That’s incredible.”



“I need to shower,” Paige said. “Then you are eating us out while we look at these pictures, man-candy.”



“Now there’s a nickname I like,” Jackson said.



“Thought you would.”



“You’re both really okay with this?” Jackson asked.



Bambi and Paige looked at each other. Paige nodded, and they looked back at Jackson. “Yes” and “yeah” greeted him. They handed him back his phone, and he called Christa, putting her on speaker.



“Jackson! Hello! Thank you again for the spectacular shoot this morning.”



“You’re welcome,” Jack said.



“Hi Christa!” Bambi said. Paige echoed her.



“Oh hello to you too! Jackson is incredible with that camera of his. Did he show you the pictures from this morning? You must see the dining room ones. Some of the best professional photography I’ve ever had done.”



Bambi nudged Paige and said, “If it’s okay we’ll definitely take a look.”



“Of course!”



Jack dove in. “I was just telling Bambi and Paige about your offer this morning and my decision.”



“Oh no. It’s bad news, isn’t it?”



“Nope. The opposite,” Jack said. “I want to take you up on your offer.”



“You do? Oh excellent! I was hoping you’d say yes. I have some lingerie sets I need done as soon as we can get together. Then I should put together something for the 4
 th
 of July. Men love a woman in American flag bikinis. And out of them.”



That made Paige laugh. Bambi said, “I can only imagine.”



“And girls, if you want, feel free to come along too.”



“Really?” Bambi asked.



“We do trust Jack, if that’s what this is about,” Paige said.



“Not at all. I like you three, and I certainly won’t mind you two looking. You’re scrumptious. Come along with him, see what he’ll be doing with his life, if this is what he really wants to do.”



Paige, Bambi, and Jack looked at each other and in that moment Jack, naïve as he might be, knew there was a question being put out there.
 Are we okay with this?
 To his surprise, he was. He nodded, and they nodded too.



“We’d love to,” Paige said.



* * *



Dr. Pere called Jackson back a day later during his shift at the pizza place. They were slammed and he didn’t have a chance to check his voicemail until his break, which didn’t come until his shift was nearly done. Dr. Perez told him he’d be happy to answer whatever questions he could, and Jack could call him back or email him, whichever he preferred.



Jackson called him, and Dr. Perez picked up on the first ring. “Hello, Mr. Corso,” Dr. Perez said. He sounded amused.



“Hey Dr. Perez. Thanks for the quick response.”



“Of course. How can I help?”



“I’m at work right now and on my break, but I was hoping you wouldn’t mind answering some questions sometime about setting up a portfolio and advertising my photography services. I picked up a client. A, uh, a model, actually, who wants me to do a number of shoots for her. She might just be playing nice but she says I have real potential at this so I’d like to try to draw in more, ah, talent.”



“That’s excellent news, and well-deserved. Your photographs of people are your best work. It doesn’t sound like you have the time right now. Would you like to meet at my office sometime?”



“That’d be great. I work two pretty odd shifts but I’m off tomorrow morning. Would that be too early?”



“No, that should be fine. Nine o’clock?”



“That’ll work for me. Thanks, Dr. Perez.”



“Of course. And congratulations.”



The next morning, Jackson headed for the campus. There were few cars around, most centered around the education centers. Those would be college students taking summer courses, as well as the professors. Jackson had to pass by the cafeteria and gave it a cheerful salute. He wouldn’t miss that place, though working with Paige there had changed the course of his life, so he didn’t harbor any real ill-will towards it.



Dr. Perez’s office was on the same floor as Jack’s advisor’s, just a few doors down. Dr. Perez was seated behind his desk, neatly squaring a muffin with a plastic knife. “Right on time,” Dr. Perez said. “Bite of a lemon poppyseed muffin?”



“Sure, thanks.”



Jackson took one of the proffered bites and a tissue when Dr. Perez held the box out. “That’s good. Twice in a few days I’ve had muffins. The other one was at my first model’s house, actually.”



“Tell me about it,” Dr. Perez said.



Jackson did, leaving no detail out except for the heat of the pictures he took with Christa. Dr. Perez listened. He was a fascinating guy who had spinal problems that left his back stooped and his head just a hair crooked. Through the two classes Jack had with him, he learned that Dr. Perez had once been a well-regarded photographer for a number of magazines in the nineties and early aughts until magazine work started to dry up and he slipped away from it entirely to become a professor. The “well-regarded” part of that had not come from Dr. Perez’s lips – he was too humble for that – but Jackson had idly looked him up one time and found out his professor had won a number of small but prestigious awards and had been nominated for several larger ones.



Were they friends? Maybe more mentor and mentee. It was clear Dr. Perez favored Jackson among his students, but Jack had never been quite sure why, except that he took the young man under his wing early on when Jack faced harsh criticism from his peers. In any case, Jack’s respect for the man had only grown and he looked forward to taking more classes from him in the future.



When Dr. Perez heard about Christa paying Jack nearly four hundred dollars more than they agreed on, a genuine wide grin spread across the man’s face. “Oh, that is excellent. She’s right. You were undercutting yourself. You’re very lucky to have a client who recognized that and didn’t take advantage of it.”



“I’m not overcharging her?”



“No. I’d say that’s spot-on for your skill but relative inexperience. You’ll also want to probably start charging your clients a non-refundable deposit, a booking fee, just in case they try to stiff you. So what is it you need from me then? You mentioned portfolio advice, advertising…?”



“Contracts, maybe? I’m not very clear on the business end of things.”



Dr. Perez nodded. “Good. Yes. That’s forward thinking.”



“I’m also hoping to talk to you about maybe borrowing some of the equipment. Lights, reflectors, screens, that sort of thing.” Dr. Perez’s smile slipped, and Jackson added hastily, “I’d have them back to you. I could even rent them, if the cost wasn’t too much.”



“Unfortunately, out of the scope of the classroom, I can’t lend equipment like that out. Sorry, Mr. Corso, but that one is a firm no.”



“Shoot. Is there anywhere you can think of that might, I don’t know, rent the equipment out like that?”



Dr. Perez started to speak, thought about it, and smiled again. “Have you ever heard of the term ‘redneck ingenuity?’”



“Um. I don’t think so.”



“It means cobbling together something amazing out of nothing. Like, say, building a car out of tin cans, duct tape, and bicycle tires.”



Jackson was puzzled. “You can do that?”



“I don’t think so but I wasn’t being literal. It’s a metaphor. Or a simile. I’ve never been too clear on those.”



“My girlfriend Paige would know,” Jackson said. “She’s an English major.”



“Regardless, the solution is simpler than you’re imagining. Do you have a lamp?”



“Yeah, sure, why?”



“Then you have a hard light, assuming you have a bright enough lightbulb. A white sheet tacked to a wall would make for a perfectly passable screen. Reflectors… those would be trickier. To the Internet, Watson!”



With that, Dr. Perez pulled out his phone and did a quick minute’s research. His eyes lit up. “Ah, yes, of course. Aluminum foil. All of this would be much less expensive than renting the equipment. It is not a permanent solution but it is a solution.”



“That’s brilliant,” Jackson said.



They talked for some time more. Dr. Perez dug around in his files and made copies of some of his old contracts and release forms. He also brought up an interesting way to make a little bit of extra money in stock photography sites and gave Jackson a list of the most reputable ones. It wouldn’t be his biggest moneymaker, but for things like the spiderweb photos, it might bring in some extra “beer money,” as Dr. Perez said.



When they finished, the professor locked up his office behind them and walked with Jack down to the parking lot. He clapped Jack on the shoulder and said something that would make Jack grin off and on all day.



“Congratulations,” Dr. Perez said. “You are no longer an amateur, but a professional photographer. Welcome to the club.”









Nooner



 



They scheduled Christa’s next photoshoot on one of Bambi’s rare days off from both the bike and wrap shop. Jackson only had to work the morning shift, so they agreed to meet up with Christa at noon to photograph her next set.



He scoured secondhand stores and garage sales, buying several lamps of varying sizes and heights as well as sets of white and blue sheets. The light bulbs cost more than the lamps themselves, an expense that made him wince. But like Bambi said, given the money he made from Christa, this was a smart investment.



Paige came home from the library for lunch and to see them off. While Jack prepared fried bologna sandwiches for all of them, Paige pulled Bambi into the living room and whispered in her ear. Both women watched Jack the entire time until he finally asked self-consciously, “What?”



“Nothing,” Paige said as Bambi grinned. “Have fun, you two.”



After they ate, Paige helped load all of Jack’s gear, new and old, into his Camry and pulled him aside for a long, lingering kiss. He held her like that, hands on her ass pulling her in tight. He wanted her, and he wanted her right then and there, but there wasn’t time for either of them. It struck him again just what Paige meant to him and Bambi both. When they were dating, he would have remained faithful to Paige forever, his heart broken by the absence of Bambi but he would have endured it because he loved Paige too. But she had arranged not just a surprise threesome with Bambi, but invited Bambi into their relationship. She was the cornerstone of this thing, and he loved her for that and so much more.



“Thank you for bringing all of us together,” Jack said.



She cocked her head, smiling. “Us and Christa?”



He chuckled. “No. You, me, Bambi. I love you both so much. I feel… whole.”



“Me too. And I love you both too.” She looked aside at Bambi, whose smile just grew as warm as the sun. They hadn’t yet said the L word to each other, and now Paige had dropped it as casually as if saying goodbye in the morning.



Bambi came to them and pried Paige loose from Jack. “I love you too, Paige,” she said, and they kissed.



On the drive to Christa’s, Bambi looked content, never letting her smile evaporate. At an endless red light, Jackson reached out and took her hand. She turned that smile on him.



“Any regrets, Bambi?” he asked softly.



“Not one.”



“You don’t miss State? Or your family?”



“Of course I do,” she said. “Like crazy. But it’s… it’s a fond pain. Being apart from you, it felt like… like real pain. Like every day there was a piece of me that had been cut away. I’m sure I’d feel the same way about Paige now too. What about you?”



“I love this place,” he said. “I love you and Paige. Everything feels right. I miss my family a ton but like you said, it’s a different kind of pain.”



“Mm hm.” She wiggled in her seat. “Want to know what Paige whispered in my ear?”



He grinned. “I’m dense, but I have a pretty good idea.”



“She’s okay with whatever happens today.”



He glanced aside at her, not surprised, but still deeply affected by the words. “Christa… and us.”



“Yes. So long as she gets to join in on the fun in another shoot.”



“Are we… do you and Paige want to date anyone outside of our relationship?”



“I don’t really know Christa enough to say yes or no. I’m totally okay with us having fun with her because we’re all attracted to her. Maybe that could be our rule. If we’re all attracted to someone…”



“And we’re all okay with it,” Jackson added.



“Total honesty,” Bambi agreed. “It’s the only way this is going to work for all of us.”



“I think we should talk to Paige obviously but I like that rule.”



She laughed sultrily and squeezed his hardening prick. “I thought you might.”



* * *



A Tesla was parked at Christa’s curb. They parked behind it, and stepped out to collect their things from the backseat. This time, Christa did not greet them at the door this time, so Jackson knocked. A minute later, a slim man in a black silk shirt, black slacks, and a sharp blue blazer opened the door. His dark hair was done up with product to look messy, but Jackson wasn’t fooled. He had no doubt this guy’s haircut probably cost as much as Jackson made in a day.



“The photographer arrives,” the guy said. His smile was slim and tight, never touching his dark eyes. He turned his attention towards Bambi. “And a second model? It’s been a while since Christa’s done a girl-on-girl shoot.”



“I’m here to help him,” Bambi said, her voice cool.



“Oh. Of course.” The man stepped aside and called, “Chrissy, your photographer has arrived.”



“You must be Harry,” Jackson said. They followed him in, and Bambi shut the door.



“Guilty. Hey, take off those shoes inside, huh? Don’t want you kids tracking anything in on my carpet.”



“Oh, it was our understanding the house was Christa’s,” Bambi said. Her claws were out, and Jackson approved. The guy reeked of assholery. That and cologne. Jack hated that it smelled pretty good.



Harry ignored Bambi’s remark and said, “So have you ever considered modeling? My wife makes quite a lot solo. Her girl-on-girl videos paid for this house. Not much of an exaggeration.”



“Don’t be a pig, Harry,” Christa said from deeper in the house. She swept into the room in a flower-print kimono-style robe that ended high on her thighs. High heels accentuated the muscles in her calves. Her long blonde hair was done in messy waves that made Jackson want to lick his lips, especially with her dark, sultry makeup. She tanned sometime since they saw her last, her skin a healthy warm glow. Jackson stirred just seconds after seeing her. This shoot was going to be pure bliss or terrible torture, he wasn’t sure which.



But was this guy sticking around? He already didn’t like Harry even before he met him. The way Christa looked when she talked about him was like watching the onset of a sudden booming thunderstorm. So why was he here then? Jack flashed back to her at the baseball field.



 Harry’s an impatient man.



Impossible to get rid of.



Had Harry forced his way into her home? Had he hurt her in some way?



Jackson straightened at the thought, his heart racing. He was not a fighter, not even a little, but he would do his damnedest to stop this if he thought Harry was a threat to Christa or Bambi. There were some heavy knickknacks on a shelving unit nearby. He could drop his bags, grab one of them up, and try to give Bambi and Christa time to get out of there.



“A pig?” Harry asked. “It’s a good question. She could make a lot of money doing what you do.” To Bambi and Jackson, “But whatever. It’s not my business.” His smile slid towards oily, and Jackson bristled. “Not since the divorce anyways.” He turned his head in Christa’s direction but was still speaking to Jackson and Bambi. “Have fun with her. As her old photographer, I can say this she
 loves
 being on camera.”



“That’s enough,” Jackson said. His voice seemed to surprise everyone in the room, himself included. He cleared his throat and stepped forward. Harry cocked his head and smirked. “Around my girlfriend, and Christa, I don’t want to hear you make comments like that. I don’t want to fight. But I’m not going to put up with you being an asshole to them either.”



“Interesting,” Harry said after a moment. “You’ve got balls, kid. Have they dropped yet?”



“Get out, Harry,” Christa said.



Harry stared at Jackson a while longer, gave Bambi one last lingering look, then went for the door without another word. Jackson watched him go, then turned around to Bambi coming to him and hugging him tight.



“Thank you,” she said.



“I thought you might be upset about me starting something,” he said, trying to pat her as best he could holding his bags. She backed away and Christa came to them too.



“Bambi, I’m going to make you a smidgen uncomfortable,” she said quietly, and leaned up to kiss Jackson on the corner of his mouth. “Thank you.”



“Paige and I don’t mind,” Bambi said, her voice a soft caress. She reached out and ran a thumb down Christa’s arm through the silk robe. Christa glanced at her, surprised at first, then pleased. She looked back at Jackson and took his things from him to deposit them on her couch. When she came back, she leaned up and kissed him more properly.



Jackson might have known it was coming, but he was no more prepared for it. He nearly stumbled backwards before instinct took over. He didn’t want to ruin the work she’d put into her hair or her makeup, so he reached around her and cupped the back of the thirty-something woman’s neck, pulling her tighter against his lips. They only held the kiss for a couple seconds, but when Christa pulled back, her eyes were half-lidded and she licked her lips like she’d just tasted something delicious.



“I got my lipstick all over you,” she said.



Jackson reached up with his thumb and ran it over his lips. “Worth it.”



“Let’s get this shoot done before I drag you both to bed and forget about the whole thing,” Christa said.



“Neither of us would complain,” Bambi said.



Jackson said, “But it would be a waste, not getting pictures of all that work you’ve done on your hair and makeup.”



Christa gave him a grateful smile. “Thank you. It looks good?”



“It looks amazing.”



“How about the outfit underneath?” she asked demurely, opening the robe over a black lace bodysuit. Her big dark nipples stood out against the material, but what really drew Jackson’s eye was her thick sex barely concealed by the material. Her full pussy lips were starkly outlined by the material itself, while her stark tan lines were shown off around the bottoms.



“Jesus,” Jackson said. “Christa… you’re gorgeous even without lingerie. With it…” He could come up with no more words, shaking his head and still staring at her pussy lips.



Christa gave them a twirl and raised the hem of the robe up over her luscious, curvy ass. Jackson would find out later she’d had some work done, but plastic surgery alone could not produce an ass that incredible. She worked hard for her body and it showed in every inch of her, but that ass was her greatest hidden attribute.



“Ahhh, there’s your New Jersey scar,” Jackson said.



Christa giggled and patted her ass as she looked at Bambi. “Like it?”



“I’m drooling as much as he is,” Bambi said.



“I want you to hold that pose exactly like that,” Jackson said. “The pictures aren’t going to get much better today than that one.”



He was wrong. Wonderfully wrong.



When Jackson first got into photography as a sophomore in high school, he became obsessed with any advice and online tips he could find. One video from a popular travel vlogger and photojournalist stuck with him throughout the years. The number one quality in any paid shoot involving people, the man said, was trust between a photographer and their client, not just in terms of business, but the camera. After their first shoot, Christa knew what Jackson was capable of. They had a rapport, and once she got over the distraction of Bambi being there, she gave her trust completely to Jack, never hesitating as he told her to pose in certain ways, to turn her head just so.



But as good as that first shoot was, a new X-factor was introduced – Bambi. For the most part, early on, Jack’s girlfriend was content to help out when needed, pinning up the sheets for backgrounds for Christa, holding the lamps they were using as makeshift hard light, or diffusing it with a sheet of aluminum foil taped to a clipboard. The quality of the redneck lighting surprised Jack, and when he showed Christa the first batch of pictures with her in that black lingerie, her eyes widened.



“Those are incredible,” she said, her long red nails running lightly up and down Jack’s arm. “But now we need to move on to nudes. Are you two sure you’re okay with that?”



“Yes,” Jackson said.



“Absolutely,” Bambi said. “And Paige definitely is too.”



“You might have to show her the pictures tonight,” Christa said. “Get a good outside eye on them. See what she likes.” Her impish smile made Jackson shiver.



“If you’re all right with that,” he said. “The pictures won’t go any farther than us.”



“Oh, honey, if I didn’t believe that, you wouldn’t be here.”



They moved into her guest bedroom. It was a small, basic setup, staged for the sake of her audience. There were no pictures on the walls, just pleasant generic art of a beach and a lighthouse. A bookshelf was lined with popular authors and some “mom” tchotchkes like ceramic figurines, fake plants, and candles.



Bambi went to the window, which was obscured by white gauzy drapes. “Drapes open or closed?” she asked, directing the question at Jack, but Christa spoke first.



“I can’t use any shots with the drapes open, The neighbors would be too visible and I don’t want anyone to be able to find this house.”



“I never would have thought of that,” Bambi said. “That’s smart.”



Jackson took a couple test pictures, changed angles, tried it with the overhead light on, and shook his head. “I think the best light will be what we’re already working with probably late into the afternoon.”



“Good thing,” Christa said, her voice almost a purr. “I’ll have lots of time to play. How do you want me, Mr. Cameraman?”



“That’s what I called him after our first shoot last year,” Bambi said, grinning.



Jack flashed back to that, the first strange day both of them thought of as the start of their relationship, even if they hadn’t truly started dating for a few days beyond that. Bambi helped him with a ridiculous photoshoot of some action figures in his lawn. Throughout the summer, she was vital to helping him finish that project, including its funniest minute or two.



The thoughts snowballed into inspiration. “I want to try something new,” he said.



“Sure!” Christa said. “I trust you.”



“Good. Bambi’s going to give you your directions instead.”



“I am?” Bambi asked.



“You find her sexy, right?”



“You know I do,” Bambi said.



“Ooh, I like where this is going,” Christa said.



“I want you to tell Christa what it is exactly that turns you on about her. Then pose her the way you want. The way you’d fantasize about her,” Jack said.



“It’s like he’s a different person behind the camera,” Christa said.



“It’s hot, isn’t it?” Bambi asked. Softer, throatier, she said, “All right. Get on your knees, Christa. Sit on your heels.”



Christa did as she was told, sitting upright on her knees, her thick, juicy ass smooshing out across her calves. Her heels were still on, and Bambi reached out to trace Christa’s ass, trailing her fingers along it. Jackson moved beside her and she pulled her hand back.



He took several shots like that at different angles and distances. The best, he thought, was a close-up of Christa’s ass spread out, the angle giving a hint of her bodysuit disappearing into the crack of her ass but not lewdly so.



When he nodded to Bambi, she came to the bed again. “Now lean down and prop yourself up on your elbows. Yesss, like that.” She crossed in front of Christa and bent down to look the other woman in the eyes. “I want to see him take you like this. But not today. Today you’ll only get teased by the thought of his cock. And he’s got a very, very nice cock.”



“Oh fuck,” Christa whimpered. She glanced at Jack.



“I don’t exist right now,” he said. “Bambi is your world for the moment.”



“I’m your mistress,” Bambi said, grinning impishly.



“Now there’s a fantasy I like,” Christa said. “My young college lover. Mistress Bambi.”



“Mistress Paige soon too.”



Jackson pulled Bambi back just a few inches so he could kneel and take pictures of Christa staring at her, her cleavage on full display, her nipples threatening to pop free. He took two pictures like that, then reached out and slid the shoulder of her bodysuit to show off more. Her eyes flicked between them, her lips parted. He snapped pictures of her like that close to her face, then brushed strands of her blonde hair across one of her eyes.



Perfect
 , he thought.



“You’re so turned on by this, aren’t you?” Bambi asked.



“Yes,” Christa said. “W-wet for you two… and Paige, when she’s around.”



“How does Paige turn you on?”



“She had such sexy curves,” Christa said, rocking forward. It was like she was offering her breasts to Bambi, and one of them slid completely free. The hypnotic sway of her big breast was nearly enough to make Jackson forget about the camera, but he caught himself and snapped a few pictures that way.



He circled the bed as Christa kept talking. “The night we met, the night I showed you the rental, I brought out my favorite toy and I imagined it was you three.”



Bambi stepped forward again and leaned down to kiss her. Jackson snapped a picture of that too, unbelieving this was happening. “Show me,” Bambi said throatily. “Play with yourself now the same way you did then.”



Christa licked her lips and flung herself off the bed to scamper out of the room. In seconds she was back with a big blue dildo in her hands along with lube. She scrambled back onto the bed and rested on her back on the pillows. Jackson slid onto the bed on one knee, brushing strands of her hair aside to get a clearer shot of her face. Before anything else happened, he cupped the back of Christa’s neck, leaned down, and kissed her. It was a promise of a kiss that he'd be back someday to claim her, to make her his. She was surprised at first, then melted into it, returning the kiss with a soft moan.



“If you wanted me, you could have me right now,” she said. “Fuck the shoot. I’d pay you anyways.”



“No,” he said, smiling. “I think I’ll make you wait until both Paige and Bambi are around.”



“Damn.” She looked at Bambi hopefully. “But dear heart, Mistress Bambi, are you on the menu for today?”



“If you behave. And if you show us what a naughty girl you were that night we met.”



“Mm. I can definitely do that.”



Jackson moved to the base of the bed. He raised the camera to his face as their gorgeous landlord ran her hands up and down her bodysuit, teasing herself. Her lips parted in a vision of lust but her eyes were nearly closed.



“Open your eyes, Christa, show me how beautiful you are when you play with yourself,” he said, his voice a quiet growl. Bambi shot him a look that rivaled Christa’s, and Jack never noticed as she undid the button on her shorts and slid her hand in.



Christa was a vision of carnal pleasure, thirty-six and openly panting for the two college students in her bedroom. She cupped her tits, moaning wordlessly as Jack snapped picture after picture. When she dipped her hand down to her mound, he slid onto the bed to get a close-up of her fingers across her skin. She dipped her fingers towards her sex, whispering his name.



“Jack, oh Jack…”



He snapped pictures of her playing with her pussy through the lacy fabric of the bodysuit, then slowly crawled around her counterclockwise, but that was no good. The light now pushed his shadow across her. Bambi hurried out of the room to fetch one of the lamps and the aluminum foil, and soon Christa was caressed by shimmering light.



“Twist your head towards me,” Jack said, moving up to the head of the bed. She looked up at him, mouth open, hands at her sex. At that angle he had a terrific view of both her face and her hands between her thighs, not to mention the valley of her cleavage. “Bring the dildo to your pussy lips and rest it there. Yes. Just like that. That’s one of the best shots yet.”



“Am I being… a good girl, Mistress?” Christa asked Bambi as Jack slid off the bed. The words were playful but Jack sensed real intent behind them. Bambi must have too.



“So good, Christa,” Bambi said.



“Tell me… tell me I’m a good girl,” Christa said. “I like that.”



“You’re our…” Bambi licked her lips. “You’re our good girl, Christa.”



For the first time, he noticed Bambi ditched her shorts and her thong, her free hand on her sex, a mirror of Christa. “Fuck,” he moaned.



Christa brought the dildo up her body to her lips, sucking the tip with wide, soulful eyes. Jackson shot picture after picture as she sucked the dildo. These were some of his personal favorites of the shoot, the lewdness of the act such a contrast to her beautiful motherly good looks.



She brought the dildo down to her pussy and whimpered, “Do you see how wet you made me that night? Do you see how messy my cunt is for you now?”



Her cunt. Her
 cunt
 .



“Yes,” Bambi whimpered. “So w-wet for us…”



Something in Jack growled to life. He could barely keep still long enough to snap a picture, moving all around the bed, getting in close, moving away nearly to the door. Christa and Bambi locked eyes as Christa slid the dildo home. Bambi moaned like she was the one on the receiving end of the dildo, rocking back and forth on her feet as her fingers worked at her pussy and her clit.



There was no holding back for Christa. She spread her legs wide at Jack’s command and plunged the dildo into herself, nearly taking the entire thing. Bambi told her to bend her knees and Christa humped at the air, her eyes rolling up, her mouth opening wide for one of the most highly charged photos of the set. Jackson climbed on the bed again and stood over her, shooting straight down at her face as Christa began to shudder.



“Ahhh, ahhhh, ohhhhh, oh, f-fuck, ohhh, ohhhh!”



It was her face Jackson wanted to see as she came and he snapped pictures as fast as the camera could take them, capturing her lust for her fans – and himself. He moved down fast on the bed and got a spectacular shot from above of her parted legs and the dildo shoved deep inside her, then adjusted the angle and got an even better one of nearly her whole body save for her head, one hand at a full breast, the other at her pussy.



“I think we got it,” he croaked. Bambi flung the clipboard aside and shot for the bed. She crawled up Christa’s body and dropped her pussy right against their older lover’s mouth, grinding hard, riding Christa’s face.



“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, get that tongue inside me, that’s it, that’s it, fu-u-u-uck!” Bambi wailed.



Jackson kept snapping pictures. These would not be used for Christa’s Fantasy Gems page, but for their own pleasure. He caught Bambi in one of the wildest moments of their relationship outside maybe the night she met Paige in person. She had her hands on her ass, bouncing, head thrown back, her caramel and blonde hair streaming back. She heard the click of the camera and turned her head to stare at Jack with lust-drunk eyes, mouth agape, her pleasure already on her.



“Is she good, baby?” he asked.



“So good, mmm, licking my pussy so good, making me c-come so hard…”



“Come for her, then. Show me how beautiful you two are together.”



“Beautiful…” she agreed. “Want you… on the bed next. Want her to… see me… blow you… then fuck you…”



“Fuck,” Jackson growled.



She laughed throatily, then drove her hips forward, bucking hard. “Oh, oh fuck, oh fuck, oh, ohhhhh, Christa!”



Bambi came, and Jackson snapped three or four more pictures before finally powering off the camera and ditching his clothes. When he dropped on the bed parallel to Christa, Bambi pounced on him, going low between his legs and sucking his first few inches into her mouth. Christa watched dazedly, her lips, chin, and nose wet with Bambi’s pussy juices. She played with herself hard and fast as Bambi sucked Jackson.



“So big. You girls…lucky to have… a man like him…”



“I’m the lucky one,” Jackson grunted. “You two and Paige…”



Bambi stared up at him as she stuffed her mouth and her throat with his cock. Her feet kicked against her slender butt. She reached a hand up towards him and he took it as she sucked and slurped. It was a reciprocal gesture to his words, her eyes softening. It was as good as her saying, “I’m lucky too.” Jackson glanced at Christa when they did that, and something in her face changed for just a moment. She looked pained. Haunted. He didn’t have to be a genius to figure out why – Harry.



He was too worked up to contemplate it for long. Bambi pulled off him with one final slurp and slid up his body, drawing his attention back to her. “Oh no, baby,” she said, gripping his cock and guiding herself over it. “We’re both looking at her while we fuck.”



Gone was Christa’s pained expression and in its place was a near-perfect facsimile of her lustful one, although Jackson saw the strain in her smile. “I can’t wait to join in,” she said, then poutier, “Don’t make me hold off too long, Mistress Bambi.”



Bambi laughed breathlessly at that and bounced on Jackson’s cock. Her thighs slapped against his as they watched their thirty-something lover. Christa spread herself for them, playing with the dildo, driving it in and out of her pussy as she palmed a breast and tweaked her nipple. Jackson couldn’t figure out if she was matching her tempo to Bambi or the other way around. Either way, the women seemed to move in sync, Bambi rocking or bouncing, Christa fucking herself with the dildo, her breaths coming sharp and hard.



“Christa, mmm, Christa, don’t you wish this w-was you?” Bambi asked.



“Uh huh,” Christa said.



“He was so hard for you… all through, mm, through your shoot…”



“Still going, fuck, how is he still going?”



Jackson wondered that himself. “It’s going to be you soon,” he told Christa.



“Tell her, mm, how you’re going to fuck her…” Bambi panted, driving harder down on his cock.



“I want to see your, mm, your tits bouncing,” he said. “See you… on top of me… or from behind, fucking you and making them sway back and forth…”



“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” Christa gasped.



“But most of all… I want to fuck you… while you’re licking Bambi and Paige,” Jackson said, barely hanging on. He gripped Bambi’s waist tight and began to drive up into her, meeting her bouncing as her eyes went starry and her mouth hung open.



“Oh, fuck, yes, I want to taste them w-while you’re… guh, guh… while you’re… ohhhh, ohh, Jackson, ohhhhh!”



Christa came. The dildo slid out of her trembling fingers and rolled down the bed towards them. Bambi snatched it up and sucked it, staring down at Jackson. He gripped her by the waist and lifted her, crazed and with absolutely no idea what he was doing other than he needed to pound her pussy.



My cunt,
 Christa called it.



“This, this pussy is mine,” he said. “This c-c…”



“My cunt,” Bambi whispered. He thought the word might repulse her. Instead, Bambi lunged up at him, clutching his face and kissing him hard. Their mouths moved together like their bodies, hard presses, breaking apart only to come back together again just as fast. Bambi roped one leg around his and she arched her back, crying out as she quivered around him.



“My cunt… is yours!”



“Oh fuck!” Christa gasped.



Jackson could speak no words, only grunt, his eyes half-crazed. Something new and dangerous had been unleashed in him. Something animalistic, something that had really only come out to play when he fucked Bambi in front of her friend Mary the summer before.



He took. And Jackson was beginning to realize that his girlfriends did not mind that one bit.



When he came inside Bambi, Christa was there, touching him, kissing his shoulder, his cheek, his lips when he finally twisted his head towards her. She pushed at him and he didn’t understand until she had him free of Bambi and far enough away she could dive down and slurp his come from Bambi’s quivering pussy.



Only then did he finally snap out of it, sitting back and panting, “Holy shit. Christa. Bambi.”



“Oh my God,” Bambi whispered. “I haven’t c-come that hard since Christmas…”



“I don’t think I’ve ever come that hard,” Christa said, sounding pleased with herself. She swiped her finger through a dollop of come still on her chin, licked it up, and added, “Oh damn. I really should have waited for you to get a picture of that.”









The Problem with Harry



 



“How was it?” Paige asked that night without even having said hello.



Jackson laughed and swiftly brought up the images he’d been sorting through, using the laptop to send the images to the TV. Paige shimmied out of her jeans and ditched her cute ruffled top right there in the living room. Bambi was passed out in the bedroom, worn out by the afternoon’s photoshoot. After the black lingerie set devolved into the not-quite-threesome, Jackson photographed Christa in the backyard in a simple, thin white tee and bikini bottoms drenching herself with her hose. When the shoot was done, Christa wound up on her knees, eating Bambi out before Jackson dragged his girlfriend to the grass and fucked her face-to-face, pounding into her as Christa played with herself, cooing them on. On the ride home, it took less than three minutes for Bambi to fall asleep, completely worn out. Jackson nearly had to carry her inside.



Now, Paige gaped at the TV in her bra and panties and breathed, “Holy
 crap
 .”



“She wants you both there for the next shoot,” Jackson said. “She’s renting a cabin up in the mountains next weekend. Can you get the time off?”



Paige stared at the TV, transfixed. Finally, slowly, she said, “Yeah. Yes. Ilsa wants to take the 5
 th
 of July off so I think I can talk her… oh my God, she’s beautiful. Did you three…?”



“She and Bambi did,” Jackson said. “I fucked Bambi in front of her, but I didn’t want to do anything with her until all of us were there.”



Her attention finally shifted away from the images. “Jack,” Paige said softly. “You know I didn’t mind.”



She came to him and leaned down to kiss him. He caressed the side of her face with one hand, and worked her panties with the other. She helped him with them, then worked at his shorts. After setting up the images to play as a slideshow, he pulled Paige on top of him, her ass to his groin, and they fucked while they watched the images play out. Jackson was only beginning the process of weeding out the unusable shots from the good ones, so it was rough, but they didn’t mind.



Paige came with a cry that woke Bambi up. Their lover came out to the living room without a stitch on, her blonde hair wild, and without a word, she knelt between their legs, lapping at Jackson’s cock and Paige’s pussy. Like that, with images of Christa coming on screen, Jackson couldn’t last long despite having come multiple times that day.



In the aftermath, as Paige rested on the couch with her head on Jackson’s lap and Bambi on the armchair they found at a garage sale for ten dollars, Jackson filled Paige in on everything that had happened that day. Bambi dozed throughout the story, only coming awake for the sexiest parts. Paige didn’t say much until they finished.



“I guess the question we have to ask is…”



“Is she one of us,” Jackson finished for her.



“Mm hm,” Paige said. “I like the idea. I like her. But we still don’t really know much about her yet.”



“I like her a lot,” Bambi said.



“I do too,” Jackson said. “And for more than her looks and the money she’s bringing in. But I think she’s still pretty hung up on her ex.”



“Yeah. He wasn’t just hanging around there for fun,” Bambi said. “I think they slept together last night.”



“If she is,” Paige said slowly, “I don’t think we string her along. Or let her string us along. But we’re all okay with having fun with her, right?”



“Yeah, definitely,” Bambi said.



“Same,” Jackson said.



“So is our relationship open then?” Paige asked.



“We talked about that on the drive,” Bambi said, coming more awake and sitting forward. “We had an idea. We’re okay with other people as long as we’re all attracted to them and as long as we’re all okay with it.”



“I like that,” Paige said. “But what about another guy?”



Jackson went still at that. He didn’t like the idea of another guy touching Bambi or Paige but he knew it wouldn’t be fair for him to have fun with other women and them not have their fun with another guy. Still, he couldn’t help a stab of jealousy.



He said, “If another guy is what you both want… I… of course I’d be okay with it. I don’t know if I’d want to be there for it or hear the details but…”



“He’s so easy to tease,” Paige said to Bambi. She reached up and booped Jack’s chin. “I’m not ruling out the possibility that someday one of us might want to have fun with another guy. But for me, you’re my only man.”



“Same,” Bambi said. “Women…women can get jealous and crazy, sure. But I’d feel, mm, safer fooling around with someone outside of our inner circle if it was a woman, not a man.”



“Guys can be dangerous that way,” Paige agreed. “Besides, I like the idea that we would all have to be attracted to them. All in, or nothing.”



“Here I thought you two would bring home Casey one of these days,” Jackson said.



“Mmm, no,” Paige said. “More like someday you’d bring Niara home.”



“She’s beautiful, but she’s more like a sister to me,” Jack said.



“And Casey’s like our goofy cousin,” Paige said. “It’d be too weird all around. Now, Dr. Robert Allison…”



“Who?” Bambi asked, perking up.



“Oh my God, come here,” Paige said, sitting up and reaching for the laptop on the floor.



“Agh, I can’t compete with a professor,” Jackson groaned.



“A professor with a Porsche,” Paige said.



Jackson groaned again, sliding down on the couch. He left them to look up said hot professor and went to the kitchen in search of something to snack on, smiling to himself.



* * *



When he had the pictures of Christa pared down to the hottest of the hot, he called her to walk her through how to access the private folder online. When she picked up, she said cheerfully, “Hey stud.”



“In the back of my mind… no, not even really the back of it, more like the passenger’s seat of my mind, I still think of myself as the nerdy, overweight kid in high school. Hearing that almost makes me think you’re poking fun at me,” he said.



“No, no, not at all. But I know what you mean. In my heart I’m still twenty and trying to con bartenders out of drinks by flashing my cleavage at them.”



“I bet you were very, very good at that.”



“I never got carded once. Well, not until I was older and guys started doing it to hit on me. Have to admit, I liked that,” Christa said. “What’s up?”



“I’ve trimmed down the pictures into what I think of as the great pictures and the discards. I’ve got them all on a secure online file-share site, and I wanted to walk you through how to access it.”



“Ooh, great. But what are you doing right now? I just finished at the gym and I’m starving. How about lunch, and you can show me the file share folder there? My treat.”



“I’d never turn down a date with you,” he said. “And free lunch for that matter.”



She laughed. “I remember those days.”



She was in the mood for Chinese, so they settled on a place about a fifteen-minute drive from the rental. Jack gave himself a once-over in the bathroom, still pleased at the “hey stud” she greeted him with. It had seemed both teasing and genuine. God, his life was so weird, but amazing nonetheless.



The restaurant bustled with people and Jackson didn’t see his date at first. Christa was seated with a cup of iced tea near a window, and half-stood up to wave at him when he walked in the door. To the hostess, Jackson said, “I’m with her,” and she guided him back to the table.



They ordered kung pao chicken and sweet and sour pork, along with spring rolls. The waitress brought more iced tea for Jack, giving him a smile and brushing his arm before she left. “That tease likes you,” Christa said.



“The arm brush?” Jack asked. “Really?”



“Watch when she brings other people drinks. I’ll bet she never does it to anyone but you.” Jack blushed at that. The server really was pretty. He unzipped his laptop bag but Christa waved that away. “Later,” she said. “I really just wanted someone to come with so I don’t feel so alone in calorie binging.”



Jackson stowed away the laptop bag again. “I get that. I’m kind of glad to be working at a pizza place because it’s making me sick of it.”



“Oh, I couldn’t live without pizza,” Christa said. “Hawaiian, pepperoni, vegetable, I don’t care what’s on it. Give me all of it. I should probably weigh forty pounds more than I do. Getting harder and harder every year to keep my figure.”



“Whatever you’re doing, it’s working,” Jackson said. “Along with Paige and Bambi, you’re one of the sexiest women I’ve ever met.”



“Even for my age?” she asked, teasing him with her smile.



“Even at any age.” He hesitated, then plunged forward. “Christa, maybe I’m overstepping, and this is none of my business, but how could a guy like Harry let someone like you go?”



“It isn’t for a lack of trying on his part,” Christa said. She fiddled with the wrapper for her straw, not quite looking at him. “It must have been weird, seeing him at my house.”



“We all get lonely,” Jackson said, playing a hunch.



She nodded, her eyes distant and pained. “Yeah. I guess we do.”



He reached out and took her hand. She seemed surprised by the gesture, but didn’t pull her hand away. “Talk to me.”



For a long moment, she didn’t answer and he didn’t think she would. But finally, Christa said with no inflection or emotion, “I loved him so much. When we met, I was just starting to get my feet under me. I was naïve and he was so wonderfully charming and intelligent. I thought his smile existed just for me. I think it did for a long time. I really do.” She closed her eyes and shuddered. “I was happy. It felt like we couldn’t miss. A week after we started dating, he landed a big sale and got a job offer for a huge real estate firm. The night he proposed, there was a meteor storm. The day we got married we got into the car and one of the songs we picked for our reception was on the radio. Fantasy romance stuff. It made me feel like everything was aligned.” She shook her head, tears slowly rolling down her cheeks.



“You were in love.”



“Love makes idiots out of us all. Have you done anything stupid yet out of love for them?”



“I… I don’t really know how to answer that. Both of them did things for me, for us, that were so wildly crazy, yeah, I guess you could call it stupid. Like Bambi taking a chance on me. There should have been no reason for her to be attracted to me. Not then. I was still a little soft and really inexperienced.”



“A virgin?” Christa asked, taking her hand away to sip at her iced tea.



“No. But close. And Paige… Paige knew I’d have been her one and only if that was how she wanted it. But she saw how much I still cared for Bambi and invited her to come live here and be a part of our relationship. That is… it’s the craziest act of love I’ve ever heard of.” He shook his head. “You’re deflecting.”



“I am.” Christa sighed. “I mentioned not being able to have kids and how devastated we were. I think… I think Harry stopped loving me then. I think on some level he saw me as broken. He reacted so oddly. He was melancholy for a couple weeks, barely talking, and I thought that was it, that was our relationship. But then he came home one night, caught me crying, and he had me get dressed up. ‘We’re going dancing!’ he told me, and he was so happy and manic, like I hadn’t seen from him since we were dating and he was wilder.”



“Was that when he started to sleep around?” Jackson asked.



Christa nodded. “I think so. I couldn’t get the specifics out of him but like I said, he gloated to me once he’d been doing it for years. The way he said that, it reminded me a lot of that night and a lot of nights to come, when he’d get home and seem like he just did a line of cocaine.” She snorted. “I wouldn’t put it past him to have actually done coke, but I never saw it.”



“How did you find out about the cheating?” Jackson asked.



She thought about that for a moment. “There are things the brain knows and things the brain acknowledges,” she said slowly. “I knew for a long time, I think. A few years. But I didn’t want to acknowledge it or believe it. I wanted to think it was my imagination. We were slowly building our lives up. The houses, the duplexes, all of it. But we were having a rough patch. A lot of them. I thought, well, marriage is work, we could make it through that. Love… love is not always kind, Jackson. Love is sometimes a chain, or… or handcuffs you can’t free yourself from. I knew but I didn’t want to know.



“But it was always going to hit me in the face sooner or later,” she said, her voice thick with emotion. “He had a second phone for his hookups, one he kept at the office. But Harry being Harry, he neglected one of his girlfriends and she called him on his actual phone and I picked up. She panicked and said, ‘Wrong number.’ And I knew. I
 knew
 .”



“What happened after that?” Jackson asked.



“I didn’t confront him. I couldn’t, because I knew whatever he told me, no matter how much it stunk like bullcrap, I would believe it. So instead, I hired a private investigator. He followed Harry to eight different women’s houses in just weeks. The funniest part about this whole damn thing? We had threesomes before. We both enjoyed it. It wasn’t that he wanted more sex in his life. It was that he wanted to cheat. None of the other women knew about each other. Not one. He’s still sleeping with half of them even if they know now what a bastard he is.” She let out a half-laugh, half-sob. “Including me, queen of the dumbasses.”



“No. No,” Jackson said vehemently. “Don’t say that about yourself.”



“But it’s true, isn’t it? I’m so fucking pathetic and lonely that I let my ex-husband come around any time he calls.” She glanced away from the table. “Our food’s coming.”



They waited until their waitress set everything down in front of them. She asked them – her eyes on Jack – if they needed anything else and seemed genuinely disappointed when they didn’t.



Before she took her first bite, Christa said, “Don’t ever let your love for them become a weapon.”



Jackson nodded, mute. He’d always been told by his father that men try to instinctually fix things, but it wasn’t always their responsibility to, especially in a relationship. Sometimes people needed you only to listen. But for the life of him, Jack couldn’t help feeling like there was something here he needed to fix, only he had no idea how.









The Baseball Diamond



 



“Get it?” Casey asked, grinning. “The baseball diamond?”



“It’s so dumb she’s going to love it,” Jack said.



“Right?”



They were looking at the diamond ring in its casing, which Jackson had to admit was pretty neat. Casey used a friend of a friend’s bandsaw to cut an old baseball in half, then cored out the middle of it and hid the ring inside. The ring itself was pretty basic, with a crescent moon of diamond chips around Niara’s birthstone, but regardless of the cost, it was beautifully picked. Then again, Jackson knew it could have been plastic and Niara would still say yes.



There were flowers hidden in coolers in both dugouts. The other team was in on the whole thing, their captain being one of Casey and Jackson’s workout friends. At the end of the ninth, both teams would roll out banners and put the flowers out while Casey asked Niara to come to the pitcher’s mound. Jackson had his camera bag stowed in the dugout too, ready to snap pictures as his best friend proposed.



The other captain, a tall, broad-shouldered junior named Sam, strolled over and jammed a stick of gum into his mouth. Casey showed him the baseball too, and Sam grinned. “Just don’t expect us to go easy on you,” he said. “I’m not losing so you can have a bigger feel-good moment.”



“You’re one and four for the summer,” Casey said. “We should go easy on you for helping me out.”



“Pft,” Sam said. “Sup, Jack? You going to get on base today?”



Jackson’s last game had been something of a disaster. He got three hits, but all of them were easy outs that never saw him touch first base.



“With you pitching? Easy,” Jackson said.



“All right, all right,” Sam said. “I like the spirit.”



In another ten minutes, all the players had arrived. Jackson saw Niara, Paige, and Bambi come in together with a couple friends. He waved to them, unable to hide a grin. Niara and Casey, along with Paige, had been a large reason why he stuck it out there in New Bainbridge. Without them, he was certain he would have applied to State back home to be with Bambi again. It was no exaggeration that Casey and Niara had changed his life, and he was grateful.



But a question wormed its way into the back of his mind as the captains and the umps met for the coin toss. Would Bambi or Paige expect one of them to marry him someday? The three of them obviously couldn’t all tie the knot, and he thought their current situation was going well. But would one of them want more? Did he?



He didn’t think so. He liked the idea of getting married, but more for the romantic appeal of being committed to a relationship with someone than the binding “one and only” part of it. Still, it was something to think about, and he spent most the first inning in the outfield contemplating what he wanted. It was a damn good thing no balls were hit his way, as distracted as he was.



As the inning drew to a close and he jogged for the dugout, Jackson spied Christa making her way up into the stands. She involuntarily made him slow along with most the team. Her tiny khaki shorts showed off her thighs and great legs, and her paisley tank top did nothing to hide away her big breasts. She had her blonde hair done in a braided ponytail under a sun hat. When she caught him looking, she waved. He waved back, swallowing hard. After the game was done and the proposal taken care of, Paige, Bambi, Christa, and Jackson would pick up their things and head for the cabin up in the mountains. Soon, he thought, he would be sleeping with the most gorgeous older woman he’d ever met, and his girlfriends would be there.



But the fantasy came with a helping of apprehension. The time at the cabin and any time they hooked up with Christa afterward carried with it a mission – make her forget about Harry, or at least move beyond him. Given how many women the guy was apparently seeing, Jackson wasn’t sure that he could live up to Harry’s skills in bed. Bambi called the guy the Anti-Jack and she wasn’t far off. Both men had a veritable harem going, both men photographed Christa’s modeling, and both men were trying to win her over.



Bambi, Paige, and Jack agreed it wasn’t that they wanted Christa solely for themselves. Harry was slowly poisoning their friend and lover. The man was not healthy for her. If he was truly who she wanted they wouldn’t try to keep her from him, but they all thought that cabin trip was their first best chance to show her there were options out there, that they could care for her as well as he did. Was it vain? Probably. But Jackson was more and more certain Christa belonged in their growing circle. He didn’t love her the same way he did Paige and Bambi, but there was an undeniable magnetic attraction he couldn’t ignore. Not love yet, then, but the foundation of it, certainly.



“Head in the game,” Scott growled at him. Jackson snapped out of it and realized they were seated in the dugout. He remembered jogging for it but everything after seeing Christa was a blur. They had an out and Casey was at bat.



“Sorry, I… relationship drama.”



“With those two in the stands?” Scott asked. Heads in the dugout twisted towards them, and Jackson blushed.



“No, things are great with them. But there’s, ah… I shouldn’t talk about it.”



“Huh,” Scott grunted. Their batter connected, and he shot to his feet. “Way to go, Ronnie!” he bellowed.



“Go go go, Ron!” Jackson joined in.



“’Scuse,” Scott said, and he pushed past on his way to take a few practice swings after Casey walked to home plate.



Jackson focused on the game long enough to watch Casey crush one to deep left field. That was good enough to put him on second and Ronnie on third. Scott marched to home plate, and pointed his bat at the runners. “Be ready to come on home, boys,” he roared, and the crowd roared with him. The sound redoubled when he pounded one to within feet of where Casey had just batted, the outfielder looking both shocked and put out all at once.



It was good enough bring Ron and Casey in, but a couple strikeouts later and the Monsters took the field. Jackson settled in and focused. It was damned lucky he did. The first batter hit a fly ball right to him, and he caught it for an easy first out to Bambi, Paige, and Christa’s wild applause. It was just a fly ball but it made him grin.



Back in the dugout after two more easy outs, Scott sat by Jackson again. Jack would be on deck next, but before he stood up, Scott said, “I got some relationship things going on too.”



“You do?” Jackson asked, surprised.



“Boyfriend broke up with me. He just graduated. I thought we were going to keep going with things but he didn’t want to stick around New Banbridge.” He shrugged uncomfortably as every eye in the dugout fell on him. “I think if we’d talked, if we’d seriously talked, neither of us would’ve been hurt so much. So talk to them. Whatever’s going on, just fuckin’… talk. Amazing how much that shit works.”



Jackson stared at him a moment longer, speechless. “Thanks. I’ll try that.”



“Yeah yeah. Go beat the shit out of that ball.”



“Somebody dated you?” Ron asked.



“Shut the fuck up, Ronnie,” Scott grumbled.



* * *



Jackson scored his first run that game. Two of them, in fact. His first at bat led him to a single, and the two batters after him got him home. He was so exhilarated he was actually trembling, and Casey pounded his back like a proud father. It felt good.



The second run felt even better. Jackson was back in his head again, but when he took the plate for the last time, he looked at his girlfriends – all three of them, he decided in that moment, no matter what Harry might think – and he grinned. They cheered and whooped and he felt like anything in that moment was possible.



What happened next really didn’t matter to the outcome of the game. The Monsters were so far ahead it would have taken a miracle for the other team to catch up. But it mattered to Jackson, because just like what Christa said about seeing a meteor shower on the day Harry proposed, it felt like a sign, but not one the heavens made. It was one he made for himself.



He took the plate, knowing Paige, Bambi, and Christa were watching him, but all Jack’s concerns slipped away from him. What was going to happen with Christa would happen. He would give it his everything, but if they failed to convince her to ditch Harry and be with them, it was not the end of the world. She was still a friend, and that was important too.



Swing for the fences, Jack told himself, grinning.



And he blasted the game’s first and only homerun.



* * *



Casey took to the field after the game, red-faced, all smiles. Quickly, all the guys in the dugouts set out the flowers and had the banners ready for when Niara was invited out to the mound. Jackson powered on his camera, took an experimental shot, and gave Casey the thumbs up.



“You got this,” Jackson said under his breath. It was the sort of day where everything seemed aligned, a day only allotted to the young and hopeful, a day when anything was possible and everything was all right. There would come a quiet end to those days, when they had to face reality and the doldrums of the day to day, but that wasn’t for a while yet, and Jackson held his breath as Casey called Niara to the middle of the infield. She laughed and cried when he told her to throw the last pitch of the game, the top of the baseball sliding off in her hands and revealing the ring inside.



Casey knelt, and there were beautiful words, and wild cheers from the stands when Niara said yes.









The Lady by the Lake



 



There was magic to the pine forests of the Harpy Mountains, and Jackson was never quite certain if that was metaphorical or literal. The woods were old things, the pines yawning up to incredible heights. Even the earth felt old, the smell musty and pleasant. But it was not a quiet place, far from it. They slowed for a dozen squirrels along the black-topped road cutting its way up into the mountains. Deer crossed lackadaisically right in front of them, unbothered this early in the year by humankind, though in the fall, they would be far more skittish and afraid when the hunters made their presence known. Bambi rolled down the windows at one point, letting birdsong fill the Camry. She had yet to experience the Harpy Mountains. This was only Jackson’s fourth time and it still took his breath away.



“This is… it’s incredible,” she said, staring all around them.



They had woods back home around Honeypot, but they were sparser than this, and so much smaller. There, a person would have to try awfully hard to get lost, considering they could just about see one end of the trees from the other. Here, even with the numerous roads and hiking trails, people could and did get lost, terribly lost. Deaths happened frequently too, especially in snowmobile season with the cold and the snow. Ten years ago, a student from New Bainbridge University was mauled by a grizzly in those woods, though there were rumors that the student was something of an idiot and had possibly provoked the bear. Still, Jackson made sure to pay attention to Casey’s warnings about making noise when they walked so as to hopefully spook the bears away from the paths.



Every now and then was a break in the woods for a driveway to a cabin or a house tucked away in the woods. Jackson wasn’t familiar with the area but Christa was, having come up here a few times. The cabin was a friend’s, used mostly as a short-term rental for hunters and sportsmen.



Christa, with Paige riding shotgun, finally slowed for a turnoff, and Jackson followed her down a caliche driveway and around a bend. A log cabin sat at one end of a small lake fed by snowmelt runoff, as crystalline and beautiful as Jack had ever seen. A small dock jutted into the water, though the lake couldn’t be big enough for much more than a rowboat. A hiking path led around the lake to another cabin on the other side, the path surrounded by yellow wildflowers.



“This is where we’re staying?” Bambi asked, disbelieving.



“It’s incredible,” Jackson agreed.



They parked beside Christa and stepped out, Bambi doing a slow turn to take it all in. “Christa, this is amazing,” Jackson said.



“Isn’t it?” she asked. “I dream about buying a place like this someday. A little out of the way cabin where I can spend my summers. Of course, I’d probably go out of my mind without a coffee shop, buuuuuut…”



They brought in their things. The interior of the cabin was well-kept and recently dusted, though not with any particular care. The furniture was functional and covered in drop cloth. A small TV was mounted to the wall. There was a kitchenette with a small fridge and a gas range, and the bedroom, as Christa had warned them, was small. Only two people would be able to sleep in there, but they brought a tent and sleeping bags for that reason.



“Cozy,” Jackson said. “I like it.”



“Me too,” Bambi said.



“It’s beautiful,” Paige said.



“Thanks,” Christa said. She looked at the bedroom glumly. “I wish there was room for the four of us.”



“Three is hard enough at night when someone pees,” Paige said. “We make Jack sleep in the middle.”



“I’m sure he doesn’t mind,” Christa said.



“Noooope,” Jack said.



He needed some time to figure out the lighting and the best setup for that afternoon’s shoot, so the three women went for a walk. He figured they had about two hours of usable sunlight but there was a firepit near the cabin with logs for seating. That would make for an interesting shoot that evening, he thought. He’d never taken pictures by firelight.



He was also fascinated by the small lake – really a pond – behind the cabin. It was a short walk down a well-worn trail. The trees had been cut well back to either side, and the dock, he thought, was where he’d get his best shots. He knelt in the dirt, camera at the ready, snapping shots of the water, of the trees. Something moved and his breath caught. A doe and a faun sauntered out of the pines towards the lake, the faun no bigger than a large dog. He zoomed in and snapped picture after picture of them, their heads dipping towards the water, the faun’s eyes sleepy. It looked like such a happy creature, content to be with its mother.



Their heads came up when they heard the voices of the three women coming back down the path. They moved towards Jack, the mother saw him, and course-corrected at an angle to him, disappearing into the trees again as Christa, Bambi, and Paige came into view.



“See you later,” Jack whispered. “Thanks for the pictures.”



* * *



Christa was beautiful in the late afternoon light, and shy, despite what she’d done in front of Bambi and Jackson before. She revealed herself in the American flag bikini with a hand over her breasts, and said, “Is this too much for a thirty-six-year-old?”



Jackson lowered the camera. “No. My God, Christa. You’re incredible.”



“I agree,” Paige said faintly.



“Oh wow,” Bambi said.



The bikini was the tiniest thing Jackson had ever seen a woman wear, outside of nothing at all. It was, he would learn, called a slingshot bikini, with two tiny strips of fabric reaching from the bikini bottoms over her shoulders to form the top. It was strained to its limits, her big breasts threatening to tear the fabric at any moment.



At Jack’s instructions, she stood on the small dock, her blonde hair still in its braided ponytail. As she looked from one young lover to the next, Christa’s hands dipped slowly away from her breasts, and Jackson captured the first great picture of the day, her head twisted gently away, her smile shy, her eyes gleaming and glancing towards them. He was still on land, and moved in a slow arc, telling her, “Stay just like that. Good. Good. Now turn towards Paige. A little bit more. Bend your right leg just a little. Show me your heel. Yes. Yeah, that’s it.”



Paige and Bambi were glued to his subject. Paige was now down to her shorts and a bikini top, one that covered up only a marginal amount more than Christa’s. Bambi was still in her shorts and tank, at least when Jackson started the shoot. At one point, when he had Christa strut towards the end of the dock like she was on a runway, he glanced over and realized Bambi had ditched her top too, leaving her in nothing more than a pair of shorts and her sandals.



She and Paige moved together, whispering, smiling. Jackson forced his attention back to Christa, but it was a difficult thing. He was already getting hard, his need growing inside him. When she walked back towards him, he caught a killer shot of her from the waist down, legs crisscrossed.



From the house, music started up. Christa warned them there was no reception up there in the mountains so Paige downloaded a bunch of music to her phone and brought a portable speaker. Cheerful aughts pop played, and Bambi whooped, raising her hands in the air and shimmying, her bare breasts bobbing enticingly. Jackson caught a picture of her like that, then Christa as she ran her hands up and down her hips and danced too. Paige laughed beside him, and he turned to capture her smile and her twinkling eyes.



“I love you,” he said, reaching out with one hand to take hers.



“I love you too,” she said, and came in for a sweet, lingering kiss. He slid his hand up behind her back and undid the knot on her bikini top, making it drop. She mock-gasped and covered her breasts, both of them aware of Christa staring like Paige was a porkchop.



Things began to evolve from there faster and faster. Jackson shot Christa at the entrance to the cabin, leaning against a log wall, one hand raised up, which did enticing things to her big breasts. Then he had her bend over the railing on the cabin’s tiny porch, jutting her ass out so he could get some nice close-up shots of her bikini bottoms disappearing into the crack of her ass.



She teased the camera with her breasts in the bikini top, slowly easing out of it as Jack snapped picture after picture. They moved her back to the dock for more of the same, retying the top and having her strip down again. When she ditched her bottoms, it was Paige’s turn to look hungry.



Jackson had so much more planned for that night. Christa playing with herself against the cabin walls, getting her against a pine tree, maybe taking some shots along the hiking trail. But Paige was not going to be denied. Staring at Christa’s nude form on the dock, she stepped into Jackson’s view. He started to say something, but rolled with it, snapping close-ups of Paige’s ass, now clad only in bikini bottoms. Then he snapped pictures of the two of them together, their lips meeting, hands caressing. Bambi stepped into the shot, completely naked, her tanned lithe body slinking to Jackson’s other girlfriends.



He snapped a few pictures of the three of them kissing, but slowly lowered his camera, and then hesitantly shut it off. This… this was not a night for recording memories. This was a night for making them. He went for the house, stopping only long enough to slip his camera into his bag, and when he turned around, they were there, his three beautiful companions, his Bambi, his Paige, his Christa.



“You are ours,” he said, his throat thick with need. Christa’s lips parted, and her hands slid down to Bambi and Paige’s asses. “I’m going to prove that to you tonight and tomorrow. I can’t force you to stop seeing Harry. I wouldn’t want to. But I’m going to show you that you have a choice, Christa. And I want you to choose us.”



“Us,” Bambi agreed, kissing Christa’s shoulder.



“Ours,” Paige echoed, kissing her cheek. Christa turned and kissed her properly, her fingers going to Paige’s bottoms and slipping them down. Bambi slid behind her and pressed in close, kissing Christa’s shoulder, her neck. Christa moaned and looked over her shoulder to chase Bambi’s lips, soft lingering kisses.



The three moved towards the bedroom and Jack followed, ditching his shoes, his jeans, and his polo along the way. He came into the bedroom only wearing boxers, watching Paige and Bambi slide onto the bed over Christa, heads going to her breasts, fingers to her pussy. Jackson climbed onto the bed too, making it groan under their combined weight. It could either take them or it couldn’t, but he had to be a part of this.



He moved between Christa’s legs and spread them wider so he could get even closer. His hands went to Paige and Bambi’s asses, then their ready pussies. They were already wet, for him, for Christa, for each other, for all of this. Christa stared not at them but at him, and in her eyes he saw confusion and maybe something like hope.



“I’m twice your age,” she said.



“We don’t care about that,” Jackson said. “All we want is you in our lives, Christa.”



“Yes,” Bambi said around one of Christa’s big dark nipples.



Paige nodded, wordless but certainly not noiseless. She sucked at Christa’s breast noisily, rocking back and forth. Jackson plunged his middle finger into her, making her moan, then did the same to Paige.



“I come with so much baggage,” Christa said. “You three, you’re young, you should, you should… ohhhh.” That last was teased out of her by Bambi slipping two fingers into her pussy. Paige moved her hand to tease Christa’s clit, and the thirty-six-year-old leaned back against the pillows, lips parted.



“We can figure all that out,” Jackson said. “But be with us now. And tomorrow. Love isn’t a chain, Christa. It’s a choice. Every day, it’s a choice. No one who really loves someone else would use their love as a weapon or to hold them prisoner. You don’t have to choose today but you do have a choice. And not just us, but anybody out there who could make you happy, who wouldn’t use their love like a knife.”



“Jack,” Christa whispered, and she was crying now a little, but he hoped they were good tears.



He fingered his girlfriends slow and easy, taking in the scene before him. Paige moved up Christa’s body, their lips meeting with lingering need. In their eyes was an unspoken conversation, a continuation of the words Jackson had said. Christa cupped her cheeks and smiled for her, a trembling thing that spoke volumes about what it was she wanted.



Bambi came up her body too, the two girlfriends kissing first before Bambi met Christa’s lips again and again. All the while their hands still played, moving with more and more fervency as Christa began to moan and rock. Jackson still had his own middle fingers inside his girlfriends and added a second finger, easing them in and out. Their wetness spattered against their hips and the bedspread, their bodies always so responsive to his touch.



Three beautiful women, his maybe only for the night. The parallel to what happened with Paige and Bambi in December made him smile, and he leaned down to kiss both his girlfriends on their butts. They looked back at him, fire and amusement in equal measure in their eyes.



He hadn’t realized he came up the bed when they did, and now rested with his cock just above Christa’s sex. He wanted to take her in that moment. Soon, he promised himself. First came Paige and Bambi, and then he’d help them bring Christa there with his tongue.



His girlfriends alternated kissing Christa, their lips and soft pleased noises filling the room with the sweetest music. Paige and Bambi began to rock back against Jackson’s hands. Christa looked between all three of them, cheeks rosy, eyes dazed with lust. She began to squirm, her knees twitching, her back rolling up and down on the bed.



When she came, she exhaled, “Oh girls, oh girls, I’m in trouble with, mm, you…” Paige laughed gently at that and kissed her neck and trailed her lips down to Christa’s breast again. Bambi devoured Christa’s mouth with her own, her kisses intensifying as her own orgasm approached. She twisted her head to look at Jackson, lips parted, and she cried out, “Jack, oh, our Jack!”



That left Paige. Jackson pulled his fingers free of Bambi and slid behind his busty girlfriend. He dipped his head to lap at her pussy as he fingered her, and it didn’t take long before she was bouncing back against him, Christa clutching Paige’s head to her breast.



“Oh fuck, oh fuck, ohhhhh, ahhhh!”



He could have eaten Paige all night but another pussy waited for him. Bambi had already started for Christa but Jack beat her there, dropping between their older lover’s legs and sliding his hands under and around her legs to bring them up towards her chest. Christa cried out, “Oh, oh Jack, yesss, eat my cunt, eat meeee…”



“Her cunt,” Paige whispered, tasting the word much like Jackson had. If he could have looked in her direction, he would have seen stars in her eyes.



“Yes,” Christa whimpered, “my pussy, my cunt, mmm, I’m so dirty, girls, I hope that’s okay…”



“It’s hot,” Paige said.



“Eat her…” Bambi said, and licked her lips, eyes flicking between the two other women. “Eat her cunt, Jack.” She and Paige looked at each other and giggled nervously. “I sound so dorky saying that.”



“Me too,” Paige said.



Christa smiled fondly at them both. “Oh, I’m dirty, girls. I’ll say dirty things. You’ll find out fast I’m a complete slut for anal.”



“Wait, what?” Bambi asked.



“You are?” Paige asked. “I’ve always wanted to try it, but, um, I’ve never…”



“Me either,” Bambi said.



“As big as he is, we’ll need to get you some toys to get used to it first,” Christa said. “But if you really want to try, I’ll teach you.”



“Okay,” Bambi said, grinning at Paige.



“Yeah, definitely,” Paige said. “You don’t mind, do you Jack?”



Jack realized he’d frozen during this entire exchange, his tongue against Christa’s pussy lips. “Um. Nope. I’d… uh… I’d very much like to try that too.”



“Thought you might,” Bambi said, and slapped her own butt.



“Mm, good thing I brought lube,” Christa said. “You can have my ass all night, Jack.”



“Fuck,” he moaned. Then, staring at the pussy in front of him, he added, “But not yet. First I want to come inside this, Christa.” He lapped at her pussy, and Christa tensed and relaxed into it, her fingers sliding down to his head, clutching his hair.



“Mmmm, yes, in my pussy, Jack, put a load inside my pussy… then I want your girls eating it out of me. A nice big treat for all three of us.”



“Fuck,” Paige moaned.



“Come here, darling,” Christa said. “I didn’t get a chance to taste you yet.”



Paige move up her body, kissing her one more time before turning around and kneeling over Christa’s face. With her eyes locked on Jackson licking Christa’s pussy, she settled down on their older lover’s face, grinding her pussy gently along Christa’s mouth.



“Oh honey,” Christa said. “You taste so good. I’m going to want you two yummy treats all the time like this.”



“Mm, C-Christa,” Paige moaned. She slid her hands down to her mound and her clit, playing with herself. Bambi got in on the fun, pulling Christa’s legs back down to the bedding beside Jackson, then straddling her waist and leaning in to kiss Paige. The two dueled with their mouths and tongues, taking, giving.



Jackson loved the view of Bambi’s lithe ass rocking on Christa’s soft stomach. He loved too the muskier, stronger taste of Christa. She was ready for him, her hips twitching every time he brought his mouth up to her big clit. His thumbs slid up and down her pussy lips, teasing her until he drove two fingers, then three inside her, sucking hard on her clit at the same time and making her cry out.



“Oh, oh fuck, Jack!”



“He’s so good with his t-tongue,” Paige moaned. “Just l-like you.”



“What about me?” Bambi asked with a pout to her tone.



“Mm, you know how much I love your tongue in my… my cunt.”



Christa’s knees bucked up and she shouted, “Oh fuck, hard, hard just like that, oh God…”



The words excited all of them. Bambi rocked hard on Christa’s stomach, her hand between her own thighs, fingering herself. Paige ground on Christa’s mouth, muffling her but not silencing their lover completely as she cried out her pleasure. Jack’s cock was raging hard, his need making itself known in the precome glistening on his tip.



He fingered Christa hard and fast, adding a fourth finger. When he sucked her clit and twisted his hand to stroke her G-spot with his middle finger, she shouted, “Oh, oh FUCK!” and nearly threw Paige off when she jerked and jumped. “Coming, coming, I’m coming so fuck… so fucking… so f-fucking HARD, Jack!”



She came, surprising him with even more wetness, a squirt of it as she jerked and thrashed under Paige. Her hands clutched at Paige’s ass and she licked her with desperate enthusiasm, still writhing as Jack kept going and going. Bambi twisted off Christa and dropped her head to one of Paige’s big breasts, sucking the nipple and teasing it with her tongue. Her hand went to Paige’s pussy and she rubbed her clit and her mound with four fingers fast and hard, just the way Paige needed it in that moment.



“Ohhh, oh fuck, oh Christa, I’m going to come too, keep l-licking me just like that, yes, get that tongue in there deep, fuck…”



Jack picked that moment to stop licking Christa’s clit and free his fingers. He, slid up her body, lifting her hips again and pressing his cockhead to her dripping pussy lips. She tensed and wailed as he drove his cock into her hungry pussy.



“Nnnnngh, Jaaaaaack!”



“Fuck!” he moaned. “Christa, so… fucking wet… for me…”



“Wet for you, wet for you, fuck me, Jack, fuck me hard!” Christa cried out. Paige rode her face harder and Christa yanked her down even tighter.



Jack hilted himself in her, unable to control himself, but she could take him, every inch of him, just like Paige. His balls slapped against her thighs and he pulled back only to pound into her harder and harder, a man possessed. Her legs kicked in the air as she howled with her pleasure against Paige’s pussy. She came again so fast and so hard, one of her feet clipping his ear.



No one noticed. No one cared. Paige bounced on Christa’s face, eyes on Jack’s cock buried deep in Christa’s cunt before she turned her head and kissed Bambi. He couldn’t slow down. Jack took Christa with a ferocity he’d never felt before. This was no longer about showing her there were possibilities other than Harry. There was no conscious thought left to him except to fuck and take.



“Fuck, oh, ohhhh, Christa!” Paige cried out. She jolted up and down, hands rising to her long brunette hair, clutching it as she came. Jack was only dimly aware of her falling to the side towards Bambi and hurrying to push their other girlfriend onto her back to eat her out. Bambi clutched at Paige’s head, but her eyes were on Jack furiously pumping in and out of Christa, her mouth wide in an amazed “O,” her fingers strumming her mound and her clit.



“Jaaa-aaaa-aaaack!” Christa wailed. He gripped her waist and pounded into her, shoving his big cock deep every time. Sweat beaded on his brow as he lunged down to kiss her, snarling her name against her mouth, his tongue sliding against hers. He stopped just long enough to suck one of her big tits into his mouth, then the other, making hungry noises of need and desire before he shoved back up and redoubled his already manic efforts. Skin cracked against skin and Christa clutched at the bedding and one of her breasts, eyes rolling up, her breath now more like hiccups as she came and came.



“Juh… Juh… Juh… ack… fungh… fugh… c-com… cock…”



When he felt her quiver again around him, he pulled out of her, his cock gleaming with her pussy juices. Christa let out a desperate keen of need but he was already moving, manhandling her onto her stomach. She pushed up onto trembling knees and thrust her ass back at him, that juicy cougar ass that he’d be fucking soon, but not yet. First he wanted to own that pussy.



“Mine,” he said, and he slammed back inside her.



“Yours! Oh, oh Jack, I’m yours!”



“Oh fuck,” Bambi breathed, clutching Paige’s head to turn Paige’s attention towards the fucking. They both stared, dumbfounded, as Jack hammered into Christa hard enough to send the woman’s face against the bedding, sliding her back and forth.



“Tug my hair, tug it back!” Christa wailed.



Jack had never done this to a woman before but he was lost to the moment and grabbed a handful of her blonde hair. He pulled back, trying not to hurt her even as he fucked her ragged. She yelled, “Harder,” and he tugged back, bringing her head up and making her cry out.



“Yes, yes, like that, like that, oh fuck, oh fuck, ohhhhh fuck!”



“Mine, Christa.”



“Yours! Oh fuck, I’m yours! Just… keep… fucking me with that… monster… fucking… cock!”



She went wordless again and toppled forward. Jack let go of her hair as she twisted her head and moved her lips like she was trying to say something. “Come inside her, baby,” Bambi gasped. “She needs you to come., needs it inside her pussy…”



Paige pulled away from Bambi and pushed up to her knees beside Jack, kissing his shoulder. He leaned down, planting one fist beside Christa as the older woman gurgled and cooed, her eyes rolling up.



He could take no more and growled one last time, “Christa! Fuck!”



Blinding pleasure ripped through Jack. His hips slammed forward and back, his come blasting deep inside Christa. She clutched behind her at the mattress and someone – Paige – grabbed her hand and squeezed. Jack kept pumping and pumping and pumping, his come splattering out of her with each thrust. Gone was the man and in its place was a savage creature until finally he accidentally popped free, his come spraying out of her and onto the bedding.



Paige and Bambi scrambled to lick him out of her, nearly whacking their heads in the process. Paige got there first, lapping some of it up before Bambi playfully shoved her away and sucked and licked at Christa’s pussy. “Bring me a taste,” Christa said breathlessly, and they did, both of them sliding up her body to share Jack’s come with a pair of wet, sloppy kisses.



Jack sat back on his heels and wound up falling off the bed and onto the carpet. “Oh my God, Jack!” Bambi yelped, and jumped off the bed.



He laughed and pushed himself up. “I forgot how small the bed was,” he croaked. “Jesus, Christa, are you okay?”



“Oh. Oh Jack. I’m better than okay. I’m in… I’m in ‘best sex of my life’ ooey gooey mode.”



“Wait, really?” he asked, grinning. “Best sex of your life?”



Paige, Bambi, and Christa shared a look, grinning. “He is the sweetest,” Christa said. “Yes, really. Fuck, I lost count of my orgasms after… five? Six? And you girls were a big part of that too. Come here. Kiss me again.”



Bambi and Paige did, nestling beside her. Jackson stumbled his way into the small bathroom and came back with a warm wet washcloth to tend to Christa. By then, the older woman was intent on slowly but surely starting things again, kissing Paige deeper and deeper, her hand at the younger woman’s big breast. When Jack cleaned Christa up, she asked him to look in her luggage for some toys. He found quite the supply, including two vibrators.



These he brought into the bedroom as Paige and Bambi fell into a sixty-nine, Christa propped up on her side, watching amusedly. She took the vibrators and told the young women to get on their hands and knees, asses up.



“Jack, while I tend to them, I want you to bring in here two more towels and the lube.”



“Um, sure, why?”



Paige snickered and Bambi looked up from her pussy. “Jack. Why do you think you’d need lube?”



“Oh. Oh!”



“The
 sweetest
 ,” Christa said again.



“Except when he’s telling you you’re his,” Paige said.



“Mm, yes, that was… very hot. He has quite the harem going for himself, doesn’t he?”



“H-harem?” Jack sputtered. He was nearly to the door but froze, looking back at them.



“He really, really does,” Paige said.



“I wonder who he’ll seduce next?” Bambi said.



“You… you two… you three… you’re all I…”



“Let’s not close any doors,” Bambi said. “Not when things got this hot. Besides, I know Mary’s desperate for you to fuck her any way you want to.”



“I can think of at least three or four girls on campus who want him too,” Paige said. “He’s going to be one busy, busy man.”



“I know some of my friends are gong to want to take a bite out of his butt too,” Christa purred.



Jackson stared at all of them, then started to laugh. “That’s pretty good. You had me going.”



He left them to it, and Bambi said under her breath, “Were either of you joking?”



“Nope,” Paige said.



“Me either,” Christa said. “You?”



“Absolutely not.”



* * *



Jack slid his cock back and forth inside Christa’s ass as she bent over the foot of the bed. In front of her, on their backs, still playing with the vibrators were Bambi and Paige, watching the show. They twisted towards each other and kissed often, but their eyes were mostly glued on Jack fucking Christa’s ass for the first time.



His wildness threatened to come out and play again. Every motion he made was a fight for control. Her ass was a warm glove around him, tight but ready to take him. He throbbed with need, his teeth gritted, his eyes focused on Christa’s reddened cheeks. She begged him to spank her ass again, and he did, just the way she showed him she liked it. Her head dipped and she gasped, her hand at her clit working even faster as she whimpered his name.



Jackson’s hand went to her shoulder, He could feel bits of himself falling away as he drove back and forth inside her. His hesitation was dying a slow, quiet death. Bambi taught him how to make love to a woman. Paige taught him how to have fun with one. Christa… Christa taught him to
 possess
 a woman.



This was not the Jack on the ladder sending action figures down a length of twine. This was not the Jack who thought for weeks about giving up on New Bainbridge, curled up in his bed at night fighting back waves of loneliness. This was not even the Jack of just a month ago. This was Jackson Corso, still kind, still a little naïve, but knowing what was important in his life, what he’d fight for, what he’d never give up if he could manage it. Everything he wanted in life was right here in front of him.



In the moment that Christa started to crest again, Bambi and Paige came to him. He kissed them both, staring deep into their eyes, willing them to know he would always be theirs, as they were his. Paige caressed his face, leaned in, and whispered into his ear, “Yours.” She turned his head, and Bambi did nearly the same, kissing him gently, her eyes sparkling. “Yours.”









Choices



 



Jackson told Paige and Bambi later Christa slept most of the trip back to New Bainbridge, twisted to one side, a pillow under her very well-used bottom. He had fucked her nearly through the entire night, stopping only to set up the tent he meant to take for himself and whoever decided to sleep in there with him. The only problem was, he was so distracted by the boundless sexual energy Christa had, neither Bambi or Paige could have slept in the bedroom. Sometime long after midnight he staggered out of the bedroom, bleary-eyed and sore in all the best possible ways, only to realize his other two girlfriends had long since gone to sleep in the tent. He thought about trying to convince them to take the bed, then thought of Christa spread-eagled on the mattress, his come drying on her chin and tits, and went instead for a glass of water and yet another round of fucking.



In the present, Christa only came awake in the suburbs, when someone’s cranked hillbilly rock and roll startled her. She yawned and sat up straight, smiling sleepily at him. “Wow. Practically home already.”



“We are,” he said. “You doing okay?”



“Never better.” She dug out her phone from her purse and glanced at the messages she’d missed up in the mountains. Her fingers flew over the keys, and soon her phone vibrated with a response. “Jack, would you do me a favor before we go back to my place?”



“Of course. What do you need?”



He expected she might need to stop for ibuprofen or something after the marathon session the night before. Instead, Christa surprised him. “I need to have a talk with Harry. I’d like you to be there for it.”



“Oh. Yeah. Um, of course.”



He called Paige and Bambi, who were driving behind him in Christa’s Tucson. He explained what they were doing. They followed Jack and Christa a few more miles down the Interstate to the other side of the city, then turned off into an upper middle-class suburb.



Harry’s home resembled a squat A-frame with a third of its right side chopped off and replaced with a garage. It was an odd design but undeniably beautiful, especially the grand picture windows in front. His Tesla was nowhere to be seen but he was who Christa had texted when she woke up, and so they knew Harry was home.



When they knocked on his door and he answered, he stared at them, nonplussed, and said, “Well, Christa didn’t say to expect an army of you. What can I do for you?”



“I’m here to say goodbye,” Christa said. “For good, this time.”



Harry cocked his head, smirking. “Oh really?”



“Yes. Really.” Chrisa looped an arm around Jackson. “Jackson told me something I needed to hear. Love is a choice, Harry. Something we make every day. I do still love you. Some part of me always will. But you’ve chosen to take your love for me and turn it into a weapon. I don’t know what I ever did to make you so cruel.” Harry’s smile slipped away but she wasn’t done talking yet. “I think you really did love me as much as I did you but that love got twisted up somewhere along the way. I think deep down some part of you can’t quit me the same way I couldn’t quit you. I’m asking that part of you… let me go. Don’t come around again because the answer will always be no. I choose Jackson. I choose them.”



His eyes narrowed. He looked angry, but Jackson thought about that moment often in the days, months, and years to come and he became more and more sure of something. Harry looked hurt too. It was only for a moment, but it was there, and in a lot of ways, Jackson would forever pity the man, even if he hurt Christa so badly it nearly broke her.



“All right,” Harry finally said. He sighed dramatically. “I guess just throw my toothbrush and deodorant in the trash, yeah? And get the fuck off my property.”



* * *



They moved into Christa’s that week. There was plenty of room, and they didn’t have much stuff. The sleeping arrangements would take some getting used to, but with two beds, two partners could be together on any given night. That was nice, and far comfier than three to a bed.



When they finished the move, they celebrated with another all-day fuckathon. That evening, as Christa and Paige decided on takeout, Jackson slipped out to the backyard with a glass of iced tea from the same jar that had brought him and Christa together at the beginning of summer. Bambi came out too, dressed in nothing more than her panties and a tank top. She sat on his lap, and he realized just as he was no longer the same Jackson who had so shyly told her about his action figure project that day she stopped by his house, neither was Bambi the same wounded person looking for a friend. In that girl’s place was a confident, sexually free woman, gorgeous and vibrant and, as crazy as it still sounded, in love with him.



He kissed her, and she kissed him back. “You know she loves you, right?” Bambi asked.



“Christa? I think she’s falling in love with all of us. I’m falling for her too.”



“No. She likes Paige and me. But Jack, she loves you.” He started to protest, but she shook her head, smiling. “You’ll see it someday.” Her voice went deeper and breathier. “’I’m yours, Jack.”



It was a marvelous impression of Christa. “That’s pretty good.”



“Thank you, thank you, three high school plays.”



“If you’re right, I hope it doesn’t cause problems.”



Bambi considered that. “I think what we’re trying to do is a dangerous game. Someone might get hurt.” She paused again, and added, “Someone
 will
 get hurt. But… it’s a hell of a lot of fun to play, isn’t it?”



* * *



“She said yes!”



Jordan listened to the pure, unfiltered joy in her brother Casey’s voice and did an actual fist bump. This got her a quizzical look from her work frenemy Charlotte but she didn’t care. Not at that moment.



“Oh Casey! I’m so happy for you!”



“It was perfect. She came out to the mound, I told her to make the last pitch, and she pulled away the top of the baseball. Then I got on one knee and told her… well, you can’t do any better, so you’d better pick me.”



“He did not!” Niara called in the background. “He was so sweet it’d make you sick.”



“Oh, Niara, I’m almost as happy as Casey. I love you both so much. Did you get pictures?”



“Oh yeah,” Casey said. “My friend Jack got dozens of them. And a lot of people in the stands took pictures too, but he’s a professional at this.”



“I’m looking forward to seeing them.”



“You’d like him,” Casey said. “Nicest guy in the world.”



“He really is,” Niara said. “And he has two girlfriends!”



“Three, now, or something like that,” Casey said.



“Whaaaat?” Jordan asked, grinning.



“Yeah, it’s crazy. And I mean this in the sweetest way but you’d never guess. Beginning of last year he was a total nerd, like me. But yeah. Anyway. I haven’t called Mom and Dad yet.”



Heat prickled Jordan’s eyes. “You… you called me first?”



“Well… her mom first, then you.”



“But I mean…”



“Hey,” Casey said. “You know you’re my best friend. You and Niara.”



“And this Jack guy.”



“You know,” Casey said. “He really is. Anyways. Love you, Jord.”



“Love you too, Casey. You too, Niara. And just… all the congratulations. You really are the best couple.”



“Love you, Jordan!” Niara sang out just before they hung up.



Jordan smiled to herself and sat back in her office chair. It was a cheap chair at a cheap desk. The tech support job… it was what it was, a paycheck and halfway decent donuts on Wednesday. It could be worse.



She shook her head, thinking about Casey and Niara, so happy for them. She still had ten minutes on her break, so she browsed Casey’s Bottlegenie profile. The pictures weren’t uploaded yet but she did spot a picture of that Jack guy her brother was talking about. Casey, Niara, and an amused guy with a friendly, honest face stood with a pair of gorgeous beauties, one blonde and lithe, the other busty and her hair a light brunette. He was cute, she supposed, but three girlfriends, he must really have it going on in bed.



She grinned to herself, closed out of the app, and closed her eyes, making a silent wish for nothing but many, many good years ahead for her beloved younger brother and his fiancée.



 



* * * * *



 



Thanks for reading! Jack, Paige, Bambi, and Christa will be back in Jordan, the fourth book of the Beauties and the Geek series. Find me on Twitter at
 
www.twitter.com/IanSnowWriter

   for all the latest news about my writing and a bunch of dumb dad jokes.
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