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A Terminal Case of Lust



 



Jackson liked to be early to things. The habit was an odd rebellion of politeness against his parents’ eternal inability to arrive on time to anything – their jobs, dinners, parties, weddings, even funerals. They seemed to have an idea that time was like a rubber band and would fit to whenever they showed up.



He wasn’t like that. Usually, Jack was among the first to arrive for his classes. If his friends Casey and Niara invited him to dinner, he would show up right on time, something his girlfriends loved to tease him about. He took it all with a good-natured smile, even if he knew he was the sane one and they were all crazy.



As irritating as it might be, Jackson was used to the world running late, so when he showed up to the airport to pick up Casey’s sister Jordan, he wasn’t put off by the plane being delayed twenty minutes. Instead, he parked in short-term parking and headed inside for one of life’s greatest overpriced pleasures – an airport cinnamon roll.



He didn’t know why, but it was a truism regardless that cinnamon rolls bought at an airport were at least six – maybe six point five – times better than anywhere else. In that regard, he was sort of glad Jordan’s flight was late, because finals were over for his sophomore fall classes and he felt more than entitled to treat himself that day, sitting and watching Jordan’s gate as he ate a gooey bit of heaven and sipped a small coffee.



Jackson hoped they didn’t turn the plane around. The gray clouds over the Harpy Mountains promised more snow on top of what they had already seen that December, and that was already a bunch. Casey and Niara had been looking forward to this visit from Casey’s older sister. She was coming to town as both a vacation and to help her brother and sister-in-law-to-be in finding the venue for their wedding, along with tuxedo and dress shopping. But Casey had finals and couldn’t pick Jordan up, so he asked Jackson to do it since his finals ended early that morning. Jackson was, of course, happy to.



His own plans, along with Bambi, had been to fly home to Honeypot in a week and change, but that was looking iffier and iffier. It would suck not to see family, but both he and Bambi agreed it would be fun to be able to spend the holiday with their two lovers, Paige and Christa, especially now that they all lived together. It had a homey appeal to it, the four of them tucked in for Christmas Eve and Christmas, probably along with Paige’s mother who lived an hour away and would always have a home with them.



Jackson contemplated all this as he finished off the cinnamon roll and the coffee. His fingers were sticky so he headed into a bathroom to wash his hands. When he emerged, he saw people gathering around the gate and joined them. The plane must have finally landed.



The pictures of Jordan that he’d seen on Casey’s Bottlegenie social media page did her no justice when she made her way off the plane. In gray sweats, a knit sweater, and sneakers, she was dressed more for comfort than style, but something about Jordan’s realness made Jackson straighten up and really take notice.



Like Bambi, she was tall and slender, perhaps even more willowy than his blonde girlfriend. She moved like a dancer, which was a good thing, as she nearly bumped into a plump middle-aged woman who stopped to gasp at the sight of someone in the crowd. Around her eyes were dark hollows, which weren’t hidden away under her light application of makeup, but emphasized by it. It gave her eyes a sort of soft, mournful look. He wished he brought his camera to capture her in that moment, but that would be crazy. Apart from some texts about him coming to pick her up from the airport, they were nearly complete strangers.



Jack raised his hand in a wave. “Jordan!” he called, and her eyes focused on him. He smiled, and she smiled too. If she had her brother’s looks, he wouldn’t have felt such a charge. That would have been too weird. But she didn’t. Where Casey’s face was misleading in its angry nature, like her eyes, Jordan’s was contemplative and serious, framed by messy locks of hair as dark as Paige’s. It was an exquisitely beautiful face, the sharp lines making for a delicate creation.



When Jordan managed to get through the throng of people, she said, “Jackson, hey, thank you so much for picking me up. You’re saving me a ton on an Uber.”



“Hey, no problem. Casey’s done so much for me, so it’s fun getting to help him out for a change.”



They talked about her flight as they followed the crowd to the luggage claim. Jackson would probably never be shed entirely of his youthful nerdy naivete, but he was now at least experienced enough to know that the flicks of her eyes towards him and the slight blooming in her cheeks meant she was checking him out. That knowledge amused and shocked him in equal measure. He’d never get used to pretty girls giving him that look, but it did make him feel pretty great about his continued hard work in the gym.



“All right,” Jordan finally blurted when they fetched her luggage and were out of earshot of the crowd of people. “Three girlfriends? Really?”



Jackson laughed. “Really.”



“At once.”



“At once. Although Paige is at her mom’s tonight, helping her get ready for Christmas.”



“That is crazy. Do you… like… have a schedule at night? Or do you have like… um… sleeping partners? By the way, I am going to ask you a thousand questions about this.”



“You and everyone else. You should have heard my mom and dad when they found out about Christa, my oldest girlfriend.” Christa was nearly twice Jackson’s age, though in his opinion she looked ten years younger, especially now that she was so much happier than when they first met.



“Yeah! That’s another thing! She’s a cougar, and you’re… you’re so young.”



Jackson knew right then and there he was going to like Jordan. She wasn’t being judgmental, but was simply wildly amused by his situation. It was much the same reaction he got out of his own father, though Bambi’s parents had been less than receptive. But tension had always brewed just beneath the surface between the Hoopers and Jack. Mr. Hooper still believed his daughter was making a mistake with him, even after a year and a half together.



“The girls usually decide who’s sleeping with me,” he said. “But what about you? Casey told me you do office work, right?”



“Tech support, yeah. And do me a favor. No, two favors.”



“What’s that?”



“First, don’t mention my job this week. Oh my God, do I not want to think about it.”



Jackson chuckled. “Sure. I get that. If I still worked at the cafeteria at school, I’d tell you the same thing. Other than meeting Paige there it was the worst. What’s the second thing?”



“You smell like a cinnamon roll, and I haven’t eaten since first thing this morning. Can we stop somewhere to get a bite?”



“Absolutely. What do you have in mind?”



“Something light so I’m not too full to have dinner with Casey and Niara later. And not that bar he likes. He takes me there every time I’m here in the city. I like it, but I want to try somewhere new.”



Jackson, who had just about to suggest Brinkley’s, the bar was no doubt talking about, rethought that and came up with an idea. “How does ramen sound? There’s a new place I heard about and haven’t tried.”



“Oooh, with the cold, that’s a perfect idea. Five out of five stars, Jackson. Or is it Jack? I’ve heard Casey say both.”



“Either’s fine,” he said.



“All right. Hm. Jackie.”



He winced. “On second thought, Jack. I like Jack.”



“I’m going to want to know all about you. My life’s boring. But first I need to know the story of how you wound up with three girlfriends.”



“Oh boy,” Jack said, now blushing a little himself. But he did as Jordan asked. Once they loaded up her luggage into his Camry and made it out of the airport parking sprawl, he began to explain his whole crazy story, first how he and Bambi fell in love the summer after they graduated high school, then how he fell so hard for Paige his freshman year of college there in New Bainbridge. By the time they got to Christa’s part in the story, they were at the restaurant and took a time out to order.



Jordan listened and sipped her Diet Pepsi and slurped her ramen across from him, watching with those dark eyes. As he finished telling the story, Jackson felt uncomfortably warm, and it wasn’t from his spicy beef ramen. It was her, he realized. He was intrigued by Jordan. It was more than how beautiful she was. Sometimes she smiled, and it felt genuine, but there were times when she seemed clearly lost in thought. He wondered early on if he was talking too much and she was drifting off, but back in the car again, he noticed how often she looked out the passenger window, as though she were still a thousand miles away.



“Are you okay?” he asked.



It seemed to startle Jordan. She turned her head back towards him and this time, her smile was so beautiful and natural it couldn’t be anything but a well-practiced fake. “Yes. Sorry. My mind was wandering. So excited to be dress shopping with Niara and helping them plan the wedding and… all of it.”



“Okay,” he said. “But if you need to talk, I’m pretty good at listening.”



“With three girlfriends, I imagine you must have to be. Hey, we still have some time, right? You said Paige wasn’t home, but are Bambi and Christa? I’d really like to meet them.”



“Oh, uh, sure. Yeah, they’re home.”



“I’m not going to be interrupting anything, am I?”



“Like what?” At her amused glance, Jack finally caught on. “Ohhh, no, it’s not like an orgy twenty-four seven or anything like that.” He thought about that and frowned. “Well… maybe I better call ahead, just in case.”



* * *



Bambi and Christa were not, in fact, locked in a sixty-nine or playing with some of their favorite toys, but were in the kitchen, in the midst of a holiday baking storm. Bambi came out into the living room with a wine glass in hand when Jackson and Jordan came in, stamping their feet free of snow. Although still underage, Christa allowed her lovers to drink in her house as long as they weren’t driving.



Bambi looked good that day in tight jeans that emphasized her slim hips and long slender legs and a red cape sweater over a long-sleeved white top, her blonde hair well tousled by that point in the day.



“Jordan, hi! It’s so nice to meet you!” she said.



“You too!” Jordan said. “And oh my gosh, you’re even more beautiful than in your pictures.”



“Oh, thank you. You’re so gorgeous too. Has Jackson been corrupting you?”



“He’s been a sweetheart. We stopped for ramen and he told me how all of you ended up together.”



Christa came out too. Even in an old threadbare sweater dusted with spots of flour, there was no hiding her hourglass figure. Her dimpled smile transformed her naturally pouty face into warm motherliness. When Jackson had first known her, her hair was a stark blonde, but now the blonde streaks were mixed in with auburn. He liked it either way but thought the auburn and blonde suited her best.



“Jordan! Hi! Tell me that tight little body doesn’t mean you can’t have cookies and fudge because I have been baking all day.”



“Calories don’t count this week,” Jordan said. Both Bambi and Christa hugged her, and Christa eyed Jackson with a twinkle in her eyes.



“You’ve barely known her, what, an hour, and you’re already bringing her home? I think that’s a record for you.”



“Oh, uh, it’s not like that,” Jackson stammered.



Bambi and Christa shared a grin. “It’s so easy to get him going,” Bambi said.



“Though I certainly wouldn’t mind you being on the menu,” Christa said, eyeing Jordan up and down. “My goodness, you’re beautiful.”



“Mm, undecided yet, but I’m leaning towards yes,” Jordan said. Jackson froze, staring at her, as did Bambi. Christa, on the other hand, only grinned wider.



“We… we shouldn’t do anything without Paige having met her,” Jackson said.



Chrisa and Jordan looked at him, then back at each other. “It really is easy to get him, isn’t it?” Jordan asked.



“Oh darling, I wasn’t joking in the slightest,” Christa said. “You are yummy.”









More Like Chicken Cacci-Amore, Am I Right?



 



“Where is my sister, Jack?” Casey growled.



Jackson was, in fact, staring at Jordan’s thong-clad ass at that moment bent over right in front of him. “She’s… um… she’s…”



“I’m on my way, and she had better not be the newest member of your harem.”



“She isn’t,” Jackson said hastily. “She’s helping bake cookies.”



And giving me what I’m pretty sure is a deliberate peek at her ass.



“Is that slang for something dirty?” Casey asked.



“No, it’s not. It’s… you’re screwing with me, aren’t you?”



Casey laughed. “Yeah, man, just a little. I trust you.”



Jordan turned her head to glance at Jackson over her shoulder. At his furious blush and quick look away from her, she grinned and finally tugged up her jeans. “Casey, he’s staring at m ass,” she called. Now Bambi and Christa looked at Jack too, both of them just as amused.



“I’ll… I’ll bring her by in a minute,” Jackson said.



“Why don’t you invite them here for dinner?” Christa said.



“Wait,” Jackson said to Casey again. “What are you and Niara planning for dinner?”



“I was thinking Brinkley’s. Jordan loves it as much as we do.”



Jackson almost told him that wasn’t quite the case, but kept his mouth shut. “Why don’t you come here? I think we’re doing-”



“You got a little flour on your butt,” Jordan said to Bambi. She reached down and brushed the blonde’s tight ass free of imaginary white powder.



“Oh, thank you! So do you!” Bambi said, and mirrored the gesture with Jordan’s slim bottom.



“-chicken… chicken… cacciatore…” Jackson mumbled.



“Oh, you girls are just making it worse. You’ve got to rub it,” Christa said, and grabbed both their butts and squeezed. Jackson’s eyes bulged, and he missed whatever Casey said on the other end of the line.



“Okay, see you then,” he said, and hung up.



“Are they going to be joining us?” Christa asked, her hands still on Christa and Jordan’s asses.



“No clue,” Jackson said faintly. His phone rang again. He expected it to be Casey, but instead, it was Paige. That finally broke his attention away from the booty show. “Oh hey, baby, how’s it going?”



“It’s been an afternoon,” Paige said glumly. “Mice got into some of Mom’s Christmas decorations.”



“Oh no.”



“Yeah. I threw away the tree and some other stuff, and we’re washing all the ornaments just to be safe. But I don’t know what we’re going to do with them.”



“Hang them on tinsel, maybe?” he asked. All three women were looking at him with concern, and he told them quickly what was going on before heading for the French doors leading out into Christa’s backyard. Their backyard, he supposed, though it was still strange to think of that house as theirs. It made him warm, but dizzy too, contemplating all the life changes that had happened in just a year and a half.



“I’m back, sorry,” he said. “Just ducked outside so we can talk.”



“Oh, Jack, I didn’t mean to take you away from Bambi and Christa.”



He went to the patio set and brushed snow off one of the chairs. It was really coming down hard now, huge, fat flakes of it. “They’ll live for five minutes without me. Besides, Jordan’s here too. Casey and Niara are coming over for dinner.”



“You haven’t dropped her off yet?”



“No, she wanted to meet Bambi and Christa. You too, when you come back to town.”



Paige said, “I’d like that.”



Funny, but he heard the garage door opening on the other end of the house. That would be Christa’s Hyundai Tucson. There was only space for one vehicle in there. She probably needed something for the chicken cacciatore.



“She’s been mock flirting with everyone. I was on the phone with Casey and she brushed flour off Bambi’s ass, only there was no flour. Next thing I know everyone’s playing grab-ass. I mean, except me. I wouldn’t without you here. You know that.”



“I do. The sweetest guy in the whole world. When you’re not folding me up in half and pounding into me.”



“Mm, now there’s a thought. You okay, Paige?”



She took a long moment, then said softly, “No. Not really. A lot of the stuff we threw away, it… well, it was from my childhood. Before my dad died. You know?”



“Oh jeez. I’m sorry.”



“Me too. I want to buy Mom some big plastic totes, something that the mice might not get into, but it has to wait until I get back to the city. If I buy them here, it’s going to be twice the price.”



Jackson thought of something. “That’ll mean another trip there.”



“Yeah. I’m sorry, I might not be able to go dress shopping with Niara and…”



“No, no no. Don’t apologize. I had an idea. I’ll buy some totes in the morning and come to you.”



“Oh, Jack… I… I should say no, but I could really use you. And it would cheer Mom up so much.”



“Then that’s what I’ll do,” he said. “Totes. A new tree. Tinsel. What else?”



“That’s more than I can ask.”



“Stop. I love your mom and I love you. Send me a list. Check it twice.”



“We both know where all of us stand on the naughty and nice list.”



He chuckled. “I’ll see you in the morning.”



“Thank you, Jack. And I love you too. So, so much. And be safe. The snow’s really hitting here hard.”



“Same here. And I will.”



He hung up and headed inside. Bambi was spreading plastic wrap over cookies in a pie tin while Jordan was seated at the bar counter across from her, sampling some of Christa’s pub mix.



“Oh my God, I’d gain about fifty pounds overnight if I lived here,” she said.



“It’s tough! She and Jack are both such good cooks,” Bambi said.



“Ah, so that’s how he hooked all three of you.”



“That, and he’s got a really great dick.”



Jordan laughed, spraying crumbs everywhere. She covered her mouth and quickly swiped at them with her hand. “Oh my God, I cannot believe you said that.”



Jackson went to Bambi, red-faced, and roped his arms around her. “Thank you?”



“You’re welcome. Paige and Tanya okay?”



To Jordan, Jackson said, “Tanya is Paige’s mom.” She nodded, and he returned his focus to Bambi, taking a gingerbread man from a pan. “Not so good. The tree they lost and some of the decorations, they were around since before her dad passed.”



“Oh no,” Bambi said.



“Yeah. I’m going to buy some things for them in the morning and run them up there. A little tree, some plastic totes, maybe see what else I can find.”



“Christa’s a step ahead of you. She says she’s got an unopened tree in storage. A couple of them. Call her and tell her anything else you might need.”



“Perfect. I’ll do that.”



Christa owned several rentals across the city, and with them, a storage unit full of things her tenants left behind. It was, in a way, how she and Jack connected early on, when Jack, Bambi, and Paige rented a house from her and she drove Jack to see what items they might want from the storage unit. Good memories, and now it had come in handy again.



Jack called Christa, and as he gave her a short list, Casey and Niara pulled up in front of the house. Still on the phone, he opened the door for them and called, “Jordan! Put your pants back on, your brother’s here.”



“Oh no! Can you undo the handcuffs?” she shouted back.



Casey squinted at Jackson. “You know… if it was anybody else, I’d be certain that was a joke.”



* * *



Between the tree, assorted decorations, and the totes that Christa bought while she was out, there wasn’t enough room in Jackson’s Camry to haul everything. Since Christa, like Jackson, didn’t have a regular nine-to-five and Bambi was off for a couple days before starting at her retail job for the week before the pair flew home for Christmas, they all decided to go and see Tanya and Paige.



“I have a question,” Jordan asked. “Two, maybe.”



“Sure,” Jackson said. They were finished with dinner and all seated around the table, a few extra chairs brought in from other rooms to squeeze everybody in. They’d played a couple getting-to-know-you card games and Bambi was in the process of boxing those up.



“Would all of you have gone there tonight if you didn’t have to pick me up?”



Jackson hesitated. Yes, he probably would have, but he didn’t want to make her feel guilty. But Christa, sensing something he wasn’t picking up on, said simply, “Jackson probably would have. I had to get these cookies done or I was never going to. They’re my presents every year to my family and friends.”



Bambi said, “I had finals and I promised Christa I’d help her with this.”



“But you would have?” Jordan asked Jackson. Casey and Niara watched this entire exchange, an odd smile on Niara’s face, a more serious look on Casey’s.



“I… yeah, probably.”



Jordan thought for a moment, then asked, “Can I come with tomorrow morning?”



Jackson’s mouth worked. “To what, meet Paige and Tanya?”



“Yes.”



“We’ll all get together sometime this week. I don’t want to take you away from your brother and Niara, I mean, you’ve all got so much to do in only a week.”



“Nothing’s going on until Monday,” Niara said. “I was going to take her out shopping tomorrow. We can still do that Sunday.”



Casey said, “Uh, Jordan, I don’t-” There was an audible noise from under the table, not quite a smack but close, and he winced. “Um. Yeah. Sunday. Sunday’s good.”



Jackson looked to Bambi and Christa for help, but they were watching him too, Christa with a wolfish smile, Bambi more contemplative. They said nothing, leaving the decision to him.



“I… sure. It might get a little crowded in the Tucson and at Paige’s, but… yeah, I think that’d be… um… sure.”



“He is so much more confident in bed,” Christa said.



“That’s what I was saying,” Bambi said as Casey stared at Jackson with gleeful murder in his eyes.



“We’ll… we’ll pick you up in the morning?” Jackson asked.



“Why not just sleep here?” Niara asked. “More room than at our apartment.”



“She is
 not
 sleeping here,” Casey said. “Don’t you kick me again. I… ow, ow ow ow ow.”



Jackson was very glad he couldn’t see just what Niara was doing to his friend.



They saw Casey, Niara, and Jordan off, and settled in for the night. Christa was hooked on a reality TV show, and they crashed out in the living room together, Christa to watch her show, Bambi to snuggle up with Jack, and him to read on his tablet. As Bambi rested her head on his lap, he stroked her side and said, “You two are evil, you know that?”



“What?” Christa asked innocently.



“Torturing me like that.”



“Torturing you how?” Bambi asked.



He pinched her hip. “She is beautiful, isn’t she?”



“And single,” Christa said.



“This one’s one me again, isn’t it?” Jackson asked. “I accidentally flirted or something.”



They considered that, and Bambi said slowly, “No. I think you did good. Taking her out to get a bite, that was just you being a good friend.”



“She’s right,” Christa said. “But I think it’s obvious Jordan’s crushing on you. Hard. Even you had to notice it.”



“I guess I did,” he said. “That’s always going to seem weird to me.”



“That’s part of why we love you,” Christa said. “Our sweet playboy.”



“Playboy?” Jackson asked.



“Oh, definitely,” Bambi said.



The show came on and they watched for a few minutes. Jackson powered up his tablet and thought about Jordan looking out the window of the car. When the show’s opening credits and song rolled, he said, “There was something wrong today. Something she didn’t want to talk about. I didn’t get the feeling it was something big and dark like you and Harry, but I think she’s struggling with something.”



Harry was Christa’s ex-husband, a real asshole who kept her hooked on his line even after their divorce. It was only after Christa fell hard for Jack, Bambi, and Paige that she freed herself of him once and for all. Ever since, they hadn’t heard a peep from him.



“Huh. I didn’t notice that,” Christa said. “Then again, you were around her a lot longer than I was.”



“Do you think she’s okay?” Bambi asked.



“I don’t know,” Jackson said. “Could be anything. Maybe even my imagination.”



“You’re a good judge of character,” she said. “If you noticed something I don’t think it’s your imagination.”



“But it might not be our business either,” Christa said.



“That’s true,” Jackson said. “Was her ass as tight as it looked?”



“Mm. Let’s just say I liked teasing you a lot.”



Bambi wiggled against him. “He’s getting hard thinking about her.”



“You’re just as responsible too,” Jackson said, stroking her side.



“Mm, then maybe I should help with it.”



Bambi flipped over onto her stomach, her chin resting on his hip as she undid his jeans. Christa’s attention flicked between them and the TV, but when Bambi slid down his jeans and pulled his hardening cock out of his boxers, she paused the show and turned towards them.



“Don’t you wish it was her about to do this to you, Jack?” Bambi asked softly. “Don’t you wish it was Jordan about to suck your big fat cock?”



“Fuck,” Jack moaned. He didn’t deny it. Once, not all that long ago, he would have stammered that Christa, Paige, and Bambi were the only women he needed but he understood now these fantasies were just as fun for them as they were him, that making him feel good made them feel good, just as it always had for him when it came to pleasing them.



As Bambi suckled at his tip, he imagined it was Casey’s older sister sucking his cock, playing her tongue along the side and her dark hair falling across his lap. He placed a hand on the back of Bambi’s head, moaning his pleasure. “Bambi.”



“Tonight, she’s Jordan to you,” Christa said, her voice low and throaty. She spread her legs wide, her hands working the button and zipper on her jeans and sliding them down.



“Mm hm,” Bambi moaned around his tip.



This was new. They all liked to tease him about fucking some of the hottest women they knew. Bambi especially loved to bring up Mary, a mutual friend of theirs from Honeypot who they’d once fucked in front of at a wild party. But never had any of them roleplayed before and he was definitely into it. Over the last five or so months together, Christa taught all of them how to be more vocal and assured with each other when it came to sex talk. He let loose now, stroking Bambi’s silky blonde hair as he spoke.



“That’s it, Jordan. Wrap those lips around my cock.” He glanced at Christa, who now had a hand in her panties, rubbing herself as she watched. She smiled encouragingly at him, and he smiled back. “Fuck. That thong peeking out tonight… mm… showing off that ass for us.”



“Mmm,” Bambi said, bobbing her head harder.



“I want to see her… you with all my girlfriends. On your knees. Licking their pussies.”



“Mmmf!”



“That beautiful hair on our pillows… my girlfriends riding your face one by one while I fuck you.”



“Yesss,” Christa hissed.



“And then… then I’ll flip you over and take that pretty little ass.”



Bambi came off him with a slurp and a gasped, “Yes, mmm, fuck her ass, Jack,” and dove back down on him.



He tried to keep up the conversation, but the blowjob soon left him trailing off, his hand on Bambi’s hand as she sucked him eagerly. Usually, it was his blonde girlfriend who loved to watch from the sidelines while he fucked Christa or Paige, but Christa now watched the show with fire in her eyes. Her hand worked her pussy and her clit fast under her panties. She took over the sexy talk for Jack, weaving into it as naturally as though they’d done this a dozen times.



“I want to see that cock slide into her ass,” she said, undulating and spreading her legs even wider. “Oh God, that big fat fucking cock inside her is going to be so obscene. Splitting her wide open.”



“Fuck,” Jackson groaned.



“And imagine that pretty face pressed against Bambi’s while you jack your cock and come all over them. So beautiful together, dripping you.”



“Fuck!” he repeated again, louder, his hips jerking. He tapped Bambi’s head, their usual warning that he was about to blow, but she only bobbed faster, her hair falling across his lap as she made little “mm” sounds, a need for him to come she couldn’t contain.



“Come for her,” Christa mewled. “Come for our Jordan. Tell me where you’d put your first load, Jack.”



“Her pussy,” he said immediately, “I want to fuck her, come inside her, oh, oh shit, Bambi… Jordan… fuck!”



It was the fastest he could remember coming for any of them, save maybe the earliest days of his relationship with Bambi. He filled her mouth, but she didn’t swallow. She held it in her mouth and hurried off the couch, moving to Christa and straddling her lap. The two swapped his come between them playfully, letting it spill down their chins and onto their clothes. Bambi saw what Christa was doing and pulled her hand free, pushing her own into Christa’s waistband and taking care of her, fingering her as they stared into each other’s eyes.



“Tell me what you’d do to her first,” Bambi said breathlessly.



“I’d have that little slut riding on my face,” Christa said. “Maybe you straddling me, the two of you face to face while Jack and Paige watch. Oh God, baby, you two together, you’re both so beautiful, mmm, that would be it, that’s how I’d do it, Bambi…”



“Yesss,” Bambi whimpered, and with her free hand, clutched Christa’s head and kissed her. She folded one of Christa’s lips between her teeth, biting lightly, knowing just how Christa liked it, and their older girlfriend cried out, coming with tiny jerks of her hips.



Bambi collapsed beside her, blowing wild strands of blonde hair out of her eyes. “God, I hope Paige likes her,” she said. “Because we are so going to play out every one of those fantasies before the week’s through.”









Paige, Paige Against the Dying of the Light



 



Casey and Niara bought bagels for everyone the next morning, a thank you for dinner the night before and a chance for Casey to get Jackson alone out on Niara’s tiny balcony while everyone else ate. Jackson had a hard time tearing his eyes away from Jordan, even through the patio doors. Casey saw him glancing back at her and frowned.



“Listen, Jack. I…” He sighed. “You’re my best friend. I’m not going to tell you not to sleep with my sister because that’d be pointless. The way she’s been eyeing you, I think it’s pretty much out of my hands anyways.”



Jackson turned deliberately away from the door so he wasn’t tempted to look at Jordan. “I didn’t mean for her… for us… I didn’t realize we’d hit it off. I only meant to pick her up for you. I’m sorry.”



“I know you are.”



“Then I don’t know what to say.”



“Just… don’t make me an uncle too soon. Along with Niara and you, she’s the most important person in the world to me.” Jack looked at him, surprised and touched. “Don’t let it go to your head.”



“You always tell me not to make it weird. Now it’s you making it weird.”



“I know, I know.”



The door opened behind them. “Are you done with the whole ‘I’ll kill you if you touch her’ speech?” Jordan asked.



They both turned to her, Casey’s smile more strained than Jackson’s. “I was just telling him to be good to you.”



“You’re talking like we’re already sleeping together.”



“’Already,’” Casey muttered, and Jack fought to hide a smile.



They hit the road, Jackson driving with Jordan sitting up front with him. He explained that Paige’s mother Tanya lived in a sleepy little bedroom community and that it was a pretty good drive, though usually a boring one. That day was a little different. Snow still fell, and what had accumulated on the road was a slushy, icy mess. Police cars and wreckers slowed traffic further, leaving them driving on one lane often before they broke free of New Bainbridge and its most immediate suburbs.



Eventually, Jordan turned her attention to Christa, seated behind Jackson. “Your modeling career, can I ask you about that?”



“I’m an open book,” Christa said.



“How did you get your start?”



“Well, I was a teenager, fourteen or so. I’d done some school plays, and a local theater group was looking for a young actress to play Juliet. I was terrible, but the role got me noticed by a boutique clothing store’s owner. She asked my parents to let me star in a number of ads for her store. We all thought it was a bit of fun, a little extra money to put away in my college fund, just a few hundred bucks. But the ads got noticed, and an agent scooped me up.  That led to some teen magazine work, and once I turned eighteen, more risqué shoots with men’s magazines.”



“Wow. I’ve seen some of your work from back then but I didn’t realize you were that young. You’re even more beautiful now.”



“Aw, thank you. A big part of that lately has been Jack. He’s revitalized my career.”



Jack smiled at the compliment. “It doesn’t matter who’s behind the camera. It’d be impossible not to make you look sexy.”



“He’s being modest,” Christa said. “My subscriber numbers have jumped through the roof since he started photographing me. And my girlfriends are all clamoring for him to shoot them too.”



“Have you?” Jordan asked.



“A few locally,” Jackson said. “College makes it kind of hard to travel but Christa’s opened a lot of doors for me.”



“They’re great for each other,” Bambi said.



“Have you and Paige ever modeled with Christa?” Jordan asked.



Jackson thought about all the times he’d photographed and filmed Paige, Bambi, and Christa together. Once, he and Paige filmed a sex tape together in the college’s library as a Christmas present to Bambi. That had been wild, and by now he’d made sex tapes with each of his girlfriends a few times over.



“We’ve had our fun on camera,” Bambi said. “But we haven’t ever put anything out there professionally like her. All for our own fun.”



“Have you ever thought about it?”



“More and more,” Bambi said.



Jackson glanced back sharply at her over his shoulder before returning his attention quickly to the road. “You have?” he asked.



“Sure,” Bambi said. “The money Christa makes is… shit, I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have said that, Chrissy.”



“It’s all right, honey,” Christa said, reaching over to squeeze her thigh. “You can tell her anything about me you like. I really am an open book.” Her hand didn’t leave, and Bambi took it in her own before continuing.



“The money is really tempting. I mean, it’s a lot. But it’s more than the money. Jack and I have had fun with pictures since a couple months after we started dating. I like it. It’s a turn-on and when he’s behind the camera, it makes me feel like this unbelievable sex goddess. He’s very good at that, and the best of his pictures make me want to do that for a living.”



“So why don’t you?” Jordan asked.



“It’s a big step,” Bambi said. “Once those pictures are out there, they’re out there forever. I want to try it now, but how will I feel if I want to work in accounting or finance or wherever I wind up? How will I feel when we have kids? It’s a lot to think about.”



“That’s very smart,” Christa said, squeezing her hand.



“Is accounting or finance what you want to do?” Jordan asked.



“It’s what I’m majoring in. It’s what my father and oldest brother are doing.”



“But is it what you want to do?” Jordan asked.



“I’m not sure,” Bambi admitted. She sounded tense, and Jackson wasn’t the only one who noticed it.



“Oh, I don’t mean to pry,” Jordan said. “I’m sorry, I… I’m sorry.”



Christa jumped in. “If Bambi or Paige ever wanted to model, I’m sure they would make a fortune doing it. But the thing to keep in mind is this. If they decide later in life they want a normal office job, it’ll be impossible to escape that stigma unless society changes, and I don’t see that happening. There would always be whispers about them using their bodies to climb to the top. Jealousy, anger, there might even be guys who think that they’re there to be toys for the office.”



“Oh, sure, of course. I’m sorry, Bambi,” Jordan said. “I hope I didn’t come across like I was trying to push you towards it. It’s just… all of you are so fascinating.”



“Like you’re looking through a microscope at a petri dish,” Bambi said.



“Oh God, no, I didn’t mean… I…” Jordan sighed. “I’m sorry. That was rude of me.”



“It’s all right,” Bambi said, but the two didn’t speak to each other much more on that trip.



* * *



The mood was still tense when they pulled up in front of the Lucas family trailer, but Jack brightened immediately when Paige opened the door and bounded out down the steps to meet them. When he stepped out, she grabbed him in a fierce hug and he rocked with her, kissing the side of her neck.



“Thank you, Jack,” she said breathily. “I… this means so much to me. And Mom too.”



“It was all Christa, really,” he said.



Paige went to Christa, who hugged her and kissed her gently. “Thank you, Christa.”



“Darling, anything for any of you, you know that.”



Tanya Lucas, Paige’s mother, stepped outside too. The first time Jackson met her, she got winded just walking that far, but she’d been eating healthier and exercising more, and now came down the stairs slowly but with determination.



“Thank you, oh thank you, all of you,” she said, her voice clear but trembling with emotion. “I hate to be pulling you away from your Christmas break so soon after finals and…” She stopped as she noticed Jordan, whose smile was somewhat forced. Tanya turned towards Jack, then Jordan again. “My Lord, he netted another one.”



Jack laughed, and Bambi said, “Tanya, this is Jordan. She’s Casey’s sister, in town for a week… well, she doesn’t need me to explain it.”



Jordan came to Tanya. “Hi, no, not part of Jack’s harem. But I was having so much fun talking to them last night that I wanted to know more about them today. I…” Her smile became more natural, though Jack thought to himself it was still pained. “They seem like wonderful people and he’s a very lucky guy.” She turned to Paige. “And my gosh, you’re beautiful too. He really has exquisite taste.”



“Aw, come here,” Paige said. She and Jordan hugged and chattered away while Jackson and Christa pulled out everything from the rear of the SUV. They brought it inside, and Tanya took a seat to get her second wind while Paige offered them something to drink. As the social niceties played out, Jack and Christa began to set up the tree. She caught his eye and reached out to squeeze his hand. He squeezed it back, and they got to work.



“Now what do I owe you for the tree and the totes?” Tanya asked.



“Nothing. Nothing at all,” Christa said. “I was trying to think of something to get you for Christmas and the totes are that. The tree was left behind by one of my renters years ago. Honestly, you’re doing me the favor by taking it off my hands.”



“Then at least let me take all of you out to lunch. A Christmas present of my own, getting to sit and visit with all of you.”



Christa gave her a dazzling smile. “Now that’s my kind of gift.”



Whereas Jackson’s parents had been disbelieving and wildly amused by their son hooking up with a thirty-six-year-old woman on top of his other two girlfriends and Bambi’s parents were coldly enraged, Tanya’s reaction was a giant question mark until Paige and Jackson brought her to the city to meet their former landlord. At Christa’s, with Paige holding her mother’s hand, they explained the situation, that they had all fallen hard for each other. Tanya was a sweet woman but not a stupid one, and she figured most of this out for herself when they moved in with Christa. She took them all in, squeezed Paige’s hand, and said simply, “If you love each other, that’s enough for me.”



Over the months since, she and Christa struck up a genuine friendship. The two were closer in age than Christa and her lovers, and they had a lot in common, particularly when it came to their love of eighties movies, reality TV, steamy romance novels, and maybe most importantly, Paige and the others.



Now, as the tree went up and Paige brought out the family decorations they salvaged and cleaned, Christa and Tanya dominated the conversation, Tanya talking about the significance of some of her favorite ornament. Everyone listened, but it was Christa who was the most present, because she was a decade and a half older than Jackson and the others and understood best the fleeting nature of memories and the need to grab hold of them for all they were worth.



* * *



The snow just didn’t want to stop. On their way to a family diner, Jordan, who had been mostly quiet since she didn’t so much put her foot in her mouth as swallow down half her leg, got a call from her brother. Casey asked to be put on speaker, and soon his voice filled the car.



“Are you still in Brooklyn?”



“Yeah, we were just going to have lunch and maybe come home after that, I think,” Jordan said, raising an eyebrow at Jackson. They were alone with Paige, the others riding with Tanya.



“Might take a wider route back,” Jackson said. “The Interstate wasn’t bad, but it’s going to get worse.”



“It already did,” Casey said. “Two semis jackknifed about ten miles apart. It’s bad all over. Look, this is going to sound like we’re trying to push Jordan on you, but I think you guys ought to stay there tonight. I’ll pay for a couple hotel rooms or whatever.”



“You’re not paying,” Jordan said automatically. She looked troubled, and gazed out her window at the sleepy bedroom community.



“Let me see what Christa wants to do,” Jackson said. “It’s her SUV but I think you’re right. It’s smart.”



“All right. Be safe.”



They said their goodbyes, and when Jordan ended the call, Jackson said, “What’s the matter?”



Jordan opened her mouth, then glanced back at Paige. “Maybe it’s best if after lunch, I get my own hotel room and all of you can be together without me dragging things down.”



“Oh, come on, no,” Jackson said.



“Wait, what happened?” Paige asked., leaning forward.



Jordan explained. Jackson thought that she painted herself far more villainously than the conversation deserved, but he’d also seen how Bambi shut herself off and felt a competing urge to protect his first great love. In the end, he said nothing.



Paige dismissed it all immediately. “It’s natural to be curious,” she said.



“Yeah, but she’s right. I was looking at all of you through a microscope.”



“You want to make it up to her, eat her pussy later,” Paige said.



Jackson fought the urge to look back at her, and Jordan sputtered out a laugh. “What?” she asked.



“Apologize, then get on your knees and show her how sorry you are. But cutting and running isn’t gong to solve anything. You’re smart enough to know that.”



“I…”



“Are you not interested in us?” Paige asked. “Because I saw you looking at Christa’s ass when she was bent over setting up the tree. And when you looked at Bambi, you kept blushing. Tell me I got it wrong.”



“I thought I was being discreet,” Jordan said.



“Paige is a writer,” Jackson said. “Amazing judge of character. She should have been a detective.”



“I really should have,” Paige agreed.



They had no more time to talk, pulling into the restaurant behind Tanya and the others. Jordan still looked upset and took up the rear of the group. Bambi gave her one cool look, then leaned up to kiss Jackson when he held the door to the restaurant for everyone.



Lunch was a cheerful affair despite the drama. Christa agreed that it was probably for the best that they stay the night there. Tanya was thrilled about this, and she and Christa made plans to do more holiday baking, even after Christa’s all-day marathon in front of a stove the day before.



To get to the bathrooms, customers had to walk to the back of the diner and around a corner which led by the kitchen. Their waitress popped out of this hallway often, and Jackson got her timing down pretty quick. Before their bevy of salads, wraps, and sandwiches arrived, he excused himself to use the bathroom, never noticing Paige following him as he prepared to stop the waitress so he could take care of the bill.



She caught his arm around the corner, out of sight of everyone, smiling up at him. “I knew that was what you were going to do.”



“Aw, I just don’t want Tanya to worry about it.” Thanks to Christa and her modeling career, Jack was able to leave behind his dishwashing and cooking jobs and focus entirely on photography. He didn’t exactly make a fortune, but the contract he and Christa worked up left him comfortable, bolstered by a couple of her model friends wanting to do some one-off Christmas shoots. Nothing as naughty as Christa’s Fantasy Gems page, but still really solid work, enough to ensure he could afford to treat the women in his life, Tanya included.



“Jack, I know you mean well. I love you for wanting to do this, and not making a scene about it. But sometimes the kindest thing you can do for a person is let them be kind to you. Does that make sense? I know my mom, and I know it means the world to her to take care of us for a change, especially after all of you came so far to help us.”



“Are you sure?” he asked.



“Yes. Trust me on this one.”



“Okay,” he said softly. He cupped her chin, and she sighed happily as he brushed her lips with his own. “I missed you.”



“I missed you too.”



They headed back for the table. Tanya looked at them apprehensively, no doubt having caught on to what Jack intended. Before Paige sat next to her mom, she leaned in and whispered in her ear. Tanya’s apprehension turned into a genuine smile, and she gave Jack a twiddle of her fingers.









Hotel Love



 



Jackson went for a walk when they went back to Tanya’s and saw one of her neighbors up on a ladder doing up his family’s Christmas lights. It gave him an idea on how he could spend his afternoon. The guy – Bernard – was happy to loan Jackson the ladder if he helped him first by handing up the Christmas lights and then by helping him load a ripped-up sofa into the bed of his truck.



They did that, and Jackson brought the ladder back to Tonya’s, along with a package of clips Bernard gave him that he could use to hang them off the rain gutters. It brough back memories of the day he and Bambi first hung out together the summer after they graduated, and it made him smile when she was the first one to emerge and see what he was doing.



“No action figures this time,” she said.



“I was thinking the exact same thing. I think I knew I was completely lost when I got my first peek at your panties that day.”



She laughed. “I forgot that part.”



Much like their first day together, the day they both thought of as the start of their relationship, Bambi handed him what he needed as he climbed up and down the ladder, talking of lighter things, of their finals, of their families back in Honeypot. If the weather permitted them to fly home, they had a date with a small army of their friends, something they were both looking forward to.



By the time he finished, Paige joined them, as well as a hesitant Jordan. They made a snowman together to add to the wintery aesthetic, and Jordan entertained a neighbor’s errant cat as the little furry thing rubbed against her legs.  She and Bambi started up a halting conversation together, managing a civil tone, if not exactly a warm one.



Jack forgot to test the lights before he set them up, but thankfully they all worked, and soon the trailer twinkled with bright, colorful lights that made Tanya cry and earned Jack a kiss on the cheek from her.



They hung around Tanya’s most of the evening, playing card games and watching holiday romances. Like the day before, they ate too much candy and cookies, but none of them were all that concerned about calories that week. At one point, their host and Jordan had a quiet conversation in private, and Jordan returned to the group to tell them she’d asked Tanya if she could stay at the trailer that night to give the others some privacy at their hotel.



Jack fought an odd urge to tell her that she belonged with them, but Jordan wasn’t part of their group. He had no right to say that and it probably would have hurt Bambi even more. Instead, he let it go, and when it came time to leave, he reminded himself he’d only met Jordan the day before.



By the time they checked into the hotel the snow had finally stopped falling, but the road reports were still telling people to stay home if they could. The hotel was part of a generic chain, the clerk a pleasant woman who told them they had their pick of rooms thanks to the bad weather. Christa paid, and they headed for their room, all of them quiet until they were inside and slinging off their coats and kicking out of their shoes and snow boots..



Finally, Bambi asked, “Am I being the bitch?”



Jack and Christa looked at each other, while Paige watched everyone with equal concern. Jack said slowly, “It was a lot of personal questions. And the way she asked them…”



“Jack’s too polite to answer me honestly,” Bambi said to Christa.



“Well… I don’t know. I like her. She could have been a bit more tactful but I think her curiosity just got the best of her,” Christa said. “I don’t think she meant anything cruel, Bambi.”



“I am being the bitch,” Bambi said, dropping onto one of the beds. “Maybe we should go back and invite her here.”



“No,” Jack said. “I think this thing between all of us only works if we’re all okay with someone else in our bed. If you caught a bad vibe, then that’s that.”



“I agree,” Paige said and Christa nodded.



“But I’m wrong about her, aren’t I?” Bambi asked.



Paige sat beside her and took her hand. “I don’t know her well enough to say yes or no. But I think she’s bringing up some things that we haven’t talked about ourselves. Like us modeling. I’ve wanted to do it for a while.”



“You have?” Christa asked.



“Yeah. I like working at the library but it’s a dead-end job, and there’s nothing for me there after graduation. I want to write. If I modeled, that would give me the time and the money to do it. Or I hope it will, anyways. I was going to talk to you about it in January. I didn’t want to make it seem like I was horning in on your business, but… well, here it is.”



“No, honey, no, I wouldn’t think that at all. You wouldn’t be my competition. That’s not how I think of my friends in the business. We’re all there to elevate each other. If you want to model, God, I’ll be your biggest fan right out of the gate.”



Paige smiled at that and accepted Christa’s lengthy, loving kiss with a hand on the back of her head. Bambi watched all this, and Jack went to her, taking her hand.



“I really have been thinking about it too,” Bambi said softly. “You know I love being on camera. But with my parents the way they are, this would drive a wedge between us. You know?”



“I do,” Jack said, and kissed her hand. “It’s not like we all need to make up our minds right now.”



“That’s true,” Bambi said, marginally brighter. “Ugh, I have been a bitch. I’ll apologize to her tomorrow.”



“Don’t be too hasty,” Paige said as she undid the buttons on Christa’s blouse. “She felt bad and wanted to know how she could apologize. I told her to make it up to you by eating your pussy.”



“No!” Bambi gasped.



“She really did,” Jackson said.



“Well… what’d she say?”



Paige dropped the blouse behind Christa and pulled their older lover onto her lap. “She definitely seemed into the idea.”



With that, there was no talking for a while. Christa reached behind herself and unhooked her bra, dropping it on the ground behind her. Jack pulled Bambi to her feet and turned her around so her ass was to him and they could both watch the show. He kissed the side of her neck as Paige buried her face against Christa’s breasts, moaning. Time had not dulled their lust for each other, only sharpened it. Jack began to harden against Bambi’s ass as Paige took one of Christa’s nipples in her mouth, sucking, her hands all over their older lover’s fit curvy ass.



Christa pushed her down to the bed and straddled her, feeding her the tit and rocking back and forth. “Mm, that’s it, baby, that’s it, suck my tit, I love that.”



Jack undid the button on Bambi’s jeans, still nuzzling her neck. She kicked them off and leaned back against him. His cock slid between her cheeks and Bambi gave a low moan of approval. His hand slid into her panties and she twisted her head to kiss him as he teased her slit, loving her as much as he had their first weeks together.



“Love you, baby,” he whispered in her ear, so low only the two of them could hear.



“I love you too, Jack,” she whispered back.



They returned their focus to the bed, where Christa was pulling Paige’s top up and over her head, freeing her big breasts. The two of them together was always a feast for Jackson’s eyes and he ate it up now as his two bustier lovers kissed, breasts pressed together.



Christa hopped up just long enough to free Paige from her jeans. When she yanked them off, she dropped her own slacks, wasting no time. The sight of her ass in a pair of bikini briefs incensed Jack, and he drove two fingers into Bambi, making her rock back against him.



“He loved that,” she said, her voice breathy.



Christa looked over her shoulder at them and wiggled her ass. Even in her late thirties, she was still such a stunning creature, her hourglass figure hard-won with lots of gym time. She had a hot mom appeal to her, though she couldn’t actually have children. Bambi was beautiful, Paige a sexy bombshell, and Christa was a cougar fantasy. All of them held his heart, and all of them turned Jackson into a snorting, pawing beast when it came time to fuck them into a mattress.



“I want you on my face,” Paige said. “I need a taste of my Christa.”



“Mm, anything you want, my love,” Christa said, and did another little shimmy to free herself of her panties. She crawled onto the bed, and straddled their lover, her ass to Bambi and Jackson. He moved Bambi closer to the bed, both of them enthralled by the show, and as his fingers worked in and out of her with expert ease, she swayed back against him rhythmically.



“I want to take care of Paige,” she said. Jack kissed her neck and slid his fingers out of her, taking only the time to free his lover of her top before letting her go to climb on the bed and take tend to Paige’s pussy. He was the last to get naked, watching all three of the women he loved so much move together. Bambi had once told him that Christa liked the other two and loved him, but he’d never been more sure of her being wrong than that night, Christa staring down at what little of Paige’s face was visible, her eyes telling a story of love and lust. Maybe when all this started, it was him that Christa cared about, but now all three women loved each other as much as him. He didn’t think this could work any other way.



He slid up onto the bed, stroking his cock as Bambi spread her knees for him, head dipped to Paige’s pussy. There had been no words for a short while, only pleased sighs and moans. Sometimes they didn’t need to speak, their bodies meshing together so well by this point that they all knew what each other loved and craved. He took Bambi gently, not wanting to interrupt her with Paige, and she threw him a warm look over her shoulder, reaching back to grasp his hand for a moment before resuming what she was doing.



Christa began to rock with more and more fervor, her ass moving with a natural rhythm. Consciously or not, Bambi matched it, eating out Paige with a hypnotic sway of her body as Jack slid back and forth inside her. He took that as a cue to move faster, and he was right. Bambi let out a low moan of pleasure, and buried her face against Paige’s cunt.



Christa moaned, “Ohhh, Paige, honey, that’s it, that’s it.”



She moved faster, and Paige gripped her ass to pull her even tighter to her face. It had the desired effect, and less than a minute later, Christa’s head dipped and she cried out Paige’s name. She collapsed to the side, but wasn’t idle long. When she had a moment to recover, she kissed Paige with a ripening hunger and helped her out of her top and her bra.



“Take care of Bambi,” Paige told her, and Christa nodded. She moved down the bed, and Jack stopped her to pull her n for a long, much-needed kiss.



Into his ear, Christa breathed, “It’ll all work out, Jack.” She pulled back, smiling, and he caressed her face before letting her go to work.



She dipped her hand to Bambi’s slender ass. Bambi rocked harder when she felt their older lover’s tongue on her ass. The young blonde responded in kind, tonguing Paige faster as her own need built. Paige watched all this with a satisfied smile, cupping her big breasts for Jackson’s benefit as he fucked Bambi with steady strokes. At one point, she blew him a kiss, and he knew in whom he needed to finish that night. Though they’d only been apart a single night, he’d missed Paige fiercely.



For a second, he thought he saw movement out of the corner of his eye. It was easy to imagine Jordan seated on the chair next to the hotel room’s little writing table, watching them with her legs spread, her hand at her slender thighs. He wanted her, and the fantasy gripped him tight, much as he wanted to focus on the three women before him. There was something about her, some mystery to unravel that hooked him, but the physical was no doubt just as alluring. He imagined pulling back her dark spill of curly black hair to see her gorgeous face staring up at him as she blew him, or her on top of him, rocking those slim hips and thrusting out her delicate breasts for him to lick and suck. He moved faster inside Bambi, gripping her slim waist and plunging deep into her as she met him measure for measure, panting against Paige’s pussy.



“Jack, oh, ohhh, Christa, mmmm, mm hm, mm… hmmm!”



Bambi’s pussy quivered around him, her breath escaping her for a long moment. The fantasy burst like a bubble in his mind and it registered to Jack Paige had yet to come. He pulled free of Bambi and gently nudged her away from Paige. She understood what he wanted and scrambled out of the way so he could lock lips with their busty lover and guide his cock to her cunt.



Paige cried out as he thrust deep inside her, her knees rising instinctually. Christa caught one of her feet and kissed it, bringing her lips up and down the sides. She moved back to the toes and sucked them down, studying Paige’s reaction. Bambi watched this, red-faced and delighted, and moved quickly to emulate their other lover, all three of them making Paige alternate between giggling and moaning.



She came lightning fast, but Jackson was intent on showing her how much he missed her even for that brief time. He moved within her with hard, needing thrusts, one hand gripping her waist, the other planted by her shoulder.



“Jack, our Jack,” she whimpered, “kiss me, ohhhh, kiss me…”



He did, ignoring the other two as they continued their foot fun. Paige wrapped her arms around him and hung on as he began to buck with more and more fervor, hips slapping against hers, her cries filling the air so loudly it was a good thing there were no guests in the adjoining rooms or they surely would have gotten a complaint. Paige came again with a half-laugh, half-burble of lust, her lips clamping hard to Jackson’s shoulder, teeth nipping him.



He kissed her neck, gasping her name, and soon he was unleashing inside her, a torrent of come that had rarely been rivaled in the last six months. Paige said to the other two, “Oh my God, he’s coming so much.”



“It’s Jordan,” Bambi said. “She’s got him all worked up.”



“It’s being apart from you,” Jack said. “Even for a day, I’m apart from any of you and I’m not whole.”



“Come here,” Paige whispered, and they kissed again, holding each other in the afterglow.









A Roll of the Twenty-Sided Dice. Or Die. Whatever



 



Jack had an uneasy dream that night. In it, the four of them returned to Tanya’s trailer to find the front door wide open and Paige’s mother crying in her favorite armchair. She told them that Jordan was gone, that she’d run away in the middle of the night, and there’d been a terrible accident.



He woke from that dream sometime after four and couldn’t fall back asleep. He rested on his side, trying to shake off the bad juju. If it was any later, he’d go use the hotel’s gym or get a bite to eat, and was seriously thinking about slipping out of bed and gathering his clothes to make an early-morning snack run from a gas station when a hand brushed him. Christa.



“Can’t sleep?” she whispered.



“Bad dream. Sorry.”



“Come here.”



He did, sliding across the bed and finding her on her side facing away from him. She nestled back against him, her bare bottom nice and warm against him. Her hand went to one of his and guided it to her pussy. The nice guy in him wanted to tell her to go back to sleep, but he needed her in that moment, and she was willing to give. He got her ready and slid into her, hearing her mumbled moan and smiling to himself. Spooning was one of his favorite ways to make love to his girlfriends, the closeness as enticing as the sex itself, and he loved this now, Christa so warm against him, her soft body just what he craved at that moment.



He came and pulled her even tighter against him. She made a pleased sound, and they were back asleep in minutes. This time, his dream was more complicated. Happier, but strange in its vibrancy. He was on a beach, surrounded by white sands and clear blue ocean. There was no one else around except Jordan. She was seated on the sands in a micro-bikini, but it was not her body he was staring at. It was the way she was lost in thought, contemplative. Not sad, exactly, but distant. He dropped next to her and took her hand.



“Happy thoughts,” she said, and nestled her head against his shoulder.



This time, when Jack woke, he was not so troubled. Bambi loomed over him, smiling, her hair freshly washed and wrapped in a towel, the rest of her completely bare.



“Sorry guys. Checkout time’s coming.”



Christa grumbled but they slid out of bed and headed for the shower. Jackson helped her with her boobs, of course, but they really didn’t have the time to fool around and soon swapped spots, Christa making sure his cock was well-soaped.



“You’re killing me,” he groaned.



“Paige will have to help take care of you on the road,” she said, and kissed his shoulder.



He turned before shutting the water off. “Thanks for last night. I had a bad dream.”



“Jordan?”



That surprised him. He nodded, and Christa leaned up to kiss him, then reached around him and smacked his ass.



“I told you not to worry about it.”



“You did.”



They dressed, and Paige came back into the room with four Styrofoam cups of coffee and some packaged Danishes and muffins from the hotel’s scant breakfast offerings. They planned on eating breakfast with Tanya and Jordan but three of them were college students used to never saying no to free food.



Jordan and Tanya were both awake, Tanya preparing an egg casserole while Jordan was reading a local paper. “I know how it looks,” she said apologetically to Paige. “I tried to help her, I really did.”



“She did!” Tanya said. “But I told her-”



Paige cut in at the same time. “Two is too many cooks.” She grinned and leaned in to kiss Jordan on the corner of the mouth. “I know. We all do.”



The kiss surprised Jordan. She blushed and smiled, touching her lip. Tanya watched all this with bright interest, but said nothing.



They ate breakfast and solidified plans to get together again before Jack and Bambi flew out for Christmas. Tanya thanked Christa again for the tree and the totes, and everyone else for the help in getting everything set up.



Bambi and Christa told Jordan they’d like to talk to her on the ride home. Jordan smiled with some nervousness at them. “Not going to leave me on the side of the road somewhere, are you?”



“No, nothing like that,” Bambi said. “I just… I can’t let things hang between us the way that they are and figured we could use the time to talk.”



“I’d like that,” Jordan said. She gave Jack and Paige a little wave before the three of them set out, followed by Jack and Paige in Paige’s car.



“Hope they don’t go at each other claws out,” Paige said. “I’ve never seen Bambi jealous before. It’s cute.”



Jackson thought of Mary, Bambi’s friend back in Honeypot. “I have, and it gets interesting.”



The trip back to New Bainbridge was thankfully smoother than the day before, the roads plowed and traffic much lighter. They made good time and followed Christa to Casey and Niara’s apartment building near the college. Jackson wasn’t sure what to expect, but when Bambi, Jordan, and Christa emerged, their smiles seemed genuine enough.



“We’ll see you tomorrow for the tuxedo and dress search?” Jordan asked Jackson.



“Uh. Yeah. Sure,” he said.



“Okay. Thanks for the invite. I’m sorry I caused some drama but I’m really glad to have gone.” She turned to Bambi, and kissed her on the corner of her mouth. “And thank you.”



“Of course. I’m looking forward to Wednesday.”



“Wednesday?” Jackson asked. “What are you two up to Wednesday?”



Christa said, “Jordan’s going to join us for my photoshoot with you.”



A light gust of wind could have knocked him over.



* * *



The next day, a Monday, Casey seemed less angry than resigned.



“There’s no telling her no,” he told Jackson. “It would only make it worse. If I tried to forbid it, she’d come to your place in a corset ready to star in a bukkake film.”



They were riding together to a trendy downtown shopping district. Jordan was with Niara and her maid of honor, a friend from college named Shaunda. Bambi and Paige would be bridesmaids as well, but both had to work that day so they couldn’t join in on the dress and tuxedo hunt.



“I think she’d at least listen to you,” Jackson said.



“You don’t understand. I guarantee you she already knows not just if she’s going to sleep with you and your girlfriends or not, but if she’s going to marry one of you, how many kids you’ll have, when you’ll retire and move to Florida or something, and what day she’d prefer you pass away.”



“Control freak?”



Casey let out a short, derisive laugh. “Doesn’t even begin to describe it. Okay. When we were kids, every Wednesday night, she’d host a roleplaying game.”



“Wait, I didn’t know she was a gamer.”



“Oh yeah, big time.”



“Pen and paper?”



“Yeah. Shut up and let me finish the story. So every Wednesday, she’d host these games. Always had to be the host. We had a good setup back home, this big old poker table my dad bought from a bar down in our basement, with her sitting where the dealer would sit. She’d have her books, her paper, pens, all of it just so, and the dice fanned out. If you were late, your character rolled for an illness, a cold, stomach flu, something.”



Jackson laughed. “I’m liking her more and more.”



“Oh, Jack, I’m telling you, you two were made for each other. So, anyways, you know how roleplaying games, the joy is in flexibility, right? Someone sees that there are stalactites and shoots an arrow-”



“Looses an arrow.” Casey side-eyed him and Jackson grinned.



“-and brings one down to destroy the rope bridge between you and the goblin horde. Only my sweet, loving, not at all insane sister, if it was her, one of the goblins would be revealed to be a wizard who could create a magic bridge so you had to finish the fight exactly the way she had it planned out, defeating the entire purpose of playing.”



“All right, but how were her campaigns?”



Casey fought a tic in his upper lip. “Pretty fun,” he admitted. “She didn’t let me play often but when one of her friends was sick I got to sub in.”



 “What was she like, apart from that?”



“Well… smart, but you’ve picked that up. She went to nationals three times in the Starflight Entrepreneurs Club.”



“Oh yeah?” Jackson asked, impressed. Starflight Entrepreneurs was a mathematics, programming, and science-based competition. He’d tried it out one year but his brain was more geared towards creative work than factual and he had placed near the bottom third of his event. “What did she compete in?”



“Medical databases and business ethics, I think. You’d have to ask her. But yeah, she was really good at it. She was pretty good at track, too. Runner, but her heart was never really in it. She was there mostly for her friends.”



“Like me and baseball,” Jackson said. Casey had fielded a team for an informal college baseball league that summer. Jackson played mostly because Casey needed a warm body. It was fun, but Jackson had never really been all that great at it.



“Exactly. But as a sister… she’s always been there for me. She’s the kind of person who can’t help but try and take care of other people even before herself. I rented this apartment the summer after my freshman year. I thought I could swing it by myself, but the bills were a lot more than I was expecting. I asked Jordan for a loan and she gave me twice what I needed to make sure I had enough for most of the summer. Well… I went down there to visit her for a few days around the 4
 th
 .” Casey took a moment to take a deep breath and let it out slowly. “Her car was sitting on a flat she couldn’t afford to fix because she’d spent all her money making sure I was okay. She was living on ramen and peanut butter crackers.”



“Shit.”



“Yeah. That’s Jordan.
 
That’s who she really is. She’ll never tell you she’s suffering. She’ll only make sure you aren’t.

 ”



Jackson had no response to that. He thought of how serious Jordan could be, how she’d hurt Bambi and punished herself more for it than anyone else. His heart broke a little bit for her even as he liked her all the more for it.



They were nearing the first stop of the day, a small branch of a larger clothing store chain. Jack decided to change the focus of the conversation to the man and woman of the hour instead of his budding feelings towards Jordan. “You excited for this?”



“Tuxedo shopping?”



“Yeah.”



“Hell no. I’m going to look like a tall, skinny penguin.”                                                                 



“Could go with a white tuxedo. Or a colored one.”



Casey brightened considerably at that. “Hm. Maybe they have one in plaid. Niara wouldn’t mind, right?”



“Nah, definitely not.”



They found parking a block on from the store. Jackson was pulling double duty that day as both best man and photographer, and dug out a small digital camera that he’d picked up from one of his photography major friends that semester. It wasn’t as complex as his more expensive camera back home, but for slice-of-life shoots like this where he didn’t want to lug around a camera case for five or six hours, it worked perfectly fine. And in some ways, he almost preferred the minutely grubbier quality of the smaller camera for daily shoots. It was like a modern-day Polaroid in that regard, charming in its simplicity.



They walked back in time to see Niara and Jordan coming around a corner. Jackson waved, and when they were close enough, he called, “We’re thinking plaid tuxedos.”



“Okay, but I’m wearing a plaid dress to match it,” Niara called back.



“So hot,” Jack said.



“I’m all for it,” Casey said.



Jordan gave her brother a hug and turned towards Jackson, her smile making him feel dizzy and warm all at once. God, she was beautiful. “Freeze just like that,” he said. She started to ask why, then realized what he was doing and her smile reappeared, a little more plastic but still ethereally beautiful.



He showed her, and she blinked. “I don’t hate that. That’s a miracle.”



“I don’t think you could take a bad picture,” Jackson said. “Not someone with a smile as beautiful as yours.”



Niara and Casey looked at each other, Niara smug, Casey definitely more worried. “Let’s go inside,” he said with a sigh.



Unfortunately, the seventy-something woman who helped them in the store told them they didn’t have plaid tuxes or dresses, but she did remember a time in the eighties when she attended a wedding in Georgia where the bride, groom, and wedding party all wore camouflage. “It was wild,” she said. “They brought the bride in on one of those… oh, what do you call them? There’s not a golf cart, but like that for hunting.”



“A utility vehicle,” Casey said, and the clerk nodded vigorously.



“Don’t give him ideas,” Niara said. “A Ferrari for me or nothing.”



They found a nice tuxedo for Casey there well within their budget, but Niara didn’t see a dress that caught her eye. They wanted to see a variety of tuxes at different shops before making up their minds, so they walked together to the next store. Jack moved parallel to the other four, snapping pictures of the group. Niara and Casey were used to this sort of thing from him and moved naturally, and Shaunda was a natural goofball for the camera, but Jordan couldn’t help a dip of her head and a shy smile. Now he wished he brought his good camera, to capture every detail of Jordan’s lips, every strand of hair across her face, every lash.



“Take a little tendril of your hair and let it drop across your cheek,” Jackson said. He wasn’t aware how low and throaty his voice became, but Paige, Bambi, and Christa would have recognized it from all the times he photographed them in sexy situations. The words made Casey and Niara both turn, but his world in that moment was Jordan as she did as she was told, tugging a tendril of her curly black hair down her face, not quite hiding her eye but emphasizing it. Jack snapped three quick pictures like that, and held out the camera to show her.



“You’re really good at this,” she said.



“It’s all about the model.”



“Oh, Jack…” she said softly.



“I’m gonna kill him,” Casey muttered.



“I’m gonna join his harem,” Shaunda said. “Wow.”



That broke the tension, and Jackson laughed nervously. But Jordan was still studying his camera. “Can you send me that one? I think that’s going to be my new profile picture.”



“I’ll email it tonight,” he said, and took the camera back when she held it out.



“It’s really incredible. I’ve seen your pictures of Christa and some of the others you post on Bottlegenie, but when it’s me, it hits different. I feel like you got me in that picture. The real me.”



“That’s the best compliment you could give me,” Jackson said. “That’s what I try to do. Capture people as they really are.”



“How do you see Bambi and Paige and Christa?”



“It’s not the same moment to moment. Nobody’s ever one thing. But in general… hm. Bambi is sweet. Warm. Open. Photographing her almost demands the sun because that’s what I think about when it comes to her. The sun and summer and sunflowers and picnic benches.” He smiled faintly, thinking about a date with Bambi at the start of their relationship that probably colored all that. “And Paige is more sensual. She’s brave, and daring, and willing to try anything. But that makes her vulnerable too. Capturing that dichotomy, it’s really tricky. But when I do, it’s like magic. And Christa, you would think she would be the easiest because she’s been a model for twenty years. But in a way, that makes her the trickiest. She poses and looks the way she expects another photographer would want her to pose. So I have to break her out of that shell.”



“And when you do?” Jordan asked.



“She’s at her sexiest then. Shy and unsure of herself. You know the old rom-coms where the girl takes off her glasses and lets down her hair and suddenly she’s super beautiful and appealing to everyone, but she’s still unsure about it? It’s ridiculous, but that’s Christa’s soul in a lot of ways when I’ve got the camera on her. It’s not just about her fulfilling that sexy older woman role, you know, the cougar or the MILF or whatever. Her sexiness comes from needing people to see inside the real her.”



“She told me about her ex-husband. I imagine a lot of those walls stem from him.”



“Definitely. Harry was her photographer before me and even after they divorced… well, I don’t know what details she gave you.”



“She said she couldn’t quit him until you three came into her life. Then you and your girlfriends showed her a different way life could be, that she deserved to be happy again.”



“I hope we did.”



“So… when you took that picture of me what did you see?”



Jackson hesitated. “Layers. Pain. Someone wanting to reach a hand out but who can’t, not quite yet. I hope you do. Because I want to see what I can capture when you let me inside.”



She studied him carefully, her hand so close to his he could feel its presence. “Jack, I-”



From behind them, Casey yelled, “Hey! You two ding-dongs want to help us shop for tuxes and dresses or were you gonna walk on a couple more miles?”



They both turned and realized they’d walked right past the next store. Jordan caught Jackson’s eye and they both cracked up. He gestured towards the store, and followed her in.









Photo Finish



 



“Aw, no pictures of her in bridal lingerie?” Christa grumped.



“Niara?” Jackson asked.



“Jordan.”



Christa was seated on his right, Paige on his left as he browsed the candid pictures he’d taken that day. His plan was to weed out the bad shots and add the rest to his wedding present to Casey and Niara, a collage of photos of their relationship that would be played throughout their wedding reception. Later, he intended to blow it out even further than that and put together a lengthier video that would be filled with tributes from their wedding party, family, friends, and guests at their wedding.



“Why would she be posing in bridal lingerie?” Jackson asked, amused.



“That little shop on Lehane Street has the sexiest lingerie,” Christa said. “And I thought since you were looking at dresses and tuxes there, you know… things getting tried on, you might sneak into her dressing room, some fun things might happen…”



“Oh jeez,” Jackson said, and kissed the side of her head.



Bambi came in with bowls of popcorn and Christa’s homemade pub mix. “She’d look so good in a lacy cami.”



“A white corset,” Christa said.



“I wish I could pull off a corset like you or Paige,” Bambi said.



“You and Jordan both could. Skinny bitches like you in corsets are wildly underrated,” Christa said as Bambi dropped beside her.



“Aw, thanks, baby,” Bambi said, and kissed her cheek.



“It’s true,” Paige said. “That shoot Jack did of Laura De Kaye, she wore a black corset and she rocked it. She’s about your proportions. A little shorter, but not far off.”



“I think I know what I’m getting you girls for Christmas,” Christa said, grabbing a handful of pub mix.



“Only if you buy yourself one too,” Paige said. “We’d look good together.”



“Yeah you would,” Jackson said.



“Did you find a tux?” Bambi asked.



“We did. The very first store,” Jackson started going backwards through the photos so Bambi could see all of the shots from that first store. “Casey wanted to look at more stores just to make sure but yeah, we knew it when he saw it.” He stopped on a picture of Casey standing next to a mannequin in a tuxedo. The jacket was hip length with a flashy but classy shawl collar, and would pair with a bow tie, though Casey and Niara were going back and forth about that part. She liked the bow tie, he didn’t.



“Oooh, that’ll look good on his frame,” Christa said.



“And what about the groomsmen?” Paige asked. “You’d look good in that too.”



“Same style, light gray.”



“That’ll look good on you,” Paige said, squeezing his thigh before playing a hand war with Bambi for the popcorn.



“And Niara?” Christa said.



“Still on the fence but she’s got it narrowed down to four dresses.” He backed out to a different file folder, this one marked NIARA POTENTIALS, which wasn’t really for the wedding reception collage, but a more practical folder he’d created for Niara to look at in her own time. In it were about two dozen pictures of different dresses she had liked or found interesting, with four marked with stars in their names and the stores where they’d found the dresses.



“Oh my gosh, the long-sleeved one is gorgeous,” Bambi said. “Show me more of that one.” Jackson did, and she whipped out her phone to text Niara. “Long-sleeved, low back,” she said out loud as she typed. “So pretty!”



“Go back?” Paige asked. Jackson did, and she pointed towards one with ruffled shoulders. “That one. That’s the one for her. Gimme your phone.”



Bambi handed it over, and Paige typed out her pick. Jackson looked over at Christa, who watched all this with a forced smile on her face. He didn’t ask if she was okay, but wrapped an arm around her and kissed the side of her head. He knew she wasn’t.



“The off-the-shoulder mermaid dress gets my vote,” she said, her voice betraying none of her emotions about her own wedding. Her ex-husband Harry might be out of her life but she held a lot of pain about him. Jackson knew on some level she still loved him quite a bit, even after he cheated on her multiple times and strung her along even after she asked for the divorce. He was a bastard, and like all bastards, had hooks that sank deep.



“Bridesmaid dresses?” Paige asked.



They went through those pictures. The women had even more opinions about those but all three came to a consensus that Niara had good taste. Elegant but affordable. Jack went back to the candid photos and started through them again. Almost right away, Bambi leaned forward and said, “Wait.”



“That’s a beautiful shot,” Paige agreed.



It was the picture of Jordan between the first clothing store and the second. Jackson felt a strange mix of pride in the work as well as apprehension. He still wasn’t sure where exactly Bambi stood with Jordan, or what had been said in their drive back from Paige’s house in Brooklyn. The only thing she and Christa would say about it was that they were interested in what Jordan thought of Wednesday’s photo shoot with Christa.



“You are going to be on demand everywhere in the modeling world with pictures like that,” Christa said. “Honey, that’s not just good. That’s amazing.”



“Thank you,” Jack said. “It was just kinda spur of the moment. All of these are. Bambi, I…”



“Don’t,” Bambi said. She gave him a sweet smile. “I’m okay, Jack, I really am. I like her. And I don’t know how Paige and Christa feel, but you have my okay. I should have said that before today because now that Christa said something, you and her fooling around in a dressing room sounds crazy hot.”



“I don’t want to hurt you, baby,” Jackson said.



“We worked it out. Honestly, we did. I say we have fun with her if she’s into the idea.”



“They really did have a good heart to heart,” Christa agreed. “Jordan’s interesting. Complex. But yes, you have my blessing too.”



“I liked her already,” Paige said. “I’m good with it.”



Jackson set aside the laptop and stood up. He turned around and leaned down to kiss each of them in turn. “And you all have my okay if she wants to fool around with you three too.”



“Good,” Paige said. “Because I still want to see her on her knees licking Bambi’s pussy to apologize to her.”



“I like that as a general rule for the house,” Christa said. “I think I’m implementing that. From now on, all disputes will end with one partner saying they’re sorry by locking the other’s pussy. Or dick. Whichever.”



“Totally okay with that,” Bambi said.



“Me too,” Paige said.



“Me three,” Jackson said.



He fetched a beer from the fridge, and when he came back, he shut down the laptop and dropped onto an armchair to watch a movie with his girlfriends. But really, his attention was mostly on Bambi and she knew it. At one point, she looked over, and where he expected trepidation, there was instead her sweetest smile. He wondered if it was an act, but it felt genuine, and for now that would have to be enough.



* * *



Tuesday, Jackson spent some time with Jordan, Casey, and Niara Tuesday doing food samplings for the reception. Casey and Jackson’s vote for Brinkley’s Bar was tossed out unceremoniously, to their grumbling, but Jackson swore to Casey he’d find a way to sneak some of Brinkley’s wings and potato skins to the wedding.



Wednesday, they had more wedding stuff planned but Jackson needed to prep for the afternoon’s shoot with Christa. The college library where Paige worked was shut down due to a heating issue, so she joined him for the prep work.



When Jack, Bambi, and Paige first met Christa, they rented a small one-bedroom house from her. Christa was trying to downsize her rentals across the city but kept that one and a handful of others, a guaranteed revenue stream, not that she really needed it after twenty solid years of modeling, a divorce that greatly favored her, and smart investments. The one-bedroom house she kept empty, turning it into a working studio for Jack, her model friends, and herself. It made a lot of sense. Her previous setup was largely her own home or a variety of short-term rentals across the city. With the one-bedroom house, they had a lot more dedicated space, along with a killer backyard for outdoor shots.



Jackson’s current setup was still pretty much the same hodgepodge of makeshift items from that summer. He was saving his money for a beefy computer so he could start doing some serious video editing work to add those to his resume. Right now, he and Christa did some short films and clips, but he wanted to stretch his wings in that regard and eventually maybe even invest in some video cameras, tripods, and steadying equipment to make those videos even more professional.



For now, he and Christa were content with their current studio. The unique lighting situation – bare lamps, tin foil to reflect lights when he needed it, flashlights of varying strength, solid color sheets instead of a green screen – gave his work an individuality he liked too. He was starting to develop his own style, and he suspected that even when he could afford better equipment, he’d sill have the heart of an independent creator.



This shoot had a Valentine’s theme. Christa ordered a lot of props for it, including artificial roses, petals, silky red bedsheets that would make their way to their own home when they finished with the shoot, heart-shaped pillows, candles, and chocolates. Much of Jack and Paige’s time was spent setting these up in positions that would best emphasize not only Christa, but the available lighting. Though Jack firmly believed his best work was spontaneous, he also believed in being prepared to the best of his ability. He was not a perfectionist, but he took pride in doing good work.



They finished with some time to spare before they needed to pick up Christa and Jordan, so they crashed out on the bed they used to share with Bambi. Paige snuggled her curvy ass against Jackson and said, “Mm. I kinda miss this place sometimes.”



“Me too. I love the house with Christa, but a lot of good memories here.”



“Mm hm. What do you think will happen tonight?” she asked.



“Don’t know,” he said. “I’m not counting on anything. But I do think she’s interested.”



Paige chuckled. “Jordan couldn’t be any more obvious if she lifted up her skirt and bent over in front of you. She’s as thirsty for you as I was.”



When they first met, Paige and Jackson worked together in the college cafeteria as part of the work-and-learn program, which helped with their dorm costs if they worked on campus. Paige planted her flag early, telling him if he got over Bambi enough to go on a date, she wanted first dibs. What neither of them realized was that she and Bambi would strike up an easy friendship over a thousand miles apart, and later, become lovers.



“I don’t want to talk about her,” he said. “I want to talk about you.”



Paige twisted onto her other side, facing him, their foreheads nearly pressed together. She looked good that day in a long-sleeved black top with a nice plunge to it and acid-washed jeans that emphasized her ass nicely. He dropped a hand to it now, rubbing it.



“What’s the matter?” she asked.



“Nothing at all. Just wanted to talk to you about you modeling.”



“I’m going to do it,” she said. “Once I said it out loud to you, I knew it was what I wanted. Maybe when you and Bambi get back we can set up a date and we’ll come up with a contract and all that.”



“Yeah?” he asked.



“Mm hm. It’s always turned me on, you photographing us. And if I do it, I want to do it now. There’s no way I’ll look like Christa in fifteen years.”



“Aw, you’ll be just as sexy.”



She smiled and kissed the corner of his lips. “Thank you. But we both know those are pretty long odds. She’s incredible. And it’s beside the point anyways. I want to do it for a few years, see where I’m at with the books, and go from there.”



“That sounds smart. Have you decided how far you want to go with it?”



“Yeah, I think so. I need to talk to Christa about it and get her advice, but I think I want to set up a Fantasy Gems page. It’ll be clothes on for anyone that subscribes for free, and clothes off for money. I think I’ll dip my toes in slow at first and maybe dive into more explicit photos later. Some girl on girl stuff with Christa would be really fun.”



“I know I’d go broke buying all your pictures if I didn’t get to be the one photographing you. Luckiest man in the world.”



“Even with two other gorgeous girlfriends and maybe another joining us soon?”



“You know how much I love you and want you. But let me show you.”



He pushed her gently onto her back and slid off the bed. Paige watched him with a pleased smile as he undid the button on her jeans and tugged them off her. Her thong hid little, and this he disposed of too, leaving her pussy bare for him.



“Mm, baby, we don’t have much time,” Paige said.



“They can wait,” he said, and pulled her legs over his shoulders.



His tongue made quick work of her, her body as ever so responsive to his every touch. Jack knew how she liked it, but he took pleasure that day in teasing desire out of Paige, playing with her little button, licking her thighs, sliding his tongue all the way down to her knees. He knew from experience the backs of those were strangely sensitive for her so when he returned to her pussy, he moved his hands under her legs and lightly brushed the sensitive skin behind her knees, making her jump and giggle.



A simple, “Please, Jackson,” ended his play and he focused on her button and her pussy, staring up at her as he ate her out. Someone pulled up out front, early by at least ten minutes. Paige looked in the direction of the front door as they heard someone laugh. Christa.



The front door opened and Paige whimpered, “Jack, I think Jordan’s with her, we should… oh, we should…” but he didn’t care. He moved his hands to hers and squeezed them before bringing his fingers to her pussy lips and her button.



“Jack?” Christa called. “Paige? Casey and Niara dropped Jordan off so I thought… oh.”



“Oh wow,” Jordan said.



Paige arched and stretched like a cat, legs going straight out slowly as her pleasure built and built. She stared at the two women at the door, blushing. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry, we got done early and… oh… ohhhh.”



“We’ll be a minute,” Jackson said indifferently. He redoubled his efforts, his girlfriend so close, her wetness gleaming on his chin and cheeks.



“Did you plan this?” Jordan asked Christa in a low, throaty voice.



“No. I… no.”



“Don’t watch if you don’t want to, Jordan, but oh, he’s so good with his tongue… mm… I can’t… can’t… I’m so close, I’m sorry, I…”



“Don’t be,” Jordan said. She moved closer but stopped, hand outstretched just a little as if she wanted to join in. Her cheeks bloomed, and when Christa touched her coat, she jumped and laughed nervously.



“I was just going to take your coat, darling,” Christa said. “Nothing more. Until you’re ready.”



Jordan nodded, and slipped out of her coat. She watched with her lips parted as Jackson brought Paige there, her legs crossing around his back, her back arching again, thrusting her big breasts upward.



“Oh, ohhhh, Jack, ohhhhh!”



She came with gentle ease, her hands tightening into fists. Christa stepped around Jordan and leaned down to kiss Paige and stroke her cheek. Jackson helped pull her thong and jeans up, and Paige finally stood upright, blushing hard.



“I’m sorry. We really didn’t plan that but we got done early and I was… Jack was…”



“You have nothing to apologize for. That was… unexpected, but hot. Do you, um, want some time to take care of that?” Jordan asked, looking at Jackson’s groin. His cock was at full attention, straining against his jeans.



“Nah,” Jackson said. “With Christa, I’ll be hard all night anyways.”



“It’s always the best way for me to figure out how good the shoot is going,” Christa said to Jordan. It broke the tension, and she let out a laugh like a balloon letting out air.



“I imagine so! My God, the four of you are… wow. And he seemed… um… very good with his tongue.”



“He’s amazing with it,” Paige said. “Bambi and Christa too, but it’s different with them. They’re more, mm, precise. I come so hard for them too. But when Jack’s eating me, it’s like he’s taking me with his tongue.”



“Wow,” Jordan said. “I’ve never had a guy that good at oral.” She looked around and studied the room’s décor. “Valentine’s theme?”



“Oh, yeah,” Jackson said. “We start holiday and seasonal shoots way in advance. That gives me time to do some editing and touchups, and Christa can take her time scheduling the posts throughout the first part of February.”



“And if we need to reshoot something,” Christa said, “it gives us more time.”



“Oh, that makes sense. If I have a thousand questions, I apologize.”



Jack said, “No, don’t. It’s fun to talk the process with someone who’s genuinely interested. Let me get Paige cleaned up real quick and I’ll go through the basics of what we’re about to do while Christa gets ready.”



“I’ll take care of Paige, Jack,” Christa said. To Jordan, “It’s the sweetest thing, how tender he is about cleaning us up after.”



“Aw, Bambi taught me all that,” Jackson said. “She taught me a lot of things. I wasn’t a virgin but I might as well have been.”



“For what it’s worth, I didn’t lose my virginity until I was twenty-one,” Jordan said as Christa and Paige headed for the house’s bathroom.



“Really?” Hastily, Jack added, “No judgment. Just curious.”



“Oh, I know. You don’t seem like the judgy type. But yeah, I had it all built up in my head how I wanted it to be. My high school boyfriends were sweet but kinda awkward and I wanted it to be with a guy who loved me and was experienced so it wasn’t a bad time.”



“What happened? Did you find the right guy?” Jack asked as he went for his camera case.



“Yes and no, mostly yes. He was a grad student, a nice guy and very gentle. I gave it up to him on our fourth date. I didn’t want to be the third date cliché, you know?”



“Sure. And was he what you hoped for?”



“At the time, yeah, definitely.” She sat on the edge of the bed and reached out tentatively to touch a spot of Paige’s wetness on the sheet. “But situations like this, they would have given him a panic attack. Anton’s a great guy and I don’t want to seem like I’m insulting him at all. But sweet and gentle isn’t all I want out of a man. I want a lover and then there are times I want a guy to come in the door, turn me around, and fuck me.” She blushed. “Sorry, that’s probably TMI.”



“After you walking in on me eating out Paige, I don’t think you need to worry about TMI with me or my girlfriends,” Jackson said. “Besides, things are about to get pretty crazy again. Relax, Jordan. You’re okay with us.”



“Thanks. I’m starting to realize that’s true.” She dipped her head towards the door and smiled. “We have an audience.”



Christa and Paige stood at the door, watching them. Paige beamed and Christa’s dimples were out in force as they watched the pair. Jackson hadn’t even realized his hand was on Jordan’s leg, but he did now and took it back, coloring slightly.



“Just needed to pop in for my first outfit,” Christa said. “But I didn’t want to interrupt you two.”



“Me either,” Paige said. “Ohhh, Jordan, you have to move here. You just have to. Jack, he’s passionate and loving. He’s the whole package.”



“I…” Jordan said.



“I made it weird,” Paige said. “But I mean it. I want you here with us.”



Jordan smiled, but it was distracted and pained. Christa seemed to sense the mood changing and said brightly, “Well, I’ll be just a minute and then we’ll get started. Jack, are we ready?”



“Yeah,” Jack said. “Just need to light the candles.”



Christa came into the room and grabbed her first outfit, a silky red nightgown with matching panties. She disappeared again and Jackson guided Jordan to a corner of the room. Again, he heard someone pull up outside. As he was lighting the candles, Bambi came in moments later in a puffy coat and wool hat.



“Did you get started already?” she called as she took of her coat and hung it on a hook by the door.



“Nope, just about to.”



“Oh good.” She came into the bedroom in leggings that emphasized her long legs and a plunging long-sleeve top, her nipples clearly outlined through the fabric. Jackson thought with some degree of amusement that she’d come to show off, and he liked it. He went to her and raised a hand to her cheek, kissing her for a long moment. Her breath tasted like peppermint latte.



“I like that taste,” he said.



“My boss bought lattes for the whole crew.”



“Nice.”



Paige came to them too and kissed Bambi. “Mm, he’s right. I’ll have to get one before work tomorrow.” She turned towards Jordan, who watched all this with a smile. “Jordan?”



Surprising Jackson, though later he wasn’t exactly sure why, Jordan came to them, and with little hesitation, leaned in to kiss Bambi. There might have even been a little tongue. Bambi wasn’t the only one who came to play.



“Fuck,” Jackson said softly.



“I love peppermint,” Jordan said.



Bambi seemed as surprised as Jackson. “It’s good to see you, Jordan.”



“You too. Thanks for having me here.”



Christa came into the room in her nightgown. “I’d love a kiss too, but makeup.”



Bambi came to her and kissed the side of her neck. Christa patted her ass for that, and turned to Jack. She looked incredible, but she always did.



“Go back to the doorway again,” he said, going for his camera. “Lean one arm against the door, like… hm. Like you’ve got a guest staying in a spare bedroom, one you’re trying to seduce.”



“Oooh, I like that,” Christa said. “The friend’s hot mom thing?”



“Exactly,” Jackson said. For Jordan’s benefit, as he raised the camera and took a test shot, he added, “The way Christa and I work best is a little bit of roleplay. It helps her get into the moods I want if I give her direction. Not all my models work the same way. Some of them, if I tell them that, they’ll overemphasize it, but Christa’s a natural actress.”



“Building a rapport with them,” Jordan said.



“Exactly. Okay, cross your arms across your breasts and give me an angry look, like you’ve caught me doing something dirty in your guest bedroom.”



“If it was you, I wouldn’t be angry,” Christa said, giving him a lopsided smile he was quick to capture.



“That’s hot,” Paige said.



“Okay, run with that then,” Jackson said, moving in inches to the side and capturing Christa at different angles. “Yes, good, fantastic. Now bring up the hem of the nightgown inch by inch. Come towards me. Slowly, A quarter that speed. Yep, that’s it. Show off those panties to me.”



“She’s beautiful,” Jordan murmured to someone behind Jackson.



“She really is,” Paige said.



Jack moved Christa to the bed, where she sat on the edge and again teased sliding up her nightgown to show off her panty-clad pussy. These she eventually tugged aside. Jordan audibly inhaled and whispered something to herself under her breath.



Christa then flipped over and got on her hands and knees, the nightgown up and over her ass. Jordan subconsciously stepped forward to get a better look, inadvertently stepping into Jackson’s light. Bambi pulled her back into place without a word, nodding towards the bared lamp and makeshift reflectors. Jordan nodded, and stayed where she was as Christa slid a hand between her legs, fingering her pussy and bringing her middle finger to her bleached bud.



“She’s wet,” Jordan murmured.



“All of us get a little excited when Jack’s shooting,” Bambi said.



“Uh huh,” Paige agreed.



“You should show her the sex tape you made with Jack last year for Christmas,” Bambi said.



“Mm, that would be fun,” Paige said.



“You… you’d share that?” Jordan asked.



“Sure. You already walked in on me getting eaten out. Why not show you what Jack can do with his big dick?”



“Oh my God.”



Jackson might have blushed at that another time but he was focused on his work, getting down on his knees and filming up at Christa’s bared pussy and asshole at an angle. “Do the same pose but turn around,” he told her. “Show us your face as you play with yourself.”



“Fuck,” Jordan whispered. “I can see why this is so hot. Christa, your face… that expression is incredible.”



It was true. Jack could always tell when a shoot with Christa was going well by her physical reaction. She was barely holding on now, cheeks red, lips parted, her eyes dazed. It had to be Jordan watching turning her on like this, so he told her to keep her attention on Jordan as she sat back on her knees and bared her breasts slowly to the camera. They did a few more shots of her teasing the nightgown up and over her head, then of her with her back to the camera, hands on her ass, looking over her shoulder at Jordan with the nightgown pooled between her feet.



“Okay,” Jackson said. “I think we’re good with the nightgown.”



“How many more changes will you do?” Jordan asked.



“Four,” Christa said.



Jordan gaped at her and said, “Fuck!”



Christa laughed throatily and went to the closet again to grab her next outfit. This one was a sheer lace babydoll. Her nipples showed through the fabric, so for the nonpaying public shots that would be featured on Christa’s tamer Bottlegenie page, Jack would digitally alter the photographs and smooth out the nipples. He explained all this while he photographed Christa wandering through the kitchen, picking up random objects and playing with them for the camera.



This shoot was the hottest of the bunch in Jackson’s opinion. It played to Christa’s natural strengths, the MILF and cougar fantasy. Paring down the pictures of her licking beaters or spanking her ass with a spatula was going to be tough, but his personal favorite of the bunch was her leaning on the kitchen table, looking at the camera with a smirk, her incredible cleavage on full display and her nipples just barely showing.



By the third change of clothes – this time a lingerie set with stockings and a garter belt – Jordan was clearly in need of release. Christa’s gaze refocused on their guest as Jordan all but panted watching the older woman pose on a couch and armchair, legs spread wide, hand covering her pussy.



“Paige, I left a dildo and the lube in the bathroom. Would you fetch them for me?” Christa asked.



“Fuck,” Jordan whispered.



Paige languidly strolled into the bathroom and brought back one of Christa’s newest toys, a thick bright pink dildo. Christa took it and the bottle of lube, and Jackson lowered his camera long enough to move a folding TV tray in front of her.



“Christa’s picked up a nice contract advertising the lube,” he said as he arranged the bottle so it would be right in front of Christa’s pussy lips, blocking her most intimate folds but leaving little doubt as to what she was doing with her hand in the blurred background.



“Is that good money?” Jordan asked. Her voice was shaky and querulous, her eyes glassy as she stared at Christa with her legs spread.



“Really good money. But it’s a drop in the bucket compared to my Fantasy Gems supporters,” Christa said. “But a sponsorship brings in a lot of new fans.”



Jordan licked her lips as Jack knelt and began taking pictures. He gave Bambi a few commands about lights, and slowly moved left to right and back again to capture Christa at just the right angles. He had an idea when she was on her hands and knees on the bed earlier, and told her now, “Stand up, then twist around and get on your hands and knees on the chair. Yes, like that. Kick your feet against your butt. Good. Now hold that exact pose, feet still.”



He got up and rushed over to her, grabbing the lube and moving the TV tray out of the way. Everyone looked at him curiously as he positioned the lube, and then Christa got it. She held the bottle with her feet, grinning.



“You’re a genius. The foot fetish people are going to love that one.”



To Jordan, Jackson said, “They’re some of her biggest tippers.”



Jordan could only nod. She was transfixed by Christa in that position, her eyes locked on the older woman’s profile.



With that set done, Christa twisted until she was seated again, and as Jack photographed it, she took the dildo and began to lick it. This was going to be a special treat to her subscribers, and here Jack took the most pictures, getting her at every angle as she began to suck the dildo, then brought it to her breasts and played with it there.



“Do you know why I bought this dildo in particular?” Christa asked Jordan.



“N-no. Why?”



“Because it’s almost the same exact size as him.”



“Oh my God,” Jordan whispered.



Jack got a handful of shots of Christa lazing on the couch, teasing her pussy through the fabric of her lingerie, but before they went any further, he turned to Jordan, meaning to tell her that now was the time to leave if she didn’t want to see this go further.



Only Jordan wasn’t watching the proceedings anymore. She was on her knees in front of Bambi, her slim fingers tugging down the blonde’s leggings as she whimpered with need. Paige grinned from the armchair where she was lounging.



“I guess she’s finally listening to me about how to properly apologize to Bambi.”









Hands-On Experience



 



“Take her picture, Jack,” Bambi said softly. She had her hands in Jordan’s hair, pressing the other woman’s face to her pussy.



Jack thought for a moment that she meant Christa. He turned back to his older lover, but Christa smiled and shook her head. “I think we can finish my shoot tomorrow morning,” she said.



He finally realized what Bambi meant. “Jordan., I…”



“Do it,” Jordan said. She looked all around them. “I… I want it. I want it so much. I…”



“Jack will make you see how sexy you really are,” Bambi said. Her voice went deeper, sharper, almost angry, and Jack was thrown back a year and a half to when his girlfriend told her best friend her punishment for flirting with Jack would be to watch them fuck right in front of her. This was a Bambi that did not come out to play often, a sexy domme in hiding, who only emerged when one of the others was in need of punishment.



Paige stood up and moved to the couch, shedding her clothes along the way. Oblivious to this, Jack brought the camera up and centered the focus on Jordan and Bambi, mostly the former. Her beautiful face and soulful eyes staring up at Bambi as she began to eat the young blonde out made for some of his best photographs to date. His cock hardened fast, and he freed it from the confines of his jeans, dropping them and kicking them away.



Bambi curled a finger at him, and he came to her, cupping her chin and kissing her hard. Jordan reached over and took his cock in his boxes in her hand. “Fuck!” she gasped. “He really is as big as that dildo.”



“I told you,” Christa said from the couch. Paige was seated on her lap, both facing towards the show playing itself out in front of them. Christa snaked a hand into Paige’s panties, the only clothes she still had on, and Paige twisted so they could kiss before Christa turned her younger lover’s head back towards the threesome.



Jackson snapped more pictures of Jordan, including an exquisite one of her hand wrapped around his cock poking through his boxers. She stopped licking just long enough to lean over and give him a long suck. Those delicate lips wrapped around his cock made him want to thrust deep into her mouth, but he was taken aback when she pulled off his cock and spoke.



“I’ve wanted to do that since about two minutes after meeting you, Jack,” she said, her voice soft, a caress.



“I did too,” he said, reaching down to caress her face. “Take care of Bambi.”



“Okay,” Jordan said meekly, but her smile was hopeful and tentative. He was fast with his camera and caught it. Her real smile, he thought, maybe the first truly honest one she’d shown him this entire visit.



“I love that smile,” he said.



It transformed into a wider thing, warm, sweet, her eyes going soft. “Thank you.”



With that, Jordan turned back to Bambi and brought her lips to her pussy again. Jack circled around them, getting shots of Jordan at different angles. His favorite was an extremely low shot of her resting back on her ankles, her dark hair falling down her back in messy waves. Although she was still clothed, it was a fantastic shot of her slender ass pooching out on her ankles.



He took pictures of Bambi, Paige, and Christa too. Although soon he would set aside the camera and join in on the fun, he felt time pressing in on him. They had only a few days before Paige flew back home, and they wouldn’t likely see her again until Casey and Niara’s wedding. That hurt more than he expected, a cold pain he couldn’t entirely focus on or he’d lose the spirit of the moment. But he knew that this first time together could very well be their last, and he made sure they all remembered it.



Paige and Christa rocked to their desire, Paige sitting with her legs spread wide on Christa’s lap, their older girlfriend’s hand working inside her panties. In some of his pictures, their lips were locked together, Paige’s eyes nearly closed, Christa’s sparkling as she looked sideways at the camera. And Bambi, watching Jordan work, the two women parallels of each other, both slim and beautiful, but it was more than that, a mirroring of their souls, Bambi’s lighter, airier one and Jordan’s more serious nature. Jackson was completely unsurprised but delighted later to have accidentally caught one particular image that would stay with him forever. Bambi reaching down and Jordan taking her hand.



It was Paige who came first, sweet Paige, and Jackson captured that orgasm too. He loved a shot of Christa with her hand at the other woman’s neck, pulling her back while her other hand worked, her fingers plunging deep. It was more than Christa’s gesture, but the wildness of Paige in that moment, her head thrown back, her hair a wild mess, her nipples tweaked into hardness.



“Jordan, Jordan, ohhh, I’m close for you,” Bambi moaned, and Jackson whirled around, a man stretched in too many directions all at once but happily so. He raised the camera and moved perpendicular to the pair, capturing the two trim beauties in the last moments before Bambi came and he set aside the camera for the night. Bambi’s fingers ran through the other woman’s hair and clutched her to her pussy, her cute little ass bucking, her lips parting. She gasped Jordan’s name again and came, Jordan’s hands clutching at her ass and bringing her even closer.



“I’m sorry, I’m so sorry,” Jordan said, and Bambi laughed breathlessly before pulling the other woman to her feet.



“Oh, Jordan, you have nothing to apologize for, I told you that,” she said. “And I meant it. So come here.”



They embraced and kissed. Paige and Christa joined them, Paige going for Jordan’s clothes, Christa kissing Bambi and Jordan in turn. Jack finally powered off his camera and rid himself of his boxers and shirt. Everyone stared at everyone, all their eyes alight.



“Do you have anywhere to be tonight?” Christa asked, trailing a hand down Jordan’s slender bottom. She and Christa shared similar pubic hair, well-trimmed stretches. Christa’s was her natural dirty blonde, Jordan’s black. Her breasts were the most delicate of the four women, her nipples cute little brown points that Jackson wanted to take into his mouth.



“Not tonight, no,” Jordan said.



“That’s very good,” Christa said, and leaned in to kiss her again. Jordan moaned against her lips, her hand going to Christa’s waist and running up and down her skin.



She only pulled away when Paige demanded a kiss from her too, not in so many words, but by taking her chin and twisting her head towards her. “So beautiful, all of you, so sexy and free and…” Jordan said, and Paige quieted her, their lips coming together for long moments out of time. Jordan’s hands were on both busty women, moving to their asses.



“Not going to be enough room for all of us on the bed,” Christa told Jack. “Let’s do this out here. Bring out some pillows and blankets.”



“Got it.”



He did that, spreading them close to the couch. By that point, Jordan was focused on Paige, who nudged her towards the couch until Jordan was falling on it. Christa and Bambi weren’t far behind, Christa taking Bambi in her arms and gently sitting her down on the couch before kneeling between her legs like Paige was doing for Jordan. Jack wordlessly moved the pillows closer and nudged Christa and Paige. They lifted their knees in turn so he could slide the pillows under them, and took a spot behind them, looking between Bambi and Jordan as he ran his fingers across Christa and Paige’s pussies.



Paige could be a tease when she wanted to be, but that day, the atmosphere was too electric not to go for broke. It wasn’t long before Jordan leaned her head forward, mouth opening wide, her eyes half-closing. “Oh. My. God,” she said breathily, “Paige, oh…”



Not to be outdone, Christa’s tongue worked Bambi with fast, eager laps, then more skilled and precise teasing of her clit. Bambi went boneless at her ministrations, sliding halfway down the couch before righting herself. Jack grinned at that and she blew him a kiss. He himself was taking his time with Paige and Christa until they were good and wet for him. When they were ready, he slid two fingers inside them both and began pumping in and out, making them moan in near tandem. That drew a breathless laugh from Jordan.



“Oh, oh the four of you must have so much, mm, fun,” she moaned.



“It’s the best life,” Bambi said, herself a little breathless too. She took Jordan’s hand and the two women looked at each other, a wordless conversation passing between them, something Jack wasn’t privy to. Jordan leaned in and Bambi met her halfway, their hands rising to each other’s faces, kissing gently as their other lovers brought them to the brink.



It was Jordan who came first, her attention finally breaking from Bambi as she looked down at Paige. “Ohhh, please, my clit, suck my clit just like that, yesss, oh, oh Paige, oh, I’m coming, ahhhh!” She squirmed in place, shoulders hunching, head dipping to her chest. Her next breath was a delighted gasp and she squeezed Bambi’s hand. “Never, never come that fast, oh, oh wow…”



“I’m close too,” Bambi whimpered, and Jordan was there, propping one knee on the couch and cupping one of Bambi’s tits, thumb brushing her nipple. They kissed again, and were still kissing when Bambi let out a keen of pleasure. Jordan laughed again, and mounted Bambi as Christa sat back, looking pleased with herself. She leaned across and kissed Jack, then shocked Jordan when she turned her attention back to the pair still on the couch and pried her cheeks apart to lick her bleached bud.



“Oh fuck, oh my God, she’s… she’s got her tongue in my… my butt!” Jordan gasped.



Jack could take no more. He moved behind Paige and hilted himself inside her, making her head whip back and her ass thrust against him. They moved together like that, him pounding into her from behind, her needing every inch of him, her pleasure coming out of her in staccato cries.



“Jack, Jack, oh, oh fuck, Jack, take me, give it to me hard, give me that c-cock!”



His eyes didn’t know who to settle on. Everyone was so wanton in that moment, taking what they wanted. Bambi sucked greedily at Jordan’s tiny tits, her hands interlocked with their guest’s. Christa had a hand between her own legs as she lapped at Jordan’s ass. Paige’s juicy ass rippled as he fucked her, her big tits swaying underneath her to the insane rhythm they were making.



Jack fucked Paige through a screaming orgasm and kept going, pounding into her as her cheek hit the leather, arms unable to support herself any longer. She watched the other three women with open-mouthed dazed delight.



Jack was so close, nearly coming inside Paige until she cried out, “Jordan, you have to fuck Jordan, we need to see it, we… we…” Her words fell into unintelligible cooing, and Jack wanted it too, moving fast, pulling Christa away and lifting Jordan to her feet. He had no idea what he was doing until he was guiding her down to the couch, his cockhead pressed to her entrance. She wrapped her arms around his back and neck and cried out, “Yes! Oh, oh fuck!” as he drove deep inside her. She was tight, the tightest of his girls, even Bambi, but she could take him and did, every inch of him gloved snugly inside her, her head thrashing back and her feet kicking at the air.



Christa dropped on top of her, a blur of motion that Jackson didn’t notice until she was sitting on Jordan’s face and gasping, “Lick my cunt, eat me.”



Jack grabbed the back of Christa’s head and kissed her as he rolled his hips back and forth inside Jordan. Jordan was still thrashing beneath him, and if he didn’t hear her gasps of air and hungry noises, he might have thought she was suffocating the way Christa was riding her. But she wasn’t, she was coming, she was coming as he barely hung on, his jaw clenched, his young body coiled for release.



“Fuck, Jordan!” he said, and he slammed into her. With a horrifying moment of clarity, he realized he had no idea if she was on the pill or not, but it was too late and his body took over, coming inside her, his warmth making her cry out, “Yes, yes, yes, Jack, ohhhhh!”



He eased back, panting, eyes wild. Bambi was there, kissing him and pushing at him, and dimly he understood. He stood up and let her take his place so she could eat his come right out of Jordan, lapping at her reddened pussy lips and slurping him out of her. Paige came in for a kiss, the two of them sharing his come, and then Bambi’s attention was back on Jordan, pulling her legs over her shoulders.



Paige looked at Jackson with some concern. “You okay?”



“I… I… I came inside her, I didn’t ask if she was safe, oh shit, oh fuck…”



“It’s okay, it’s okay,” Jordan said. “I’m on the pill, it’s okay, mm, it felt so good…”



He collapsed onto the armchair and laughed into his hands, relief flooding him. Paige climbed onto his lap, grinding on his spent cock and giving him her breasts to suck. “Someday I’m going to want that,” she said softly. “For you to come inside me, unprotected. A family.”



He smiled back up at her, and let go of her nipple. “I’m going to want that too.”









Revelations. By Which I Mean Shocking Truths, and Not the Biblical Revelations. You Probably Understood That. But Wait, That Would Be One Hell of a Plot Twist, Right?



 



“Where is my sister, Jack?” Casey asked for the second or third time that week.



“We’re here, we’re pulling up now,” Jackson said. “Sorry, sorry.”



“It’s nearly one in the afternoon!”



“I know, I’m sorry.”



“You told me she would be back last night.”



“I just… we just… had… uh… the shoot went overlong and rather than drive her back late last night and wake you two up, we… we invited Jordan to stay and… um…” It was a lame excuse, especially since an hour ago he’d been fucking Christa’s ass while Jordan rested under her licking her pussy, but Casey was definitely not going to want to hear that.



“I know what you were up to. Besmirching our family’s good name. Besmirching it, Jack!”



“Besmirching, your…”



“Fornication!”



Jordan burst out into giggles. “I’m glad to see you’re still a dork, Casey.”



Casey’s voice lost its thunder completely and he said in a normal tone, “Ohhh. Oh. Says the queen dork. I told Jack about your weekly roleplaying games. Did you know Jack and I bonded over Knife of Brauntar?”



“Really?” Jordan asked.



“It’s true,” Jackson said. “The night we met, we were both working out at the gym and my phone went off. One of my friends from Honeypot, I have his ringer set to the theme song from that game. Casey heard it and that was how we met.”



“No way,” Jordan said. “I love it.”



“Did you have fun last night?” Casey asked.



“God yes,” Jordan said. “And you really don’t want to know the details.”



“Ugh, no I do not. See you soon.”



Jack pulled into the parking lot for Casey and Niara’s building and came to a stop. Jordan took his hand and grinned at him.



“This has been the best vacation ever.”



“I’m glad you had fun. So did we.”



“Thank you. And not just for the insane sex. I mean for letting me in on your process and letting me watch last night and this morning. You and Christa together… wow.”



“In bed, or professionally?”



“Both, stud.” She leaned across and kissed him. “I want to see all of you again before I go.”



“Dinner tonight?” he asked hopefully.



“I’d like that. I have something I want to talk to all of you about.”



“Is everything okay?”



She gave him a smile, and it was not the honest ones he’d teased out of her the night before, the open, apprehensive ones. Instead, it was the smile of a woman very practiced at smiling. “Everything is great.”



* * *



Jack ran through a dozen restaurant ideas for the group, but they were either going to be too expensive for him to afford with five people or they were Brinkley’s, which Jordan, wonderful as she was, couldn’t appreciate in all its glory. In the end, he decided to cook for Jordan one of Bambi and Paige’s favorites from when they lived together, porcupine meatballs.



He thought he knew what Jordan would want to ask them. They’d moved so good as a group together, the sex incredible. He was sure she wanted to be a part of this and his heart thought it was a great idea. So did another part of him. But that was crazy. They’d only known Jordan for days. They hadn’t had any meaningful talks. She could be a crazy conspiracy theorist or hate animals and kids or something awful like that. But his heart knew what it wanted, and though he already had three incredible girlfriends, he wanted Jordan there too. Was that greedy? Sure. Was it any less true? Nope.



While he cooked, Christa, Bambi, and Paige went to pick up Jordan. They came in as a herd, stomping the snow off their shoes and talking a mile a minute. Jordan carried a six pack of Corona and a bottle of red wine. “A gift for the host and hostesses,” she said as she came into the kitchen. “Oh my God, that smells good.”



“It’s one of the best things he cooks,” Paige said.



“Does he always cook for all of you?” Jordan asked.



“Him or Christa most nights,” Bambi said.



“I’m nowhere near as good as Christa, but she’s teaching me,” Jackson said. He put a hand on Jordan’s back and pulled her in for a kiss. She seemed surprised by the move, and pleased, her eyes sparkling. “Mm. You taste sweet.”



“We had one last cake-testing this afternoon. I think they’re the bakery Niara wants to go with. Lemon… not raspberry, but something like that. Boysenberry? It was good. Different, but kind of amazing. Little more expensive than the others but once Niara saw the designs I think she was sold.”



“That’s great,” Jackson said. “And the venue?”



“Niara really liked a church in Maddie Springs. They only have openings for a couple dates and it would have to be in the morning, so what they’re thinking is the wedding there and the reception in the city later in the day. It makes sense. They could get pictures done, change, get something to eat, and not have to worry about being rushed.”



“That’s a great idea,” Christa said. “And Maddie Springs is gorgeous.”



“So there’s still a chance they could hold the reception at Brinkley’s,” Jackson said.



“You and Casey wish,” Paige said.



They talked more about the wedding as Jack finished up with dinner, pulling out garlic bread from the oven and doling out meatballs onto plates. Bambi poured wine for everyone but Paige, who didn’t drink in memory of her father, who passed away from a drunk driving incident when she was a kid. Jordan heard that story and took her hand, squeezing it.



“I wondered what might have happened to him. I saw all the pictures at your mom’s house. He was obviously well-loved.”



“He was the best,” Paige said, squeezing her hand back. “Mom gave me my love of reading but he gave me my love of stories. Does that make sense?”



“It does,” Jordan said. “Our dad is the same way. He’ll feed you full of nonsense but you’ll love every minute of it.”



They ate, finishing off the bottle of wine fast and Christa producing another one, a fine bottle she’d been saving for a special occasion. “I think it’s appropriate, given what Jordan’s about to ask us,” she said.



“You know?” Jackson asked her.



Bambi smiled. “She told us on the ride back from Brooklyn. Christa and I are all for it.”



“I’ve been thinking about a move here,” Jordan said.



Jack blurted, “Come live here. With us.”



Silence fell around the table Jackson realized in that horrible moment he hadn’t asked his girlfriends if that was what they wanted. He’d only assumed.



“I mean… if that’s what everyone wants. I’m sorry, I… I shouldn’t have… I know things got off to a rocky start, but-”



“Jack, I don’t want to be part of a harem,” Jordan said. She didn’t sound upset. She sounded amused.



“You… you don’t? But you said you were thinking of moving here.”



“Yes. To be closer to my brother and because I love this city. And now because of you four too. I like you. I like all of you. I’m so glad we’ve had this time together, I really am. The sex last night and this morning was amazing, and I hope if I do move here, you’re up for having more fun sometimes.”



“But… then what were you going to ask us?” Jackson asked.



“I want to go in business with you,” Jordan said. “You, Christa, Bambi, and Paige, if she’s looking to become a model.”



“Business?” Jackson asked. “You want to model like Christa too?”



“Yes. But more than that.”



“Wait, you said Bambi. But she-”



“Jack, listen to her,” Bambi said, putting a hand on his thigh.



“I know Bambi doesn’t want to model, not right away. I respect that,” Jordan said. “But her financial skills are going to be just as important if all of you say yes and this thing takes off.  She would handle the accounting. I have a business degree and I know about marketing and contracts and all of that. When I found out what you and Christa do from Casey, it intrigued me and I’ve been researching it. A lot. What I’m envisioning is a small modeling agency. Very small. It would be Christa, Paige, and me at the core to start. That’s a good base, especially for one photographer. As time goes on, we could add more if we decide they’re a good fit, and of course, if there are holes in your schedule with us, they could be filled with other short-term clients. But we would be the priority, and we’d help elevate each other. We could make a ton of money if we can all work together.”



Jack thought about all this, stunned but his mind quickly warming to the idea. “A small modeling agency. With you and Paige just starting out, this would take time to get going.”



“With me in their corner, it might not be so slow as you’d think,” Christa said. “That sounds so vain but even beyond my name being attached, I have friends who owe me favors, reciprocal posts, that sort of thing. If they push Paige and Jordan’s sites, they’ll have as good a start as anyone in the business who isn’t friends with one of the biggest names. And whatever you needed for equipment, for real equipment, I’d front it. I’d been planning on doing that anyways, your Christmas present from me.”



“Christa, I… that’s a lot of money,” Jackson said.



“You are worth it, my love,” Christa said softly. She looked around the table. “All of you are. You too, Jordan.”



“Thank you,” Jordan said. “I don’t want you to say yes tonight. Think it over. Tell me your answer when it’s time. But God, I hope you do. I can’t do middle-management the rest of my life. I need to stretch my wings.”



Jackson licked his lips and looked around the table. He knew he wanted to be a photographer, and he knew nobody like he knew these women. Going into business with anyone was risky but he loved Bambi, Paige, and Christa unconditionally and he liked Jordan. Enough to start a company with her? He wasn’t sure, not yet.



“You all knew about this?” he asked. Everyone nodded.



“She called me the night we came home from Brookly and told me everything she told them,” Paige said. “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you but we weren’t certain until last night that this was what we wanted to do. We weren’t going to bring it up with you unless we all agreed we were in, and we are.”



“I love the idea,” Bambi said. “I get to be involved in your shoots but I don’t have to be on camera.”



“You and I already work well together,” Christa said. “This would be a great next step.”



“But you don’t want to be part of us,” Jackson said quietly to Jordan.



Her smile fell. “I’m sorry, Jack.”



“No, it’s okay. I… I got my hopes up there a little bit. I just thought… well, last night and this morning, and we all fit so well together, I guess… sorry. I’m projecting what I wanted onto you and that’s not fair. And I really should have talked to all my girlfriends first before asking you. I’m sorry to everyone.”



“Oh, Jack, we can’t be mad at you for that,” Paige said, getting up and coming to him to kiss his cheek. She collected his plate while she was at it.



“I agree,” Christa said. “And I thought she would make a lovely addition to the group. But I understand our lifestyle isn’t for everyone.”



“Thank you,” Jordan said. “It’s not that I’m judging or anything. I think all of you are incredibly hot together and it is tempting. But I love hard and… well. I’d be the most jealous, catty bitch in the group, I’m sure of it.”



“I could always spank you and keep you in line,” Bambi said, but she was smiling and leaned across to take the other woman’s hand. “I get it but I want to say this. I’d give Jack anything he wanted, and that would mean you too, if you ever change your mind.”



Jordan didn’t respond to that, only bringing Bambi’s hand to her lips and kissing it.









Time Together



 



Jordan didn’t want to stay that night and complicate their decision, and Jackson supposed he couldn’t blame her. Besides, everyone but him was sore and exhausted from the previous night. Along with Christa, he drove Jordan back to Casey and Niara’s, and kissed her goodnight outside the car before driving home again.



“You’re upset,” Christa said gently. “Is it about the business idea, or about her?”



Jackson smiled to himself. “Her, I guess. I know it’s crazy but I thought we made a real connection with her.”



“I did too.”



“Did I do something? Did I push too hard, too fast?”



“No, Jack. I think that young woman knows she would fall very hard for you if she became part of our group and that would lead to someone getting hurt. Maybe a couple of us. I don’t know.”



“I guess. I just… after Bambi and I broke up last summer, it hurt so much. I was so alone and I hated that feeling. But I don’t regret letting her go because we both needed to figure out who we were and if this was what we really wanted. That pain was worth it, you know? But this… this feels different.”



“Do you love her?”



“No, I barely know her. That’s what’s confusing me about the whole thing. I don’t love her but I can see loving her.”



“That is complicated,” Christa said. “But she’ll be close to us, even if she isn’t part of our house. That’s something. It’s like Bambi said. She’s welcome any time.”



“There’s that,” Jackson agreed, and it did make him feel marginally better. “What do you think about her business proposal?”



“I like it. I really do. I belonged to a small group of models like that once and it was the most uplifting thing. That was… oh wow, fifteen years ago?” She squinted as she did some internal math and shook her head. “I wouldn’t have been much older than you are now. That’s been just a few years.”



Jackson chuckled. “You’re as young as we are at heart. And hornier.”



“That’s true,” Christa said.



“What happened, if you don’t mind me asking?”



“Well, we were all part of a bigger modeling agency we didn’t like. Very male dominated, very chauvinistic atmosphere. A lot of that bullshit locker room talk.” She made a retching sound. “We all wanted out. My friend Vicki set everything up and when our contracts ran out, we signed with her. It was a good time, a whole lot of fun, but the world was changing fast away from magazines and traditional modeling gigs. And some of them just moved on, got married, had kids, got what they wanted to out of the life, that sort of thing. In about three years Vicki and I were the last ones standing. We closed up shop and that was that. It sounds short but three years is an eternity in the modeling world. It’s a million to one odds that I’m still doing this successfully.”



“No, it isn’t,” Jackson said. “And it’s not just how beautiful you are either. It’s your tenaciousness, your hard work. You make this happen every day.”



“Thank you, Jack.”



“It’s the truth. I think you’d have to be the leader for this thing to work. Jordan and Bambi might be the business and financial brains but you have the experience. I think a group-run decision process would be a disaster and you know this business better than all of us combined. So that’s my line in the sand. You’re in charge or I don’t want in.”



“That’s a lot of responsibility.”



“I’m not saying we wouldn’t help you. Of course we would. But it would be stupid to ignore the twenty years you’ve been doing this. I might be a hopeless, brainless romantic at times, but business is business and I don’t want to start this thing off on a bad foundation. We need you in the front of this.”



She thought about that. “Only if everyone else agrees. Including Jordan.”



“That seems fair.”



They rode home in companionable silence after that, broken up only by Christa turning on Christmas music. Jack had almost forgotten about the holiday and made a quick stop to buy wrapping paper and gift tags while Christa bought some cinnamon tea for Paige’s mother and chocolates for Jackson and Bambi’s parents. They were nearly at the checkout aisle when Jackson realized he left one name off his list. Jordan. Casey and Niara were throwing a Christmas party the next night before his sister flew out, so Jack hurried back into the aisles, inspiration striking him in only seconds when he saw a display of cheap ramen. It brought him back to that first meal together at the ramen restaurant, and he grabbed one solitary package of it and hurried for the kitchenware aisle for two big noodle bowls and chopsticks. Christa tailed him, watching all this with a faint smile.



Back home, Paige was sprawled out with her laptop on the couch and Bambi was sweating through a workout on Christa’s exercise bike while watching a nature show. Jackson commandeered one of the bedrooms and laid out the wrapping paper, scissors, tape, and tags. His gifts weren’t as personal as they had been the year before but he thought he did pretty all right. His thoughts drifted in a pleasant haze for a while, thinking not about Jordan but that Christmas the year before, the magical trip home with Paige only to find out she had a surprise in store for him – Bambi, and not just for a night, but a lifetime of them, willing to take a chance on loving Bambi the way he loved her, and miracle of miracles, it worked.



He finished wrapping Paige’s gifts first and brought them out to put under the tree. That done, he stopped to lean down and kiss the top of her head. “What’s that for?” Paige asked him, a sleepy lull to her voice.



“Sorry. Didn’t want to interrupt your work, but this time last year… what you did for me and Bambi… it was just on my mind.”



She clicked her tongue and closed her laptop. Jack tried to protest but soon she was on her feet and kissing him properly.



“It turned out to be a gift for us both,” she said, stroking his face.



“But you couldn’t have known that at the time.”



“I did, though. I don’t know how but when she and I first started talking, well… I knew.” She cocked her head now, smiling. “Like you’re feeling about Jordan.”



“No, I… maybe. I guess. I don’t know.”



“Be honest.”



Jack hesitated, then nodded. “Yeah. I feel like she belongs. But if she doesn’t feel the same way, I’m not going to press it on her. Come on. Those were your gifts I put under the tree. Come into the bedroom and work in there. I want you close tonight.”



“Aw, baby…”



She ended up ditching the laptop and came in to sit on the bed while he wrapped Bambi’s presents. Her voice was thick with need of sleep and her attention kept slipping. They talked about Jordan’s idea. Paige was in, and agreed wholeheartedly with Jack that Christa should be in charge. But soon he realized he was the only one doing the talking and looked up from a pair of warm fuzzy plaid slipper socks to a sleeping Paige. He smiled to himself, and finished wrapping gifts as quietly as he could.



When he finished cleaning up and putting all the presents under the tree, Bambi emerged from the shower in pajamas and a robe.



“Don’t suppose any of those are the slipper socks I hinted at, are they?” she asked hopefully.



“Whaaaat? No. Slipper socks? I forgot about those.”



Bambi eyed him with a lopsided smile, and he knelt to pick up a package and toss it underhanded to her. She ripped it open in a hurry and wiggled in place. “Oooh, you remembered I liked the plaid.”



“I did. Merry early Christmas, baby.”



They sat on the couch together, putting on a Christmas movie, but it wasn’t long before Bambi was snuggled up to him and they were gently making out. She was still too sore for much more than that, but sat astride his lap anyways, more to wrap herself around him and be close than any sort of sexual gesture.



“I need you to be honest with me now,” he said. “If you don’t like Jordan, if she’s still rubbing you the wrong way…”



“No. No,” she said firmly, and pulled back to kiss him gently. “I thought her questions that day were judgmental, like we were a science experiment to her. But when I knew that she actually admired us and wanted to work with us, I got it. I wish she’d been more honest at first but she was nervous and already liked you a lot.” She studied his eyes. “I’m sorry she said no to being with us. I thought…”



“Yeah. Me too. Listen, I told Christa something in the car, something I wanted to talk to you about too.” He explained about wanting Christa to be the head of the company and she listened, nodding is she mulled it over.



“Yes. I agree. Truth is she probably doesn’t even need me doing finances or Jordan doing the business end of things. We’d be lucky to work with her. She knows so much about all this, good and bad.”



“So you’re in too?”



“Oh yeah. We’re doing this, Jack.”



“Can you believe we somehow turned photographing those action figures into an actual business?”



She grinned and kissed his nose. “Would you believe me if I said I wasn’t surprised at all? I knew that first day you were going to be amazing at this.”



“I’m not doing it alone. Thanks for… God, Bambi, I don’t know how to encompass all of it. Thank you for taking a chance on me. Twice.”



“You did the same for me.”



“You always had my heart. You know that.”



“You always had mine too.”



* * *



Niara told Casey and Jack straight along that she had reservations for the Christmas party at a place called Gotyu. Both guys agreed in retrospect they probably should have seen the swerve coming, because when Jack called her up the night of the party to ask where exactly the restaurant was and why he couldn’t find it online, Niara gave him a very familiar address, one he and Casey visited at least once a week, usually with Niara in tow.



“But that’s Brinkley’s,” he said.



“Yeah it is! Gotyu. Get it? Because I got you!”



“Oh goddamn it,” he groaned. “But also you are the most wonderful, sweetest, best person in the world, you know that, right?”



“Oh, I know. Get your fine butt here with the girls.”



Brinkley’s was busy, though not with its usual college crowd. Everyone had already gone home for the semester, so this was a rare occasion when the locals outnumbered the students. Casey and Niara had reserved seating near the back, with two tables jammed together and appetizers just coming out of the kitchen. Casey, his sister, and his fiancée all stood up when the group joined them, everyone hugging everyone and presents being piled up on another nearby table.



Jack and Jordan were the last to greet each other. He moved instinctually, cupping the side of her face and kissing her in a none-too-business-like way. Her eyes slid half-closed and she breathed, “Jack,” her smile sweet and honest, but hidden away again far too soon when Casey cleared his throat. Jordan laughed softly at that and sat.



“The greatest lie I told this week is that I hated this place,” she said. “I love it but Niara’s had this joke planned for months.”



“Literally months,” Niara agreed, bouncing happily on her chair.



“I am going to marry that woman,” Casey said.



It was a good night, the best send-off they could have made not just for Jordan but Bambi and Jack too. Casey and Jordan kept up a stream of embarrassing stories about each other from their childhood. Niara showed off pictures of the Maddie Springs they decided on for the wedding, and they talked the reception for a while after that. Gifts were given, with Casey’s gift of the matching cufflinks he wanted to wear with Jack on his wedding day making Jack’s eyes burn. He hugged his best friend for that with fierce back pounding and promises they’d get together when Jack got back to play the video game Jack had gifted him.



Jack’s present to Jordan was deliberately held back by Niara for last, to Jack’s embarrassment. She opened it with trepidation, and her smile was slow and beautiful as she took in the pair of noodle bowls, chopsticks, and the ramen.



“I know a pair of bowls isn’t going to make it through a flight,” Jack said, his cheeks burning as everyone at the table looked at him. “But I thought… I thought when you came back to the city, when you moved here, we could have lunch again. Just as friends or business partners.”



“Jack… it’s perfect,” Jordan said. Her smile changed to something more plastic, her emotions locked up again. Casey noticed too, and started to say something, but couldn’t come up with the words. Instead, he looked between Jack and his sister, and kept his mouth shut.



After the meal, Christa excused herself to go to the bathroom. She was joined by all the women present, save for Jordan. Jack and Casey got a good laugh out of that, and then Casey said sheepishly, “Shit, I gotta go too. Be right back.”



That left just Jack and Jordan. He felt like a shy teenager again, looking across at her. Even in an ugly Christmas sweater, she was nothing short of gorgeous “Look, about the bowls and the ramen. If it was too much, I’m sorry.”



“No, it really is perfect. I just… I hope you know…”



She trailed off, looking over his shoulder. Jack misunderstood, and said hastily, “I know. I know. I’m not trying to push you into a relationship with us but-”



“They’re ditching us.”



“Huh?” Jack asked.



Jordan shot to her feet. Jackson stood too, turning just in time to see the entire group, trailed by Casey, rushing out of the restaurant, except them. Casey turned and yelled, “See you guys, merry Christmas, Jack!”



“I… what’s going on?” Jack asked.



“They’re making us spend time alone,” Jordan said. She laughed and shook her head. “Yup. There they go. Wow. Woooow. That is some straight-from-high-school shit from my brother.”



“You think it was him?”



“Oh, I know it was him. I guarantee you this whole week has been a setup to get me together with your group.”



Jack gaped at her. “You think?”



“I know. I’m betting he didn’t have finals when I flew in. He knew I’d like you and you’d like me and… oh, that asshole. I should have seen all this sooner.”



Jack’s phone buzzed. It was from Christa.



 



Girls and I are staying at a hotel tonight. Will be back early tomorrow morning. You have all our permission.



 



This was followed a moment later by another text from her.



 



Take what time you can, Jack. Love her like we love you.









Something Wrong



 



They moved together inside the empty house. Jack kissed Jordan gently, trying not to shout what was in his heart to her, trying to move past the pain of having to let another woman go. At least he knew Jordan would soon be a part of his life again, even if it wasn’t as a lover. That was enough, at least for now.



Their clothes marked a trail to the master bedroom, where Jack gently lifted Jordan and settled her down on the mattress. She scooted across it, staring up at him, silent save for his name as he spread her legs and went down on her.



“Jack…”



“We say yes,” he told her.



“Yeah?”



“Yeah.”



With that, he made love to her with his tongue. The only light spilled in from the hallway, leaving them wrapped mostly in shadows, but by now, Jackson Corso knew what he was doing, and he showed Jordan every trick in his book. He teased her pussy lips with the pads of his fingers, pressing them together, prying them apart to lick her, make her plead. He brought her legs up, teasing the delicate stretch of flesh between her pussy and her ass, discovering delightedly it was a wildly sensitive area for her.



“Please, Jack, please, my clit…” she begged, and he moved there, rubbing her clit in easy circles while he licked her soaked folds before bringing his mouth to her button, sucking it, licking it. She came fast then, hands shooting for his head, nails digging into his skull. He ached to bury his cock inside Jordan again, but he knew this could very well be it between them. School might be out but this was his truest final exam, a culmination of everything he learned from Bambi, Paige, and Christa, and he gave it his best shot.



He shifted so he could slide his middle finger into her while he kept licking and playing at her clit, making Jordan arch up and back down again, her body uncontrollable as he kept ramping up her pleasure. Her pussy throbbed around him as he added another finger, pumping them slow at first, then faster as her need built to a crescendo.



“Jack, oh, ohhhh, I need you, I need you!” she gasped as she came again, thighs pressed against his hand, eyes glittering in the darkness. Tears. Of pleasure, of some dark hurt she wasn’t willing to share, he didn’t know. But he could give her this one last gift, so he moved up her body to make love to her, kissing her as he guided himself into her tight cunt, one hand under her head, clutching her to him.



He thrust hard into her but took his time after that, needing every moment of this. Her hips rocked to meet him, their rhythm together natural and easy. Time lost its meaning, kept only by her cries and breathy gasps. He moved a hand to her clit and that was it for Jordan again, her head twisting to one said, her moan pushing him to his own release just minutes later.



They stayed entwined like that even as he softened and came free of her, their lips chasing and taking, their eyes closed. They lost more of the ambient light when the outdoor Christmas lights shut off. That meant it was midnight, and Jack clenched his jaw. No, no no no, they were losing so much time and there was so little left.



“It could be like this all the time,” he said,



“No. It couldn’t,” Jordan whispered, a hitch to her voice, and he knew she was right, that he couldn’t give her everything she needed of him, that he would have to share his love with three others, and she rolled him onto his back and took him inside again, warm wetness brushing his skin as her tears fell. Some rolled down his own cheeks, and he pulled her down to him, cradling her close, kissing her, wanting to whisper promises in her ear he knew he couldn’t deliver on.



Eventually she put her hands on his chest and pushed back upward, rocking on his hips, her smile like fool’s gold. “I’ll be back, and we’ll have more fun,” she said. “You, me, the others too. I just, I just… I can’t be a part of this, I can’t have you and not have you, Jack.”



“I know,” he said. He reached up and fondled her breasts. She liked that and rocked faster. “We’ll have fun together.”



“So much fun. And… and the business… it’ll be amazing…”



“Yeah,” he said, his own smile as fake as hers, but he tried for her to play out this fantasy, to pretend that his heart wasn’t shattering.



“Just a few weeks, mmm, and then I’ll be back, and we’ll do amazing things.”



Their words fell away as Jordan began to rock harder and harder. The room filled with her passion, her gasps and moans real but played up to hide the emotions still threatening to break free. Jack couldn’t see her well but he could imagine her above him, her face just inches away, and the thought of kissing her hurt so much that he pulled her off him and moved again, pushing her onto her hands and knees, taking Jordan that way, making her whip her head back and cry out as he drove deep inside her over and over again.



She dropped lower, ass high, and Jack couldn’t stop, his wish to stretch this out as long as he could inevitably dwarfed by need of release again, but at the edge, he hung on, and he moved one last time with her, putting her on her side and spooning with her, his cock lodged inside her cunt as he kissed her neck, whispering her name.



“Jordan… oh God, Jordan…”



“Come for me, Jack, show me, come for me…”



In the early hours of the morning, when nothing stirred except them, he did, an animalistic noise of pain and lust combined escaping him as he drove his come deep inside her. She cried out too, her body tensing and relaxing against him. He meant to clean her up, but when he started to pull away, Jordan gasped, “No, no, let me have you, just for tonight, stay with me.”



* * *



Morning, and with it came a strange calm. Their smiles were still faked, but maybe not so much as the night before. It was over, Jackson realized. They would know each other, work together, be close to each other as friends with benefits, but the love he felt for Jordan needed to be boxed up and put away deep in the storage of his mind, and that morning was the beginning of that.



They ended things the same way Jackson started the week, by going to a bakery for cinnamon rolls. He called his girlfriends to see if they wanted anything. They were on their way home and the bakery wasn’t far, so they soon joined the pair, filling the place with noise and laughter, much like they had Brinkley’s the night before. Jordan joined in, pulling Jackson into it too, her eyes moving often to his and dancing.



She, Christa, and Bambi made plans to talk more online about the practical business aspects of things. Their financial talk went flying over Jackson’s head, and he took the time to scoot in closer to Paige and take her hand. She leaned in and whispered in his ear, “You okay?”



“Yeah,” he said.



She studied him, her smile a little sad. “Liar.”



He smiled too. “Yeah.”



And with that, Jordan’s vacation was finished. Jack and Bambi drove her to Casey’s with about two hours to spare before her flight. Jackson meant to only help Jordan inside with the Christmas presents from the night before for Casey, Niara, and Jordan, but Casey had other plans.



“Come with us to the airport,” he said. “You’ve got time, right? Or are you guys heading to Brooklyn tonight?”



“I…” Jack said.



“We should…” Jordan started. “Um…”



“We have time,” Bambi said. “We’re not going until this afternoon.”



Jack and Jordan both looked at her, then at each other. Jordan opened her mouth, closed it, and made a helpless gesture with her hands.



“I’d like to see you off,” Jackson said. With false cheer, he added, “No big airport moment. No drama. I promise.”



“Thank you,” Jordan said.



They collected her luggage, heavier than when she landed, what with all her Christmas presents and some new clothes she bought throughout the week. As they drove to the airport, Bambi and Jordan filled Casey and Niara in on the details of their planned business together. Jordan had plans to temporarily live in the same little house they’d used for Christa’s photo shoot, which Jackson liked. He wanted her close, even if their relationship was about to take a friends-with-benefits turn.



“And don’t buy any kitchen crap,” Casey told her. “We’re already getting stuff sent to us for the wedding. We have two mixers now and three food processors.”



“Christa has a ton of stuff in storage too,” Jackson said.



Bambi said, “That was how Jack seduced her. With a sun tea jar she owned.”



“I…” Jackson started, then sighed. “Yeah, kinda.”



Jordan got a good laugh out of that, forced, the atmosphere brittle in the car but Jack with no way to know why. Had it been a mistake accepting Casey’s invitation? Should he and Bambi have just said goodbye?



No
 , his heart said firmly.
 And you know it. Something is wrong. Something is terribly wrong.



Was that his imagination? His own desires imprinting themselves on his perception? He couldn’t tell. And this time, there was no safety net, no Paige to guide him back towards Bambi, or both of them pushing him towards Christa. Whether or not to say something was his decision and his alone, and he had no idea what decision to make. None at all.



They found a spot in short-term parking, Casey grumbling good-naturedly about how much cheaper it would be to just kick his sister out before they even hit the airport. Niara smacked him for that.



They walked Jordan into the terminal with her luggage in tow, Jackson silent and Bambi giving him occasional unreadable looks. He had bad flashbacks to the day he thought he lost her forever, when she and his parents saw him off to college a thousand miles from home, when they thought they were breaking up forever. That had been the most painful day of his life by far, but this, this was agonizingly close, and it confused and angered him. He’d only known Jordan a week, but he loved her, and he could not deny that simple fact. As Jordan checked her bags, he reminded himself of that. He had to let her go. That was what you did for the people you loved. You swallowed your pain and you let them live their lives the way they needed to.



“Thank you for the best vacation ever,” Jordan said to Casey and Niara. “Niara, I’m so happy you’re going to my sister. Are my sister.”



“Oh honey, me too,” Niara said, crying great big happy tears. They embraced, and when Jordan pulled away, she turned to her brother. “You got lucky with this one. Don’t fuck it up.”



“I will try not to,” Casey said.



“And thank you for setting me up with Jack and his girlfriends.”



A look of surprise crossed Casey’s face, and he stammered, “I… what?”



“I know you didn’t really have finals last week and could have picked me up.”



Casey looked sharply at Niara and his girlfriend shook her head. “I didn’t tell her.”



“Hah! I didn’t know I was right until right now. You really did set us up,” Jordan said.



“You… you meant for this to happen?” Jackson asked Casey.



There was a moment of silence and finally Casey shrugged. “Yeah. You’re the best guy I know. She’s like… the sixtieth best girl I know.”



“Asshole,” Jordan said, and punched his shoulder.



“She’s been searching for a really long time for the right guy,” Casey said, ignoring the punch. “I thought you and your girlfriends might be what she neededt. I’m sorry I was wrong about that, but I’m not sorry I tried.”



“We still did find each other, in a way,” Jordan said. She smiled at Jack, one last blast of that open, honest, apprehensive smile.



Tell her. Tell her tell her tell her.



“I’m looking forward to seeing you again,” he said, stepping forward and lifting his hands, unsure what to do with them, whether to hug her or kiss her or grab her up and throw her over his shoulder and never stop running with her and the rest of his girlfriends. His voice was hoarse as he added, “As friends and… and business partners.”



“As friends and business partners,” she said, her smile staying in place. She made up his body’s mind for him and came in. His arms wrapped around her instinctually and he kissed her, a gentle, chaste kiss, his eyes burning, his heart physically hurting. He wanted to sit down and bury his head in his hands. He wanted to cry and shout and he wanted Jordan, goddamn it.



But he let her go and stepped back. Casey almost said something. Niara almost said something. Bambi and Jordan hugged, making promises to keep in touch, and wordlessly, Casey handed his sister her carryon. Jordan smiled at all of them. “I’ll see you all again in a month or two.”



“Looking forward to it,” Bambi said.



“See you, sis,” Casey said.



“We love you so much,” Niara said.



Jack could only nod.



We love you.



I love you.



And you let go of what you love.



* * *



They started walking for the exit. Jackson’s shoulders slumped and Bambi wrapped an arm around him. “Bad memories,” she whispered.



“Yeah,” he said.



Jack stopped moving. She looked up at him, her own eyes shining, but her smile broad and beautiful when he said, “I need her.”



She nodded, and Jackson whirled around. Jordan was in line for the security gate, her back to them. He hurried to her, trying not to run and failing spectacularly. Bambi was beside him, silent, grinning, and she took his hand in the moment before they reached Jordan, squeezing it and giving him a silent message.



Good luck. Get the girl.



“Jordan,” he said, his hand on her shoulder.



She turned, and in a heartbeat, he knew the truth of it. Something Casey said during the tux hunt slammed into place in his mind.



That’s who she really is. She’ll never tell you she’s suffering. She’ll only make sure you aren’t.



Jordan’s tears were a river, her eyes red already from the force of them. “J-Jack…”



“No,” he shouted.



That took both Jordana and Bambi by surprise. “What?” Jordan asked.



“I’m out. I’m sorry, I lied, I promised you no dramatic scenes at the airport, but I… I’m out. I love you and I don’t want to be just friends and business partners. I want you in our lives. If I can’t have that, then I’m out.”



Jordan looked at them both, her words panicked and rapid, “I didn’t want to come between you and them, I, I, I know you love them, and I wasn’t kidding, I can be such a jealous bitch and I… I thought it would be better for all of you this way.”



Her bag hit the floor and Jackson meant to kiss her then, but Bambi was there first, clutching the other woman, kissing her hard, ignoring the stares and whispers and even the hooting from the people around them. Her own tears started to fall fast just like Jordan’s, and like Jack, she was nearly shouting.



“You would have sacrificed being happy with us for… for…”



“For all of you to be happy,” Jordan said. “I… I liked Jack so fast. It made no sense and I tried to fight it but then you and I… I thought I was doing the right thing and…”



“The right thing is being with us,” Jack said. “So promise me, when you come back, we get all of you. Heart and soul.”



Bambi nodded, finally letting Jordan go. The other woman looked up at Jack, that honest smile back in place, even through the tears.



“Yes. Heart and soul.”



* * *



The best benefit to Aiko’s new job? Her boss was fucking
 hot
 . A true MILF, a little overweight but Aiko didn’t care about that. Samantha had a gorgeous face, boobs for weeks, and big juicy hips that Aiko loved to see swish in her skirts and dresses. Even better, Samantha seemed to like looking at Aiko too, though she tried so adorably hard not to.



Her boss was incredibly intelligent and very good at her job, a sweet woman, quiet and a little socially awkward. In short, exactly Aiko’s type. She planned to make her move soon. No job in the history of the world was as important to her as her fun. When she walked in on Samantha in a supposed conference call that ran late to find her boss red-cheeked and nearly panting with a distinct buzzing sound coming from under her desk, Aiko pounced.



The buzzing stopped and Samantha gasped, “Aiko! I… I thought you left.”



“I clocked out but I wanted to sneak in and see if you needed anything,” Aiko said, coming to the desk. “What are you up to?”



“Oh, um, just… just…”



“Just playing with a toy, maybe?”



“I… oh God. I’m so embarrassed. I… I…”



“Sh, it’s okay. We all have needs, Samantha.”



“I’m… you shouldn’t come around the desk, I’m not… I…”



But Aiko kept coming as Samantha stared up at her, her gorgeous lips parted, her cheeks burning even brighter. “Be honest, Samantha. Because I really, really want to know the answer.” Aiko leaned in, putting her hands on both arms of Samantha’s office chair, giving her boss a view of her bra and her cleavage as she bent over to whisper theatrically, “Was it me you were thinking about?” She leaned in even closer, lips to her boss’s ear. “Fantasizing about?”



“Y-yes. I’m sorry… I, I’ll talk to HR tomorrow, oh Aiko, I-”



Whatever apology Samantha was trying to offer was silenced when Aiko cupped her chin with one hand and kissed her. Her boss’s breath tasted like her preferred cinnamon gum, and Aiko liked it.



“Now… what kind of a good assistant would I be…” She dropped to her knees, taking the bullet vibe from her boss and starting it up again as she examined Samantha’s beautiful, thick-lipped pussy. “…if I didn’t help my new favorite boss out?”



 



* * * * *



 



Thanks very much for reading! Jack, Bambi, Paige, Christa, and Jordan will be back in Aiko, coming soon.
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