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The Big Score

“Give the glass a kiss. Yeah, against the rim, just like that,” Jackson said, snapping picture after picture as Paige brought a martini glass to her lips. The glass was empty, and her lipstick stained the rim. “Perfect, perfect, give me a wink, that’s it. Hot.”

All around them buzzed life. A dozen other models laughed and chatted, including Jackson’s girlfriends Christa, Jordan, and their friend-with-benefits Aiko. Christa was out of the modeling life now and enjoying a well-earned retirement, but she made a rare exception for this shoot at the request of their client, Wisps of You, one of the biggest lingerie chains in the United States. It warmed Jackson’s heart to have her in front of his camera again, even if it was just for the week.

The other women were an eclectic mix of well-known models, influencers, and actresses. Swirling among them were Rosie and Bambi, Rosie with her own camera in hand, Bambi playing the role of the dutiful assistant. She was the company’s official CEO now that Christa had retired, but she worked just as hard on the ground floor of the company as anyone else. Always had, and always would. That was just one tiny part of why Jackson loved her so much.

Also among their number were representatives from Wisps of You’s PR and advertising departments, corporate types Jackson liked and disliked in equal measure. The down-home country girl Scarlett was great, buoyant, helpful, and smart enough to stay out of his and Rosie’s way, but her counterpart Mando was a prick on a colossal level and wanted to interfere with everything. He was death to Jackson’s process, which was to create as intimate a connection with his models as he could, given how busy they were that day.

Thankfully, Mando was gone for the moment to a private airfield to pick up the star of the show, Mikayla Chassen. Jackson’s girlfriends were mildly famous, Paige and Christa recognized often on the streets, and Jordan and Aiko with moderately smaller but no less dedicated fans. Four of the other women present were better known, especially the actresses, all of whom were up-and-coming it girls.

But Mikayla Chassen was in a league of her own. There wasn’t really a ranking system for models but if there was, her name would have been at the very top. Ten years ago, at age sixteen, she exploded onto the scene when she was discovered by an advertising agent and starred in a cologne and perfume ad with none other than Antonio Radjevic, the beloved actor and model. They played a father-daughter duo in the ad, a real “chip off the old block” moment when he caught her using the women’s perfume version of her dad’s cologne. It endeared Mikayla to the general public, and her star only rose from there, leading to a multifaceted career and the kind of lifestyle most models could only dream of.

Though Jackson started as a photographer for Christa over a decade ago, he wasn’t immune to being starstruck, and the thought that he of all people was going to be photographing Mikayla Chassen nearly nude left him dry-mouthed. But up to that moment, it had been a future Jackson problem. The Jackson of right now was having fun with his lovely models and their new friends, two of whom were genuinely interested in Geek and Lace’s modeling representation.

Jackson had to switch lenses, and as he was doing so, Scarlett came up beside him and said, “You’re really something.”

“Thanks,” Paige said. She was dressed in a black nightgown, her big nipples tenting the fabric. The previous fall, she had a little plastic surgery done to give her breasts the lift they once had before giving birth, but Jackson liked that she opted to keep her nipples natural. “Have you ever thought about modeling? You’d knock them dead.”

Jackson caught Scarlett blushing out of the corner of his eye and smiled to himself. She was exactly his harem’s type, full-figured and ripe, with soft, wide-set eyes that shone when her brilliant smile was honest, which it mostly seemed to be. Her makeup was done to try to make it look like she wore no makeup at all save for extra mascara and her eyelash extensions, which he thought worked well for her. Her long, full hair ran the gamut of shades from honey blonde to a warm brunette, and fell nearly to her pleasantly plump ass.

“I’ve never done anything professional like what you do,” Scarlett said.

“Ooh, but you have done something, haven’t you?” Paige asked, a teasing quality to her voice.

Scarlett gave them the full blast of her pearly white teeth and her gorgeous smile. “I do work for a lingerie company. It’s practically in the contract that I try out our wares now and then and take a selfie or have a picture taken of me.”

“I know for one I want to see you model something too. How about you, Jack?” Paige asked.

“I’d love to get you in front of my camera,” he said.

Those entrancing eyes sparked to life. “You two are trouble.”

“If you’re not doing anything, have dinner with us tonight,” Jackson said.

“We’ll show you the good kind of trouble,” Paige said.

“I’d like that,” Scarlett said. Just then, her phone buzzed and she took a quick look at it. “They’re almost here.”

“We’d better finish up,” Paige said, but Jackson shook his head.

“I’m not done with you yet.”

“Jack, it’s Mikayla Chassen.”

“And you’re Paige Lucas. You belong in this ad campaign just as much as she does.”

She came in close and caressed his face. “You are still the sweetest man I’ve ever known.”

Scarlett watched all this, and quietly backed away when Jackson began giving Paige orders again. He was barely aware of the doors to the warehouse housing Geek and Lace’s studio opening. The commotion grew intense and then faded almost completely when Mikayla Chassen made her appearance, following behind Mando, his shrill voice filling the silence.

“All right, people, all right, Mikayla’s here, so let’s get this show really started.”

Over the top of his camera, Jackson rolled his eyes. He didn’t like Mando and hadn’t since they first talked to the guy on a video conference months ago in the preplanning stages of this shoot. He was high-strung, controlling, and as Jackson had figured out that morning, he was a diva.

But while Jackson and Paige kept working, Rosie stopped photographing her models and stared towards the newcomers, as were Bambi, Christa, Aiko, and Jordan, Bambi introducing herself and the other models.

Jackson gave Rosie a quick nod. “Go say hi too.”

“Me?” she hissed.

“Sure. Why not? Tell her I’ll be done-”

“Mr. Corso, if you’re ready?” Mando asked. His voice was like a whistling teakettle, and it made Jackson want to stuff scorpions in his ears.

“Be with you in five minutes.”

Jackson wasn’t looking in his direction but he could easily imagine the tall Black man trying not to sputter. The side of his mouth curled up, and Paige returned it, a smirk that ended up being the basis for one of the best pictures of that batch.

He focused on Paige, getting in close and having her pose on and around the loveseat they brought in for this shoot. They had three different sets constructed for that day, one a simple monochromatic backdrop, where Rosie had been working all morning. The other two were done up like a living room and a study respectively. The “study,” which was really just a pair of ornate desks, armchairs, and bookshelves lined with Paige’s extensive collection, was his favorite. It looked so very old-fashioned, like it belonged in an English manor somewhere, but in reality, the set was pretty cheap, the furniture bought from an estate sale, the bookshelves handmade from simple wood planks. The set designer and his small crew then added strips of lacquered wood detailed to look much more ornate than what were essentially scraps. It was a stroke of genius, coming in so far underbudget Jackson had sent him and his crew a small bonus and a bottle of whiskey as a thank you.

But for the moment, Jackson worked with Paige on the living room set, which spoke of high-class comfort. There were other couches, loveseats, and armchairs close by in storage ready to be hauled in to vary things up. Jackson and Rosie were already tired of moving furniture, but this was the big time, Geek and Lace’s crowning contract. Wisps of You had locations all over the United States and abroad, and their ads, runway shows, and their ever-popular sexy Christmas specials were infamous. Jordan had worked with them on a regular basis with one or two models at a time, but this was the company’s golden ticket and they had to nail it.

Paige’s attention kept drifting, and Jackson felt more than saw people behind them watching what they were doing. He was a professional and kept his focus squarely on his gorgeous girlfriend, moving around her, aware of how close he was to the coffee table and other furniture around the set.

“Eyes on me, Paige,” he said. “Good. Good. Give me the ‘Jack’s a dork’ smirk. That’s it. Perfect. Put one hand under your chin. Hm. No, move it to your ear. Yes, yeah, that’s it, perfect, now play with your earring and tilt your head.” He showed her how he wanted her to pose, and she did it, drawing an “ooh” from one of the other models.

“He’s good, isn’t he?” Aiko asked.

Jackson ignored that, and said to Paige, “Stay right there, just like that.” He moved sideways, then had an idea and came around the table. He knelt, catching half the table in the shot and Paige peeking at him behind it. “Look up here,” he said holding out a hand and two fingers pointing up. Paige did, and he snapped a half-dozen pictures like that. “Perfect. Perfect. Okay. I think we’re done, but give me one final goofy pose.”

Paige went ahegao, raising two fingers on each hand in a peace gesture as she crossed her eyes and stuck her tongue out. There was a practical purpose to this last shot. Jackson found it easier to do file organization with multiple models if he had a distinct first and last picture. It made it easier and a little quicker to copy and paste things. Plus, it was fun, and that was the whole point of all this.

Jack lowered his camera and came to her to give her a hand up to her feet. When he kissed Paige, cheers and claps broke out. Jackson thought Christa, Jordan, and Aiko might have started it, but he wasn’t sure. He turned, smiling and blushing a little. “My incredible model and baby momma,” he said, gesturing and bowing towards Paige, who did a mock curtsy.

And then he saw her.

Mikayla Chassen, in the flesh, looking around at all the people clapping and tentatively joining in.

* * *

Enigmatic. That was the word that sprang immediately to Jackson’s mind when he saw Mikayla for the first time in person. It was a word that got tossed around a lot in the modeling world, but in her case, she truly exuded it. Her expression was unreadable, her face naturally severe. She and Jordan shared a lot of parallels in that regard. Their hair color wasn’t far off either, both a dark brown, nearly black, though Jordan kept hers silky and long while Mikayla’s hung in ringlets, done back for the moment with long pins.

Mikayla’s curves were more pronounced than Jordan, though among the models present, she would be on the smaller side of things. At the moment, those curves were hidden under comfortable high-waisted designer jeans, a blue blouse, and a chic leather jacket that said more Paris runway than biker girl. Her makeup was only lightly done, but Mando and his people would get her fixed up soon enough. It was a service Geek and Lace could provide, but Mando acted appalled at the idea. Apparently he was a former cosmetician before becoming a corporate bigwig, and still preferred to get hands on with these things, because of course he did.

Mikayla held Jackson’s eyes only for a moment before taking in Paige. His girlfriend still carried some motherly softness to her that she liked, a comfortable thickness that only enhanced her voluptuous curves.

“Ms. Chassen, it’s a pleasure to get to work with you. Welcome to Geek and Lace,” Jackson said, words he rehearsed a hundred times in the days leading up to this. He was surprised he didn’t butcher them. Eighteen-year-old Jackson would have thrown out an unintelligible word stew.

He held out a hand and she shook. Her hand was slender, two rings adorning her pinky and pointer finger. “You came very highly recommended from my previous photographer, Elisa Babbit,” Mikayla said. She had no trace of an accent but her words were clipped and enunciated, an actress’s or a songbird’s voice. It was as beautiful as she was, a breathy caress.

“Elisa said that?” Jackson asked, and his heart warmed. “That’s high praise. She’s one of the best I’ve ever worked with. And smart. We went to a trivia night together in…” He caught himself. “Sorry. Getting off-topic.”

Her smile transformed into something more natural. “That’s all right. I’m quite a fan of hers too. And I agree. She is brilliant.”

Mando was practically bouncing on his feet with impatience by that point. He was a tall, wiry man with a coif-mohawk combination, three piercings in his nose, four in his ears, and a scar like a lightning symbol across his cheek. Jackson wouldn’t have hesitated to bet the scar was deliberately done to give him an artificial beauty mark.

“Mikayla, let’s put you in a chair and get you even more prettied up than you already are.” Mando gave Jackson a less-than-pleasant smile, showing an awful lot of teeth. “Mr. Corso, I’ll have her out to you promptly. Let’s be more prepared for her this time, shall we?”

“You contracted all these models,” Jackson said mildly. “That means I’m going to pay them all the attention they deserve.”

“We’ll talk about this later,” Mando said, and swept Mikayla towards the dressing room.

“Nice meeting you,” Jackson called after her, more to rankle Mando than anything else, but she gave him a look over her shoulder and the tiniest bit of a nod.

And maybe a smile too.


Curves Ahead

While the models prepared for the next round of photos, Jackson pulled Rosie aside and dug out a protein bar from his pack. She took it eagerly and devoured half of it in one bite, nearly choking on the thing. Same old Rosie, he thought with a smile.

“How’s it going?” he asked.

“I could really use your opinion on my last set with Carmen and Ali.”

“Let me see.”

She handed over her camera. When Rosie first started with Geek and Lace as his apprentice, she used his old, beloved college camera, but that had finally given up the ghost for good and now had a place of honor in his office on a shelf. This was a newer and inarguably better model, and it took amazing shots, especially with Rosie behind the lens.

He flicked through the images fast, nodding his approval without realizing he was even doing it. They each had their gifts with clients. Jackson could generally peel them apart and help the camera see the person they were on the inside. Rosie could relax them and help them have a good time, seemingly no matter who the client was. If they needed smiling faces, Rosie was the go-to photographer. If they needed more complex, nuanced photos, Jackson was the guy. They made a good team like that and he saw nothing but continued amazing work on her part.

“These are great,” he said.

She looked over his shoulder as he browsed. “You’re not to the problematic ones yet.” Through another mouthful of protein bar, she said, “There. Starting there.”

The set with Carmen was solid but he could see why Rosie was unsure of herself about the pictures. Her poses were a little stilted, but a few shots were truly remarkable. Rosie’s framing was, as always, unique. There was one shot in particular that caught his attention, of Carmen as though she was taking off her shirt, arms raised over her head, the fabric touching her auburn hair. It was the expression Carmen made that caught his attention. She was looking towards someone, lips parted, eyes bright and attentive.

“That’s one of the best shots of the day. These are good.”

“They’re not too… experimental?” What she meant was amateurish. Rosie didn’t lack self-confidence, so the question was a genuine one, asked less for reassurance than quality control.

“I don’t think so.”

“Good. Thanks. Let me skip forward to Ali.”

Jack handed the camera back and she rapidly moved through her files until she had the right ones ready. He took the camera again and nodded slowly, seeing what she meant. “It’s not you, it’s the light and the backdrop. Let me try something.”

“Aw, damn it. I need to get her back before she changes.”

While Rosie did that, he changed out the backdrop she was using, and a minute later, they returned, Ali right behind Rosie. Jackson explained they were going to try a different backdrop, and behind him, he heard his new nemesis and chief loudmouth of the day Mando say, “This is why I wanted them all to be shot by him. We are wasting so much time.”

Rosie visibly deflated at that. “It has to be done. Don’t worry about it,” Jackson said to her, then turned. Mando stood there with both Scarlett and Mikayla, the latter in a robe she was pinching shut. Along with one of Wisps of You’s aides. Paige and Jordan looked on at a distance, both glaring bloody murder. They liked Mando about as much as Jackson did, which was to say not very much.

“Rosie is just as capable as me. The problems she had are minor ones and will be corrected soon.”

“They shouldn’t have happened in the first place.”

“Mando, I don’t know what to tell you,” Jackson said, resting a hand on Rosie’s shoulder. Bambi took a few tentative steps towards them but Jackson shook his head minutely at her. “This is a process. We are giving you our best efforts here. Stressing out one of my employees isn’t going to make things any easier for any of us. Rosie is doing fantastic work and delivering to your company some high-quality shots you’re not going to get from any other photographer, me included.”

“You were hired by us,” Mando said. “I won’t take you talking back to me.”

“Feel free to terminate our contract at any time,” Jackson said. “It’d be a waste of all this effort, but that’s your right. I’d ask that you take a look at the other pictures she’s taken first, though, to help you make up your mind.”

Mando started to speak, but Scarlett jumped in. “The longer we argue about this, the further we get off schedule. Let them work. Taking a few extra minutes for better quality is worth the trade-off.”

His glowering nearly made Jackson grin, but finally Mando made a grandiose bowing and waving gesture. Rosie got Ali aside and explained to her how she wanted her to pose, while Jackson’s attention focused on Mikayla, who had watched all this with mild interest.

“Ms. Chassen, let’s get started,” Jackson said. “What we’re going for today is high-class comfort and elegance at home. Imagine a boudoir set, maybe taken by a wife or girlfriend to surprise her significant other. I don’t want you pretending he’s walking through the door, but rather that you’re posing for him as a pinup.”

“That sounds manageable,” Mikayla said, opening the robe and pulling it off. One of the gofers rushed forward and took it from her. “Thank you,” she said over her shoulder, winning her points already with Jackson. At least two of the models he worked with that day didn’t bother acknowledging the support crew.

What followed was a passable shooting day. The pictures he took of Mikayla were undeniably sexy and any photographer would have been proud of them, but there was a distance to them, especially in Mikayla’s eyes. She seemed to be focused elsewhere. It bothered him, but when he showed his progress to Scarlett and Mando, even he seemed appreciative of the pictures. Jackson let his perfectionist side go, at least for that day, but as the hours went on, he couldn’t help feel like he could do better with Mikayla.

One thing he did notice was that she was universally kind to the other women modeling that day. She watched Rosie with the other models and in between changes of clothing, she would give a quick “you looked great!” or “such a cute set!” to them. It startled Jordan into stammering out a thank you when it was her turn, and Aiko actually ran over and hugged her. Considering they were both dressed in lacy black lingerie at the moment, it was hard for Jackson to let that mental image go. They would have more of a chance to interact in the days to come, as Wisps of You wanted a wide variety of settings for the campaign and they had a long shooting schedule planned, but already he found himself liking Mikayla even if he was having a hard go of it trying to capture her attention.

* * *

“So,” Scarlett said, “the infamous harem house.”

“You’ve heard of it?” Jackson asked as he led her up the sidewalk.

“Oh yes. I’ve been keeping a tab on Geek and Lace for years. First your models, when Jordan worked with us. But when you shot with Elisa for us in Colorado, you impressed her and she recommended you be her replacement.”

“Then I owe her a thank you.”

“Let me be completely honest with you now that I’ve seen you work. I’m not just here for the ad campaign. Wisps of You is interested in buying your company outright.”

Jackson stopped and turned to look at her. “What?”

“We want to keep you on full-time. You and Rosie. And we want your models working with us too.”

“Are you serious?” Rosie asked.

“Yes.”

“Wow. That’s… that’s… wow.”

The group had split up, leaving Rosie, Paige, Jackson, and Bambi to entertain their new corporate friend. Jordan, Christa, and Aiko opted to get dinner with the other models downtown, and would join Jackson and the rest of the harem afterward. Or not, if they found someone to have fun with. The group as a whole decided when they set all this up that if anyone wanted to hook up with any of the models while they were in town, that was just fine by them.

Jackson opened the door on chaos. Pure, delightful chaos. His daughter Claire was sitting in the middle of the living room, playing with her magnetic building blocks, her favorite toy as of the last few weeks. His son Cody was in his tiny rocking chair, looking like a little old man as he watched a kids’ show on TV, his thumb in his mouth. It was a habit they were trying to rid him of, but Jackson had a certain sort of fondness for it. He used to do the same thing as a little kid.

“Daddy!” Claire shouted. “Mommy!”

“Hey, baby!” Jackson said, sweeping her up when she rushed towards them.

From the kitchen, Samantha bellowed, “Kara, no, stay out of the pantry.”

“Want!” Kara said.

“No! Out!”

“You in trouble,” Saori said with delight. Saori and Kara were Aiko and Samantha’s daughters, Jackson being the biological father. Samantha was babysitting for them that day, as was Paige’s mother Tanya, who came into the room with a wide, if harried, smile as Kara began to wail.

“We were baking cookies and Little Miss thinks she needs more chocolate chips,” Tanya said. Then she noticed the stranger in their midst and perked up. “Oh! Hello! Did they rope in a new one?”

Scarlett laughed politely and stepped forward. “Hi, I’m Scarlett. I’m the liaison between Wisps of You and Geek and Lace.”

“Oh! Very nice to meet you! Are you staying for dinner? It will get less chaotic when I take the two home.”

“Don’t rush on my account,” Scarlett said, though she eyed the two kids she could see like she was ready to slip away. Or run.

Jackson went to Cody and picked him up. His son popped his thumb out of his mouth and wrapped his arm around Jackson’s neck. “Were you both good today?” he asked.

“Yes!” Claire said emphatically, and Cody repeated her, a little less certain of himself, watching the newcomer with curious and tired eyes.

Paige kissed both kids on the head, and Claire reached out to her. Paige was her biological mother, while Cody was Bambi’s son. Claire definitely favored Paige and Tanya, a mirror image of them at her age, while Cody took more after Jackson than Bambi. Claire was outgoing and talkative, but Cody had only begun speaking in clear and intelligible words.

And then there were the other two monsters. It was hard not to think of Kara and Saori as his too, a male vanity brought about by being the enthusiastic sperm donor over the course of a month’s hard “trying for a baby” with both Samantha and Aiko. With both women still very much a part of the harem’s life even if they weren’t official members, their kids seemed like part of Jackson’s brood, though that would change to a small degree. Samantha and Aiko had purchased a house in the suburbs, their condo no longer big enough for their growing family, especially with Samantha pregnant again. Unfortunately, that house was a good-ish drive away, closer to the mountains than the home Jackson shared with his girlfriends. It wouldn’t make it impossible to get together, but it was definitely going to make it more difficult.

Saori came out in bib overalls dusted with streaks of flour. She had Aiko’s eyes and smile but Jackson’s unfortunate nose and tall face, giving her more of his looks than hers. Still, that smile could melt the polar ice caps, and he grinned when she beamed at him.

“Kara in trouble!” she said matter-of-factly. The two sisters were best of friends and worst of enemies, and her obvious pride in her sister’s chocolate-less suffering made Jackson want to laugh.

Bambi and Paige introduced Cody and Claire to Scarlett while Jackson headed into the kitchen. If Tanya looked tired, Samantha looked wiped, her hair in wild disarray, her makeup nonexistent, her eyes underscored by dark bags. She had always carried a little extra weight, but after giving birth to Kara, she decided to get serious about getting into shape, worried she was headed for diabetes, and she’d never looked better – at least, when she wasn’t being run ragged by the kids.

Jackson went first to Kara, who was sitting on the floor cross-legged in the end thralls of her fit, her face scrunched up, her lips trembling. “What’s this?” Jackson asked. “Why are we crying?”

“I want chock-it chips!”

“Did you already have some?”

“Yes.”

“Well, if you have more, you might get an upset tummy.”

“So?” Kara shouted, his fierce little angry girl, so unlike either of her mothers. He couldn’t help chuckling and dropped to sit cross-legged beside her. That got her to stop crying, and she looked at him curiously as he tilted his head back and wailed, “Chock-it chips! I want chock-it chips!”

She giggled, a tentative noise, then crawled over onto his lap. He sat back against the counter, holding her and grinning up at Samantha.

“God, we could have used you today,” she said, then winced. “Sorry, I know it’s a big day.”

“It’s okay. I get it. The two of you versus Satan’s army. I’m sorry to put all this on you two.”

Usually there would have been more of his girlfriends around to help ease the load on Samantha and Tanya, but that week was going to be strained as it was. Thankfully, Dove would be off the next day and the day after to help, so hopefully the warzone wouldn’t be quite so bad.

“Don’t be. I loved getting to spend time with them.”

He stood, and after picking up Saori too, he introduced Scarlett to Samantha. With Kara done with the worst of her tantrum, the house quieted some. Jackson took over the kitchen cleanup from Samantha, insisting gently she go sit down for a while and relax. It was nice to do something so mundane and get his mind off the shoot, and as soon as he had the counters and cupboards wiped down and the floor mopped, he got to work preparing dinner for everyone, joined by his right-hand man, Cody, who sat in his bouncer and watched his father work.

“What do you think, buddy?” Jackson asked him. “Stuffed lasagna shells?”

“Zanya!” Cody agreed.

Jackson patted his gut. “Mm mm mm.”

Cody imitated him, and Jackson laughed. Bambi came into the kitchen, smiling at them both, and he went to her to hold her tight and kiss her, his hand straying to her butt for a quick squeeze.

It was a good night to have so much love in his life.

* * *

Dove arrived not long after he started cooking and introduced herself to Scarlett, who still looked ready to make an exit at the next crying child. Tanya, Dove, and Samantha wanted to know about the photoshoot, so they talked about that while Jackson prepared the stuffed shells.

They weren’t expecting anyone else to arrive back so soon, but a crossover pulled up out front just before they were ready to eat, an Uber dropping Aiko off. She came into the house like a tornado. There was one clear favorite among the kids of all their mothers and “aunts,” and for every single one of them, it was Aiko. How she maintained her energy and enthusiasm around the kids, Jackson didn’t know – and for that matter, neither did Samantha. The only explanation they could agree on was that Aiko was a big kid at heart, but whatever the case, she rarely had to raise her voice with the children and they’d behave for her. They adored her.

When she got in a round of hugs and kisses from the littles, Aiko said to the others, “It was fun, but I was missing the girls.” She soured as she thought about it. “Does this mean I’m getting older and more mature? Ugh, I don’t like this, no, I don’t like it one bit.”

After the kids and adults had been fed, Samantha and Aiko volunteered to take the kids back to their place and give Tanya a much-needed rest. Paige’s mother was the group’s pillar of support, and she tried to tell them she was perfectly fine to take Claire and Cody back home with her, but Samantha and Aiko insisted. Aiko wasn’t on the call sheet for the next day’s shoot until the afternoon, so she didn’t need to be anywhere in the morning anyways. That finally convinced Tanya, and the three adults and growing herd of children left, Kara getting fussy again but very likely soon to be asleep.

That left Jackson, Bambi, Paige, Rosie, Dove, and Scarlett. Scarlett sat back in her chair, wildly amused. “Is it always this, ah, chaotic?” she asked.

“No, not always,” Jackson said. “Usually there are enough of us around no one has to shoulder the load too long by themselves.”

“It’s one of the advantages to the harem,” Paige said, and Bambi nodded.

Scarlett looked on the verge of saying something else, but Jackson cut in. He was tired and horny after a day spent shooting an army of gorgeous women in their underwear. “What did you mean, you want to buy out Geek and Lace? And is that why you really wanted to come here tonight?”

Bambi caught his eye and gave a tiny nod. She’d been thinking the same thing. Dove, who hadn’t heard any of this, started to open her mouth, but closed it and instead watched and listened, her eyes as intent as everyone involved with Geek and Lace.

Scarlett leaned forward, a smile unlike any she’d given them that day spreading across her face. It was a wolfish smile, and suddenly, with one hundred percent clarity, Jackson knew who held the real power when it came to her and Mando, and that the sweet Southern girl act had been just that, an act.

“We could have done this at the studio, or a steakhouse, or anywhere I liked,” Scarlett said, her voice still with that playful drawl, but quieter, more intense. “I came here because you have a reputation for fucking a long line of beautiful women into submission. Regardless of if you say yes or no, I’m still a woman with an insatiable curiosity and I want to know if you’re worth the hype. You don’t pick up a harem of however many women are under your sway without breaking them to you. Without fucking them into wanting…” She looked all around her, smirking, then settling her gaze back on him, as if there were no other women in the room. “…this. My God, how many diapers-?”

“What’s the deal?” Bambi asked. “What is Wisps of You offering?”

“And what’s the catch?” Paige asked.

“Yeah!” Rosie said, clearly out of her element but wanting to show her solidarity.

Scarlett finally broke her gaze away from Jackson and looked at each of them in turn. “We want it all. The studio, the models under contract to you, and the photographers.” To Jackson, “You and Rosie would be exclusive to us. No outside contracts. That’s the catch, but I promise you, you’d have just as much work with us. We have big things coming and we want you behind the camera for it, so we want you ready to travel the world in much the same role as Elisa used to have with us.”

Jackson blinked. Christa, Paige, and to a lesser extent, Aiko and Jordan were rich enough from their modeling they could afford luxurious trips and cruises, and they had some fun times. But this was his dream, to be a full-blown professional world-spanning photographer, and for a huge company like Wisps of You to lay this at his door left him speechless. Ten years ago he would have shouted hell yeah, sign him up.

“How much?” Bambi asked.

Scarlett named a number, and Rosie mouthed, “Wow.” She clutched at Dove’s hand, and Dove clutched it back. Jackson went from stunned to nearly sweating. That was enough money that even split among the harem it would mean all of them were set for life. Paige and Christa were already millionaires, at least on paper if not necessarily liquid, but this… this would mean all of them would be shot into the stratosphere. Maybe not super wealthy, but damned certainly wealthy enough.

“And that’s just the number I’ve been authorized to offer you,” Scarlett said. “Little friendly advice? I’d go even higher. Two, three million more. The Siblini Corporation has taken an interest in your company, and they tend to be very generous when they want something bad enough. They want you bad enough.”

“Jesus,” Jackson breathed. That was enough money for the kids’ colleges to be ensured. Enough that Dove’s brother could be put in a good home, maybe even closer to New Bainbridge, if her mother would go for it. This was the kind of money that broke the chains that had bound him since birth. It was freedom.

“Don’t answer now. Don’t even answer in a week. Think about it,” Scarlett said. “Read over the contract. Talk with all your harem. But this is the best deal you’ll ever be offered for your company. That’s no bullshit. It doesn’t have to be. Wisps of You wants to be the best. You are a crucial part of that.”

Jackson stood up. Every eye in the room stayed on him as he moved around the table slowly, his head fuzzy with the promise of wealth. Scarlett stared up at him, that smirk back in place, and she knew what he wanted before he did. She reached out, eyes locked on his, and she unzipped him. He had no idea if her company had really sent her to seduce him and his girlfriends and he didn’t really care. He was rock-hard and Scarlett was going to take care of that.

Her fingernails danced along his clean-shaven length all the way to his balls. She stared up at him with those sparkling eyes and that deceptively sweet smile. But Jackson knew the truth. This woman was a killer, a shark hiding among the fish. There was an angle here, something Scarlett wasn’t telling them, but he didn’t know what it was and probably wouldn’t until she made it known. It left him uneasy and maybe even a little bit angry.

“If you’re going to try to use us, then I’m going to use you,” he said. “Suck me.”

“Oh fuck,” Rosie whispered.

Scarlett ignored her. She opened her mouth, her lips glistening, and she swallowed him down, cheeks hollowing, her eyes and his locked. She smirked with one side of her lips, or tried to. His expression didn’t change. Cold, stony, hungry.

She was good, but not on the level of any of his girlfriends. Not even close. Scarlett took Jack as deep as she could but it was obvious his size stymied her. She pulled back, drew a breath through her nose, and drove forward again, trying to go deeper over and over and over again, but to little avail. Maybe it was part of her act, to stroke his ego about his size. But that made little sense. He already pleased six women regularly and an additional two on demand, among others that came and went. His ego was big enough to outweigh the sun. No, this was genuine, he thought.

“Paige. Bambi,” Jackson said, his voice bereft of emotion. “Come here and show Scarlett how to suck my cock.”

“And Dove and I?” Rosie asked throatily.

“I want Dove giving her a show. And I think we should show Scarlett just how skilled you can be behind the camera.”

Scarlett came off him, her smile gone, her expression hesitant. “I’ve done nudes, but…”

“Aw, that’s too bad,” Bambi said, coming around the table and pulling Scarlett’s chair backwards to make room for the three of them. “Well, it was fun.”

“I didn’t say I wouldn’t,” Scarlett said, heat in her voice.

Paige picked up on what Bambi was doing, and said indifferently, “No, really, anything you don’t want to do-”

“I want it,” Scarlett snapped. “You don’t have to try and manipulate me. I want his cock. I want your pussies.” She looked up at Jack again, and grabbed his cock to jack it hard and fast before diving back down on him, taking him a quarter inch deeper, a half inch. But that was it. She came off him coughing and sputtering, and Paige took over, sucking half again what Scarlett did with ease.

Meanwhile, Dove moved her chair so she was visible to Scarlett out of the corner of her eye. With her legs spread wide, she slid a hand into the dolphin shorts she’d changed into after her shift at the hospital, her other hand tugging her tight white shirt up and over her big tits. Jackson hadn’t noticed Rosie leave the room until she came back with one of their favorite cameras for a situation like this, a smaller, less complex model than their professional ones. She brought it up to her face, grinning and already clicking away. “Fuck, that’s good,” she whispered, and nearly fell tripping over a rug between the two rooms.

Bambi ran a hand across Scarlett’s curvy ass and gave it a sharp crack through her skirt. “You’re a tourist, but us, we’re his best sluts. Any hole of ours he wants, he gets. And we all take him like no one else can.”

Paige came off him with a slurp, staring up at Jackson with a worshipful look that most definitely wasn’t part of the act. “Any hole. Anytime.” Then she dove back down on him, taking him to her throat, gagging on him as Scarlett watched, lips parted, eyes dazed.

“We’ll give you your little thrill,” Bambi said, her lips close to Scarlett’s ear. “You’ll sleep with the best you’ll ever have, and you’ll get a fun work vacation story and a nice bunch of pictures out of it.”

Rosie came in close as Scarlett turned her head towards Bambi and leaned in to kiss her, her lust making itself known with a soft, “Yes.”

“Tonight, you’re ours,” Dove said. “Our bottom slut. You’ll take care of all of us.”

Scarlett looked in her direction, tongue slipping out across her lips. “Fuck.”

Jackson pulled out of Paige’s mouth and fed his cock to Bambi. Her face was fuller after giving birth to Cody, somehow even more radiant, and it was almost sacrilegious to see her crammed so full of him, profane against the backdrop of her beautiful, innocent good looks. But she was anything but innocent, one of the darkest, most wicked members of his harem when she was in a mood, and she was in a mood that night, twisting her head to stare at Scarlett as Jackson fucked her mouth, his cock making her cheek bulge each time. Scarlett watched, panting softly now as she began to rock on her heels, her fingers going to the buttons on her blouse, undoing them quickly and freeing herself of the silky material. The valley of her cleavage seemed endless, her breasts bearing the faintest trace of a late fall tan. Her bra fell away, removed by Paige, who slipped behind her and wrapped her arms around the Southern executive, cupping her big tits and offering them up to Jackson as he fucked Bambi’s mouth faster and faster. Dove was riding an edge too, sliding down in her chair, her eyes half-lidded, fingers moving fast in her shorts. All of them watched Scarlett, and she watched Jackson as she waited to be fed his cock again.

He gave it to her.

She rocked as she sucked his first few inches, her hands back on him, far more skilled than her tongue. Rosie captured it all, from her lips making contact with his glistening tip to the way she pinned his cock to his stomach and ran her tongue down his length and against his balls. It was cute how she thought she was bringing out the big guns to compete with Bambi and Paige, two of the sexiest women he’d ever known, who had been his lovers now for over a decade, and who could fuck like porn stars.

As if they could read his thoughts, Bambi and Paige brought their tongues to the sides of his crown, their eyes crinkling when they realized they had the same idea. All three women worked to bring him there. “Fuck,” he grunted, his balls beginning to tighten. Paige moved faster, knowing he was close. Bambi kept her movements precise, her tongue a lethal weapon. Scarlett tried to match their game, and when she lapped at the base of his tip with her lithe little tongue, it sent him over the edge.

“Faces together. Now,” he said, and Paige and Bambi flanked Scarlett, cheek to cheek to cheek. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!”

He erupted across them, ropes painting their pretty faces. Scarlett’s self-satisfactory expression changed to surprise when he kept coming, painting them, making them drip. Then Paige twisted her head, their mouths connecting, tongues shoving together in a war of lust that Scarlett never stood a chance of winning. Bambi took her turn, a more playful kiss, her eyes daring the other woman to back down any time she liked. But Scarlett was there to prove something, to herself or to them, Jackson wasn’t sure.


An Ending, Kind Of

He had to give Scarlett credit. The way she shimmied her thick ass back at him while he drove into her was a sight unlike any he’d ever seen.

With Rosie and Dove gone to play designated driver for their wayward girlfriends, the three remaining women were on their hands and knees, Scarlett in the middle. Jackson fingered both his girlfriends while he fucked Scarlett senseless. Although she told them she was clean and on the pill, Jackson fucked her with a condom regardless. He wasn’t exactly sure why, but he didn’t quite trust Scarlett. He didn’t think she was evil exactly, but if she was playing games he and his harem weren’t privy to, then he wasn’t taking chances.

The condom meant the sex was fine, but nothing phenomenal. He was so used to fucking his girlfriends and Samantha and Aiko raw that the sensation of the condom was enough to dull any desire he had to come. That was great for Scarlett. He kept going and going, pounding up into her while she bounced on top of him, those fantastic tits in his face, or drilling her on her back while Paige and Bambi alternately rode her face, or like now, Jackson fucking her from behind, all the classics, all tailored to their guest’s enjoyment.

And the truth was, although he wanted to be present in that moment, Jackson wasn’t. His mind was on the money. They could pay off what they still owed on the warehouse studio, and more importantly, they could afford the dream, the big one, a piece of property large enough that they could all live together rather than the three houses across town they lived in now. They had their eyes on a dozen different ranches and farms outside the suburbs with multiple buildings that would work perfect for what they needed. Dove, Jordan, and Rosie could have their space, the kids and their mothers could have another, and the rest of the harem could live in the third building, all within walking distance, all without the miles that were the single biggest threat to their strange lifestyle. It was so hard not to shout yes for that reason alone.

“Gonna fucking come again, ah, ah, oh shit, how does he keep going?” Scarlett whimpered, drawing his attention back to her. Her voice was so hoarse that he knew they had to stop soon or risk sending her home with whatever the sexual equivalent of bronchitis would be. He’d have to look that up. The thought amused him and he damn near laughed.

“Come for him, come all over Jackson’s fat fucking cock,” Bambi cooed.

“Such a slut for him,” Paige said. “Such a dirty fucking whore for us.”

“Ahhhh, ah, ahhhh, ahhhh, oh, oh shit!” Scarlett cried out as she came.

When she pulled forward far enough he slipped free, Jackson took the opportunity to end things, yanking off the condom and jacking his cock fast and hard. Bambi whipped around and came to him, grabbing his dick and jerking him off against Scarlett’s big ass. The view was better than the actual sex, her one-piece tan lines making for a hell of a target. He came all over her ass and her back, and slapped her quivering butt before collapsing backwards, catching his breath.

“I… I can’t anymore. I tap,” Scarlett gasped. “Whoa. I knew, but I didn’t know.”

Jackson chuckled. “Let me get you cleaned up. A shower, or maybe a bath?”

“Mm, just a shower. I’m ready to pass out.”

Jackson left them there to fetch a damp washcloth and came back to clean Scarlett up. He was polite and tried for charming, but his heart wasn’t in the usual post-sex goofiness they usually fell into. And in Scarlett’s eyes, he saw something click into place. An understanding. He felt sorry for her in a way, if this was what she wanted, and he was pretty sure it was.

He and Scarlett showered in one bathroom while Bambi and Jordan cleaned up in the other. Scarlett was silent right up until he guided her under the spray, then she turned to him and kissed him gently.

“Thank you. Tonight will make this one of the more memorable photoshoots I’ve ever been on,” she said.

“You’re welcome,” Jackson said, smiling for her. It felt forced, and must have looked it too.

“I think maybe I’ll get an Uber when we’re done here. I should get back to the hotel and get ready for tomorrow,” she said.

“You can stay, if you’d like.”

Her smile showed the faintest hint of teeth, and there for just a flash of a second was the killer again, hiding beneath this gentle surface. He wondered who Scarlett really was, what secrets he’d pry loose from her if he had the heart to. But he didn’t, and she knew it.

“I appreciate that, but no. Listen. Tonight, I know I came across strong with the offer. Maybe even super-villainess.” He chuckled at that, a genuine if exhausted thing, and she smiled too. “But Wisps of You really is a great company to work for. They do a ton of philanthropical work completely off the radar because that’s who they are. That’s what drew me to them initially. And they respect and value their employees from the ground floor up, which has kept me with them. At the risk of sounding like I’m twirling my mustache again and threatening you, which I promise you I’m not, you’re never going to do better than them.”

“I’ll keep it in mind, I’ll take a look at what they offer, but I’m not promising anything.”

“That’s all I can ask.”

She stepped out to brush her teeth with one of a half-dozen unopened guest toothbrushes they kept on hand while he gave himself a quick scrub under the spray. They dressed, joined soon while they waited for Scarlett’s ride by Bambi and Paige. Paige made the same token offer about Scarlett staying there, but Bambi said nothing except to smile and wish the other woman a good night when it came time for her to leave. They saw her out, and Jackson headed for the kitchen for a bottle of beer, joined by his two girlfriends.

“I’m going to say it right now,” Jackson said quietly. “I’m exercising veto power on her becoming part of the harem.”

“Agreed,” Paige said, and Bambi nodded.

“She was fun, but the attitude when she made the offer threw me off,” Bambi said.

“That was it for me too,” Jackson said.

“But what do we think about the offer?” Paige asked.

“It’s a lot of money,” Bambi said uncertainly.

“I was thinking about the farmhouse in Stanton the whole time I was taking her from behind,” Jackson said.

“I thought you seemed a bit distant,” Paige said.

“Yeah. It threw me off my game. But that kind of money, we’d have a place big enough for the entire family,” he said. “Tanya, the kids, Dove, Jordan, Rosie, they could all be a minute’s walk away.”

“It’s something to think about,” Bambi said. “But I want to see the contract. Because I think I know what the real catch is.”

“What?” Jackson asked.

“You.”

“What do you mean?”

Bambi hesitated and looked at Paige. Paige smiled encouragingly, and Bambi said haltingly, “I don’t know that our models and our business are what they really want. They could form their own talent agency and swipe any of our models anytime. The studio, I don’t know about, they might want that if they don’t have a local presence. But you, Jack, you’re the prize. You’re the thing they can’t replicate.”

“They can’t replicate Paige or you or Jordan,” he said, his voice rougher than he anticipated. “Or any of the others.”

“She’s right,” Paige said slowly. He opened his mouth but she cut him off. “Jack, let’s be honest. Jordan and I, we’re aging out of this business.”

“Bullshit,” Jackson said. “Christa-”

“Christa is a goddess,” Paige said. “I don’t know how she stayed so fit or looked so young for that long, I really don’t. And for her to keep doing the work for over a quarter of a century is astonishing. But I’m tired, baby, and even if I could do this for fifteen more years. I want to eat a cheeseburger and fries without calculating how hard I’m going to need to work out at the gym afterwards. I want to be a mom without the stress of worrying what I’ll look like six months after I give birth. I want to write and do other things.”

Jackson came to her, reaching up to caress her face. She nestled into his hand, smiling at him, tears in her eyes. “I’m sorry. I had no idea.”

“I’m sorry too. I know this company is as much a part of you as we are.”

“That’s not true. Nothing compares to how much I love all of you. If you want out, I support you. Of course I do. Jordan too.” He turned towards Bambi. “What about you?”

“I’m part of Geek and Lace until you aren’t,” she said quietly, and came to them. He drew her in for a kiss to the forehead, a long one, then did the same to Paige. Bambi took their hands and held them tight. She looked like she might say something else, but finally simply guided them back to the bedroom, where none of them slept very much at all that night.


The Heart of a Woman

Jackson filled Rosie in while they moved furniture into place for the day’s bedroom photography. She let out a “holy shit!” at the amount Wisps of You was offering them for the company. And when Jackson mentioned that Paige wanted to stop modeling, Rosie winced in a way that made him mildly irritated.

“Was I the last one to know?” he asked.

“Yeah. When you flew out to San Francisco last month, we had a girls’ night confessional. It got intense. Really emotional. Really sweet too.”

“What about you, then? Are you thinking about moving on?”

“Hell no,” Rosie said. “This is the best job I’ve ever had. I love working with you and everyone else. And I know I’m the newest member of the harem and the company, but if you want my opinion-”

“I do. You’re as much a part of this as the rest of us, Rosie.”

“Aw.” She came to him for a kiss, and he gave her ass a good squeeze too. “I think we give them the middle finger.”

He laughed. “Yeah?”

“Fuck yeah. They’re the man. We’re the plucky underdogs.”

“It’s not really a fight. They can’t forcibly take us over or anything like that.” He thought about that. “Wait… I think they can’t.”

“Yeah, well, still. I like our independence. I like that we can choose our clients and our models. We’d lose that. But Jesus, that is a lot of money.”

“Right?”

“Oh, hey, I looked at your pictures this morning like you asked. I think they’re fine, but I see what you mean about the Mikayla ones.”

“Yeah,” Jackson said. “No spark.”

“Hey, you’ll get there. You always do. Except with me. Just remember, Jack, she’s a person like all the rest of us. Figure her out. See her with your camera the way you do best.”

“Thanks, Rosie. I’ll try.”

“We could buy the world’s biggest trampoline.”

“Build a mech.”

“Oh my gosh, would we have enough to make a moon base?”

“Probably not quite that rich, but certainly a secret lair.”

They kept things light right up to the point when the Wisps of You crew showed up in force, Bambi and Jordan with them. Scarlett looked cool and composed, but there was a telltale hitch to the way she walked that made Jackson grin to himself. And more than once, when she caught his eye and no one was looking, she smiled a dopey smile of her own.

And then Mando had to go and ruin it all by being Mando, shrieking laughter into his phone when he walked through the door, then minutes later dressing down a Wisps of You gofer for getting his coffee order wrong. If Jackson had been the young woman, he almost certainly would have forewent spitting in Mando’s next coffee and instead dumped battery acid into it. He’d once thought of Rosie as his nemesis when she wouldn’t leave him alone about being one of his models, but now he realized what a true archnemesis looked like, and it was Mando, no last name, lord of the shitheads.

The models arrived en masse, his errant Jordan and Christa included, as well as Mikayla, looking as distracted as she had the day before. Jackson wanted to go to Jordan and talk to her about the previous night’s revelation she wanted out of the company that had been her idea to begin with, but he couldn’t, not then and probably not until late that night, assuming he got a chance even then. It wasn’t guaranteed. She, Dove, and Rosie lived together, a menage relationship within the harem that continued to bloom. Usually they saw each other for a few minutes a night, but not always.

Rosie rested a hand on Jackson’s shoulder, and he turned to give her a lingering kiss. Not a particularly unprofessional one, no wild display of tongue, but he felt comforted by her in that moment and took advantage of it.

A while later, Mikayla came out of hair and makeup dressed and ready for her first shoot of the day. She strolled towards Jack in a sheer yellow camisole, her nipples covered in skin-colored pasties. Instinctually, he raised his camera and snapped a picture of her, her surprised smile captured perfectly.

But that was the one truly exceptional photograph of the morning. Scarlett oohed over his work when she saw it, and even Mando grudgingly admitted that the sets were terrific, but Jackson knew his craft well enough to know the difference between a good photoshoot and his best effort. This was not his best effort, and it frustrated him, especially because it was no fault of his model.

He shot three other models that morning, including bubbly Aiko, who could always put a smile on his face. That day was no different, as she played up being a hot mom to such a ludicrous degree that it had all the other models laughing. Somewhere in between Aiko telling the others about Jackson’s great big soccer balls and how she’d let him get a taste of her avocado toast later, he realized his morning megrims had vanished, and he settled into the job he loved.

* * *

“Is it me?”

The voice startled Jack. He was sitting outside on a bench, eating a turkey and cheddar croissant sandwich, trying to clear his head and figure out what he wanted to say to Jordan to let her know he supported her, whatever she decided to do with her career.

But taking him completely by surprise, here was Mikayla Chassen, standing over him, looking irritated.

“Ms. Chassen. Hi. Sorry, is what you?”

He gestured at the bench and she sat, holding a bamboo plate of vegetables, mixed nuts, and olives. They’d been told she was an olive fiend beforehand and liked to have them on set as part of her rider, so they bought an assortment of green olives and canned black ones. It seemed they must have done all right, because at least a third her plate was olives.

“I’ve been watching you as you photograph me, Mr. Corso. Your expression hasn’t exactly been the kindest. Is the shoot not up to your standards? Is there something different I should be trying?”

“Oh, hell. No, the shoot’s going okay.” He frowned, thinking about that. “Well… Scarlett and Mando like the work.”

“But not you.”

“It’s not your fault. Not at all, and I’m genuinely sorry if I’ve given you that impression. You’ve been a terrific model. But I always try to find the heart of the people I photograph. I haven’t discovered that yet with you.”

“So… it is my fault?”

“No. More the distractedness of your photographer. We’ve received an offer from Wisps of You for a buyout of our company. It’s something I’m afraid I’ve let affect my work and that has obviously come across to you. You deserve my best effort and you haven’t gotten that yet.”

“Then how do I help you get to that point? Because I don’t like feeling like I’m an amateur.”

“You’re not.” He thought of what Rosie told him, that she was a person just like any other model. “How long have you known Elisa?”

The question made her stop and think. “Off and on for six years. Whenever I’d work with Wisps of You, I always tried to get her.”

“I can understand why. She’s the best I’ve ever worked with.”

“She said the same thing about you.”

“Were you friends?”

Mikayla hesitated for a moment too long, her eyes shifting away from him and her cheeks coloring. “My best friend. Which probably sounds pathetic, being work friends. Bu work is about the only time I get to socialize.”

“It doesn’t sound pathetic to me at all,” Jackson said. “I work with almost all the women I love.”

She turned towards him. “Yeah, Jordan told us about your situation last night. That’s wild. One man and eight girlfriends?”

“She’s exaggerating. Two of those are close friends but not quite in our inner circle. They were lovers before us and… I’m splitting hairs.”

“Just a bit.” Mikayla hesitated, then, with a thousand-yard stare, said quietly, “Elisa and I were lovers. It wasn’t a frequent thing, but when we’d get together for shoots, we’d be together. She was the closest thing I had to a healthy relationship.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Me too. Some part of me wishes I’d said something to her about her opportunity in Europe. But I wasn’t gong to stop her. Can I have a bite of that? I try not to eat carbs during a shoot but talking about her, I could use it.”

“Sure. Here you go.”

“Thanks.” She took a bite of his sandwich and handed it back to them, chewing overlong, probably to not have to speak for a while, so Jackson filled the silence.

“A couple years ago I was scared this relationship with my girlfriends was ending. Some of my lovers moved out and got their own places. It was a good thing, especially for our girlfriend Dove, who’s a nurse and works odd hours, but it felt like the end of everything was starting. It’s still the biggest crack in our relationship, us living apart in three separate houses. This Wisps of You thing could mean enough money that all of us get to live together again if we found the right property where we could be close but all of us have the space we need. And on top of that, at least a couple of my girlfriends are thinking about moving on from the company. Not from our relationship, but still… that hurts. We built this thing together. I support them a hundred percent but I want to be selfish and have them close to me professionally too.”

“You know what you need?” Mikayla asked. Jackson looked at her, puzzled. She held out her plate. “An olive. Olives make everything better.”

He chuckled and took one. “Thanks. Sorry. I’m dumping a lot of shit on you and you don’t even know me.”

“It’s all right. I’ve been in my own head the last couple days thinking about Elisa. Kinda wishing you were her. No offense.”

“None taken. I haven’t exactly been giving you the treatment you deserve.” Jackson thought about that. “What are you doing tonight? That sounds like a line but can I steal you for a couple hours here at the studio?”

“What do you have in mind?”

“A do-over. We won’t need to keep everybody around. Jordan, Bambi, and Christa can help you with your hair and makeup.”

“I’m intrigued. And I don’t have anything going on, so let’s do it. But I get your whole undivided attention this time, right?”

Jackson grinned. “I promise.”

“Good. Now we each take an olive and tap them together to seal the deal.”

“Like we’re clinking glasses?”

“Exactly.”

They did that, Mikayla holding his eyes for the briefest of moments. Had to be imagined, he told himself.

Peeking around the corner at the pair, Rosie smiled to herself. “Way to go, boss,” she whispered.


A Thousand Words

“Work with me, darling, work with me, oh God, oh, you’re too hot, gawd-DAMN,” Jackson said, walking in a half-circle around Mikayla. He finally got her to break, and she dropped her forehead towards the bed, laughing.

“You’re going to make me smudge my makeup, asshole,” she said.

“Keep that head down. Ass up. There you go. Grab the back of your head with one hand. Now slowly let the other one join it. Fuck, that’s it, freeze just like that.” He circled back around behind her, snapping picture after picture.

Mando said impatiently, “Mr. Corso, this is not one of your Fantasy Gems shoots. We do need a modicum of decency for our advertising.”

Jackson ignored him. At the angles at which he was photographing Mikayla’s body, her pussy would not be visible, but there was no way to prove that without first getting into an argument with Mando and then taking the time to show him the proof.

“Okay. I want you to imagine your lover right in front of you. I want you hungry for them. Depraved. If you don’t get to ride their face in the next half-minute-”

“Mr. Corso!” Mando snapped.

“-you’re going to go mad with lust.” Mikayla started to look upward, her dark and stormy eyes and pursed lips making him want to unzip and feed her his cock. “Freeze. Rosie. Fix her hair. Give me a lock across her eye. Yeah, perfect, just like that. And get the mister ready, we’re going to need it. Fuck, that’s good, Mikayla.”

And it was. There was a reason her film career was so lauded by critics. She wasn’t just all looks, but a hell of an actress too. The look in her eyes elevated the temperature in the studio by degrees and made his hard cock lurch.

It used to embarrass him, the way his body would react to his models, but working with Christa and her friends in college taught him it was an inevitability, and unless it made someone uncomfortable, he ignored it. Mikayla saw his state now and couldn’t help a smirk.

“Happy to see you approve of the set,” she said.

“Keep smirking just like that. Now push up on your hands and drop your pelvis. That’s it, like you’re trying fuck the bed. Okay, now kick your feet against your butt. Yes! Yes, that’s it, that’s a cover shot.”

His other girlfriends watched. With the exception of Dove, everyone was there. Mando and Scarlett were too, Scarlett lounging on a folding chair, Mando against a wall, arms folded, unhappy about all this. Then again, he seemed unhappy about life in general. Everyone else was gone, the models to dinner and dancing, the support crew scattered to the wind until the next day’s location shoot.

“Rosie, the mister. Face, breasts, shoulders.”

She came in with the spray bottle and gave Mikayla a good spritzing, making it look like sweat. “God, you’re gorgeous,” she said.

“You are too. I’ve been trying to figure out why you don’t model with the rest of them.”

“Oh, that is a long, hiiiiii-larious story. And it’s actually why I’m a photographer with Jack.”

“Ladies,” Jackson said, but his tone was light.

“Tell me later,” Mikayla said. “Let’s do dinner after this. You and… do you really call it a harem?”

“We do!” Rosie said, and that got a natural, loud laugh out of Mikayla. Jackson moved fast and angled himself to capture it, catching a great picture of her with her eyes focused on Rosie and her mouth wide open, caught forever in one of what he considered the greatest photographs of the week. Thank you, Rosie, he thought.

“All right, Mikayla, I want you to keep that good humor going. Focus on Rosie if it helps. I want you to feel happy and sexy, all at once. I want you to play with those emotions. Don’t feel limited to one position. Just go with it, and if I say freeze, you freeze. Rosie, douse her again.”

“Is the word ‘douse’ possibly less sexy than ‘moist?’” Rosie asked, and that sent Mikayla into a fit of the giggles again, but she worked with it, rolling onto her back, cupping her breasts. Jackson called for her to freeze, and she did, one knee hoisted up, her foot angled towards the mattress. Then she scooted towards the edge of the bed, head dangling off, dark curls nearly brushing the carpet. She made a surprised “o” with her mouth, and that made for another terrific photo.

The moment endeared her to him, and was only solidified when she stood upright on the bed, hands towards the ceiling, dancing. Bambi cheered her on. “Get it!”

“Play me some music!” Mikayla called back. “Something danceable.”

“On it!”

There was a quick conversation between Bambi and the rest, and Jordan dug out her phone to play a song through the building’s speakers. It was an upbeat sexy pop song, and Mikayla whooped as she danced.

And she was so goddamn beautiful doing it. Even if she was trying to be goofy, she literally couldn’t help but be the sexiest creature in the room. Her body flowed like water, her hair falling across her face, giving her an untamed feral appeal. Jackson kicked off his shoes and moved to the bed, his cock seeming to throb with the beat as he shot Mikayla’s long legs, her extremely fit pelvic muscles, her trim waist, her perky breasts in their bra. She looked down at him, still dancing, and curled a finger at him in a move that wasn’t just for the camera. He moved onto the bed, crawling on his knees at first, and she murmured, “That’s right, on your knees for me, cameraman,” and he blushed hard.

Mikayla Chassen was coming onto him.

Or maybe it was an act. Maybe this was her process. But he didn’t think so. The red in his cheeks seemed infectious. As Mando squawked behind them, he brought the camera down to his groin and aimed up at her sex in her panties, but before he took a picture, he arched an eyebrow in a question. Mikayla hesitated, then nodded, covering her modesty with her hands as he snapped picture after picture of her like that. The actual pictures wouldn’t show much of her pussy, but the angle was incredibly lewd and her tongue slid around her lips as he worked.

Then he got up to his feet, camera back at face level, and shot her from that angle, staring down at her while she looked up at him, still swaying to the beat of a new song, but her eyes and lips were all sex now, making him want to drop her to the mattress, to drive his cock into her and claim her as one of his, to fill her up and make her pregnant like Bambi and Paige had been.

Mikayla Chassen, big and full with his children. He reached a hand out and gripped her shoulder. She went to her knees for him, parting her lips, staring up at him with a fire almost like fury that was most definitely not for the benefit of the camera. This was her, and she wanted this as much as he did. He took dozens of pictures of her like that, her hands moving across her skin and the lingerie. Feathery brushes, her hair, her face, her breasts, her waist, her ass, her ankles as she leaned back for him, showing off.

What might have happened next was almost a certainty in his mind. If the hand didn’t wrap around his ankle, if Mando didn’t shout at him to get down from there. He was certain Mikayla would have fished his cock out of his pants and sucked him. And he would have fucked her right there, Wisps of You execs present or not.

As it was, Jackson tripped backwards, falling, hearing Paige gasp before he hit the edge of the bed and tumbled off in a backwards somersault that jolted him so hard he bit his tongue, the camera flying out of his hand.

“Motherfucker,” he shouted, less in anger than in surprise.

“Hey, you asshole!” Rosie shouted, getting right up in Mando’s face, shoving him backwards despite the near foot-and-a-half he had on her.

His other girlfriends shot out of their seats and rushed to Jack as he picked himself up. Mikayla hurried off the bed. “Are you okay?” she asked.

“Yeah, yeah, I’m good,” he said, then grimaced at the taste of blood in his mouth.

Rosie shouted, “You dickhead, we should sue, you, you shit, you, you, you…”

“He was going to take advantage of her,” Mando screeched. “Someone had to stop that before this became one of your pornography shoots.”

“Mando, you’re done,” Scarlett said, her voice cold and unfriendly.

“I-”

“No.” She pulled out her phone, and his eyes widened.

“Scarlett-”

“Shut up.”

“Please-”

She held up a finger, and walked towards the front door, talking quickly into her phone. She was a long minute, but when she hung up, Mando’s phone rang almost immediately. His hand trembled as he answered, listened, and looked suddenly a full six inches shorter as he deflated. After speaking quietly into the phone for what could have been no longer than half a minute, he hung up and turned towards Jackson. “I… apologize for my behavior.” He looked at Scarlett. “I was only-”

“Go. You can find your own transportation home.”

With that, Mando walked out of there, ignored by everyone in the studio as Mikayla gripped Jackson’s arm.

“Seriously, are you okay? Is your vision blurred, or, or…?”

“I’m fine,” Jackson said. “Bit my tongue but that’s all.”

“I think we should have Dove take a look at you,” Paige said.

“Not on her day off,” Jackson protested, breaking away to pick up his camera and take a look at it.

“Do you really think she wouldn’t want you in a chair in front of her right now?” Bambi asked. “Don’t be stubborn.”

“All right,” Jackson said.

Rosie said to Mikayla, “I’m sorry, I know we had more outfits to go through, but-”

“We can do this again,” Mikayla said. “I’m going to shower and get dressed.”

“I’ll call for your driver,” Scarlett said, but Mikayla shook her head.

“I’ll be going with them, if they don’t mind giving me a ride. I want to know he’s okay. I feel partially responsible.”

“You’re not. That was entirely Mando. I know he’s been stressed out about his boyfriend leaving him, but I didn’t think he’d do that. What a mess,” Scarlett said. To Jackson, “He will be fired for this. If you need to get checked out at a hospital, Wisps of You will cover everything. And I mean everything. If you’ve been needing a dental checkup or a mole removed, now’s the time.”

He laughed at that, the fight-or-flight response in him relaxing. “I’m okay. Really. I’m sure Dove will say the same thing.”

“God, though, that was one of the hottest shoots you’ve ever done,” Jordan said.

“I agree,” Aiko said, who had up to that point been silent. Jackson realized now she’d been crying, and he came to her to kiss her gently.

“I’m okay,” he murmured, and she nodded and kissed him back.

“We did let things get a little intense,” Mikayla said. “I shouldn’t have behaved like that.”

Jackson turned to her, disappointment filling his heart, but it really had been too good to be true. “I’m the one that was being unprofessional. I’m sincerely sorry. If you’d prefer to work with Rosie, I’d completely understand.”

“That might be for the best,” Mikayla said haltingly. It almost sounded like a question.

Rosie looked between them, flummoxed. “Um. I… I…”

“She is more than capable behind the camera,” Jackson said, resting a hand on Rosie’s shoulder.

“Good. I… that’s good,” Mikayla said. “Well, um, back out in a minute.”

* * *

“I think you’re okay,” Dove said, standing back and folding her arms as she contemplated him. Bartleby, Rosie’s ancient, adorable dog, stood with his paws on Jackson’s knee as if inspecting him with Dove. “But maybe I should sleep over tonight just in case.”

“I don’t want to take you away from Jordan or Rosie,” Jackson said, reaching down to scratch Bartleby’s back.

“Then we’ll stay over too if two of you sleep at our house,” Rosie said, and Jordan nodded.

“He should really not be having sex tonight, not if he banged his head,” Dove said.

“Poop,” Rosie said.

“He told me you three live apart,” Mikayla said. “That must be rough.”

With the exception of Scarlett, who had gone back to her hotel, they were circled up in the living room of the house Jackson shared with Christa, Bambi, and Paige. Paige and Bambi used to live with Tanya when the babies came, but once Claire and Cody started sleeping through the night more regularly, they moved back in, giving Tanya her space back. But Tanya genuinely seemed to like the company, so Paige and Bambi stayed over frequently with the kids. Jackson too, sometimes.

“It can be,” Jordan said. “But Dove and I are married and Rosie fits in with us so naturally she’s like a third wife.”

“We miss everyone else but we see each other a lot so it’s not too bad,” Rosie said, and Dove nodded.

“We’ll figure out a better solution when we find the right place,” she said.

“I was telling Mikayla a little about that earlier,” Jackson said.

“You did?” Bambi asked.

“When we were eating lunch,” Mikayla said. “It endeared him to me. The hunt for a home for the harem. It’s odd but really sweet.” Bambi gave him a quizzical but delighted look, and Mikayla asked, “Did I get him in trouble?”

“Not at all,” Bambi said.

“I swear, I didn’t accidentally hit on her,” Jackson said. “Or… I don’t think I did, anyways.”

“Huh?” Mikayla asked.

“Jackson has a long and storied history of accidentally landing in situations where he leaves a girl feeling pretty good about herself,” Christa said, eyes twinkling. “I should know. I think I was the first.”

“You know, you might not have hit on me at lunch,” Mikayla said, “but that shoot tonight, you were definitely throwing it at me.”

Jackson rubbed the back of his head sheepishly. Bartleby took affront to the stopping of the good back scratches and went to his corner to flop down onto his doggie bed and promptly fall asleep. “Yeah, I got a little out of control. Sorry. Again.”

“Don’t be. I was definitely feeling it too.”

Rosie breathed reverently, “Jack nearly seduced Mikayla frickin’ Chassen.”

They all had a good laugh about that, then Mikayla said, “Are you all hungry? I’m starving and I’d like to take you all out to dinner if you know a place with good salads or vegetarian options. I try to avoid anything really heavy when I’m on a shoot.”

“How about I cook for us?” Jackson said. “Grilled chicken breasts, a tossed salad?”

“Is that you hitting on me again?” Mikayla asked.

“Huh? Oh… oh!” he said, and blushed hard.

“All this time,” Bambi said, “and he’s still our sweet innocent Jack.”

“Mm, I can see a little bit of that,” Mikayla said. “And Jack? What I said earlier, about it probably not being a good idea for you to keep photographing me… let’s forget I ever said that.” She looked at Rosie, her smile going impish. “But I’m so very much looking forward to working with you too.”

While the sparks flew that night, there wasn’t any more flirting. They told Mikayla their story, holding little back. Bambi and Jackson talking quietly about how they broke up after their summer together after high school left Mikayla teary-eyed, and she actually cheered when Paige started in about how she and Bambi worked together to surprise Jack not just with a steamy Christmas threesome, but a start to a new relationship. Christa, seated next to Jack, held his hand while she told her story, and got choked up a little when she talked about Jackson, Bambi, and Paige saving her from an endless cycle of hooking back up with her ex-husband.

Then came Jordan, who surprised Jackson by confessing to Mikayla without any real hesitation that she used to harbor feelings of jealousy and depression about the harem sometimes, until she met Dove, who came into their life when she helped take care of Bambi’s father when he had a heart attack. Mikayla listened to her words, and like Christa did with Jackson, held her hand, her tears falling freely as Jordan talked, and when she finished, Mikayla leaned across and kissed her cheek gently.

Dove went next, although Jordan had filled Mikayla in on most her backstory. She mentioned her brother and her mother back home in Fort Cloud, about deciding to pursue her love of Jordan and Bambi and her blossoming relationship with the others. It was an impossible decision, and she didn’t try to defend leaving her family behind.

“My brother will be in that home the rest of his life,” she said quietly. “It’s the best thing for him.”

“I was thinking about that,” Jackson said. “If we took the offer from Wisps of You, you could move him closer to here. That alone would be worth it if that’s what you wanted.”

“No,” Dove said, smiling at him. “It’s a sweet thought but familiarity is important for him. Transplanting him, that kind of stress… I don’t think it would be easy for him to recover.”

“I’m sorry,” Jackson said. “I probably should have talked to you about that in private.”

“No, it’s okay, Jack. I don’t have anything to hide.”

“I think we make her an honorary member of the harem, with all the rights to our deep dark secrets,” Rosie said. Everyone agreed, and Mikayla blushed hard.

“I appreciate the trust in me,” she said. “I wouldn’t ever share anything beyond this room. But what about you, Rosie?”

“Oh, I’m not really anybody,” Rosie said.

“That’s not true at all,” Jackson said. “Before Mando, she was my nemesis.”

“Your nemesis?” Mikayla asked, grinning at Rosie. “Come on, tell.”

“Well, I maaaaaybe took ‘don’t take no for an answer’ to an extreme,” Rosie said, and launched into a long-winded, wildly exaggerated retelling of how she joined Geek and Lace, trying to persuade Jackson into letting her model for him and how impossible it seemed for her to manage one single decent picture.

“The weirdest part is,” Rosie said, “Jack’s taken hundreds, maybe thousands of pictures of me since and they’re all pretty great. Like the universe was telling us, no, ho, you need to work with him, not model for him.”

“So how did you become a photographer then?” Mikayla asked, amused.

“Oh, I, uh, borrowed Jackson’s favorite camera and took some pictures of one of his models. Mostly as a joke. Then I kinda broke his camera and he saw the pictures and… well, by then I Stockholm syndromed his ass, so he was mine.”

“It’s true,” Jackson said. “But what about you, Mikayla? What’s your story?”

“Oh, um, Chicago girl. I loved being on a stage and doing high school and community theater, and an agent noticed me. I tested for a couple pilots that never happened, but I got some good buzz. Next thing you know, I’m sitting across a table with Antonio Radjevic reading lines for a commercial and trying not to squeal like a fangirl.”

“I don’t think I could have stopped myself,” Paige said. “Oh my God, those eyes.”

“They were even more intense in person. Like if he looked at a cup of water, it wouldn’t have surprised me if it froze. But I swear to God, with me at least, he was the nicest guy in the business I ever met. I’m so, so glad to have gotten to work with him at the start of my career because he was so patient with me. And he warned me about a lot of things to look out for, people I should avoid, what to say at parties when the drugs came out, and they always did. He’d call my parents every couple weeks to talk to me on speakerphone with them, just to check in and make sure I was doing okay with the business. And I know it was really his PR people scheduling it, but every birthday and Christmas he always sent something.” Mikayla shook her head. “When I found out he died, I cried off and on for weeks. He was the best friend and mentor I ever had in Hollywood. But anyway, I did that cologne and perfume commercial with him, and that led to me getting some movie work, and my parents and I moved to Los Angeles when I was seventeen.”

“Were you still in school?” Jackson asked.

“Yeah, but I ended up getting my GED,” Mikayla said, and sighed. “That part I didn’t like. Up until that commercial, I led a pretty normal life. Public high school, cheerleading, I liked drama and English classes, I had lots of friends. That’s what screwed me up most about Hollywood at first. I went from a place where my friends were genuine to this point in my life when everyone pretended to be my friend and really just wanted to use me for one thing or another.” She frowned. “That’s not entirely true. There were some good people, like Antonio, but for the most part, everyone was looking to get ahead. And then there were the predators. One of the first things I learned from Antonio was never to be alone in a room with someone, and he was right. Oh my God, was he right. Nothing bad happened to me personally, but friends of mine…”

Christa reached across and took her hand. “I’m sorry, honey.”

“You’ve been a model for a while. You must have seen some of that too.”

“We all have,” Christa said, and most everyone nodded or murmured a variation on yes.

“Anyway, I started to do modeling work around then. I had a good time with that and liked it more than acting. The schedule is still pretty brutal and the dieting… well, I’m never going to like that.”

“Amen to that,” Jordan said.

Mikayla grinned an honest grin at her. “My chef has orders to have a pepperoni, sausage, and onion pizza just coming out of the oven when I get home from this shoot.”

“Cheeseburger,” Jordan said. “For me, it’s always been a cheeseburger. Extra bacon, all the pickle and onion.”

“Yessss,” Mikayla moaned, and stamped her foot. “Oh God, French fries. I’m telling Nikki to have French fries at the ready too.”

“Chinese food,” Christa said.

“Okay, seriously, you’re all flying back with me for a weekend and we’re going to do it up, buffet style, at my place.”

Jackson didn’t know if she was serious or not, so he kept going. “Do you still live in Hollywood then?”

“No. I stay with a friend in the Palisades when I’m there for a while. I lived in Santa Monica early in my career and I really miss it sometimes, but I’ve been living in New York now… five years? Oof. I didn’t realize it had been that long.”

“Do you like it there?” he asked.

She sucked her teeth. “I like the city. I’m always going to be a theater girl at heart, and that’s where you go for it. And New York in the winter, especially around Christmas, it’s magic.”

“But?” Bambi asked.

“I don’t know if I’m really happy there. I don’t know if I’ve been happy anywhere, if I’m being honest. I want the city, but I want space. I want the ocean, but I want the mountains too. And more than anything, I want to be in a place where the people feel real to me. There’s no sense of community in my building. We all keep our heads down and ignore each other because we’re all famous, or rich, or something. And I know that’s such a privileged problem to have, but…” She shrugged.

“We can all understand that,” Paige said. “Community is the best part of our relationship.”

“And Geek and Lace, for that matter,” Jordan said. She looked at Jackson when she said it.

He stood. “I should get dinner started or we’re going to eat at midnight.”

About then, the babies woke up and started crying. Bambi and Paige went to take care of the little ones. Mikayla asked Rosie, Dove, Christa, and Jordan if they planned to have kids too. Christa explained she couldn’t, and Jackso listened faintly to the others talk about their eventual plans. When he closed the fridge, Jordan was there, pouring a glass of ice water for herself. She studied him, staying silent, and he went to her, kissing her forehead.

She cocked her head, jaw jutting out, the mirror reflection of her brother Casey. It made him smile, but she didn’t return it. “Something’s wrong. What is it?” she asked.

“Paige told me you two were thinking about quitting Geek and Lace.”

“Oh damn. I wanted to be the one to tell you,” She didn’t seem irritated, though. If anything, she seemed amused.

“She didn’t intend to. But the thing with Wisps of You kind of forced her hand.”

Jordan nodded and joined him at the counter as he arranged the vegetables and set out the cutting board. “Was there… anything else she might have told you?”

“No. Just that you were thinking about quitting modeling.”

“The modeling part, yeah. The business side of things, no.”

“You’d stay on?”

“Absolutely. I love Geek and Lace. This was all my idea and I’m proud of what we’ve built. But the modeling… I don’t know. I respect Paige for doing it while she was pregnant, but if I’m going to be a mom, I don’t think I want to model anymore.”

The words flew right over the top of Jackson’s head. “That’s smart,” he said. “Are you thinking about going off the pill soon, or…?”

“Oh, as of about three months ago. Yeah.”

“Really?” he asked. “Well, huh. I’m going to enjoy helping you with that.”

Her grin grew even more impish. “Honey, you already did your part.”

“What?”

She outright laughed now, drawing every eye in the dining room to them. With eyes shining with happiness, Jordan took his hand and pressed it to her stomach. “Jack, think about it. You. Already. Did. Your. Part.”

It finally got through to him and he gaped at her. “You…”

“We’re going to be parents,” she said, and he grabbed her up, kissing her hard, putting her up on the counter beside the vegetables, grasping her face, kissing her again, and again, and again.

“About time she told him,” Dove said from the next room.

“She’s pregnant!” Jackson bellowed, and in the other room, the kids started up their wails again. He should have felt bad about that, but all he could do was laugh, and kiss the future mother of another one of his children.


King of the Mountain

After Jack and Rosie drove Mikayla to her hotel, they came back to a celebratory house. Everyone, it seemed, knew about Jordan’s pregnancy before Jackson, and that was all right by him. He loved surprises and this had been the best kind.

With Jordan holding Claire and Jackson bouncing Cody on his lap, everyone pulled up a chair in the living room. The official offer from Wisps of You to buy out Geek and Lace came in that afternoon, and the number was as big as Scarlett promised.

“So, I guess the question is,” Jackson said haltingly, “what are the pros and cons?”

“Start us off, baby,” Paige said to him.

“All right. The biggest pro is the money. We can all be together. That’s the end goal, right? And we’d probably have enough money left over for the kids’ college funds, or at least a good start to them.”

“Depending on how many we have,” Jordan said, and Dove grinned at that.

“I want to interject one thing,” Bambi said. “I’d like to have Dad and Rob look over the contract.” Her father and her oldest brother were big financial guys, and had been instrumental over the last couple years in offering advice and guidance to Bambi and Jordan, no financial slouches themselves.

“I think that’s smart,” Jackson said, “More eyes can’t hurt. But the input I’d value most is from you and Jordan on this.”

“That’s sweet, baby, but they’ve done this a lot longer than we have,” Jordan said. “And if your dad knows any contract lawyers, it might not hurt to have them look it over too.”

Bambi dug out her phone to write that down, then looked up and around the room. “Before I ask my next question, I want everyone to know that there’s no judgment. No one’s going to get angry. Agreed?” There were murmurs and nods at that, because everyone knew what was coming. “Who’s thinking about leaving the company?”

“I’m already out, so I don’t count,” Dove said. She’d done some modeling for the company early on, but it was mostly as a lark, the pictures taken from the neck down. Her career as a nurse had always fulfilled her more than the idea of modeling.

“I’m going to finish up my contracts, then I’m done,” Paige said quietly. “I’m sorry, everyone. But I want to focus on the writing and the kids.”

“There’s nothing to apologize for,” Jackson said, giving her his best smile.

“I know, but this company… I know it means everything to you.”

“My family means everything to me. This is just a job,” he said. “It’ll hurt seeing you move on, but Geek and Lace will survive.”

“It will,” Jordan said. “I’m out as a model but I’m staying on.”

“I’m staying too,” Bambi said.

Christa watched all this with bright, glittering eyes. “I’m so happy all of you are finding your own paths,” she said softly. “I miss modeling. These last few days have taught me that. I’m so proud of all of you for what you’ve done.”

“We wouldn’t be here without you, Christa,” Paige said. “Do you have any input?”

“Just one bit of advice and Jordan can possibly back me up on this. Scarlett’s right in that Wisps of You is a very reputable company, but it is part of a massive corporation. They’re not going to want to let you all have creative freedom.”

“That’s a good point, and goes on the con list,” Jackson said, and Jordan nodded her agreement. “Has anyone talked to Aiko?”

“I did,” Christa said. “She wants to stay on if Geek and Lace stays independent. She likes having fun with all of you more than she likes the modeling and camgirling.”

“Yeah, I definitely don’t expect our home photo shoots to end anytime soon,” Jordan said.

“But there will be constraints on your time,” Christa said gently. “They’re going to want Jackson and Rosie all over the world. It won’t be constant, but they will be away for weeks at a time.”

“I think I need to say something about that,” Rosie said slowly. “I know I do good work. But I looked at the contract, and it’s really clear they want Jackson, not me.”

“How so?” Dove asked.

“They want him for three years. All the rest of us, one.”

“And there’s no contract offer for the CEO and CFO,” Jordan said quietly. “Bambi and I would be out.”

“Then the answer’s easy,” Jackson said. “That’s a hard no from me.”

“Jackson, we need to think about that,” Bambi said, and Jordan nodded. “Even without the two of us, we’d make so much money from the sale of the company that saying no outright is insane.”

“I don’t want to do this without you,” Jackson said, his voice charged with more emotion than he’d intended. Claire woke, and started to fuss. Christa stood and made a gimme motion. She took Claire, and walked with her into the bedrooms, making soft, gentle hushing noises.

Jordan stood up and came to Jackson. Bambi too, after a moment. He stood and held them both, pressing his forehead to theirs in turn.

“It’s okay, Jack. We did this for over ten years,” Bambi said, smiling even as her eyes glistened. “We did that. All of us. This isn’t the end of our harem. It’s the potential for a new beginning.”

“That’s right,” Jordan said. “You earned this. This is the kind of career opportunity that only comes once in a lifetime. Think about the kids, and the house, and, and…”

He kissed her. Then Bambi. Then all the others in turn, Paige and Dove and Rosie, and Christa too, when she came back out a few minutes later, Claire down for bed. Bambi and Rosie and Jordan looked at each other, and Rosie said quietly, “There’s one other thing, Jack.”

“Oh God, please stop ripping my guts out tonight,” he said, and chuckled wearily.

Bambi rubbed his shoulder. “We think the decision has to be yours.”

“What? You’re the CEO. If anything, it should be your decision.”

“You are the heart of this company,” Jordan said. “You and your camera, you were the beginning of this.”

“Christa was modeling a long time before Geek and Lace.”

“But this company, what we built, it’s always been your baby.”

“Don’t make your decision because of what you think we’d want, or what’s best for the kids,” Paige said. “Do it because it’s what your heart is telling you to do. We’re doing great, financially. The kids will be taken care of and we’ll figure out a better housing situation someday.”

“Sign on with them because you want to. Or stay independent,” Rosie said. “We’ve got so many other women contracted to us, Geek and Lace will be totally fine.”

“This company is bigger than me,” he said.

“Our minds are made up,” Bambi said. “Whatever you decide, we’ll support you. Always.”

He took Cody and put his son in his crib, and stayed in there a long time, watched by the women he loved.

* * *

The third and fourth day’s shoots were trickier than the last two. Location shoots always were, especially when it was just Jack or Rosie or both setting everything up. Thankfully, this time, they had help, and without Mando around, the mood from the aides seemed joyous, almost raucous.

They had everything loaded up in a rental van well before dawn, the aides and Scarlett going ahead, the models to follow shortly after. Jack drove while Rosie slept in the passenger seat. Jackson was up late the night before, spooning Jordan and making loopy, sleep-deprived wishes for their future child, and he chugged coffee now, his mind locked on the events of the night before. Curiously, while the Geek and Lace situation troubled him, it didn’t grab him with the immediacy of the joy of learning he’d be a father again. Once upon a time, he wasn’t sure Jordan would stay with the harem. And now… now she was going to be the next mother to his children.

As they reached the base of the mountains for the two-day shoot, Rosie came awake, sitting upright and stretching. “Where are we?” she mumbled.

“Just to the mountain. You’ve got time. Sleep a while longer.”

“I’m all right.” She plucked up her thermos of coffee and sipped. “Ah, hot bean water.”

“Turn on some music if you want.”

“Nah, I want to talk to you. Yesterday got crazy. Jordan, the talk last night…” She reached over and slugged his shoulder. “You and Mikaaaayla.”

“There was no me and Mikayla.”

“Uh huh. Jack, I think if you’d pressed things she would have laid herself out on the table and been dinner for you.”

“It’s Mikayla Chassen.”

“And she has a history of sleeping with her photographers.”

He couldn’t deny that. “She did seem to fit, didn’t she?”

“She really did. Super nice. I wasn’t expecting that.”

“Me either.”

“Corrupt her, Jack. Make her our new three-hole slut.”

He’d been just about to sip his own coffee and had to set it down while he laughed. “Jesus, Rosie.”

She grinned. “Seriously. That shoot last night was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen you pull off. Those pictures are going to be straight-up fire.”

“Thanks.”

“You’re very monosyllabic today.”

“Sorry. Just a lot on my mind. You know.”

“Mm hm. Any idea what you want to do with Geek and Lace?”

He sighed. “Right now, I’m leaning towards taking the deal. I’m not happy with all of you making this my choice, but if I had to choose, taking care of our family is my number one priority. I think that’s the smartest choice for the kids.”

“But if it was just about you, would you sell out to them?”

He chewed on that for a moment, frowning. “I don’t think so. I like being able to choose our clients and our models. Traveling all over the world would be awesome but in ten years, I’ve been to the Bahamas, Mexico, Vale, Montreal, Vancouver…”

“That shoot in Rhode Island was really nice too.”

“Absolutely. And even with Paige and Jordan quitting the modeling, I still get to work with you, Bambi, Jordan, and Aiko. I want that.”

“Mm. Tough decision.”

“Yeah. But with the chance for all of us to be together, to not have to split up every night… I’d give up everything for that.”

“Fair,” she said, and yawned.

“Get some more sleep.”

“I might.”

“One thing first though?”

“What’s that?”

“I don’t ever want you to think you’re any less than me in this company. I hate this idea that Wisps is only in this for me, because all of you matter. Even Dove, even Samantha, they’re a part of this too. But you, you are fantastic at your job. Look at how many models specifically request you. If Wisps of You can’t see your talent, then they’re blind.”

“Thanks, Jack,” she whispered, and tucked up against the door. “I love you. You know that?”

“I do. And I love you too.”

She was quiet a while, and he thought she’d fallen asleep. But minutes later, she murmured, “God, Jordan’s going to be hot pregnant.”

He couldn’t help but laugh.

* * *

The cabins were familiar territory. Over the last decade, Jackson used them frequently for shoots for Geek and Lace with a variety of models. The area was remote and beautiful, with a bean-shaped lake within short walking distance of the cabins themselves and two beautiful campsites that required a bit of a hike, but were definitely worth it for the views.

They set up fast, Jackson wanting to capture the early morning light with their models. He and Rosie assembled their cameras quickly and roped two of the aides into being their test models. Rosie would be photographing half the models at the cabins and the lakeside dock, while Jackson would be photographing the others at the first campsite. The gorgeous forty-something cabin owner and her young male manager did him a huge favor by setting up tents the night before so the models had a place to change. They would also be using their utility vehicle to haul the models and Jackson up and down the path as needed throughout the two-day shoot, as well as providing food. Good people, the both of them.

The models arrived, all in various states of sleepiness. Jordan looked the most tired of the bunch, but then again, Jackson had her up until well past one in the morning, talking and sneaking in a bout of careful lovemaking when Dove fell asleep and couldn’t nag him into not having sex that night thanks to his potential head injury. Jordan gave him a sleepy smile, and he came to her to grip her by the back of the neck and kiss her long and hard, his other hand going instinctively to her stomach.

Mikayla watched this with interest, as she did when he went to Bambi, Christa, Paige, and Aiko. But they had little time to waste, so they got moving. Christa, Mikayla, and one of the actresses rode up to the campsite, Jackson jogging along behind. It wasn’t too far and he liked the exercise. The air held a chill to it, and would stay cool all day, but at least it wasn’t overcast. That wouldn’t have been the end of the shoot but he would have missed out on the spectacular shots he got of the models pairing off, flashing their butts at him in Wisps of You lingerie and denim shorts and jeans.

Christa and Mikayla were far and away the most experienced models and worked well with the others, coaching them without coming across as condescending or preachy while at the same time making them comfortable, getting them to laugh and smile without it being forced. But Jackson knew without a doubt the best shots of the early morning came when he paired them up, Christa taking Mikayla’s hand in hers, both of them looking over their shoulders at Jackson and his camera, cowboy hats tilted high on their heads as the early morning light filtered through the pine forest around them.

Christa leaned in to whisper something in Mikayla’s ear and made the other woman blush but nod emphatically. Christa put a hand at the small of Mikayla’s back and dipped her forward, thrusting her tight athletic ass back at Jackson. Christa brought her hand back to her face and gave Jackson a look of surprised delight, as though she were just now discovering what a taste little ass Mikayla had.

“Oh my God, that’s an amazing pose,” one of the other models said.

“Freeze just like that,” Jackson said, circling around them, getting the shot at a dozen different angles and heights. When he had it, he gave Christa a nod.

“Get in here, girls,” she called. “Group shot.”

They came in, and the four posed arm in arm, front and back. They got even more silly and playful, giving each other mock spankings, one of them tugging back on Christa’s hair, Mikayla covering another model’s breasts with her cowboy hat while resting her chin on her shoulder. The set was incredible, and Jackson knew even if Wisps of You couldn’t use it, it would forever be some of his best work.

Jackson stayed at the campsite while two of the models went back down to the cabins in the UTV to swap out for two of the women down there. That was how the day went, mixing and matching models while the photographers stayed in place. Bambi and Scarlett came up periodically to check on him and watch, and the aides ran gofer duty, bringing up drinks and snacks and gear, and hauling down the garbage. It was a terrific day, the sort of shoot that made Jack love what he did. He shot from sunup to sundown, and for a while, the question of what he planned to do with Geek and Lace fell away to the pure joy of working with the models, of going through a full third of the rechargeable battery packs he brought with, of seeing beauty on beauty, the mountains, campground, and winding lake perfect backdrops for his models.

He finished up the day with his girls, Christa, Jordan, Aiko, and Paige. It had the air of a party, of a celebration at the end of things as they were now, and instead of the fear he’d felt a couple years ago when he thought the harem was falling apart, he felt a sense of adventure, of wondering what came next. In his heart, he knew there were no wrong answers, only the best answer for him and his family. He could be happy with Wisps of You, apart from the time commitments away from his children. He could be happy as the de facto head of Geek and Lace if they stayed independent, though it might mean a lessened future for his harem and their children. But either way he went, there was joy to be had, a life to live, and so much love, more than any one man could ever deserve.


A Walk in the Woods

With the day’s shoot officially over, it was time to celebrate. Their hosts set up a lakeside campfire that cast a gorgeous flickering light across the water. Jackson thought about running and grabbing his camera to capture it, but his heart told him to simply enjoy the moment, that being with an army of gorgeous women in shorts and bikini tops dancing around the fire to music playing from a Bluetooth speaker.

Christa pulled him to his feet to dance with her, her eyes sparkling as she shimmied close to him. He thought about the unhappy woman he’d met once, three college kids looking to rent a house from an emotionally exhausted recent divorcee, and he looked in her eyes now and saw contentment, happiness, a mother to children that might not be hers by blood but their most steadfast guardian nonetheless.

He danced with her, and she spun him off to Paige, who didn’t hesitate to rope her arms around him and get right up on him. Paige, the glue of their polyamorous relationship, who took a chance on a three-way thing with Bambi that blossomed into so much more. She was Geek and Lace’s brightest star, its first mother, and soon, she would begin a new chapter of her life. The literalness of that, of her focusing full-time on her fantasy novels, made him chuckle, and she kissed him with such love and passion he couldn’t help falling in love with her all over again.

Rosie next, gleefully mad Rosie, who danced like a drunken stork, and Jackson moved to match her, both of them getting silly, getting wild. He could not imagine running this business without her now that she was a part of it, and if he took the deal with Wisps of You, he would demand she be a part of it for longer than the contract offered. But even without Geek and Lace or Wisps of You, this was just the beginning of her career as a photographer. Hers was a true talent, and among his harem, no one wore their heart on their sleeve harder than Rosie.

Into Jordan’s arms he went, his flawed Jordan, his nearly broken Jordan, but she fought her demons and came to an understanding with them, finding true happiness with Dove and Rosie. The wedding ceremony with Dove had been a thing of beauty, simple, lovely, a quiet affair. Both brides wore white, their hearts born again together, and their kiss at the altar became the truest rock among the many women of their relationship. Jackson loved them both fiercely, and that they would be mothers soon to their first child filled him with joy. He kissed Jordan freely, hand going to her stomach often, silently promising the child growing there he would do his best, always. He might fail from time to time, but he would try. And he would love them, whoever they turned out to be.

Aiko, and wasn’t this full circle? The night the harem first hooked up with Aiko and Samantha was spent dancing at a club, Aiko zeroing in on Jackson and practically fucking him on the dance floor. She seemed to catch the memory and laughed delightedly as she shouted in his ear, “No belt this time!” He laughed too, and held her close and kissed her. She and Samantha might not be an official part of the harem but he loved them just the same, them and their daughters. They made for an amazing pair, Samantha’s gentle, warm energy meshing with Aiko’s free spirit. He didn’t ever want them farther than a drive away, needing them in his life just as much as his official girlfriends.

And Bambi. It was always going to be her last, the first among his great loves, the constant throughout his entire adult life. Theirs was not a dance, either that night or metaphorically, but the clinging together of two people who couldn’t have started more differently and yet became one heart and soul. Despite the upbeat nature of the song, he held her close, swaying with her, her head tucked against his shoulder, tears slipping free, happy ones. Into her ear, he whispered, “I love you. I love you so much. Whatever I choose… it’ll be for us, not just me.”

“Thank you,” she whispered back. “I love you, Jack, I love our life, I love us.”

“Me too.”

They broke apart, and she wiped away the tears, grinning now. They danced like young fools again, allowing themselves a rare moment of silliness, of love unimpeded by the directions their crazy lives took. They danced as though they were eighteen again, though this time they were both the awkward ones, and they were joined by the others, even the women who weren’t part of Geek and Lace.

But there was one exception, and she was quietly creeping away, watching the dancers with a faint smile just barely visible in the firelight. Bambi saw, and she looked up at him, grinning.

“Get the girl, Jackson.”

He went.

* * *

“I bet these woods are dangerous at night,” Mikayla said, her voice musical in the darkness. She’d fetched a flashlight from somewhere and played it along the path. “Anything could jump out. Bears. Wolves.”

“The yeti.”

“Always a threat, those yetis.”

“Goblins. Orcs.”

“I knew you were a fantasy nerd.”

“Don’t hate, I’ve seen the interviews. I know you’re a King Arthur and Tolkien expert.”

“Guilty. I love fantasy novels. I’ve even started reading Paige’s. She’s good. Really good.”

He caught up to her by that point. Mikayla turned to him and aimed the flashlight at her chin. “Boo,” she said softly.

“Should I be scared?”

“I don’t know. I do have a reputation as a man-eater.”

He chuckled. “In case you haven’t noticed, monogamy seems to have escaped me.”

She smiled and turned back towards the trail, aiming the flashlight along it. “Soooo. What would your harem think of you walking with me?”

“I think they just pushed me towards you,” he said, and gently took the hand holding the flashlight. With his other, he took the light from her and kept her hand in his. She looked down at the joining of their fingers, then up at him. “If we have to face the yeti together, this way I’ve got a grip on you. No losing you in the dark.”

“Good point, Mr. Corso.” Quieter, she said, “It has been a really, really long time since a man held my hand for any reason other than publicity photos.”

“I can’t imagine how lonely that must be.”

“It’s terrible. I try to do good with my money and my fame and I like that, I really do, but oh God, Jack, the plastic of my life is so much. That’s what I liked about Elisa. And it’s what I like about you and your girlfriends. You seem real. Authentic.” She looked at him in the darkness. “I hope that’s not my imagination.”

“I don’t know how to prove to you it’s not, except to tell you this. We want you to be a part of us.”

“You don’t even know me.”

“And we won’t until we do. But I feel something with you, something I’ve felt with each of them. Something calling to us.”

“You don’t know what you’d be getting into. The paparazzi at your door. The skeletons I have in my closet.” Her voice went pained. “The things I’ve done to get here. The people I’ve hurt.”

“Who are you now, Mikayla?”

She pulled her hand away from him. “Still the woman who slept with a producer and a director when she was eighteen to get a role. The woman who got an intern fired when I did a late-night show because he got overly excited to say hello to me. Still the woman who has put her career ahead of every relationship I’ve ever been in.”

“I hurt Jordan,” he said. “To the point where I almost broke her. Maybe I did. I still wonder if I did the right thing by her, bringing her into this life. But she has Dove now because of it, and Rosie.”

Mikayla spun on him and cried out, “It’s not the same, Jack. It’s not me ignoring my high school boyfriend because I was living what I thought was a better life. When I s-slept with that producer and that director, I had another boyfriend, and I didn’t even really care. It’s the worst thing I’ve ever done, cheating on him, and you’re the only person I’ve ever told so, so if you’re going to hurt me, there it is, hurt me with it, I don’t care, I-”

Jackson grabbed her arm and stepped in. She was crying, great big shudders running through her body with the force of it, and he grabbed her tight, hugging her, holding her as she got it out, the poison that had been inside her for so long. Mikayla clung to him, her head against his chest as though it had always belonged there, as it had. This just stopped being a fun fling to him and became something more. She was part of him now, slipping in as easily as any of them ever had.

* * *

They sat together at the campsite. Jackson started a small fire, and they huddled together watching it burn, her hands out to feel what little warmth it gave off. The tents were still set up behind them, thank God. He wasn’t sure he could navigate putting one together in just the beam of a flashlight.

“I love you, do you know that?” Jackson asked. She looked at him, surprised and maybe a little pleased. “I’ve only known you a few days but I’m something of an expert in falling in love with women and I know I’ve gone and done it again.”

“Jack, I… I don’t know what to say.”

“Oh, you don’t have to say anything. I never expect it back. But I want you to keep it with you. To know it’s true. And wherever you go, whatever you do, I want you to use it if you have to. If you’re lonely, if you need someone, I’m there. In person or on the other end of a line.”

“That’s the kindest thing anyone’s ever said to me.”

“It’s true. One hundred percent true.” He turned and kissed the side of her head. Her hair smelled like the woodsmoke from the fire, and he kind of liked it. “Whatever you want us to be, we’ll be. You want to be a part of the harem, we want you in it. If you want to be just friends, we can be that too. If you want to be mortal enemies, that’s fine, but I’m still going to expect a phone call from you now and then just to let me know you still hate my guts.”

“I could never hate you. I think I’m falling in love with you too.” She sighed happily. “It’s a nice kind of crazy, being with you and the others.”

“Isn’t it?”

“Have you made up your mind about Wisps of You?”

“I think so. I’m going to wait until I hear from Bambi’s father and brother for their professional advice, but right now, I think I’m going to take the buyout. I want my professional independence, but my family has to be my number one priority. Getting us a place where we can all be together, that’s what my kids need right now. And I can give that to them. So… yeah. I’m leaning towards yes.”

“You are a good man, Jackson Corso. Your kids deserve you.”

“It’ll be a weird life for them. But I think surrounded by all that love… I don’t know. I hope they turn out okay.”

“I think with you as a dad and the others as moms, they’ll never go wrong.”

“Do you want a family someday?”

She nestled into him a little tighter. “Someday, definitely. I want to ride my career out for a while.”

“Big family? Little family?”

“I used to think little. Now… now I think I want big.”

“Because of us?”

She twisted her head and nibbled on his shoulder. “What do you think?”

He turned his head too, and for the first time, Jackson Corso kissed Mikayla Chassen, queen of the movie screen, the modeling world, and a chart-topper. And most surprisingly of all to him, the newest love of his life, and a friend. Maybe it was silly to think that, so few days into knowing her, but he did. He had already carved out a piece of himself to give to her, come what may, but he didn’t think he would regret the decision. He thought he was seeing the truest Mikayla, the one she couldn’t afford to let out, and that humbled him. They were two souls reaching for each other across a divide that should have been unbridgeable, but they had, and they kissed, and it was what they both needed in that moment and in that life.

“Take me to bed, Jack,” she whispered. She glanced behind her and smiled. “Or take me to a sleeping bag.”

“You deserve better than a sleeping bag.”

“No. Not as long as it’s with you. Just… just be with me. Let me have something real, even if it’s just for a little while. Please.”

* * *

Jackson made love to one of the most beautiful women in the world entirely in darkness the first time. He undressed her slowly inside the tent, taking his time about it, running his fingers along her skin, loving the way her breath would quicken when he stroked something pleasurable. Her nipples hardened quickly into points, and although he’d seen a hint of them plenty throughout the last few days, now they were his to tease, to lick, to suck, but he only did these things in passing, intent on his mission to explore and convince this beautiful creature to be theirs.

Together they rid her of her shorts and panties, and her hands brushed his chest, his neck, finding their way to his face, and she leaned in to kiss him, her tongue a tentative knock at his door. He greeted it with his own, and she began to pluck at the work polo he wore, tugging it free of his khakis and pulling it up and over his head. After the babies had been born he gained a little fatherly weight from long nights snacking as he tended to their needs, but he and Casey had been hitting the weights hard the last six months and he was never so happy about it as when Mikayla let out a pleased “mm hm” at the feel of his not-quite six-pack and pecs. She took care of his khakis for him, divesting them and getting a good feel of him as she dropped his clothes.

“Oooh, Jack, that’s going to feel so good inside me,” she murmured.

He chuckled and guided her down to the sleeping bag he’d unzipped and laid out. This was the most difficult part of the night, the two of them trying not to bonk anything overly sensitive or fall all over each other, but they managed, Jackson on top, Mikayla beneath him, breathing harder now as his hand caressed her stomach, her cunt. He kissed her as he rubbed her pussy lips, teasing them with easy, slow motions, pinching them, rubbing them, feeling out what she liked, and Mikayla liked pretty much all of it.

Her clit was a tiny little thing, easily the smallest of all his girlfriends’, but no less sensitive to the brush of his fingers along it. Her legs parted for him and she breathed, “Jack, oh…”

“Tell me how you want it. I’m yours.”

“Mm, I like that right there.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

He chuckled throatily and kissed her again. Her brought his lips along the side of her face, down to her neck, nuzzling the hollow there as his thumb brushed her clit and his fingers rubbed her pussy. The fire popped outside, and somewhere deep in the woods an owl hooted, a low, lonely sound. Jack drank it all in as he focused on Mikayla, kissing and nuzzling her neck, her collarbone.

Her hand went to his and clenched his wrist, her breathing quickening. His fingers brushed wetness now and her muscles quivered. It was amazing how much he noticed without his sight, focused so intently on her body. Of course he’d made love to his girlfriends in the dark before, but there was something even more intense about doing this in the woods, the isolation, the illusion that they were, at least for the moment, the only two people for a hundred miles.

“Harder, rub my clit harder,” Mikayla whimpered. “Uh huh, uhhh, oh, that’s it, that’s it…”

“So beautiful,” he whispered.

“K-kiss me, kiss me through it.”

He brought his lips to hers again, a gentle kiss, loving and long. Her breath mingled with his, and he felt her body tense up. The hand that wasn’t on his went to his upper back, clutching him, and at the last, her cry was wordless, piercing the dark with a pleasure as old as mankind.

He felt for his khakis with his foot and dragged them to where he could reach them. There were condoms in one of his pockets and he fished them out, grumbling irritably when he couldn’t find them and making Mikayla laugh. She clutched him tight, kissing what she could find in the dark as he struggled with his pants, her lips brushing his neck, his shoulder, his cheek. When he finally had one in hand, he rolled it on as fast as he could.

“Go slow?” she asked. “It’s been a while for me with a man your size.”

“You say all the right things to stroke my ego,” Jackson murmured. She snickered but fell silent when he pressed himself to her entrance.

“You really love me?”

“Yeah. I do.”

“Then show me.”

He did. Unlike with Scarlett, the condom didn’t diminish his pleasure. He was never sure why later that was the case, except that his body agreed with his heart and soul. He took his time, moving slowly within her. Her pussy tensed and relaxed, tensed and relaxed, her walls so tight around him he worried he might hurt her. But when he reached the depths of what Mikayla could take, she whimpered, “Faster.”

He gave it to her. His hand went to her pussy, rubbing her mound and her clit. She liked that, her fingers digging into his back and her hips jerking. “Fuck, oh fuck,” she breathed, “oh Jack, just like that, yesss, ohhh, oh…”

“I love you, I love you,” he whispered. The old awkward part of him, the teenager who would never quite die, wondered if he was being too dorky, but he couldn’t help the words. Maybe this would be their only time together but the love he felt for her was no less true if that was the case, and it would not be contained, needing to fall from his lips.

She kissed him in response, clutching his face. He felt her shiver around him, and he moved faster still, never reaching a hard, frenetic pace but making it good for her, making her moan, making her come.

“On your back, on your back, please,” she said, the loudest either of them had been in nearly twenty minutes.

He moved, pulling her on top of him. She rode him, rolling her hips fast, grabbing his hands and putting them on her million-dollar ass. That was the first time the entire night when he realized with dim shock that he was fucking Mikayla Chassen, wet dream for millions. But she was so much more than that, vulnerable and kind and intelligent and stealing his heart. He was in love with Mikayla Chassen, he was giving Mikayla Chassen a piece of himself like she was another one of his girlfriends, and he was pulling Mikayla Chassen down to kiss her, to wrap her tight in his arms as she bucked on top of him, crying out.

He gripped her waist and lifted her, but stayed inside her. On his knees, she still rode him, arms roped around his neck and his back as she kissed him frantically, warm tears falling on his cheeks and chest. He kissed her back, whispering her name. “Mikayla, Mikayla, close, baby, I’m so close.”

“Tell me you love me again,” she gasped, “make me believe it.”

“Believe it. I love you, it’s crazy, but I love you, I want you to be a part of this, God, fuck, Mikayla!”

“I love you, I love you too!” she cried out into the night, and it was a cry, pained and a release all at once. He flooded the condom, and she had him on his back again, kissing him hard, her tears still falling as she pulled free of his cock.

They cuddled after she disposed of the condom, her head resting on his arm, the sleeping bag drawn up around them both. Her hand traced lazy patterns on his chest. Her voice dreamy, she said, “There are a million reasons this couldn’t work.”

“I know.”

“The paparazzi will find out and hound us every day. I mean… a harem.”

“A harem with Mikayla Chassen in it.”

“It would be chaos for you and your girlfriends and your kids.”

“Yeah. I guess it would. But that doesn’t change my mind.”

“You’re serious.”

“Yeah. I am.” He turned his head towards her and booped her nose with a kiss, meaning to hit her forehead, but oh well. “Paige taught me something when it was just the two of us. Relationships are what we define them as. If we really want this to work, we’ll find our way through the chaos. You belong with us.”

“What would your girlfriends think?”

“I’m looking forward to finding out, but I’m almost certain they’ll agree.”

“I travel a lot. I mean, a lot.”

“We can figure that out too. I’m not asking you to give up your life.”

“But to be in love with you and be, what, two thousand miles from you…”

“I know. It would hurt. But you come to us when you can, and we be together.”

“It won’t be that simple, Jack.”

“Sure it will,” he said, grinning in the dark. “I don’t want you to quit. All I’m asking for is a chance to love us like I love you.”

“You can’t say things like that so easily.”

“Why not?”

“Because… you can’t. Jerk.”

He laughed. “Then ask yourself this. Aren’t you at least curious?”

“I am.”

“So come around when you have a long weekend. And if you have fun, make it two. I’m going to miss you, but as long as I get to know you’re coming back, we’ll figure it out.”

She was silent a moment, then said softly, “You know… I kinda like that plan.”

“I know, I’m a genius.” He kissed her. “Stick with me, Mickey, and you’ll go places.”

“You joke, but I think it’s true.”

She sounded exhausted, and while Jack could have gone for two or three or four or a dozen more rounds, he was just as interested in this, in Mikayla relaxing against him, her breathing slowing. He stroked her back lazily as she dozed, then stilled his motions and closed his eyes. He couldn’t sleep, but in the darkness, he could think about Wisps of You’s offer and Mikayla flying out to see them from time to time and his girlfriends back at the cabins and Dove, who he wished was there. He was just falling into a dream where his busty blonde nurse girlfriend was watching him and Mikayla when a voice whispered into the darkness, so faint he almost missed it.

“God, I don’t deserve it, but please let this be real.”


Friends to the End

The gossip of the morning revolved around Jackson and Mikayla. Rosie came up early the next morning to wake them up and get them down to the cabins for a shower and coffee. Her giggling made him grumble he never should have hired her, but when she asked Mikayla if he treated her right, Mikayla squeezed his butt and said, “It was the happiest night of my entire life.”

“I told Mikayla I loved her, and I want her to be a part of this when she has a break in her schedule,” Jackson said quietly. “Assuming everyone else agrees.”

That stopped Rosie cold, and she threw her arms around the other woman. “We knew you two were sparking, but… but… oh, I’m so happy.”

Mikayla returned the hug, chuckling softly. “I kind of worried you all might take it as me horning in on him. I never would.”

“We’ve been rooting for the two of you to get together. Now the question is… how do the rest of us fit? I know you had a girlfriend before, but…?”

For an answer to that, Mikayla leaned in and brushed Rosie’s lips with a kiss. “I’m looking forward to finding out.”

Rosie gaped at her with huge eyes. “Whoa. I got kissed by Mikayla Chassen.”

“Oh, I’m going to do so much more than kiss you before I leave.”

Uncertainly, Rosie giggled at that.

They got some hell back at the cabins. Bambi was just coming awake and smiled sleepily at him. “Mission accomplished?” she asked, her voice murky.

“And then some. I think I’ve convinced her to come back to us whenever she has the chance.”

“Good. She belongs. I’m going back to bed.”

He laughed and kissed her cheek before heading into the cabin’s tiny bathroom to shower. When he came back out, she was asleep again, and he spent a long minute watching her, living her and this insane life.

The day’s shoot was plagued by wind. It wasn’t really a problem given that they had several canopies with them for blocking the wind, but it made the day less pleasant, and Jack had to focus more on the technical aspects of the shoot than the personal ones. That said, the photographs he shot were pretty great, and Rosie managed an inspired shoot when a canoe tethered to the dock at the lake flipped over thanks to the high winds. She had some of the models carry it over their heads out of the water, catching an excellent set of photographs of three beautiful women laughing in the process.

They finished right on schedule, and headed down the mountain. Paige and Bambi rode with Jack so they could visit the kids after dropping off the equipment. All the models along with Scarlett and Bambi planned on a celebratory night out, since the shoot would wrap up in the morning and all the models who weren’t part of Geek and Lace would be flying out, Mikayla excluded. She decided to extend her stay for a couple days, though it couldn’t be for much longer. She was due to fly to Los Angeles soon to begin a nationwide press tour for an upcoming movie.

Jackson was invited too, but when they planned this weeks ago, he told his girlfriends he’d watch the kids solo that night to give the rest of them a rare night out together. Dove had to work early the next morning and decided to join him, giving them time to catch up and have dinner. Maybe more, if she was up for it.

When they were within cell reception range again, Jackson’s phone started dinging with messages. Most were unimportant, but two caught his attention. Dove was the first, and sounded cheerful. “Hey baby, wasn’t sure what you had planned for dinner, but Casey and Niara called and wanted to bring by something. They know the week is crazy and thought they’d do something nice for us. Hope the shoot went well. Love you.”

The next message was from Bambi’s father, Ralph Hooper, and made her sit straighter when she heard his voice. “Jackson, it’s Ralph. Rob and I had a chance to go through the contract you sent on to us. It seems legitimate and I’m not seeing a lot of red flags for the buyout itself. Some areas where I think you could probably negotiate, especially given the value of your studio, but for a first offer, it’s a hell of a deal.” Ralph paused, then added more hesitantly, “But what I’m not seeing is an offer here for Bambi and Jordan to continue their roles as executives. With this kind of money on the table, I’d still definitely consider it, but if they plan to continue with you going forward, you’re going to want to-”

The message cut off there, but Jackson got the gist of it. Renegotiate. Beside him, Bambi said quietly, “Jack, with my experience, I could find work. It’s not the end of the world.”

“We built this thing together,” Jackson said. “I don’t want to be the last man standing.”

“I know, baby, but the money…”

“Yeah,” he said, sighing. “Paige? Your thoughts?”

“I don’t know. I really don’t. I want us to be together so bad it hurts some nights, but the way things are… we can work with it. I want you and Jordan and Bambi to run this thing until you’re eighty, but it’s really up to you, Jack.”

“The way things are. Us living miles away from each other.”

Paige said glumly, “Yeah.”

Bambi called her father and they thanked him for the advice. He gave them the name of a contract lawyer they should speak to, and they agreed that sounded like a good idea. Then they called Dove, who was spending the day with Paige’s mom Tany and the babies, who were babbling and shouting in the background.

“It’s chaos, but at least they should sleep well tonight,” Dove said.

Paige couldn’t contain herself any longer, and blurted, “Jackson slept with Mikayla.”

“Whaaaat?” Dove asked. “No, no, Cody, we don’t put that in our mouth, that’s gross, oh no. I gotta go. But I want details later, Jack.”

“You got it.”

At the warehouse, they took their time offloading the gear, all of them moving sluggishly after the long couple days’ work. The rented SUV Wisps of You was using to haul around the models pulled up into the parking lot as they worked, and Mikayla stepped out, saying something to the driver. She shut the door and the SUV waited while she walked towards them.

Jackson came to her and cupped the side of her face before leaning in and kissing her. “What are you doing?” he asked. “Get back to the hotel, get a nap. We’re going to be a while here.”

“I will. But I had something I wanted to ask you to do for me.”

“What’s that?” he asked, puzzled. Bambi and Paige joined him, and Mikayla dug out a dollar from her khaki shorts. She handed it to Bambi, who took it with crinkled eyes and a wide smile.

“For services in the future,” Mikayla said.

“Geek and Lace is looking forward to working with you,” Bambi said. To Jackson, “Mikayla would like to hire us sometime for an exclusive photoshoot. I told her about our introductory harem offer. One dollar for a wild day’s worth of sex, fun, and photography.”

“That’s… great, but what?” Jackson asked, even more puzzled.

“I promise you’ll find out what’s going on soon,” Mikayla said. “But I need you to do me a favor, Jack.”

“What?”

“Don’t say yes or no to Wisps of You until my photoshoot. Okay? If they want you bad enough, they’ll wait. And I know after this week they want you pretty bad.”

“Uh. Okay,” he said.

Mikayla grinned, pecked him on the lips, and did the same to Bambi and Paige. “Dinner. Tomorrow night?” she asked.

“If by dinner you mean you, I’m definitely in,” Paige said. Mikayla laughed, gave her a deeper kiss, and hurried back towards the SUV.

* * *

“Okay, Princess Pufflily, today is your lucky day,” Jackson growled, waving the dragon stuffy in his hands. “Because I had too many hamburgers last night and I am too full to eat princesses today.”

“Oh good,” his goddaughter Melody said in her sing-songy princess voice that never failed to crack him up. “Cause I don’t wanna get eaten!”

“So we’ve an accord!” Jackson bellowed, making Cody giggle his sweet giggle. He was watching on the floor beside them as they played make-believe with the stuffies Melody had to bring with her. “My tum-tum won’t get upset, and you won’t wind up dragon poop!”

“Poop!” Claire said, and fell backwards howling with laughter.

“God, I love that the kids have the same sense of humor as us,” Casey said.

“Right? My best audience,” Jack said. “Pooooop!”

The timer went off on the marry-me chicken casserole, and Jackson hopped to his feet. “To be continued,” he growled, “after we stuff our bellies.”

“But you said you’re full,” Melody protested. She was on the verge of crankiness, a sure sign she was exhausted.

“Melody, come sit at the table,” Niara said.

Casey’s wife was well on her way to her second baby. At the start of her third trimester, the talk in their group text the last month had been baby names. The talk that night, when they could sneak in a few words in between playing with the kids, was Jordan’s good news.

“You three are going to be the best moms,” Niara said.

“I haven’t asked Rosie if she intends on staying with us when the baby’s born, but I hope she does,” Dove said.

“I think you’d have to change the locks to keep her away,” Casey said. “She loves you both.”

Jack listened to the talk with half an ear as he checked the casserole Niara made that day for the harem. He hadn’t yet told them about Mikayla Chassen, out of respect to her privacy. He didn’t want to have her life invaded any more than usual for the megastar, though she’d already told him word had very likely already gotten out and he and his inner circle could expect news-hungry paparazzi at their door.

But not yet. For now, it was Jackson, Dove, the kids, and his two best friends from college together again after a couple weeks. It felt like too long, but with Niara and Casey now both going for their doctorate and Jackson focused on this Wisps of You shoot, there was no ill intent meant by anyone. Their lives were becoming stretched thin, but in the best ways possible.

Beside him, Dove prepared the kids’ food. Both Claire and Cody were big on steamed vegetables at the moment, a welcome change from Claire’s fits about anything that wasn’t pasta or pureed. Dove got them settled, and Jackson silently thought what an amazing mom she would be. She was already the biggest caretaker of the group. When she came back into the kitchen, he stopped her for a kiss, and she gave him a quizzical smile.

“Just… thinking how amazing you are with the kids. And how great you’ll be with yours.”

“Thanks, baby,” she said, and gave him a peck again. “Thinking I might take a couple months off and be with Jordan after she gives birth. The lead nurse won’t be thrilled but she’ll hire me back on when I’m ready.”

“That sounds like a great idea. You can suffer the sleepless nights together.”

“On second thought…”

The casserole was good, though Cody took some cajoling to eat his carrots and broccoli. But with food in their bellies, the kids seemed content to do their own thing for a while, clustered in a group in the center of the living room while Jackson filled Casey and Niara in on the photoshoot. He avoided talking about Mikayla until Casey finally said, “Yeah, but what about that Mikayla Chassen? What’s she like?”

Jackson fought the urge to clear his throat. “Fantastic. I’ve done some of the best work of my career with her in front of the camera the last few days.”

“Yeah?” Casey asked. “You know, you have to be the luckiest man in the world, right? All these gorgeous girlfriends and the cherry on top is you get to photograph Mikayla Chassen in her underwear. Someone up there is looking out for you.”

Jackson laughed uncomfortably. Niara studied him, her lips parting, but she seemed to think better of saying something and took up another forkful of food. “So, the cabins were nice then?” she asked. Casey looked at her, his brow furrowing, then he looked at Jack again.

“Oh yeah, great. Beautiful this time of the year. A little bit of a chill but not bad at all. And not a single mosquito, but I heard an owl. Saw some deer too.”

“Wait a second,” Casey said. “No. No way.”

“What?” Jackson asked, and Dove chose that moment to grab the bottle of wine and pour more for herself.

“Niara, would you like another cup of herbal tea?”

“Oh, that would be nice, thank-”

“You slept with Mikayla Chassen,” Casey blurted.

Silence. Dead silence. Then Jackson did clear his throat, and said, “Uh. No. No I didn’t.”

“Oh Jack,” Dove said. “You are still the worst liar in the history of lying. You might as well tell them the whole story.”

“Okay, but you have to keep this quiet for her sake,” Jackson said. “That’s not a joke. She gets hounded enough. If… when this gets out, that she’s… involved with, with a harem, it’s going to get really bad for her.”

“We won’t tell,” Casey said. “I’m kind of offended you thought I would.”

“I don’t think you would, but I had to say it for her sake, you know?”

Jackson filled them in, and this time, on everything. Scarlett and the offer from Wisps of You. Paige and Jordan deciding not to model anymore. And finally, Mikayla, the real story, how their evening photoshoot had been like wildfire, and how she fit in so well with the group. And too about how they “met up” on the mountain, Jack using air quotes with a meaningful look towards the kids.

Casey sat back, stunned. Jackson nodded. “Yeah. It’s been a crazy week. One of the craziest, and I have had a lot of those.”

“Brother, you’re not kidding,” Casey said. “Crap, you’re really thinking about selling the company?”

That surprised Jack. He thought the point Casey would have wanted to talk about for weeks was Mikayla, but the look on his face was genuine concern.

“Yeah. Has Jordan talked to you at all?”

“No. Well, I mean, a text message here and there to ask about Melody and to let me know the shoot’s going great, but she’s been busy.”

“I mean, did she talk to you before all this about quitting modeling?”

“Oh, yeah. Sorry. She asked me not to tell you about it until she was ready to talk to you herself. You know, I’ll bet the night she came by to talk about it was the night she found out she was pregnant. I thought she was just in one of her manic moods. You know?” Jackson did, and nodded. “But I think… yeah, I’d be willing to bet that was the night.”

“But what about the company?” Niara asked. “What are you going to do? Are you really going to sell?”

“I’m leaning towards yes,” Jackson said. Dove stood up and collected their plates. He started to protest but she pressed a hand to his shoulder, smiling. He took her hand and kissed her fingers, then let her go. “With that kind of money we’ll be able to finally buy someplace we can all be together. And there’ll be plenty of money for the kids and college. But I hate the idea that Jordan and Bambi are going to be cut out of whatever the company becomes. Probably most of our contracted models too.”

“I know Jordan, and I know she’d want you to follow your heart,” Casey said, and Niara nodded emphatically.

“Taking care of the kids is one thing, but what is it you want?” Niara asked.

“This is what I want,” Jackson said, gesturing at the kids in the living room, then looking towards Dove, who was watching all this as she put away the leftovers. “My family is my everything. The company’s a distant second to that. Nothing compares to them and what I can do for their futures. For us.”

“But you want to keep the company, don’t you?” Casey asked. At Jack’s unvocalized protest, he held up his hands. “Come on, man. We’re best friends. You’re my brother in everything but blood. It’s okay to be honest with me. No one here is going to judge you.”

“All right,” Jackson said, and sighed. “Yeah. I’d love to keep the company going. I love my job and I don’t like the idea of having to report to someone else when I want to take on a new client or contract out a new model. I like our independence. I like being mobile. I think we’re the perfect size right now. Rosie and I, we’re not spread too thin, and I think the quality of the work we’re doing speaks for itself. But under someone else’s thumb, I can’t be the perfectionist. I can’t do things my way. It’ll be someone else’s show and I’ll just be earning a paycheck.” He paused, his voice going hoarse. “What I keep thinking about is the day Bambi showed up at my house in Honeypot. Two eighteen-year-olds out there playing with action figures and a camera.” He chuckled, and was surprised to find there was heat in his eyes. “It’s not just a business to me. It’s… it’s the veins of this relationship. This family. Even beyond my girlfriends and my kids, it brought me closer to you and everything really good in my life. Everything. But the kids, man. For them, for the chance to be able to see all my girlfriends every night… I’ve got to do this.”

Casey stood up. He came around the table and wordlessly pulled Jackson to his feet. They hugged, and Jackson muttered with tears in his eyes, “You’ve always gotta make it weird.”

“That’s my line, asshole.”


The Harem

It was over. Jackson lowered his camera, and cheerfully announced, “Got it. Girls, you have all been amazing and you are free to go.”

Cheers erupted. The final set of shots involved all the women in their favorite lingerie sets from that week set against a simple monochromatic backdrop, holding stuffed animals and pillows. They whooped and danced and hugged. Some of them cried, Christa included. This would very likely be her last photoshoot as a professional model, but then again, they thought that before.

Jackson took it all in. He was immensely proud of the work he’d done over the last five days. What had started off as a tooth-grinding endeavor ended in joy. He went to Rosie, roped an arm around her shoulders, and kissed the side of her head. She twisted her head towards him and they kissed properly.

“You’ve never done better work than this week,” he told her.

“Same to you, boss. And I’m going to need a favor from you.”

“Sure. What’s up?”

“When everyone clears out, I need you to go pick up some wine. Be gone like… half an hour. Okay?”

He chuckled. “Okay. Half an hour. I can do that.”

There was no final lunch together, no afterparty. The models and Wisps of You employees did all that the night before. The models dressed, and the ones who weren’t a part of the harem or Mikayla left after one last round of hugs and promises to stay in touch. Jackson and Bambi saw them out, and he wrapped her in his arms as they watched the SUV depart.

The Wisps of You aides took care of the catering table and cleaned out the hair and makeup room of their things in a hurry. There wasn’t much for Scarlett to do. She looked amused as she approached Jackson. “Mr. Corso, fantastic work. We expected nothing less, and you delivered.”

“Thank you. I appreciate everything you’ve done this week. You and your aides. They were fantastic too.”

“We have a good crew. Did you get a chance to review the contract?”

“I did.”

“And?”

“I don’t know yet. I’m not thrilled about some of the specifics. I know Wisps of You wants to cut my administrative staff and probably Rosie, in the long run. I need time to think about that.”

“Understandable. The offer’s not going to expire anytime soon.” She leaned in, grinning. “But it will expire someday.”

“Understood.” He studied her as she looked around the place. “Scarlett?”

“Hm?”

“Who are you, really?”

She looked at him, her amusement spreading. “Why, I’m just a mid-level executive looking out for our company’s talent. Why do you ask?”

“Bullshit. You had Mando fired in seconds. You know an awful lot about a contract I’m sure a bunch of lawyers spent a lot of time putting together. You knew about the harem, you knew about me. You knew Mikayla would be interested in us. So who are you?”

Scarlett was quiet a long moment, still smiling. “I’m going to tell you something as a friend. The Siblini Corporation is run by a brother and sister duo. Good people. The best people, the kindest I’ve ever known. That’s no lie, Jackson. That’s the truth. They appreciate talent and heart above everything else in their employees and that’s what we want from you. We have models and we have thousands of administrative bees buzzing around. A handful more aren’t going to make much of a difference to the Siblini Corporation, and to get you on board I’m sure they would be happy to take on your crew. So you tell them you want Jordan and Bambi and Rosie and I’ll put you in a room with the right people to make it happen. The contract is not ironclad.”

“Fuck. You’re not making this easy.”

“That’s not my job, Mr. Corso.”

“What is your job?”

“Isn’t it obvious? Headhunting.” She turned towards him and leaned up to kiss him gently. “Goodbye, Jack.”

“Bye, Scarlett.”

* * *

By the time Jackson came back with wine and nonalcoholic drinks for Jordan and Paige, his girlfriends were ready and waiting for him. They brought in the beds from the second day’s shoots and pushed them together, with chairs surrounding them. And everywhere were women in lingerie making out.

He was delighted to see Samantha there, glowing in a pink corset, and he drank in the sight of her plump bottom aimed right at him as she made out with Paige in booty shorts and a bra underneath her, the two bustiest of the women. Paige saw him, grinned, and gave Samantha a good hard spank that made the soft-spoken other woman gasp, “Oooh, you slut!”

Beside them, blonde, beautiful Bambi sat on the edge of the bed, gorgeous dark-haired Mikayla straddling her lap. Bambi in black was a rarity but she wore it extremely well, the mesh bodysuit already pulled down across her small breasts for Mikayla’s enjoyment. Mikayla matched her, but in white, a bride given to him and his girlfriends this insane, amazing day. They kissed, Mikayla squeezing and kneading Bambi’s breast, Bambi’s soft whimper barely audible among the kissing and moans among the other women.

Dove was in boy shorts and a teeny tiny crop top tee-shirt a size or two too small for her big breasts. Her nipples peeked out from underneath it, and Aiko took full advantage, sucking on them with her hands all over Dove’s ass as she lay under the blonde. Dove was supposed to be working that day, but Jack would find out later this had been planned by his girlfriends a long time ago. They never counted on Mikayla, but she fit right into the group’s plans for an after-shoot orgy. The kids and Bartleby were being looked after by Casey, Niara, and Tanya, another fact shared later with Jack.

Jordan and Rosie were locked together at the head of the bed, Rosie’s hand inside Jordan’s wispy panties while Jordan was quickly divesting her of a silky nightgown. When the nightie hit the floor, Jordan buried her face against her tits, sucking and licking.

Jack went for one of the folding tables they’d been using for food and snacks for the models and laid out the wine. Hands roped around Jackson from behind, and soft breasts pressed against his back. He turned his head, and Christa was there, smiling gently at him. “Look at what you’ve built, Jack. This is your real legacy. Not this company, but all this love and joy.”

“It wasn’t just me,” he murmured back. “It was all of us. It will always be all of us.”

The words were a reassurance to her. Christa struggled with the idea that she was so much older than the rest of them, now in her forties. Jackson didn’t care. He would always love her no matter the years between them, and he would always relish showing her how much that was true. He turned and took her in, her soft, ageless eyes, her curves encased in leopard print. Perfume wafted off her, subtle and floral, and he drank it in before grabbing her by the ass and lifting her. She laughed throatily, roping her legs around his ass and kissing him as he carried her to the beds.

They crashed beside Aiko and Dove, Christa still grinning up at him. Jackson kissed her gently, the “I love you” silent but no less clear in the devotion of his lips. She returned it, and moaned as he slipped her panties down her legs, her hands in his hair as he slid down her body. Her nipples were stark against her bra and he stopped to nuzzle them, wishing for the thousandth time she could have his children too, but she was a mother to his babies nonetheless, and so loved by them.

Christa’s fingers went to the vee of her pussy lips and she spread herself for him, her clit ready and waiting for his tongue. He wasted no time in diving in, his hands under her ass, his grunt of satisfaction lost among the chorus of moans and pleased sighs around him. Aiko’s hand flailed out when Dove went down on her, and Christa caught it and held it, the two looking at each other and locking lips while their partners began to feast.

“Love you, baby,” Christa said to her.

“Love you too, Chrissy,” Aiko said, maybe the only one of them who could get away with calling her that. Her eyes lit up. “I’m going to fist you so hard later.”

From elsewhere on the bed, Samantha sputtered, “Jesus, Aiko!”

Christa chuckled. “Looking forward to it.”

Dove nudged Jack and grinned at him. He grinned back, and took her hand for a quick squeeze before returning his attention to Christa. His tongue moved through her folds with practiced ease, but no less loving for their long years together. This was the first time they had the whole group together in ages, since maybe before Christmas, and it felt good and right. They were so close to being able to live together, to have this far more frequently. Everything he’d worked for his entire life was right in front of him. All he had to do was say yes.

Christa’s thighs pressed to his ears, her fingers sliding through his hair. “Yes, Jack, yes, just like that, you always make me feel so fucking good.”

“I always will,” he promised her.

“Mm, fuck,” Mikayla moaned. “Oh God, is it always, mm, like this?”

“No,” Rosie said from elsewhere. “But when it is… oh my God, it’s the best.”

“Join us, Mikayla,” Paige purred. “Be a part of this with us.”

“I will, as often as I can,” Mikayla said.

“Good. And every time, we’ll use our tongues… our fingers… Jack’s cock… to convince… mmm… to convince… make it permanent.”

Jack slid three fingers into Christa and she jerked. “Oh, fuck yes, finger me, Jack, get them up in me.”

“Did he fuck you good?” Bambi asked. There could be no question who she was talking to.

“Y-yes,” Mikayla whimpered. “Made love to m-me, made it so good for me.”

“That’s our Jack,” Samantha said. “The only man I’ll ever let fuck me again.”

“Me too!” Aiko said, wiggling her butt. “Eat my pussy, Dove, oooh, your tongue feels sooooo goooood!”

Bambi, throatily, “Jackson’s our only man, Mikayla. We don’t mind sharing you with other women but…”

“My only man,” Mikayla said dreamily. “This is crazy but… yeah… I’m in.”

Rosie cheered at that, followed fast by Aiko. The others joined in, a rise of primal lust and joy and togetherness, and Jackson couldn’t help laughing. He buried his head against Christa’s thigh and got it out of his system, Christa sitting up and grinning down at him. When he finally looked up again, he said, “Sorry. Just… the craziest life.”

“Come here, baby,” she murmured, and he went, kissing her again as she gripped his cock and guided him where he needed to go.

She wasn’t long in coming. Jackson would have loved to believe it was his skill or his size, but everyone was revved up that night. They always were when they got together like this, but with Mikayla there, the harem felt whole. It was like a strange part of their heart they’d never known was blocked off was suddenly accessible again, and they were all traveling there together, a bunch of love-mad lunatics in the same bus.

Christa clung to him, her grin a reflection of his own, their whispered words of love lost among the sea of noise from the others but felt nonetheless. He pulled free, and went for the first pussy he saw unattended – Dove. His blood was on him, and he wasted little time in yanking down her boy shorts and dropping his mouth to her puffy cunt lips. Despite a round of gentle sex the night before in the tub when the kids were asleep, he was as hungry for her as ever, eating her out fast and noisily, hands spreading her curvy bottom wide, nose pressed to her bud. She rocked as she ate Aiko out in turn, Christa and Aiko finally breaking apart from making out. Christa slid onto her knees and mounted Aiko’s face, rocking on her fast, tossing back her blonde hair. All around them, things were reaching a boiling point for all the partners, Mikayla riding Bambi’s face much the same way as Christa was with Aiko. Jordan and Rosie completely nude and fingering each other fast as they made out. Paige yelped, “Oh, fuck, Sam!” as Samantha drove a dildo in and out of her pussy, sucking her tit at the same time and making her come.

Fervent chaos, and so much love.

When Dove was wet enough, Jackson rose, stroking his cock and bringing it to her pussy lips. He was just in time to watch Samantha rush around to shove the wet dildo head into Bambi’s pussy, making her kick her legs against the mattress and lick Mikayla even faster. Mikayla was lost in her own pleasure, eyes closed, fingers digging into her hips as she was nearly bouncing on Bambi’s face. Paige looked to be recovering and eyeing her prospects, and gave Jack a grin and a wink. He winked back as he drove in and out of Dove, and she came to him, standing behind him, rubbing his shoulders and whispering in his ear.

“Nine of us, Jack, all of us yours, your harem, your sluts on demand.”

“Fuck,” he groaned, letting the words push him into ramming Dove harder, her keen of pleasure letting him know it was more than welcome.

“Mikayla was telling us she’s on the pill. Clean. She wants you to come inside her.”

“Fuck… yes… come inside, mmm, come inside me,” Mikayla moaned. “Oh, oh Bambi, I’m going to come, I’m going to come on your pretty face…”

Her lips tickling Jackson ear, Paige whispered, “I think we’ll keep her, don’t you?”

“She’s ours,” Jackson growled.

“Yours, I’m yours, Jack, oh, ohhhh, God, it’s good, she’s so… ohhhhh!” Mikayla cried out.

Beneath them, Aiko thrashed, but Dove was unrelenting. She only intensified her licking as Aiko came, their beautiful Japanese-American girlfriend’s eyes squeezing shut, lips parted, a look almost like she was sleeping. Her hands slapped at Christa’s ass, and Christa rose up just far enough for Aiko to cry, “Fuck!” and pull Christa back down, lapping at her fast and hard.

“Come for me, little slut,” Jordan said to Rosie. “Come all over my fingers.”

“You are the one who’s going to come!” Rosie bellowed, and Jackson laughed breathlessly, but no one else seemed to notice. Paige shut him up fast when she leaned forward and spat on Dove’s bleached bud. Staring him right in the eyes, his gorgeous baby mama ran a finger along the rim of Dove’s asshole before dipping the finger in.

Dove’s head whipped up and she yelled, “Paige, fuck, oh, fuck!”

Her self-control was gone. She tried to dip back down and lap at Aiko’s pussy but being double fucked like that left her a panting mess, driving backwards to meet Jackson’s thrusts, clutching at her hair, sobbing out her pleasure. Eyes fell on them, and Mikayla gasped and laughed.

“Oh fuck, you all do get wild.”

“Uh huh,” Rosie said. “Wait until we show you some of our sex tapes.”

“Fly you all out… watch them together in my… theater in Ch… Chi… fuck, oh, Bambi, I need to taste you.”

Mikayla’s babbling trailed off as she and Bambi twisted and contorted themselves into a sixty-nine, joined by Samantha and the dildo she wielded with such expertise, Paige drew Jackson’s attention back to her by turning his head and kissing him sloppily, tongue driving into his mouth. Everyone had ditched their lingerie by that point, including Paige. Jack gripped her bare ass and spanked her hard. “You’re next,” he growled.

“I was hoping you’d say that.”

He gave her another hard crack. She kissed him again as he fucked into Dove harder, bouncing the blonde back and forth, making her big tits swing. Dove broke her gaze away from Aiko, looking over her shoulder at them, whimpering wordlessly as they brought her to the edge of her orgasm. When she came, Paige yanked Jack away from her and pushed him down onto the bed.

She wasted no time in mounting him, dropping onto his big cock and bouncing straight from the start. He gripped her ass and thrust back up at her, nearly losing his control, his lips drawn back. But he’d last for her, he knew with all the assuredness he’d built up over the years. The broken, nerdy Jackson that first met Paige in his freshman year of college would be stunned to see the Jackson beneath her now, fucking up at her like a porn star, spanking her ass and making her cry out his name.

He heard Rosie gasp as she came, followed just seconds later by Jordan, and the two of them shot towards Mikayla, Bambi, and Samantha. He had to twist his head to see Bambi and Rosie kissing face to face beside the bed, and Mikayla eagerly grabbing Sam’s wayward dildo and curling a finger at Jordan who crawled onto the bed to greet her. Samantha floated station to station, hand at her cunt, enjoying the feast in front of her.

Christa too was close again, and when she came, she and Dove wound up sandwiching Aiko between them, vibrators in hand and pressed against her pussy and her bud. Aiko twisted her head to look between them, shellshocked and well-fucked. Samantha joined them, kissing her lover first. Christa drew close and said, “Come here, baby. I want to take these toys and make you come until you beg me to stop.”

Samantha and Aiko wound up bottom to bottom, hands held as Christa and Dove took care of them, their panting and moans the loudest of the group as the toys did their work. But the entire studio was filled with the rising wails of the harem’s passion, the moans, the grunted pleasure from Jackson as he filled Paige’s pussy again and again and again. He was pushing the limits of what he could take, his control hanging on by the tiniest thread, but she was close too, so close, and he held on for her. Her pussy began to flex against him, her most devastating move, and suddenly all his good intentions were in serious danger.

“Fuck, Paige!” he said, nearly shouting. She grinned down at him, knowing what she was doing to him, knowing how close he was.

“Come in her,” Aiko cooed breathlessly.

“Come for Paige,” Samantha said.

“Come inside our hot MILF,” Rosie said, her voice muffled between Bambi’s thighs.

Jack took it as a challenge, and instead of trying to hold back his rising orgasm, he gripped Paige’s waist and started fucking up into her, hammering her pussy and making her eyes widen and lips part in an O. She dropped to kiss him, meeting his frantic thrusts with her own, their skin slapping together the loudest thing in the room for a long minute until Paige cried out, “Ahhhh, coming, coming, Jaaaaack!”

Her pussy quivered around him and Jack could take no more. Another few thrusts and he gripped her tight, hips slamming upward one more time. “Paige!” he roared, and his come shot out of him, filling her and making her drip him with the first load of the night. She was forcibly pulled from him, gasping and laughing as Rosie and Bambi dragged her down to the bed, Rosie sitting on her face as the two of them fought for who got to lick him out of Paige’s pussy.

Jackson saw Bambi’s bare bottom and went for it. A still-buzzing vibrator rolled across the bed and hit his leg and he snatched it up, bringing it to her delicate lips and alternating it with furious laps of his tongue. He would harden again fast but in the meantime he could still have his fun, and it wasn’t long before Bambi rocked back against him, her body moving to a song only she could hear.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she said happily, her lips and chin coated in the come she’d lapped out of Paige. She returned her mouth to Paige’s cunt, the original two members of his harem, and Rosie rocked away happily on Paige’s face, grinding so hard Paige had to pinch her ass for air.

“Oh, oh shit,” Jordan gasped. Jackson turned his head just long enough to see Mikayla fingering Jordan fast and hard, sucking at one of her small breasts. The pairing was one of the hottest of the night, their bodies so similar in build, Mikayla with the bigger breasts and wider flare to her hips but Jordan with a unique darkness to her good looks, an ice-cold beauty he would have ranked against any in the world. He wanted to join them, to see those beautiful faces cleaning his cock with their tongues, but then he realized something that made his heart soar.

There was time.

Whoever he didn’t hook up with that day – though he intended on fucking as many of them as he humanly could – and whatever pairing he wanted to see, he would have time. Mikayla was theirs. No longer was she the supermodel, actress, and singer to him. She was his lover, his friend, and someone he was eager to get to know, to explore the world with. And she would get to do the same with all his lovers, Samantha and Aiko included.

The moment was right up there for one of the most joyous of his life, and he laughed with trepidation, unbelieving this could be his existence. Every eye fell on him, and he sat back on his heels.

“I love all of you so goddamn much,” he said. “Thank you. All of you.”

“Aw, boss, don’t make me cry in the middle of the orgy,” Rosie said.

“Agreed with her, you jerk,” Mikayla said, and there was laughter, and Aiko, the closest to him, leaned in and kissed him. He kissed her back, happy, mellow, charged.

Bambi wiggled her ass at him again and he returned to his life’s greatest work, the pleasure of all his girlfriends. She was ready for it, her body already thrumming with need, and she cast a delighted look over her shoulder when he pressed his cockhead to her entrance, hard again.

“Jack, take care of the others before me,” she said.

“Nope,” he said cheerfully, and thrust into Bambi. At the same time, he brought the vibrator underneath her, pressing it to her little button. He imagined more than saw her eyes widen, but he definitely heard the result.

“Oooh, oh fuck, yes, that feels so good.”

Samantha was right there too, kissing Christa as their older lover fucked her fast and hard with a dildo. “Right there, oh, just like that, uh huh, ahhhhhh, ahhhhhh…”

“Make her come,” Aiko said, squeezing Samantha’s hands tighter. It was kind of impressive how they’d managed not to break contact. Given how breathless they both were, it wasn’t going to be long before they came.

Bambi threw it back at Jackson, her tight little ass and hips bouncing to meet him, her head dipping and resting against Paige’s sexy fupa. “Oh God, oh fuck, going to come so hard, going to come so fucking hard!”

“Do it, baby,” Rosie said. “Oh God, we’re all such sluts tonight, mmm, watching him fuck you is always the hottest thing, so big inside you, spreading you so wide.”

“God, oh God, s-spreading me, mmmm, fuck, Jack,” Bambi moaned.

Rosie rocked faster, Paige’s hands squeezing her ass. “Take her, Jack, take her like you’re going to make her pregnant again, breed her again, fill up that tight little belly with your cummies.”

“Oh fuck, oh fuck!” Samantha wailed, coming again, and echoed almost immediately by Aiko.

“C-coming!”

So was Bambi. She whipped her head up, sweat making her blonde hair stick to her forehead, and Jackson grabbed a fistful of it, tugging her head back as he drove into her harder and harder, knowing she could take it, knowing how she wanted it that time. She let out a wordless cry, the shrillest and sharpest so far, filling the studio with her release,

Rosie gave Jack a lopsided, pleased grin, and he moved, pulling out of Bambi fast and coming around the bed. He pulled Rosie off Paige’s face and she twisted around to meet him, his Rosie, his protégé, his wrecking ball of a human being, and she slid off the bed and onto her knees, sucking him, bobbing her head up and down his cock and making hungry little noises of pleasure as she shot a hand between her thighs. He still had the vibrator in hand from Bambi, and passed it down to her. She winked up at him and shoved it between her thighs, sucking him deeper, taking him to the back of her throat.

“Fuck, Rosie, take it, suck my cock.”

“Urk!” she let out around him, then pulled back to his tip and hummed happily around him.

On the bed, Mikayla straddled Jordan’s legs, a bullet vibe held against the other woman’s pussy while she played with herself with her free hand. Aiko and Samantha locked lips, the two lovers as familiar with each other as anyone in that room, but the fire no less dimmed for it. Bambi and Paige whispered to each other and Bambi scrambled off the bed, going for an overnight bag on the table next to the wine. She came back with bottles of lube while Christa and Dove crawled across the bed towards Mikayla and Jordan, intent on whatever they could touch or kiss or lick.

Jackson gripped Rosie’s head and fucked her mouth while he watched Bambi and Paige lube up two dildos. Aiko and Samantha noticed, and Aiko whimpered, “Oh, oh fuck, I think they’re going to fuck our asses, baby.”

“Mmmm, yesss, it’s been too long.”

“Last Tuesday,” Aiko said dreamily, and that got Samantha laughing so hard she nearly cried. They clung together, their hearts on full display there in the middle of the madness.

Their heads turned as the dildos were brought to their buds. Then they turned back, kissing each other and moaning as Paige and Bambi worked the toys inside the two lovers.

Jordan watched all this, lips parted, her eyes dazed. When she returned her attention to Mikayla, the model dipped down to kiss her hungrily, their lips smacking together. Whatever she did with the bullet vibe made Jordan yelp, “Oh, oh shit! Oh, Mikayla! Fuck! Ohhhhh, fuuuuuuuck!”

The words went as high as a diva’s. Jordan’s keen filled the room, her orgasm stretching out until she gasped, “C-can’t!” Mikayla leaned back, awfully pleased with herself, and looked around the room, picking her next target. Her eyes lit on Jack, and she smirked as she slid off the bed and strutted around to him. And it was a strut. Every eye in the place that wasn’t blocked by someone else’s sexy bits fell on her.

“They’re like the end bosses in a video game,” Aiko breathed. Samantha shut her up with a long, lurid kiss, their tongues connecting even as their eyes fixed on Mikayla slowly coming to Jack.

Rosie finally noticed her and pulled off Jackson with a slurp. “He’s all yours,” she said, standing up, but Jackson shook his head.

“Not yet,” Jackson said. He took Rosie’s hand and sat on the edge of the bed, pulling her to him.

“But… it’s Mikayla Chassen,” she said, as if explaining this to a child.

“And you’re Rosie,” Jackson said. “My Rosie. I’m going to take care of you first. And maybe our Mikayla would like to help.”

“But… but… it’s Mikayla Chassen,” she said as he turned her around and settled her onto his cock, his legs spread wide.

“If you believe for a second you’re any less than me,” Mikayla said demurely, “then I have so much to teach you.” Mikayla ran a finger down Rosie’s body. “You are beautiful. And I’ve seen how talented you are these last few days. I want to get to know you beyond that. As a friend, as a lover. As an equal. Okay?”

Rosie blinked at her, and shivered from head to toe when Mikayla came in for a kiss. “O-okay,” she whispered.

“Now… would you like Mikayla Chassen to lick your pussy while it’s spread so wide around our man?”

“Um. Yes please.”

That got a quiet chuckle out of Jackson. He pulled Rosie’s hair away from her neck and kissed it gently while Mikayla dropped to her knees before them, staring up at them. “Oh jeez,” Rosie whispered, and Mikayla began to lick.

Jackson was barely aware of Aiko’s cries of pleasure as she came, and Samantha’s only minutes later. He didn’t see when Jordan and Christa joined the fray in the middle of the bed, the pairings now becoming a mass of touching and tasting, of taking whatever was right in front of them. In that moment, he existed for Rosie and Mikayla, loving the way Mikayla’s tongue felt, yes, but even more so the way she stared up at Rosie, reassuring her with her eyes that she wanted this as much as Rosie did. The two formed a bond that afternoon, the unlikeliest pairing of the group, Rosie, the least assured, Mikayla the group’s greatest success, far and away. Rosie reached a hand down hesitantly, and Mikayla took it, squeezing it tight and not letting go as she lapped at Rosie’s pussy, at Jackson’s dick inside her.

Jack cupped her breasts and pulled Rosie back against him as she ground on his cock. “Fuck yourself on me, baby,” he murmured in her ear.

“Jack,” Rosie whimpered.

“Can you feel how much I want you?” he asked, flexing his cock inside her and making her gasp. “That’s for you. No one else in this room. You and I, we’re in this together. Forever. So take what you want. Ride me. Fuck me.”

“Yes,” Rosie gasped, and started to move the way he knew she wanted to, rocking back at him harder, twisting her head for his lips to claim. He did, fucking back up at her, Mikayla’s tongue sliding across their skin. Rosie didn’t last long but he kept going, squeezing her tits, fucking her faster. She bounced on him, his beautiful Rosie, her breaths like hiccups as he and Mikayla gave her their everything.

“Mikayla, Jack,” she cried out.

“Come on his cock again, show me how beautiful you are when you come,” Mikayla said her voice like dark chocolate. Rosie looked down at her, her hand still entwined with Mikayla’s, and she came again, arching her back crying out wordlessly, her pussy so damp she left a wet stain the size of a coffee mug on the bedspread.

She pushed off Jack on shaky feet and reached down to clutch at Mikayla. Their newest lover rose to her feet and kissed her fiercely, the two of them throwing their arms around each other and winding up on the bed, Mikayla on top. Rosie saw Jack behind Mikayla and slapped her ass.

“She’s ready for you, boss,” she said as cheerfully as though her self-doubts had already evaporated. And knowing Rosie, they very well might have. She was not a woman to dwell on the negative for long. It was mostly bluster, but bluster could carry her a long, long way. He knew that from experience.

“Get that ass up, Mikala,” he said, his voice a growl to match her decadent one. She thrust her ass up, and he stared at it in all its glory, so taut, so fucking perfect. He bent to bury his mouth against it, too eager to eat her out for long, but needing to taste that wet slit, to feast on what the others had tasted too.

And then he was on her. Rosie had nearly brought him there, and Mikayla’s tight pussy around him was going to finish the job. Bambi watched him, brushing her blonde hair away from her face, her eyes animalistic as he powered into Mikayla. She had always loved to watch, and did so now as she rode Samantha’s face, Jordan buried between Samantha’s thighs and Christa beside all of them, shoving a dildo into Bambi’s ass. There was no more banter, only pure animalistic lust, and everyone took what they wanted, no more sexual mathematics involved.

“Fuck oh fuck oh fuck,” Mikayla chanted, and crushed her mouth against Rosie’s as Jackson shoved her back and forth on his cock. She was a modern-day queen and he was fucking her ragged, his hands on her ass, her waist. He reared a hand back and cracked her ass, making her scream, “Yeah! Yeah! Spank my ass! Spank my fucking ass! Oh fuck!”

He did it again, right on the verge of going too hard, but she could take it, the sharp cracks the loudest thing in the studio. Bambi gasped watching it, shoving back and forth like she was the one being fucked, and Mikayla fixed her with a savage, dark grin. The sparks between the two held the promise of a friendly rivalry, one Jackson fully intended on exploiting for his own pleasure, as he had with Jordan and Bambi so many years ago.

Rosie grabbed her face and kissed her hard, their mouths wide open, tongues mashing together in mad, lewd lust. Rosie had her hand between Mikayla’s legs, rubbing her pussy and her mound as Jackson pounded into her. It made Mikayla move even faster, her breath coming quick when she wasn’t kissing Rosie. Hands fell on them, on Jackson, on Mikayla, on Rosie. Hands and lips and tongues explored and played. Mikayla tried to take them all in, tossing back her dark hair, gasping, moaning, so close as their lovers joined them.

All but one.

No one noticed Aiko as she looked around the bed and found what she was after, the lube, her eyes mad with delight. She crawled out of the mess of bodies, humming to herself, and soon rejoined the others, finding the right position and maneuvering, giving Paige an absent spank, saying sorry when she put too much weight on Dove’s calf, and finally reaching her target just as Mikayla began to come.

“Oh God, oh fuck, Jack, Jack, everyone ahhhh, I love this, I want this so much…”

“Be ours,” Bambi told her.

“Yours! I’m yours! Oh God, oh, I love this, it’s crazy, but I love all of you, this is wild, this… is… so-”

“Oh FUCK!” Christa wailed.

“Holy shit!” Jordan said. “Aiko!”

“I told you I was going to fist you,” Aiko said to Christa smugly.

“F-f-fuck!” Mikayla gasped, coming even as she was laughing, laughing so hard she snorted, laughing right until Rosie caught her face, kissing her, the two of them giggling, beginning the long, slow, delightful fall into truly loving one another.

Jackson pulled out of Mikayla, his chest heaving, blood thundering, his cock throbbing for release. Everyone watched the new centerpieces of the show, Aiko really getting deep inside Christa, whose eyes bulged even as she begged Aiko to keep going. But there was one among the group who sensed his need, who he knew somehow would be the one to come to him. Bambi disentangled herself, eyes sparkling, the first of them, his greatest love. She slid onto him, both of them on their knees in an odd mirroring of the first time with Mikayla and how he finished with her. Bambi buried her head against his chest as he held her, rocking up into her. When she looked up again, she smiled for him, and he thought again of the strangest day of his life, when a bored blonde former classmate stopped at his house to see why he was outside playing with action figures and a camera.

He mouthed his love to her, and she whispered it right back, her smile widening as he began to come.


Wisps

Mikayla came back every time she got a couple days off from her whirlwind lifestyle. Word got out about her and the harem, and the paparazzi were a constant threat, but they learned to adapt, to try and ignore them, to simply be. It was not easy, and Jackson nearly picked up the phone a half-dozen times to call Wisps of You and snarl at them he’d sell the company so they could afford a place with more privacy, maybe even look into a gated community, but he held off, holding to his promise to Mikayla to wait until the photoshoot she’d contracted with their company.

Three months after she said a teary goodbye to them that first time meeting them, Mikayla came back to them, theirs for an entire month. She’d pushed everything in her life back for this, to be with them for a while, to figure out what was next for her.

She came off the plane in a red dress more suitable for a black-tie event than a flight halfway across the country. Everyone was there at her request, including. Aiko and Samantha. Tanya and the kids too. Claire was obsessed with the planes, shouting, “Pane! Pane! Pane!” while pointing at them. Even Bartleby was there, harnessed and leashed and looking at the distant plains as though planning his escape, which he probably was.

They had to take three vehicles for everyone to make it, but they were all there, and all of them were as mystified as Jackson as to why Mikayla was so giddy and bouncing on her feet. “Okay,” she said. “I’m in the front car. Everyone, follow me.”

They split up, and Jack rode with Tanya, Paige, Bambi, and the kids as they tried to puzzle out what was going on. Jack had the sneaking suspicion Bambi knew, or at least had an idea. She swore to him, though, that Mikayla told her nothing about the shoot save for what day to expect her to fly in and for Jackson to have his camera ready. No other equipment would be necessary, she said.

They drove beyond the city and the suburbs towards the mountains but not quite reaching them. This was old money New Bainbridge, where the doctors and lawyers staked their claim decades ago, and finally Jackson understood just minutes before their destination. “She didn’t,” he breathed. Bambi, in the seat next to him, looked at him.

“I think she did,” she said.

“Did what?” Tanya asked.

“Yeah, what did…?” Paige started to ask, then she got it. Her voice got very, very quiet. “Oh my God.”

They slowed at a gated piece of property, a cluster of buildings in the distance. Samantha, driving the lead car, stopped at a gate box and reached out to tap something onto it. The gate opened, and they drove down the asphalt road to the houses.

“No way,” Jackson said.

“What is it?” Tanya asked. “Do you think she rented this…” Her voice fell off, because she finally understood too.

“No way,” Paige echoed Jack. “She didn’t. She…”

The buildings were gorgeous. One was a single-story structure with a two-story addition on one side, a bunkhouse that had been turned into a full-blown residence, maybe. Another was an L-shaped house with a paved basketball court where Jackson could see playing ball with Casey and the kids someday. His throat tightened as he took in the third and final building, the biggest of the bunch, a sprawling two-story home with a wraparound deck and balcony. It had been freshly painted, the white gleaming in the brilliant sun.

He fumbled out his phone and glanced down at it just long enough to call Scarlett. She picked up on the first ring. “Jack, good to hear from you.”

“The answer is no,” he said, his voice shaking. He laughed. “I’m sorry, it was a hell of a generous offer and I hope we can work together in the future, but… no. We’re not selling.”

Bambi twisted in her seat, and Paige’s hand shot towards hers. They grinned at each other, then at Jackson as he hung up on Scarlett, not meaning to cut her off but too dumbstruck not to be lost in the moment with the people he loved.

The driveway ended at a fourth building, a wide garage, and they all tumbled out of their vehicles. Jackson freed Cody from his confines and held his son, unable to speak as everyone fanned out, murmuring excitedly to each other as Mikayla stepped out, her eyes glittering with held-back tears, her smile as brilliant as the sun off that paint.

“So…” she said, coming to stand in the midst of all of them. “Jack, the photoshoot I wanted to hire you for… well, I was thinking maybe you’d like to photograph your family in front of our new houses?”

* * *

The man studied the quad with a smile playing at the corner of his lips. That he was someone’s dad was obvious. It was move-in day, after all, and middle-aged guys were all over the place hauling things in for their kids. But none stood out quite so much as him. He was tall, and pretty buff under his video game tee shirt and khakis. His face was young yet, but if Kenzie had to guess by the faint salting of gray in his hair, she’d say he was in his forties. Very well put together.

He seemed to realize he was being watched and turned, his smile now a fixture. “Hi!” Kenzie said, and if she could actually purr, she would have. Fuck, but he was uniquely handsome. The long nose and dopey ears gave him character. And the fact that he had to be nearly twice her age only did it for her even more.

“Sorry,” the man said. “Woolgathering. There used to be a dorm here. Nickel Hall. We called it the Dungeon. I was thinking how funny it is that so many yeas later, my daughter would be living in a dorm just a couple hundred yards from where it used to be.”

“That’s sweet,” Kenzie said, coming to stand beside him. “A full-circle moment.”

“That’s what I was thinking too. Do you go to school here too?”

“Yes! It’s my fourth year. I’m actually an RA.” She nodded at the dormitory behind them.

His eyes lit up. They were kind eyes, and she felt a rush of pleasure course through her. “Don’t suppose you’re on the third floor, are you?”

She gasped. “I am!”

He laughed, long and hard. “What an amazing coincidence. I just hope you don’t need to call out my daughter for raising hell that often.”

“What’s her name?”

“Claire. Her first year.”

“Aw. She’ll do great here, I’m sure. Do you live here locally?”

“We do. Well… out in the countryside, anyway.” He held out his hand. “Jackson Corso.”

“Kenzie. Very nice to meet you.”

“You too!”

A beautiful, busty woman with long dark hair tied back in a loose ponytail approached them, smiling. She carried a little extra weight to her hips and tummy, but she was as gorgeous as he was handsome, and they could only be a couple.

“Don’t tell me you’re seducing college girls now, Jack,” she said. “We can’t compete with that.”

Mr. Corso jumped as if he’d been shocked, and blushed hard. That was definitely cute. “Oh, no, no no no, this is Kenzie. She’s going to be Claire’s RA.”

The woman’s smile widened, and she said to Kenzie, “It’s so easy to make him stammer and blush.”

Kenzie laughed lightly. The woman introduced herself as Paige, Claire’s mother. They talked for a minute, but they had things to unload for their daughter and were soon off, heading towards a nice SUV in the parking lot.

Kenzie raced back inside the dorm, grinning to herself as she rode up the elevator to the third floor. Most the doors were open, laughter and music spilling out of the dorms. “All right,” she shouted, “which one of you has the hot dad named Jackson?”

A beautiful young woman looked out of her dorm room, the spitting image of her mother with fuller cheeks. “Um. I guess that would be me?”

Kenzie charged for her. “Congratulations. You are hereby my new best friend on the floor.”

The young woman blinked at her, then started laughing. Kenzie grinned too, never knowing how prophetic her joke was, that the nervous girl four years her junior would come to mean the world to her. Her parents, too.

All her parents.

* * * * *

Folks, we are very nearly to the finish line. Join Jackson, Bambi, Paige, Christa, Jordan, Aiko, Samantha, Dove, Rosie, Mikayla, and all the rest in the final Beauties and the Geek novella Kenzie.  And thank you so much for reading!
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MIND CONTROL

Strings

Hearts and Minds

PREGNANCY FANTASIES

Life

COLLECTIONS OF ASSORTED EROTICA

Bites

Delectable Fancies

Nooners

Naughty Bites

And if that’s not enough, check out my other steamy pseudonyms below!

Grayson Banks
Dark, steamy fiction often focused on cheating

Cooper Harrelson

Steamy monster/supernatural thrillers and suspense

Desmond Brant

Steamy crime thrillers/suspense

Tuck Morris

Long-form harem fiction and steamy romance for men
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