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Mountains of Snow

The GPS calmly announced their final turn for the Braddy Ski Resort, and Tanya Lucas cheered from the backseat. The weather was as beautiful as predicted but the roads were still wildly icy and there had been some dangerous curves on the way up the mountain pass, bad enough that they put the SUV into four-wheel drive in the predawn hours.

“Great driving, honey,” Tanya said, practically bouncing in the backseat next to all his camera gear.

“It really was,” her daughter and Jackson’s girlfriend Paige said, her hand going to his thigh and squeezing.

“Thanks,” Jackson said, more than a little relieved to have arrived. At least they wouldn’t have to drive home in the dark. The three of them would be staying at the resort overnight, and would hopefully be out of the mountains and back in the city the next night.

They followed a long line of SUVs and all-wheel-drive cars onto a lane leading down to a crescent moon of buildings angled to face both the main road and Braddy Mountain. His first venture there a week ago to scope the place out for this photo shoot took his breath away, the mountain a tall, noble thing that seemed like it should be capped by a wizard with a staff. Paths of pure white snow zig-zagged through pine forests, with a wide clearing down the middle, giving the mountain the appearance of wearing a green cloak.

It was still ridiculously early in the morning, the sun’s pink rays just beginning to light up the horizon. Old-timey streetlamps lined the boardwalks in front of the buildings, casting warm, cheery light that Jackson wanted to capture before they shut off automatically. He could always photograph them that night, but there were subtle differences in sunrises and sunsets, angles to take advantage of. Besides, for the kind of money the ski hill was paying Geek and Lace, he wanted to bring his A-game.

“When we stop, I want you to wait for me to come around to your side,” Jackson said.

Paige’s hand went reflexively to her stomach. “Baby, I’ve got snow boots on. I’ll be careful. You don’t need to be so protective.”

“Yeah, I do,” he said. “I love you, and I love our baby. So let me be silly and help you down and take your arm while we walk.”

“Yes, sir,” Paige said.

If her mother wasn’t in the back seat, Jackson would have growled that Paige could call him that in bed that night.

She didn’t argue any further, only waiting with a small smile for him to find parking in front of the resort’s main office and come around to their side. Tanya started to get out but Jackson told her to wait too. He guided Paige down carefully onto the snow-packed parking lot before doing the same for Tanya and taking their arms.

“Thought you’d be mad,” Jackson said.

“Nope. Not one bit,” Paige said.

“You’re going to be such a good dad,” Tanya said.

Paige was nearing the middle of her second trimester, the first of his girlfriends to get pregnant. Her face was fuller, her breasts bigger, her baby bump now noticeable, but the thing Jackson tended to notice most was something ethereal about her expression and demeanor. He heard pregnant women described as having a golden glow, but that wasn’t it, not really. It was an aura of serenity and grace. Sure, she had big mood swings and could cry or rage at him or his other girlfriends at the drop of a hat, but at moments like this, he could see the mother she would be, caring and loving and proud.

The ski hill’s headquarters was one of the smallest buildings at the resort, comprised of a small reception area and three offices. Nancy, the receptionist, looked up when they entered and gave them a dazzling smile as she stood up. “Mr. Corso! Good to see you again.”

“Good to see you again. And I told you, call me Jack.”

“And are these lovely ladies your girlfriends?”

Tanya said, “My daughter is. I’m afraid I’m just the entourage today.”

Jackson made introductions, and did so again when the owner stepped out of his back office. Randall Braddy was the direct descendant of the man the mountain was named after. He was a bookish man in his forties, just starting to show some salt in his sandy blond hair, and much like the last time they met, he wore flannel and jeans, though he had more of a hipster professorial vibe than that of a rough-hewn woodsman. He could also talk, so Jackson headed that off before the man could build up a head of steam and keep him there for an hour.

“If you don’t mind,” he said, “I’ll walk Paige and Tanya to the lodge and start photographing the resort. I’d like to capture those streetlamps and the buildings before dawn.”

Randall lit up at that and went with them, donning a heavy parka and an ushanka, the ear flaps down. He struck up a lively conversation with Tanya and Paige, his attention mostly on Tanya, who glowed nearly as warmly as her daughter. Her weight loss had continued throughout the years, and she was now down far enough walking around wasn’t much of a struggle for her anymore. She could still get winded, but it lacked the severity of when Jackson first got to know her, and the beautiful woman she’d been at Paige’s age began to shine through again.

Jackson took Paige’s arm, this time more out of togetherness than caution. The boardwalk was kept clear of snow and ice. The buildings were made to look like stone and log cabins, with windows comprised of small panes, lit by fireplaces burning away merrily inside. It would be easy to imagine they had stepped back a hundred years, if it wasn’t for the vehicles in the parking lots.

The lodge was the grandest building of the bunch, though still understated so as to not spoil the views, the real draw of the ski resort. It was a two-story winged A-frame with several big seating arrangements on its patio overlooking the ski hill. The interior was designed to evoke rustic charm, with no TV in sight. People in ski suits clustered in groups all throughout the lobby. Jackson was hoping to get a chance to photograph the place without any people, and figured correctly they would clear out once the hill was properly open for the day.

“Now,” Randall said, “the café is already open and it’s just next door. They serve the best huevos rancheros outside of Texas. But the thing you have to try is the hot cocoa. I’ll send word on that your meals are comped today and tomorrow. Let them know who you are and it’ll be taken care of.”

“Oh, you are so sweet!” Tanya said, and kissed his cheek.

“Well, you just made my week. And Jackson, I’ll go fetch a snowmobile. When your helper gets here, my girl A.J. will bring her on up to us. Sound good?”

“Sounds good,” Jackson said.

“Ma’am. Miss,” Randall said, giving them a little bow.

When he was gone, Paige elbowed her mother. “You go, Mom.”

“He was cute, wasn’t he?”

“I think he liked you too,” Jackson said.

Tanya sighed happily. “If only I could ski. No one wants to see me tumble end over end down that hill. It would be fun though.”

“We’ll come up again next year,” Paige promised her. “With how much weight you’ve lost and how much more I’m sure you’ll shed, I bet it won’t be nearly as awkward as you think.”

“Let’s plan on it,” Tanya said. To Jackson, “Now shoo, Jackson. We’ll be fine. We’ve got our books and breakfast to look forward to.”

Jackson shooed.

* * *

The shoot was an interesting one, and tested Jackson’s skills with outdoor photography. He spent the short time before the hill opened with Randall getting some cresting dawn shots, the pinks and blues captured on camera drawing a heartfelt, “I’ll be damned!” from Jackson’s client. They moved on to still photography of the hill’s runs and some excellent backdrop shots that captured the stillness of the mountain and forest before the skiers took to the hill.

By that point, his girlfriends arrived, and Jordan was brought up the mountain by snowmobile. His heart lightened seeing her in her snowpants and oversized parka, his worries about the roads unfounded for a second time. For the sake of the job and the client, they acted purely professionally, Jordan playing the assistant that day and holding Jackson’s lights and equipment when necessary.

While Jackson and Jordan worked, Bambi, Christa, and Dove were all hitting the slopes, Dove for the first time. She was more than a little nervous about it – “I’m going to be on my butt more than my skis, I know it” – but she was excited too. After all, even if she hated skiing, she could spend the day warming up in the lodge with Paige and Tanya.

With Jordan’s arrival came the difficult part of the shoot. Randall had several top-notch skiers ready for action shots. Jackson had some practice at this, having spent time up at the ski hill the previous week with just his camera, capturing skiers on their way down the beginner trails and bunny slopes towards the base of the mountain, but these shots were going to be much trickier, both because they necessitated some varied artificial lighting as well as the inherent difficulty of capturing good action shots.

It took a while to settle into a rhythm for that first trail. The skiers were game to make the same runs over and over, but Jackson knew at some point the giddiness of doing what they loved on film was going to wear thin for them due to simple repetition. Frustration threatened to get to Jackson, as did the cold, but when he and Jordan finally figured out the angles for the flash and the best shot possible, everything fell into place for them and he went from sour to elated.

It was not a fun shoot, not in the way his boudoir and erotic photography and videography went, but it was a rewarding experience and Randall seemed thrilled with the work he’d done. By the time they knocked off at closing, Jackson felt like he’d earned every penny of what Geek and Lace was charging the Braddy family for the shoot.

There was still work to do the next day, but thankfully, this would be more familiar ground to him, shots inside the various businesses that made up the resort, including the café, the lodge, the ski and gift shops, and the various administrative and support buildings. No more action shots, thank God.

A.J. and Randall brought them down the mountain and stopped at the lodge. Randall shook Jackson’s hand vigorously. “Hiring someone new is always a gamble,” he said, “and I have to admit, I had my worries, but I get the feeling I’m going to be calling on you for decades.”

“I’m looking forward to it,” Jackson said, feeling like his hand was ensnared by a bear trap before the other man let go. “And I really appreciate you putting my girlfriend and Tanya and I up for the night.”

“You enjoy it. I happen to know for a fact they’re the comfiest beds you’ll find.”

Down the boardwalk, the door to the gift shop opened and out stepped a dark-haired woman in jeans, a sweater bearing the Braddy Ski Resort logo, and a heavier parka. She was tugging on a pair of ski gloves, lost in her own little world until Randall called to her.

“Rosie!”

“Hey boss,” she called back.

“Come meet our photographer.”

By that point, Jackson’s girlfriends were beginning to spill out of the building that housed the changing rooms on the opposite side of the lodge. They must have texted Paige, because she stepped out of the lodge too, smiling at Jack, a cup of steaming herbal tea in hand. Rosie came from one direction towards them, Jackson’s girlfriends the other. Jackson waved to them, and Randall glanced at him curiously.

“These are the other models for Geek and Lace,” Jackson said, still trying to maintain an air of professional distance from the harem.

His girlfriends reached them first, all of them bubbling with energy, all of them dressed extra warm. Dove moved gingerly, and saw Jackson looking. “I fell a couple dozen times,” she said, “but it was a lot more fun falling than I thought. Not quite like landing on a pillow, but not bad, either.”

“It’s her first time on the slopes,” Jackson explained to Randall, who nodded sagely.

By then, Rosie was on them. Jackson’s first impression of her wasn’t that she was a beautiful woman. She was, sort of square-faced with a lightly dimpled chin that gave her character. But his first thought was that she looked tired, and not just because of the bags under her eyes. Her jeans were threadbare at the ankles and too short for the boots she wore, which had laces he was certain were meant for sneakers. But more than anything else, it was the set of her, the way her head drooped, the slump to her walk.

“Rosie, this is Jackson, ah…” Randall said.

“Corso,” Jackson said, offering her a hand. She took it, her smile weary.

“He’s the one that’ll be photographing the gift shop tomorrow morning.”

“Oh, great,” Rosie said. “Nice to meet you.”

“You too.” He turned. “And everyone here models and works for our business Geek and Lace.” He made quick introductions.

“You’re all models?” Rosie asked, suddenly more alert and interested.

“They are, yes,” Bambi said. “I help run things behind the scenes.”

“What kind of modeling, if you don’t mind me asking?”

Christa spoke up this time. “Bottlegenie influencing.”

“That’s fascinating,” Rosie said. “And you all work together on days like this?”

“Oh, we’re here for fun today,” Dove said. “Except Jordan. She was helping Jackson take some action shots of the skiers today. How did the shoot go?”

They talked about that some, but Jackson’s girlfriends wanted to get on the road before it got dark. They said their goodbyes, Rosie and Randall heading towards a waiting employee bus that would take the staff back… somewhere. Jackson wasn’t sure where and wondered how long the commute was to and from the ski hill every day.

His attention shifted to his girlfriends, and by now, Tanya joined them too. They said goodbye, and Jordan, Bambi, Christa, and Dove took off in Christa’s new SUV. Her old one had been all but totaled in the same trip back to Jackson and Bambi’s stomping grounds that saw them ensnare Dove into their harem.

Rosie, standing beside the bus after Randall peeled apart from her, watched the SUV go, her brow furrowed. Her attention turned to Jackson, clearly lost in thought. He gave her a tight smile, and she returned it.

Definitely beautiful, he thought.


Enter Through the Gift Shop

Jackson read in front of the lodge’s massive stone fireplace, entranced by words Paige, his Paige, had crafted over the last few years. She finished the first draft of her first novel a few months ago, but wouldn’t let anyone read it until she gave it several rounds of edits. He was halfway through it, and thoroughly hooked by her tale of a former lord in a fantasy realm blinded and cast into poverty by a political rival, only to wind up the mentor and lover of a street thief. It was genuinely gripping stuff, a romantasy heavy on the action, both violent and steamy as hell.

Fingers traced his shoulder, and he looked up. Paige settled onto his lap and kissed his cheek before nuzzling into him. “Am I too big to cuddle yet?” she murmured.

“Never.”

“What part are you on?”

“Galderi is preparing Marijen for the ball and the assassination attempt. It’s going to go bad for her, isn’t it?”

Paige smiled. “Maaaaybe.”

“How’s Tanya?”

“Settled in. It was nice seeing her flirt this morning.”

“Yeah, it was. I’m glad she’s putting herself out there.”

“Me too,” Paige said, nearly purring. “That fire feels so good. I wrote here all day and Mom did her needlepoint.”

“Not too bored?”

“No, it was really nice.” She stood up and held her hand out. The diamond engagement ring he bought for her caught the light of the fire. All of his girlfriends wore one now. Though they couldn’t all be married by law, they planned to have a ceremony bonding all of them in heart sometime in the coming year or two.

“Come on. Bedtime for us too,” Paige said.

“With snogging?”

“So much snogging.”

Their room was beautiful, like a tiny rustic cabin in hotel room form. The queen-sized bed’s frame was made from lacquered logs, topped in thick blankets made to look old-fashioned. The whole room smelled faintly of pine. He liked it, but more to the point, he liked the woman he stripped down and took to bed with him.

Paige always had a voracious sexual appetite, and pregnancy had only driven her hormones into higher gear. She took Jackson on his back that night, riding him with her hands on her thickening thighs, her smile sweet and angelic until the urgency of their business overwhelmed the both of them, and then she took him faster, her hips rocking, her hands moving to his chest as she took what she needed.

She was so gorgeous like that, so raw and sexual. Jackson loved her ripening body, and feasted upon her breasts and let his hands roam her belly, her ass, her hips. “You’re going to be so sexy by the time you’re ready to give birth,” he said. “God, Paige, I want to put a dozen kids in you.”

“I’ll take all you can give me,” she said, breathless and close again. She dipped and kissed him, and where her belly wouldn’t have brushed his once, now hers did, and it made him wild for her, so wild, and when she came, he filled her fast, pulling her tight to him, their lips connecting with gentle unwinding desire as they came down until she fell beside him and tucked into him.

Soon, Paige would be leaving their household. Not the harem, but when the baby came, she was going to live with her mom in Tanya’s new rental. Jackson planned on splitting his time between households but the idea broke his heart. As big as the house they shared now was, there just wasn’t room for six adults and a baby, not without stumbling all over each other, which they already were. The dynamics of the group had to change, he knew that, but he loved the way things were now.

But Paige wasn’t the only one leaving the nest. Dove and Jordan, who had developed a relationship-within-the-relationship, were also getting a place of their own. That made sense too. Dove was a nurse, and although she no longer worked the insane hours she used to at her previous hospital, she still worked some odd hours and lengthy shifts, and needed a quieter atmosphere. They were still searching for the right place close by to the central harem house, as they’d taken to calling it, but any day now, they would find somewhere.

“What’s the matter?” Paige asked.

“Nothing. Why?”

“You kind of have a moody look on your face.”

He kissed her forehead. “Thinking about you, Jordan, and Dove leaving the house soon. I know it needs to happen, but…”

“Yeah. Someday, I hope we make enough money we can buy someplace like this, like a hotel or a dorm, something like that. Or a bunch of small houses close by to one another. Is that called a villa?” She scrunched up her nose. “I should know that.”

“I don’t know either. But I get the idea.”

“A ranch for Jackson Corso’s hos.”

He chuckled at that. “My ho ranch. I like that.”

“It does suck, but…”

“Yeah. I just… I don’t want anyone to leave the relationship. You know?”

“Yeah,” she said.

“You’re not…?”

“No, Jack, I’m not. I am madly in love with you and everyone else. I swear, me leaving, it doesn’t change that. I’ll still be there most days. And when the baby’s older, I’ll move back in, if it makes sense to.”

“Good. Thank you.”

“You don’t have to thank me, you goof. But you can make love to me again.”

“Yes, ma’am. That I can do.”

* * *

This time, Paige played Jackson’s assistant, since they were strictly taking shots indoors and not on a mountain where his overactive and protective imagination envisioned her falling or being hit by an out-of-control skier or a bear mauling her and the baby or a thousand other stupid scenarios.

Tanya gutted it out with them for quite a while, probably less to do with Jackson and Paige than Randall accompanying them after they started off with a photoshoot of the administrative building’s staff. He was a gentle flirt and she ate it up as they moved from building to building. The pair broke off when it came time to photograph the cafe, Randall deciding to join the staff in making Tanya a special breakfast. Paige kissed her mother’s cheek and told her to have fun. Tanya barely noticed, keen as she was on her cute morning date.

It put Paige in a content mood, and she didn’t stop smiling for long minutes at a time. Her father died a long time ago after a drunk driving accident, and her mother had loved him dearly, to the point where she had something of both a mental and physical breakdown, becoming a shut-in and gaining tremendous amounts of weight. But now Tanya was ready to greet the world again, and the possibility of her getting back out there was now a reality.

The morning’s shoot went much more smoothly than the day before, with most everyone at least pretending to be glad to pose for pictures. The only exception was the medical staff, who had to deal with the fallout from an early morning skiing collision and didn’t have the time to take pictures. Jackson could understand their impatience and settled for taking pictures of the exterior of the building as well as some shots of the emergency response vehicles, whose license plates he’d blur if Randall wanted them.

There was one person who seemed more curious than the rest about the photographer, and she was the woman they’d met for a brief moment the night before, Rosie. The lone clerk in the gift shop, she greeted them distractedly as she finished ringing up a couple Jackson had seen in the lodge the night before. While they were doing that, he took pictures of some of the shirts, sweaters, and hats available in the store, and was just starting in on the tchotchkes and trinkets on the display shelves when Rosie came to them.

She was dressed that day in slacks too thin for the cold mountain air but which did nice things to her hips and ass, as well as a company sweater that hugged her bountiful chest. The sweater looked brand new, but the slacks bore similar signs of strain as the jeans the day before, although instead of being too short, these were too long and rolled up at the ankles. A few strands of dog hair clung to them.

“Hi, hi hi hi,” Rosie said.

“Hi there,” Paige said. “Rosie, right?”

“Yes, that’s me, and please, I’m begging you, no song quotes with Rose or Rosie in them.”

Jackson, who had been just about to do that, changed tack immediately. “It’s nice to see you again.”

“Yeah, you too! Where are all your friends?”

“They went home last night,” Paige said. “I’m his assistant today.”

“Jim, right?” Rosie said.

“Jack. Or Jackson.”

“Right, sorry, yeah, it’s been…” She laughed a desperate laugh. “It has been a week. Are you a model like the others?”

“I am,” Paige said.

“Wow. You must make a fortune.”

“Um. I do all right.”

Paige did better than “all right,” as even pregnant, she made money hand over fist for her nude photo shoots and videos, which ranged from playful to outright pornographic. But Jackson understood her reticence to mention all that or brag about her fast-rising stardom.

“And you, you’re their photographer?”

“I am,” Jackson said.

“And do you do any modeling too? You’re handsome enough for it.”

“Ah, just… when it’s necessary for a guy to be a little out of the shot,” he said, blushing as he always did when he had to talk about his porn star-adjacent status. Christa, the oldest of his harem in her forties, used to do sex scenes on occasion for her Fantasy Gems page. After she joined Bambi and Paige as part of his “harem,” which started off as a joking phrase for the group but quickly became the name everyone but him called it, Christa didn’t want to sleep with any other man but Jack, even professionally. So for a while, her video shoots were strictly of her playing with other models or solo videos, until she began to see a dip in viewership. Now Christa was in her last year or two as a model and wanted to cap it off in style, so she and the others convinced Jackson to do some videos with her, him holding the handheld video camera while he fucked her. The videos quickly became some of Geek and Lace’s best earners, something he would never get used to. Even stranger was the thought that all their combined family members and friends now knew he did porn.

Rosie clearly had more questions, but more customers came in. She gave them an irritated look that transformed into a plastic smile. “Hi, let me know if I can help you find anything, there’s a sale on all our Braddy Ski Resort clothing.”

“Thank you!” one of the customers said. “Do you have any postcards? We always love to collect them from places we go for our scrapbook.”

“Sure, let me show you,” Rosie said.

While she did that, Jackson moved deeper into the gift shop to take more pictures of the items for sale on the wood shelves. A Christmas tree was still set up despite the holiday having already passed. They must have made a killing with the holiday stuff, because at least half the store was dedicated to it. It made sense, he supposed, given the wintery nature of the place, but it was a lot even by his standards and he really liked Christmas.

More customers came in, and while Rosie was dealing with them, he tried to get a good picture of her and only her. At first, the customers flummoxed him, stepping into view of the camera. And when he did get pictures with only Rosie in the shot, her mouth was always open or her smile was obviously faked or she was blinking. He finally got one when she was ringing someone up, head tilted as she read the monitor in front of her. Even that picture was, he’d discover later, not the best, her eyes narrowed in a squint. Oh well. Randall wasn’t set on having absolutely every employee photographed, so Jackson gave it up and led Paige out into the world again.

“Beautiful girl,” Paige said.

“Yeah,” Jackson said, and for months, he didn’t think of Rosie again.


A Dog Named Bartleby

Mellow music from the score for Raid of the Demon Tomb, one of Jackson’s new favorite video games, flowed from the studio house’s speakers. He and his best friend Casey finished the roleplaying game over the harsh winter months, sneaking in a couple hours on the weekends when Casey wasn’t working. It served as triple duty, since they not only got to hang out, but Jackson could spend time with his goddaughter and eat some of Casey’s wife Niara’s good cooking.

Now he was reliving the music from the epic boss fight with the lich general Kosmindras, foot swaying to the beat as he edited one of Jordan’s latest videos. His phone rang, and it was her. He cut the music, and answered the phone. “Hey, baby.”

“Hey, Jack! How’s it going?”

“You’re looking good. I’ve got you paused right now with that ass up and you looking at the camera like you’re about to try swallowing a cucumber whole.”

“Your cucumber, maybe.”

Someday, they might do that in a Fantasy Gems video together, but for right now, his sex tapes with Jordan were their own private thing. Of all the inner circle of models in Geek and Lace, she had found the most mainstream success, having done a runway show for a lingerie company months ago as well as a contract with them to model their newest designs for the next year. At the start of summer, she would be doing a bikini runway show for a different company, but similar in spirit to the lingerie work. Jordan’s star was rising just like the rest of Geek and Lace, though in a way that was pulling her farther from the sexy nude shoots she started with.

“So what’s up?” Jackson asked.

“I got an email just now from someone named Rosie Llewellyn. She says she met us when you did that ski hill shoot.”

At first he drew a blank, then remembered the dark-haired gift shop clerk. “Oh, right, she ran the gift shop up there.”

“Yup, that’s what she said in the message. She wants to model for us.”

He leaned back and thought about that. “I remember her being pretty enough.”

“Yeah. She included some selfies and photos. I think there might be something there but I wanted you to take a look at it. I just forwarded you the email if you have a minute. Bambi and Christa are on board, but we wanted you to take a look and see what you think.”

“Give me just a second.” He brought up the email she sent him and read it over. Rosie’s spelling was not her strongest suit, but that didn’t really matter to him. What did were the pictures she sent along. There were five in total, and while they didn’t really produce any heat, he thought back to the woman standing near that employee bus, watching them. Something about her had drawn his attention then, hadn’t it?

“Okay. Set it up.”

* * *

Rosie showed up twenty minutes late in a car that looked like it might collapse at any moment, sitting on bald tires with several badly repaired dings on the passenger side. A dog that seemed to be ninety percent hair and ten percent crooked teeth stood on the passenger’s side door to sniff the fresh air coming in through the cracked window.

When Rosie stepped out, she called, “Sorry I’m late. My dog got out on me. He’s, like, eighty years old but he can still run when he thinks I’m abandoning him.”

Jackson fought back a pang of irritation and called back, “It’s all right.” He was holding an umbrella for Christa while she tended to the flower bed in front of the house, handing her seeds when she asked for them. They figured as long as they were waiting, they might as well get something productive done. Neither of them were in the best of moods.

Rosie dressed much as she had during those bitterly cold weeks of winter, in a sweater and tight jeans. Dried mud and muck caked her sweater, obviously from the dog, whose legs were coated in it. As she hurried around the car to get out of the slow, steady rain, Jackson eyed her critically. There was definitely potential there for Rosie to become one of their models. Having a dynamite body was great, but what interested him most about their contracted models was always going to be the face. They didn’t necessarily have to be traditionally beautiful or sexy, but they did have to capture the imagination. His favorite example was a friend of Christa’s, a single mom in her thirties with teeth too big for her face and a nose too small, but which gave her such a fascinating aspect that he loved to photograph her. Of course, the fact that she did MILF-centric videos and shoots was also a huge turn-on for him both physically and creatively, and she was sometimes a fun, if temporary, companion for the group in bed.

Rosie wasn’t quite so uniquely featured as that, but he saw that dimpled chin again and was reminded that she had character. Her makeup was pancaked on, deliberately meant to look slutty, but she could be taught how to make that seem more natural. He didn’t know how she had her hair styled originally but while chasing her dog the rain did a number on it, her dark locks now like misshapen beehives on her head.

“Hi, hi hi hi,” Rosie said, and he had a vague memory of her saying the exact same thing the last time he talked to her. “I really, really appreciate this.”

“Mm hm,” Jackson said. Christa gave him an amused side eye, then stood up, brushing her hands on her knees.

“Hi again, I’m Christa, in case you don’t remember.”

“Hi Christa.”

“Let’s go inside,” Jackson said.

“Great. Do I have time to touch up? I, uh, I really was chasing Bartleby all over and, well, my hair looked so much nicer before.”

She was already half an hour late and wanted to waste more of their time. “Sure,” Jackson said curtly. He lingered, looking at the dog. “What’s the dog’s name?”

“Bartleby.”

“As in Bartleby, the Scrivener?”

“Who?”

He felt a not-so-tiny vortex of phantom pain in his forehead and wanted to rub it. “It’s a book. Never mind.”

“Is he okay in the car?” Christa asked.

“Oh yeah, he’ll be fine. It’s warm enough even with the rain. And he just pooped. I know, because…” Here, Rosie turned and hollered at her dog, “…I had to clean it up off Mr. Laurel’s yard, didn’t I, buddy?”

The dog did not answer, though he looked happy enough about his accomplishment. Christa hesitated, then said, “Don’t leave him out there. Bring him in.”

“He is really muddy. You can see what he did to me.”

“That’s okay. We can put him in the bathroom.”

“Are you sure?” Rosie asked. “He’ll fuss. A lot. And he might piddle on the floor. I’d clean it, obviously, but he’s a nervous dog.”

“I’m sure,” Christa said.

Rosie hurried back and said sternly to Bartleby, “Stay. Stay. Staaaaay. Stay!” She jerked open the car door. While not exactly quick as a flash, the dog, which couldn’t have weighed more than fifteen pounds, shot out before she could grab him. Thankfully, this time, Bartleby didn’t run far, just straight to Jackson, panting madly, his tongue lolling out between crooked teeth. He jumped on Jackson’s leg, and not knowing what else to do, Jack reached down to pick him up.

“No, don’t!” Rosie said, but Jackson was already lifting the dog. Rosie stared, blinking.

“Huh. He usually doesn’t like guys.”

But the dog seemed to like Jackson just fine. Bartleby gave him a few deeply stinky kisses, wiggling in his arms and panting like he had just run a mile. Jackson gave him a few back scratches, and the dog settled into his arms, looking awfully pleased with himself.

Inside, Jordan was seated at the computer, responding to her fan messages. She turned and stood up, a strained smile on her face. “I was beginning to think you were a no-show.”

“Yeah, sorry, my dog escaped, took me a while to catch him, I just went through this outside with them,” Rosie said. She sighed and composed herself. “I know I’m late. And I really am sorry about that. I am a hot mess. But I promise to be better, I really do.”

“We’ve all been there,” Jordan said. “This is the escapee?”

“That’s him. Twice now,” Rosie said. “His name’s Bartleby.”

“Hi, Bartleby!” Jordan said.

There was a round of Jordan and Christa petting the dog and giving him scratches, and Rosie took him into the bathroom, where Bartleby promptly peed on a cabinet. Rosie cleaned up after him, scolding him the entire time. She ran a comb through her hair before retreating, this time without the dog escaping. Immediately Bartleby scratched at the door and began to cry. The sound made Jackson feel about an inch tall. Dogs, his girlfriends, and kids crying were his kryptonite.

Rosie went to the center of the living room looking all around. “So, this is your studio?”

“We’re upgrading soon,” Jackson said. “A small warehouse in Sutherland.”

“Sure. It’s a nice little house. Cute. Um, so, how do we do this? Do I, you know…?” With that, Rosie lifted her sweater up and over her plentiful breasts in a lacy violet bra. “Is that good enough for a resume?” she asked, turning to both Christa and Jordan in turn.

Jackson gaped, while Christa and Jordan gave each other a look. Christa said, “That’s… bold.”

“What, are they not big enough?” Rosie asked. Her words were light, but there was a gleam to her eyes, something Jackson couldn’t quite identify, not yet. But it would hit him soon enough.

Desperation.

“You’re beautiful enough for one of our models,” Jordan said cautiously. “But, um, what we usually do is have Jackson walk you through a test photo shoot.”

“Okay. Should I get naked or do you photograph me stripping? And I do I need to sign anything? I was going to sign up for a Fantasy Gems page last night but I didn’t know if that was something you guys did for your models. I didn’t want to jump the gun.”

“Let’s get through the photo shoot first,” Jordan said. “And keep your clothes on. We’re not going to shoot you in the nude without a contract first.”

“Okay, yeah, that’s smart.” Rosie caught the look Jackson and Jordan shared, and blanched. “I’m sorry. I know I’m being pushy. I don’t mean to be. I just, um, I work the ski hill in the winter and it’s okay money but I need something more stable than waitressing and delivering food and, and…” She shut up, and her manic energy dissipated. “I’m trying too hard. Um, tell me what to do and I’ll do it.”

“All right. Start with taking off your shoes,” Jackson said. “Then let’s get you in the bedroom and I’ll take some test shots of you in different poses.”

“Sure. Good. Yeah. Sounds good.”

Rosie took off her boots and followed Jackson meekly into the bedroom, where they did so many photoshoots throughout the years. There was nothing fancy about the setup that day. No need for it, not with a test shoot like this, and Jackson already knew there wouldn’t be another, not if he had his say. The dog was cute, and obviously Rosie was having a bad run of luck, but half an hour late and acting as crazy as she did were enough for a firm no from him.  Christa caught his eye and gave him a tiny shake of her head, echoing his feelings.

In the bedroom, a simple muslin backdrop rested against one wall. Jackson instructed Rosie to stand in front of it while he dug his camera out of its case. “Have you been doing this long?” she asked.

“A while, yeah,” he said. “I studied photography here in New Bainbridge and Christa was my first professional client between my freshman and sophomore year.”

“Oh cool.”

“Are you from here?”

“Yeah, born and raised.”

“Sure. Okay, give me a smile.”

Rosie did, but it was the same plastic smile he remembered from the gift shop with her customers. Time to try something different.

“Why can’t dinosaurs clap their hands?” he asked.

“What?”

“They’re extinct.”

She stared at him blankly, and Jordan, from the doorway, said, “He’s trying to tell you a dumb dad joke to make you smile more naturally.”

“Oh. That was a joke?”

“Let me try,” Christa said. “What does a nosey pepper do? It gets jalapeno business.”

Rosie looked even more puzzled, then blinked. “Ohhh. Like… all up in your business.”

“Let’s try something different,” Jackson said. “Think of a memory, something really special to you.”

“Like dumping my last boyfriend?” Rosie asked. “He was an asshole. Said he could change my oil and next thing you know I wind up with a four-hundred-dollar mechanic’s bill. And I’m like seventy percent sure he stole my good microwave popcorn on his way out.”

Jackson snapped a few pictures just for something to be doing. “Uh. Sure. Yeah. Think of dumping him. Don’t talk, though, just… think.”

Rosie pressed her lips tight together and closed her eyes.

“Don’t close your eyes.”

They opened again. Her lips quirked up into a smile, but not one he’d really consider a model’s smile, neither ensnaring nor with enough character to be interesting.

“Okay. Try thinking about what made you mad about him.”

“I just told you. He was an idiot who cost me a lot of money I didn’t have.” She gestured wildly at herself. “Obviously. Just tell me emotions. Tell me to be happy or mad or scared or something.”

Jackson tried, but what Rosie was doing wasn’t natural. It was mugging for the camera, and he couldn’t capture a single natural moment. He gave it ten minutes, then said finally with forced cheer, “Okay, I think we have what we need. Thanks for coming in, and once we’ve had time to-”

“It’s a no, isn’t it?” Rosie asked.

“It’s not all up to me,” Jackson said.

“How’s about just a couple pictures of my tits in my bra? Or, or, or my ass, I have a great ass, I do lunges like a motherfucker and… give me a chance. Okay? Just a chance. I know I’m not as hot or beautiful as they are, but please. I need this.”

“Okay,” Jackson said, more to quiet her than anything else. His mind was already made up. “Give me a playful look while you bring your sweater up over your bra.”

“I can do that. I can definitely do that.” She bared her teeth at him. If Frankenstein’s monster smiled, he imagined it would look like that.

But her boobs were pretty fantastic, he had to give her that. Same with her ass, when she showed it off with her thumbs in the belt loops, tugging her jeans down over a pair of panties that, while sexy once upon a time, were so frayed that he saw quite a bit more of her unbleached, unshaven bud than he intended.

“It’s a good ass, right?” she asked.

“It is. You take very good care of yourself.”

“So how about it? Am I Geek and Lace’s newest girl?”

“I’m sorry, I really do need to talk it over with the rest of the group.”

Her face changed. In that moment, Rosie looked exhausted and defeated. There was the honesty he’d been looking for, but it wasn’t the sort of thing that translated well to modeling. “Well. Thanks for your time,” she said. “I’ll get Bartleby and go. Let me know. One way or the other.”

She did herself back up and headed for the bathroom to let Bartleby out. The dog trotted out, looked around curiously, and promptly peed on the armchair. “Bartleby!” Rosie gasped, and snatched him up fast. “I’m sorry, I’ll-”

“It’s fine,” Christa said.

“I’ll clean up after him, I’ll-”

“Go home, honey,” Christa said. Silence fell among them, and Rosie looked away and down at the carpet.

“I never had a chance, did I?” she asked. Something about that made her give a little “heh” of a laugh, then she walked out, the dog in her arms looking back at the group, happy and panting.


Restless Love

“It was a disaster,” Jackson said, turning off the oven timer. “I’ve never, ever, ever had a subject as bad as her.”

“Maybe she was just nervous?” Paige asked.

“Oh, she was definitely nervous,” Christa said.

“So nervous she showed up half an hour late,” Jackson said.

“Yeah, but that wasn’t really her fault,” Jordan said. At Jackson’s look, she added, “The dog was cute.”

“The dog needed a collar and a leash,” Christa said.

“I think she could barely afford a tank of gas,” Jackson said, and sighed. “Shit, I’ve been there.”

“Me too,” Paige said.

“So it’s a no?” Dove asked.

“It is from me,” Jackson said.

“Me too,” Christa said. “She wants it too much. She’s thinking of the short-term money, not the long-term ramifications. For her own sake if nothing else, I say no.”

“I don’t know. I kinda like her,” Jordan said.

“You saw the pictures,” Jackson said.

“First time jitters. I say we give her a chance. Maybe not give her a contract, but get her in for a second shoot. I do think Christa makes a good point, though. I’m not sure she’s in the right mindset to do this as a career. She’s obviously desperate for money.”

“She sounds like my kind of people,” Paige said. “My trailer park, I know a lot of girls like her. Still, half an hour late, though, that’s a bad look.”

“Yuuuuuuup,” Jackson said, and donned his oven mitts to pull the chicken pot pie from the oven.

“I’m drooling,” Paige said. “That smells so good.”

“It will be in your belly as soon as I’ve dished it up.”

They ate, talking about lighter things, but Jackson’s mind was still on Rosie. She had the body for the business, and a face unique enough to draw attention. But having the body for modeling and being a model were two different things. Damn it, usually he could tease out at least a sexy moment or two from a model or a client. Not long after the Braddy Ski Resort shoot, he’d done a boudoir shoot with a married couple who both carried about an extra hundred pounds or so each and were not traditionally attractive, but he still managed to photograph an exquisite set from them when he got them talking about the things their partner did for them in bed that they loved. At first they were shy about it, but capturing them opening up made an otherwise difficult photoshoot a steamy experience.

But working with Rosie had been like trying to convince a block of wood it was molding clay. There was no spark there, no attraction between her and his camera. This irritated him on a professional level. He tried every trick he knew of in their relatively limited time together and had nothing to show for it. There wasn’t a single picture in the bunch he’d classify as even mediocre. They were all uniformly bad.

Talk shifted to Dove’s plans for her two days off, which amounted to binge watching her favorite police procedural with Jordan and maybe getting some yardwork done. She wasn’t a regular model for Geek and Lace, and when she did do the occasional photo shoot, it was strictly from the neck down, or with her face obscured so as to not interfere with her career in nursing. Paige told her some nightmare stories early on about being recognized and accosted out and about, so they were cautious for Dove’s sake, given the intimate setting of a hospital room.

She loved her new job, though, especially compared to the hospital she used to work at, where she was essentially forced to work insane hours and days thanks to a nigh-abusive administration. Here, she kept reasonable hours in the long-term care unit, and was respected by her boss and liked by her peers. There were downsides, particularly that she took a noticeable hit in pay, but her peace of mind was worth it.

But there were reasons Dove was initially reluctant to join them in New Bainbridge. Her brother was in a home for those with mental disabilities, and her mother, a high-strung manipulative woman who Jackson pitied more than disliked, tried to keep her daughter in Fort Cloud to help deal with the loneliness of her situation. It was a difficult decision for Dove, but ultimately her stress and the wildfire that was her love for Jordan as well as her history with Bambi helped her make up her mind.

Jackson was glad. When Jordan first came to town to help plan her brother and his fiancée’s wedding, she fell for Jackson, hard. The feeling was mutual, but her love for him fostered some bouts of depression when she moved in with the harem. She was never entirely certain of her place within the group and sometimes wished to have him all to herself, an understandable sort of jealousy in a relationship as complicated as theirs. But with Dove, Jordan found peace, most of the time. Dove was a nurturer, and in Jordan, she found someone to take care of. The pair living together was healthy for the both of them. Jordan got to have that intimate relationship with someone she loved, and Dove had a quiet house of her own so she wasn’t beset at all hours by the sex-crazed cult of Jackson Corso.

When talk shifted to Dove’s brother, Jackson snapped back to the conversation, his mind finally letting the Rosie conundrum rest for a minute.

“They’ve got him on new medication. It has its ups and downs but Mom says he’s more lucid and evened out. Still angry but a much more mellow anger. He’s not lashing out as much.”

“That’s great,” Jackson said. Her brother’s violent mood swings were the root of why he needed to be put under constant care, and why Dove’s father had left their family behind years ago. It was also pretty much why she became a nurse, that need to take care of people ingrained into her psyche. “And how’s your mom?”

“She’s okay, I think. She’s starting to realize this isn’t just a vacation for me and that’s a good thing. She’s still very brittle with me but I think she’s slowly getting over it.”

“And things at the house okay?” he asked. Bambi took his plate from him and kissed his cheek as she rose up.

“Everything is great,” Dove said, reaching out for Jordan’s hand.

Jordan said, “Dove was hoping to spend the night tonight and I was hoping to steal Paige away. I thought it would be fun to get you and the blondes together, and us brunettes have some fun.”

“Ooh, I’d love that,” Paige said.

“Maybe we call Aiko and Sam and see what they’re up to tonight too,” Jordan said.

“Better and better,” Paige said.

That was decided then. In a while, Jackson saw Paige and Jordan off after giving both of their asses a squeeze and Paige’s growing belly a kiss. He returned to the house to Bambi just starting up the dishwasher and Christa putting on a movie. It was nearly impossible to watch any sort of TV show with a storyline without a coordinated effort, so instead, they tended to default to movies or reality TV.

He went to Christa, wrapping his arms around her from behind and nuzzling her neck. She leaned back against him, making a soft noise of contentment. Though she was soon to retire from modeling and Geek and Lace, he hoped she never left the harem behind. Change was inevitable but he didn’t care about the twenty-year age gap between them. He wanted Christa with them, always.

Dove came into the room, having just freshened up, and beamed at them. Jackson drew her in and kissed her with one arm still roped around Christa. Dove returned the kiss just as warmly, just as hungrily. Jackson pulled them to the couch, and they sat on either side of him, taking turns making out with him, the movie already forgotten about in the background. Bambi joined after taking her turn in the bathroom, chuckling softly to herself when she saw the three already playing. She went to the armchair and twisted it to watch the action. His Bambi had a wicked streak of exhibitionism, both watching and showing off.

It didn’t take long for the clothes to start coming off, and Jackson was delighted to learn Dove had come to play. Her bralette was more like a corset, pushing her big breasts up and offering them to him. Christa’s own lacy white bra brought to mind bridal lingerie, words he muttered out loud, and her eyes lit up.

“Our next shoot?” she asked.

“Fuck yes,” Jackson said, and gave her ass a slap.

Dove’s hand went to his groin and traced his cock through his jeans. He turned his attention to her, and she shoved her tongue in his mouth in her need to kiss him. “God, I’ve needed this cock so bad all fucking week,” she said. “Jordan and a strap-on is great but it’s just not the same.”

“You know I’m yours any time you need it,” he said.

She smiled, and it was like the room’s temperature jumped twenty degrees. “I do. Do you know what I’ve been thinking about lately?”

“What?” Jackson asked, nearly moaning as she rubbed his thickening length through the fabric while Christa stood on the other side to strip down.

“How sexy Paige is so big and full. How someday I want you to ram this big fuckstick deep inside me and make me pregnant like her.”

“Fuck,” he moaned.

Her deft fingers moved to the button on his jeans and worked them open. He pushed up so she could tug them down along with his boxers, making his cock spring free.

“There’s what I’ve been craving,” Dove moaned, and twisted and bent to suck him into her mouth.

“Mm, share with me, slut,” Christa said, positioning herself back on the couch to join in on the fun.

“There’s room for both,” Dove said, their twinkling eyes mirrored on either side of Jackson’s cock.

Dove was in a skirt that night and he found the zipper to work it off her as both women began to run their tongues up and down the sides of his rock-hard prick. Bambi had her own jeans down to her knees, legs spread wide, hand buried in her panties. She liked to keep them on sometimes when she watched because she liked the feel of the fabric against not just her sex and her ass, but her hand too. She caught his eyes and grinned. He grinned back.

Dove came up just long enough to wiggle her panties down and off while Christa sucked him deep, bobbing up and down fast on his cock before passing it over to their other girlfriend. Bambi’s hand moved faster as gorgeous Dove sucked his cock so deep she choked on it, a “gwark!” escaping her throat.

“Suck it deep, that’s it, that’s our good slut,” Bambi said, her voice husky with building need.

Christa swept Dove’s hair away from her face. “Our good slut, mm, choking on his cock.”

“Urk!”

“Get that big fat dick down your throat, you can take him, you can take him.”

“Maybe she needs help,” Bambi said.

Dove had just enough time to breathe sharply in through her nose before Christa gripped her by the back of her head and pistoned her up and down on Jackson’s dick, making him grunt, “Fuck!”

“Urk urk urk gwark!” Christa relented and Dove came up gasping and coughing. “Your turn.”

With that, she grabbed Christa’s head and pushed her down on Jackson’s cock. He picked that moment to run his hands along their backsides to their pussies, finding Christa already so wet she could take two of his fingers. Dove was almost there too, and as she fucked his cock with Christa’s face, he strummed her pussy until she was ready for his fingers.

All the while, Bambi slouched lower in her chair, legs spread wide, her hand moving fast in her panties. “Oh fuck, oh fuck,” she panted. “Suck his cock, God, you two are so sexy choking on him, oh my God, oh fuck.”

“Show your appreciation and come for them,” Jackson said.

“Yessss, going to come for them, going to come, mmm, then you sluts had better look out because I’m riding MY man, mm, he’s going to fuck ME first.”

“Bitch,” Dove said, “he’s fucking me first.” Despite the words between them, their eyes sparkled. Everyone in the room knew the bedroom talk was just that, and no harm or hurt was intended or taken.

Christa pulled off him with a slurp and said, “Not if I make him come first.”

And with that, she drove down even deeper on his cock, taking him in her throat, making him tense. He fingered them faster, surprised at how close he already was, but then again, it had been a hell of a day and the physical release of this, the come-down, felt so damn good.

“Mmm, yeah, deepthroat him, take him all the way to the balls, I know you can do it,” Bambi said. “That’s it, that’s it, choke on his cock, God, that’s what you were made for, Christa.”

“Mmmmf!” Christa moaned around him.

“Good fucking girl,” Bambi said.

Jackson wondered dazedly what had happened to the sweet eighteen-year-old who once upon a time played with action figures with him on his driveway to film a silly months-long video project, then remembered the time she fucked him in front of her best friend that same summer and grinned to himself. Maybe this wasn’t so much of a stretch for Bambi after all.

Christa now dominated the blowjob but Dove wasn’t idle. She tugged her bralette down and fed him one of her big ripe tits while he readjusted his hand to better finger her. She rocked on her knees as he sucked her nipple and flicked it with his tongue.

“That’s it, baby, suck my tit, mmm, I n-need you in me tonight, I need you in all of us, fucking us good, can you do that, Jack, can y-you take care of all of us, your blondes, your whores for the night, here to do anything you want, y-yours to take, to own?”

“Fuck!” Bambi cried out. She must have come, but he couldn’t see, not until she was bodily pulling Christa off his cock and mounting him, her slender frame so light on top of him. He turned his attention towards her just long enough for her to grab his chin with one hand and kiss him while she reached between them and pointed him where she needed him to go.

Bambi dropped onto his cock, bouncing on him straight from the start. Breasts were shoved at him from every angle, and he devoured their nipples and buried his face in them, unable to help a laugh. They’d done some absurd fucking throughout the years but this had to be one of the silliest nights yet, and he loved it.

Loved them.

“This is the best life,” he said.

“Says the man with six boobs in his face,” Dove said.

“Yuuup,” he said, and happily buried his face between her breasts.

But it wasn’t long before Bambi drew his attention. He stared up at her as she gripped his shoulders, her bouncing intensifying, skin slapping against skin. She was so damn beautiful like this, taking what she wanted. He gripped her slender ass and fucked back up at her, her lips dropping to his, her blonde hair tickling his chest. Love and desire roped together between them, his first great love, the one that had truly introduced him to the world. A corner of her lip turned up, a smirk, knowing how she had him ensnared, then and always.

When Bambi came, he gripped her ass and stood, holding her in his arms. Glancing at he other two, he said, “Bedroom. Now.”

“I gush when he bosses us around like that,” Christa said, and Dove grinned.

They rushed ahead of him, Dove holding Christa’s hand, and they quickly pulled the blankets down while Jackson half-walked, half-bounced Bambi into the bedroom and finally pulled out of her to drop her on the bed, where she quickly rolled out of the way as Christa and Dove practically tackled him to the mattress. By that point in their relationship, he knew Christa would relent first, and did. She always would. Their forty-something lover, like Dove, was a nurturer, but unlike Dove, she had handy access to his cock most every day. Dove was hungry for him, needed him, and she keened when she rode him, an emulation of Bambi, intentional or not, he was never sure and didn’t care.

What he did care about was the sight of the gorgeous, busty blonde on top of him, her hips rolling against his, hands on her tight bubbly ass. She tossed back her long blonde hair, grinning down at him, knowing what she was doing to him, what her earlier words had set off in his mind. Pregnant. She wanted to be pregnant too, someday. Paige already was, and he had started trying in recent weeks with Samantha and Aiko, friends and honorary members of their harem.

Jackson couldn’t help himself. He grabbed her by the waist and rolled with her until Dove was on her back, knees nearly to her chest as he drove into her, any semblance of control gone as he stared into her eyes. They’d nearly lost Dove just after Bambi found her again, and with no other partner was he more aware of how fleeting time could be. He poured himself into her, loving her with his eyes, his lips, his cock plunging in and out of her.

Bambi and Christa both knew him well enough to give him that moment with Dove, and again, Bambi was feeling dominant, pinning Christa to the bed and working her pussy with three fingers inside her as they made out. It didn’t take long for Christa’s toes to curl, her panting the loudest noise in the room.

Dove came so easily for Jackson that it seemed almost unfair, so he ignored her quaking and gasping and kept fucking her, driving into her harder and harder as he clutched her tight to him, his lips going to her shoulder, her neck. Her head dipped sideways, lips parting, and she whispered in his ear, “It’s not just talk, Jack, sometime soon I’m going to want you to put a baby in me, make me a mommy, big and round like Paige.”

“Fuck,” he grunted.

“A family, a big family, all of us, and you’re the only man I’d ever want as my baby’s father, so give me it, let me feel it like it’s time, like you’re going to make me pregnant, give it to me, let me feel your come inside me…”

“Fuck, Dove, ahhhh, ahhhh!” he grunted, and he could hold back no more, coming, coming, coming. She clutched him tight, kissing his lips, his cheek, his chin. Her eyes were dazed but happy, and she nodded, a tiny gesture just between the two of them, telling him it really hadn’t been just pillow talk.

She joined the others, on her knees beside Bambi, fingers at her pussy. Jackson hurried to the bathroom, then came back to the sight of Dove on her back, Christa between her legs, face buried in her pussy, eating him out of her while Bambi, in turn, sat on her face, rocking fast again.

He knew why Christa was on her knees like that, how they wanted him to take her. While he recovered, he grabbed his phone, which was perfectly decent enough for impromptu shoots like this. He circled the trio, taking a long video of the three of them, Bambi with that smirk again, Christa sticking out her tongue and winking for him.

They fucked late into that night, all of them in a ravenous mood for each other. It was exactly the sort of sex they all needed, hard and frenetic for the most part, but filled with the sort of connections that made their bonds stronger than steel. Christa quite literally passed out by the end of it, driven to the brink when Jackson made her come in a planking position that made her wail in a language he wasn’t sure was human.

Once he’d come on Bambi and Dove’s chests, the two blondes left standing took a shower while Jackson cleaned a gently snoring Christa and carried her into one of the other bedrooms before coming back and stripping the sheets. When he tucked Christa in, she reached for him instinctively, and he held her hand for a long while, kissing it, feeling discontented for some reason. Not with her, Dove, or Bambi, but something was troubling him and he couldn’t quite put word to it.

The feeling stayed with him when he joined Dove back in the master bedroom, Bambi sleeping with Christa to give them the rare night together, just the two of them. He spooned Dove, pulling her close, but his mind worked overtime that night, thinking first about cheerful things like Bambi and Dove wanting to get pregnant, Bambi probably going off the pill soon and Dove not far into the future. But interlaced with that was that discontent. How long would it be before he got another night like this with Dove? With Jordan? Were those nights numbered?

He wasn’t sure, and sleep that night never quite came.


The World Through a Cracked Lens

“No.”

“Just wait.”

“No!” Jackson said.

“I didn’t bring my dog this time!”

“He wasn’t the problem the last time,” Jackson said, digging out his keys.

Rosie planted herself in front of the door, arms folded. “Tell me what it is about me you think disqualifies me. Am I not sexy enough?”

“You’re very attractive. That’s definitely not the problem. It’s the fact that you’re standing here, on my doorstep, acting like a lunatic.”

“I am not a lunatic!” she said. “I can be sexier this time. I’ve been practicing my smile. See?”

“It’s a lovely smile. Now please get out of my way.”

“No!”

He sighed, shifted course, and headed for the side gate.

“No, no no no, wait, wait wait wait, if he gets out, I’ll be chasing him for blocks.”

“You said-”

“There’s what I said and what I did. He gets nervous, and I like having him with me. The gate was unlocked and I don’t think he can dig his way out.”

“You don’t think.”

“I mean… pretty sure?”

“If your dog wrecks Christa’s lawn, that’s on you, not me.”

“Of course it’s on me. Why would it be on you?” At his glare, Rosie smiled the most natural smile he’d seen from her yet.

“See, if you smiled like that, you might have had a chance with us,” Jackson said, and he even started to go for his phone to take her picture, but immediately, Rosie’s smile transformed into something hideously faked again, and he could have buried his face in his palms.

He headed inside and she followed close behind. “Let me have just one more shot,” she said. “I mean, not literally. Twenty or thirty photos and I guarantee you I’ll win you over.”

“No, Rosie.”

He turned on the lights and the computer, and still she was right there, pointedly not leaving. Should he call the cops? They’d probably laugh him off the line. A hot woman wanted to show him her boobs and let him take pictures. Yeaaaah, no, the cops would probably show up to watch and cheer her on.

He set about making coffee as Rosie tried to give him various faces and expressions. “Look, I can do pensive and artsy.” She mugged for him like she might be trying to birth a full-grown yak. “And I’ve been working on my sexy poses.” She flailed a hand against her forehead, sighing breathily.

“One honest emotion,” Jack said. “If you can give me one honest moment I can work with, I’ll consider it.”

“Honest? Okay. Okay, yeah, I can be honest.” She glared at him. “You’re kind of a jerk.”

“And you’re a psycho.”

“No, see, that’s me being honest. You should have taken my picture there. And I am not a psycho. I’m just desperate.”

“Why?”

“You’ve seen my car and my clothes. I’m so far in credit card debt that if I see anyone hanging around my apartment building I run for it because I always think they’re there to arrest me or steal Bartleby’s dog food. Which, by the way, is insanely expensive because his stomach is delicate and he had surgery and…” She stopped herself, grimacing, and there, there was his honest moment, only it most certainly wasn’t intentional.

“I’m sorry you’re down on your luck. I really am. I’ve been there.”

“No, you haven’t. You’re driving a nice car, you went to college, you’ve got at least two houses. And you’ve got your own business with, like, a dozen models under contract to you.”

It was more like twenty by that point. The number was getting unwieldy, the photoshoots spreading him thin. And that wasn’t even starting in on the editing time. But he didn’t bother correcting her.

“I came up… well, not poor, but my parents didn’t have a lot of extra money. And yeah, I went to college, but they didn’t pay for it and I didn’t have a scholarship. I worked in the cafeteria for a year, and before the photography business took off, I worked a lot of crappy part-time jobs like washing dishes.”

“You ever have guys pinch your ass or tell you to smile more and you’d get a tip next time? You ever have them corner you in a bathroom so you had to call for help?”

Jackson sighed. “No. I haven’t. You’re right. You’ve had it worse.”

“So there you go.”

“Still not interested.” He took his coffee mug into the living room.

“What about photoshoots from the neck down like you do with what’s-her-name?”

She meant Dove. “It’s not happening, Rosie. I’m sorry. Please drop it.”

“Okay, but tell me why you’re not giving me a second chance.”

“Because you want this too much.”

“I want it too much? You’re turning me down because I have ambitions other than living in a crappy studio apartment and driving a car that isn’t going to break down on me one of these days?”

“I mean, even if I could take a halfway decent photo of you, which seems to be an actual impossibility for some damn reason, you’re thinking about the money, not what this will do to your career. If you become a model with us, you can’t take it back. So, you get your bills paid off, you get yourself a decent car, and then what? You still want to model? You think the guys are bad now at the bar, wait until you go grocery shopping and some overeager fan recognizes you and your boobs. It will happen.”

“You’re not my dad. You don’t need to protect me.”

“Someone does,” he said with more heat than he’d ever used with a woman before in his life, but holy crap, Rosie was not letting this go and he was so tired of her by that point. “Because you’re obviously not looking out for yourself.”

“Is that a joke about me being poor, Jack?”

“No. And you know it’s not.”

“You can’t possibly-”

But whatever she was about to say was cut off when his phone rang. It was Bambi, and he answered. “Hey,” he said. “Guess who showed up at the studio?”

“What are you doing at the studio?” Bambi asked. Hissed, really. She was speaking low and sounded angry.

“What do you mean, what am I doing at the studio? I’m going to work on edits.”

“You were supposed to be at the rental in Wilford ten minutes ago.”

He froze. “No, that’s tomorrow, Wednesday.”

“It is Wednesday,” Bambi said, at the same time as Rosie said, “Uh, it is Wednesday, dude.”

“Fuck!” he said. “Is Marlene still there?”

“Yes, but you better hurry. She’s getting annoyed and rightfully so.”

“Be right there,” he said, and hung up. Without looking back at Rosie, he hurried for the bedroom and called back over his shoulder, “Get your dog and go. I don’t have time for this.”

Blessedly, Rosie didn’t argue, and he heard the front door open and close. He snatched up his equipment, and came out of the house just in time to see his unwelcome guest coming out of the side gate with Bartleby in hand. The dog scrambled in her arms to try to get to him, and sighing, he jogged over to give Bartleby a quick scratch between the ears.

“I’m sorry that it’s a no, I really am,” Jackson said. Rosie didn’t answer, only glaring at him.

He drove as fast as he dared through the suburbs to Wilford. It still took fifteen minutes, and Marlene, one of their contracted models, was not a patient woman. She stood outside with Bambi, clearly agitated and sucking down lungfuls of cigarette smoke. Jackson pulled up to the curb and hurried out.

“Sorry, sorry, bit of a mix-up on my days,” he said.

“You’re thirty minutes late,” Marlene snapped as Bambi came to him to help him with his equipment.

“I know, I really am sorry. We’ll get this done as fast as possible. I know you’re a busy woman.”

He took the time to give Bambi a kiss and a squeeze of the ass before pulling his equipment out of the back of his car. A car and its excruciatingly rusty springs pulled in behind him, not so much parking as gasping to a halt.

“Oh, cute dog. Who is… oh, is that Rosie?” Bambi asked, confused.

“Oh fuck me,” Jackson said. “She was at the studio. I told her to go home.”

Rosie shot out of her car and shouted, “You asshole!”

“You tell him!” Marlene said, and took another drag of her cigarette.

“Asshole?” Bambi asked, but then, bizarrely, Rosie was rocketing towards Jackson, fury in her eyes. All he had time to think was that she looked pretty hot angry like that before his face stung with the force of her slap. “You cheating son of a bitch?”

“Ohhhh, shit,” Marlene said, her irritation gone now in favor of pure delight.

“Cheating? What?” Bambi asked. “With you?”

“No, not with me! With you! And you, Jack, you… you… she’s pregnant, you dickbag!”

“What are you talking about?” Jackson shouted. “You are insane. I’d never cheat on anyone!”

“Then what was that kiss about? And you grabbing her ass? Don’t try to deny it!”

Understanding dawned in Bambi’s eyes. “Wait-”

“You know what?” Rosie asked. “I changed my mind. I don’t want to work for Geek and Lace. Your girlfriend is pregnant and you’re tonguing another one in the middle of the street like-”

“Harem!” Bambi bellowed. Rosie trailed off, gaping at her as Bambi tried to get the words out in between giggles. “P-Paige and I are b-both… dating… we’re all…”

The force of her laughter cut her words off until she was leaning on the car, tears rolling down her face. Rosie studied them, puzzled. “You’re dating both of them?”

Jackson sighed. “Come in. I’ll tell you about it while we’re getting set up.”

* * *

They did that. While Jackson hastily prepped the lighting, Bambi gave Rosie a sanitized version of how they wound up with an army of lovers. Even truncated, the story took time, and Jackson was ready to go before it was finished. Bambi took Rosie into another room to talk, while Jackson began to walk Marlene through what he wanted her to do. Her irritation inspired him, and they used it to great effect, her fiery eyes and pouty ruby-red lips a natural magnet for the camera.

Marlene was a tall, slender beauty with severe but gorgeous Slavic good looks. Jackson liked working with her because she was a pro before signing a contract with Geek and Lace, having even once been in a film as the villain’s girlfriend. She knew what she was doing, and they wasted little time as she rolled around on the bed and played up a domme without the traditional domme gear. Instead, she posed in a variety of dresses, skirts, and tops, then stripped out of them little by little.

During a break for a clothing change, Jackson stepped out of the room to grab some of his hard lighting gear. Rosie was still there, to his great annoyance, still talking to Bambi in the short-term rental’s dining room. They stood up, and Bambi said, “Rosie was wondering if she could sit in on a shoot.” At his stony look, she shrugged.

“No. Absolutely not.”

“But if I can at least see how it’s done, I can try to do it by myself. Maybe learn the basics on my own, then come back to you in, like, a few months.”

“Let her watch,” Marlene called from the bedroom. “I liked her slapping you.”

Rosie beamed at that. “You stay out of the way,” Jackson said. “Maybe stand at the doorway.”

“Yes, sir!” she said, and fired him off a salute.

“And you stay quiet. I need the focus on my models, not you.”

“Yes, sir, the sequel!”

To his surprise, Rosie did as she was told, watching from the door as he moved around the room, taking pictures of Marlene in a slinky black nightgown. Jackson didn’t pay her much mind until Marlene’s eyes began to wander towards Rosie. He almost started to say something, but he realized it gave her a focal point, and he could use that.

“You’re… very beautiful,” Rosie said at one point, the first thing she’d said in minutes.

“Thank you. You’re sweet.”

“Are you part of his… um…?”

“Harem?” Marlene gave a throaty chuckle as she pushed up on to her hands and knees, her nipple just barely peeking out. It made for an excellent shot. “No. I’m dating someone. We’re getting serious. And besides, I’m a lesbian.”

“Marlene, let’s keep the chatter to a minimum,” Jackson said.

She glared at him. “She’s your pet.”

“His pet?” Rosie asked. “I’m nobody’s pet.”

“You’d be all our pet if you were one of us,” Bambi said.

“I… I just want to model.”

“I’m teasing, honey. It’s okay. The golden rule about Geek and Lace is no one has to do anything they don’t want to.”

“Oh. I thought it was, like, the reason you’re all saying no to me.”

“You want to model for them?” Marlene asked.

“Yes. But that jerk says I’m not good enough.”

“I did not say you weren’t good enough. I did say I can’t get a decent smile out of you or anything approaching human emotion that I can photograph and sell to people,” Jackson said.

“You know,” Bambi said thoughtfully, “you’re the first person I think he hasn’t been able to get a good photograph of. That’s what’s bothering him about this whole thing.”

“That is not… can we have this conversation later?” he asked.

Even distracted as he was, that shoot was a good one. Rosie and Bambi watching brought out the exhibitionist in Marlene and she was in rare form that day, showing off for both women with a playfulness he’d never seen from her. And that brief conversation aside, Rosie did keep quiet, only chiming in now and then to whisper something like “sexy” or “beautiful.”

The last set of photos required a clothing change, and Jackson needed to reposition the reflectors and swap out the hard lights for something softer. His bags were in the next room, and he left the camera on the bed while Marlene changed.

Bambi was at the window, looking out at Bartleby in the car, sniffing at the open window. Jackson roped an arm around her.

“Are we being too mean to her?” Bambi murmured.

Click-click-click. Jackson heard the sound but didn’t register it on a conscious level.

“I don’t think we’re being mean enough,” he said just as softly. “I thought about calling the cops on her back at the studio and now I kinda regret not doing it.”

“Her idea about doing a shoot from the neck down like Dove would work though.”

Click-click-click. Talking emanated from the bedroom, but they ignored it.

“It would,” he allowed, “but she’s like a lamprey. If we say yes to her now…”

“Oh, be nice,” Bambi said, swatting his hip.

Rosie, her voice going deeper in an attempt to impersonate Jackson, “Okay, now curl up into the fetal position, suck your thumb, and cross your eyes.”

“What the…?” Jackson asked, and turned around. Then he realized what he’d been hearing and headed for the bedroom. Marlene had curled up as told, grinning around her thumb, her eyes not quite crossed but rolling up.

Rosie had Jackson’s camera in hand, and although before that day he would have said he didn’t believe in psychic talents, he had a clear and distinct vision of exactly what happened next. Rosie – without having wrapped the strap around her neck, hoisted the camera up. The same camera his parents gave him as a high school graduation present, the same camera that had bonded him even tighter to his best friend Casey when it was stolen once and Jackson’s best friend found it.

Rosie fumbled it, her eyes widening in the second it took to hit the hardwood floor.


The Third Trimester

There was only one firm, unbreakable scheduling rule for Geek and Lace. Jackson never did a photoshoot or edits when Paige had a checkup. When his parents first found out that Jack was going to be a father, his dad told him his deepest-held regret was not being able to go with Jack’s mom to her visits with her doctor more often. Jackson promised both him and Paige he’d try to be there for every single doctor’s appointment. So far, he’d only missed one, when he came down with the flu and the main harem house avoided Paige and her mother for a week. Even then, she had him in the room virtually, holding her phone as her doctor told her she was doing wonderfully.

One of Jackson’s great unspoken fears about Paige’s pregnancy was that something would go wrong, like with his birth. He knew only a little about why his parents only ever had him, that the birth had been problematic for his mom. She was usually a really upbeat woman and rarely let it show, but when he asked about why they didn’t have more kids, she broke down and cried. Not a lot, but enough to startle him. She’d never really answered the question except in the most mom way possible – “because we were so blessed to have you, that was all we needed.”

Now he feared that whatever happened with him would happen to Paige and their unborn daughter. Every doctor’s appointment turned into a lesson in just how hard his heart could beat waiting for the OB/GYN’s latest prognosis. So far, Paige and the baby were models of perfect health, especially given it was her first pregnancy, but still Jackson waited for that other shoe to drop.

That was why, in an odd way, he was almost grateful for his new nemesis Rosie to give him something to grind his teeth about. At first, the camera looked okay after she dropped it. But some mechanism inside had been broken, and the shutter no longer worked. A camera shop in town took it in the morning of Paige’s appointment, but here, the prognosis was not so good.

“We can send it out, Jack,” the proprietor, a friendly guy named Curtis, said. He was a graduate of the same program Jackson studied at New Bainbridge University, albeit a decade earlier. Jackson was a frequent customer ever since he could afford to upgrade his early cheap makeshift gear. “But I gotta be honest with you. It’s a great camera but the repair work is going to cost triple what it’s worth. At least. And I can’t guarantee they’ll be able to fix it.”

Jackson groaned. He was afraid of that.

“Do it,” Paige said. At her boyfriend’s sharp look, she put a hand on his arm. “It’ll be my birthday present to you.”

“Baby, I have other cameras. And if I’m being honest, it was time I stopped using that one anyways.”

“You love that camera. I love that camera. It brought you, me, and Bambi together. Let me do this for you.”

Jackson took her hand and squeezed it. “Thank you.”

They started out of the shop, and Curtis said, “Oh, hey, your memory card.”

Jackson could have smacked his forehead. He went back for it, thanked Curtis, and they started for the door again.

Paige’s gesture mellowed the residual anger that had been building in his heart. He knew Rosie hadn’t meant it, of course. But the woman seemed to stubbornly pick every stupid choice possible out of sheer spite. It rankled him. A person eventually had to choose to grow up and take responsibility for themselves. Rosie was an example of why.

But his focus shifted to Paige, and with her, he felt more himself again. They talked about the book she was writing, the sequel to the fantasy novel she released a month ago. She was even more excited about this one, now that the worldbuilding and characters were in place. “It’s going so much faster this time,” she said.

“Malam had better survive the attack on the castle. He’s too good a villain not to bring back.”

“My lips are sealed. But would you mind being my reading partner as I go? I’m less nervous about you reading it now that the first one’s out there, and I could use the input.”

“Absolutely.”

They arrived at the hospital, Jackson dropping Paige at the curb. He rejoined her minutes later, the closest parking spot being about as far as Canada. But they were together, and that was enough to soothe him again.

As they waited, he thought back to his first year dating Paige, when he was a freshman in college and she was a sophomore. They worked together in the school’s cafeteria, where they first became friends before Paige idly mentioned she was interested in him when he tried to move on from Bambi, who he’d just broken up with at the end of summer.

Paige back then was a wild intellectual, full of big ideas about the fluid nature of relationships and how the only real rules were the ones they made for themselves. Her intelligence still burned bright inside her, but with the years came a mellowness he loved just as much. Her dedication to Jackson and their lovers as well as her mother and her writing career were buoys in the sometimes-choppy waters of his crazy life.

Pregnancy had only served to make her so much more beautiful. She was entering into her third trimester, and her baby bump was unmistakable. In every store they went into, every restaurant, on every outing, everyone asked how far along she was and told her what a beautiful mother she’d be. Jackson agreed wholeheartedly.

When they were finally seen into a room, her OB/GYN walked her through what to expect in her third trimester, praising her for her eating habits. Jackson mentioned Paige’s sriracha craving, and the doctor told them she craved asparagus and rainbow sherbet. “I’ve never wanted either since,” she said, “but when I was pregnant, I had to have them.”

When Jackson picked Paige back up at the curb again, they decided to get lunch. “I have a crazy request,” she said.

“Anything.”

“Can we get something close to the college and take a walk there? Like we used to?”

“That sounds perfect.”

“Thanks. I’ve been in a sentimental mood.”

He took her hand and squeezed it. “Me too.”

“Any regrets?”

“No. You?”

“No. I love all of you so much. I know moving out is the right thing for the group, at least until we find a bigger place we can all be together or… or something like that, but I’m so worried all of you are going to move on from me.”

“That’s not like you. You know you’re always at the heart and soul of this thing.”

“I do in my head. But… hormones, I guess.”

“You tell me anytime you’re feeling that way and I’m there for you. And I know any of the others would tell you the same thing. Aiko and Samantha too.”

“Thanks, Jack.”

They settled on a place near the college that specialized in Korean tacos, which made for good walking-around food and was spicy enough to sate their demon child and the cravings she induced for all things hot.

“We should name her Lucy, for Lucifer,” Jackson said. He was trying his damnedest not to sweat as he bit into his taco delicately.

Paige, on the other hand, looked like she might be eating a vanilla ice cream cone, the way she was wolfing her taco down. “Sh’up,” she mumbled. “I ike oosy.”

“Wanna try that again?”

She swallowed. “I do like Lucy. Lucy, or Lucille?”

“I like Lucy better.”

“Me too. Lucy Corso.”

His heart fluttered to hear it. They’d agreed early on that their daughter would carry Jackson’s name, but he still hadn’t gotten used to hearing it. “That one’s going on the short list.”

“Definitely. And you are not calling her Lucifer ever again.”

“Sorry. Little Miss Satan. Do you want the rest of mine? This is brutally hot.”

“Mm, yes please.” She finished hers and he handed his over.

“What about Juliet? Juliet Corso has a really nice ring to it.”

But she was already shaking her head. “No names linked to suicide. That’d creep me out.”

“Good reasoning. In the same respect, I humbly ask Rosalind be struck from the short list. I do not want our child associated with my archnemesis.”

“Ohhh, but Rosalind’s one of my favorites.” She sighed. “Fine.”

The college was beautiful that day, the green springing forth after the long cold winter and the campus lively with students everywhere. Without thinking much about it or planning it, they walked in the general direction of Paige’s former dorm, where they’d fallen so hard in love with each other once upon a time. A young, geeky guy walked towards them, showing his phone to a young, pleasantly overweight woman with bright eyes and a vivacious smile that only grew when she saw what was on the screen. They were so engrossed in their own little world they never noticed the old-timers nearing them, and Jackson and Paige stepped off the sidewalk, walking around them. Jackson looked back over his shoulder, amused and a little saddened by the passage of time. His heaven would be going back to his college years, only this time, with all his girlfriends.

“Do you really hate her that much?”

For a puzzling moment, Jackson thought Paige meant the young woman they just walked by, then got it. Rosie. “No. I guess not.”

“You know she didn’t mean anything by it.”

“I do. But she doesn’t listen. Or think. And that irritates me.”

“It feels like there’s something else about her that’s getting under your skin.”

“Yeah. She’s like a tick that way.”

“I’m serious.”

Jackson thought about it. “I don’t know if it’s what irritates me about her, but I look at her and I see how easily my life could have gone that way. If I hadn’t become friends with Dr. Perez, if I’d given up on photography. That could be me, still washing dishes and doing crap jobs, trying to scrape by.”

“It could have been either of us,” Paige said. “If we hadn’t become friends with Christa, I never would have become a model. And libraries aren’t exactly known for paying a fortune.”

“I’m convinced you still would have had a big following as a writer. I’m not just being a good boyfriend when I say your book is great. I mean, look at your review scores.”

“We both know that’s a lot of fanboys wanting to impress me or give the hot girl a leg up. See also all the one-stars from the guys pissed they’ll never sleep with me.”

Jack chuckled. “All right, sure, there are a lot of those. But dig through your reviews. Look for the ones written by women. I promise you, I’m right.”

“But my sales were definitely helped by my modeling. And this is all beside the point anyways. Maybe what Rosie needs is her Dr. Perez. Her Christa. Maybe she knows what she needs, and that’s for someone to invest into her the way they invested into us.”

“She is a verifiable psychopath.”

“But you know I’m right. I’ve looked into her a little bit. I called up Randall Braddy this morning and told him we were looking at hiring her on as a model but we wanted to get an idea of who she was before we committed. Did you know she’s worked there ten years?”

“Wait, she can’t be that old.”

“That’s what I said. He said she started part-time in the diner there as a teenager, then he moved her to the gift shop. You don’t keep a person on for ten years and them not be a great employee.”

Jackson chewed on that and finally said, “She talked about doing photoshoots from the neck down like Dove. She’s done her homework, and that’s a possibility. She doesn’t have to fake actual human emotions from the neck down.”

“I’m glad you’re considering it.”

“I’m not saying yes.”

“I’m not asking you to. But I am asking you to keep an open mind. Because I invited her to dinner with all of us this Friday.”

Jackson froze, and trying not to bellow, he bellowed, “You did what?”


Dinner Theater

“I brought, um, apology breadsticks?” Rosie said, grinning sheepishly at Jackson. It did nothing to change his stony glare.

“Did you drop them in a puddle first?”

“No.” She was silent a moment, then added, “But they kinda did come from a restaurant. I took my grandma and grandpa to an appointment and they, um, treated me to lunch. They’re a couple days old.” As he started to rub his forehead, Rosie hastened to add, “But if you microwave them on top of a cup with a little water inside, they taste really fresh!”

“Oh, come on, Jack, we all love breadsticks no matter where they came from,” Paige said.

“You invited her, you deal with her. I’m going to go fill up the bathtub and stick my head into it for, oh, half an hour.”

Tanya watched all this with bright interest. “You’re their new model?” she asked.

“Yes! Well… maybe. I haven’t signed the contract yet because they haven’t offered me one. Do you model for them too?”

“Oh! No! I’m Paige’s mother.”

“Well, you could have fooled me. You’re just as pretty as the rest of them,” Rosie said.

“Oh, I like her, Jackson,” Tanya said, blushing prettily.

“I’m serious!” Rosie said. “If you’re what Paige is going to look like in twenty years, she’ll be so lucky.”

Tanya tittered at that and gave her a hug. Then came a round of hugs from Rosie to all of Jackson’s girlfriends, all of whom seemed to have drank Rosie’s particular flavor of Kool-Aid because they seemed genuinely delighted to see her. Okay, yeah, she did look pretty killer in a simple sleeveless white top and a black mini-skirt, emphasizing her curves and thighs. But this was still the walking tornado of a human being that had nearly destroyed his most prized possession. The barnacle he couldn’t scrape free.

He sat on the couch, mildly put out while everyone talked. Only Christa seemed to have maintained her sanity and remembered that this was Rosie, not some old friend. Every time she moved, Christa tensed up, ready to save whatever object was at hand from destruction. He caught her eye and she nodded grimly. She understood the assignment. Get this night done with, see Rosie out, then have the locks changed and possibly consider moving a few states away. Maybe even undergo name changes, if it was necessary, and it probably would be.

When Rosie flung her arms around Christa, Jackson’s older blonde lover stiffened. “I just wanted to say again I am so sorry for Bartleby peeing on your chair.”

“I-” Christa said, no doubt on the brink of saying something that would put Rosie in her place.

“He’s such a nervous dog and always has been since I picked him up from the shelter.”

“The… the shelter?” Christa asked.

No. No no no. Her resolve was already crumbling. Jackson couldn’t fight this war alone.

“Yeah, the one on Bernard Street? Which I went to solely because of the name. I mean, getting a dog from a shelter on Bernard, it was just too funny. He’d been there for a while and they were going to put him down on account of he likes biting and peeing on things. Well, you know. But I saw him and I thought… that’s my guy. We’re both a little rough around the edges. I’m more potty-trained but he’s trying.”

Christa’s eyes darted to Jackson. “Christa,” he warned. This could only lead to doom for all of them.

“Oh,” she said, then smiled a broad smile. “Water under the bridge, hon. Or on the chair, as it so happened to be.”

“Oh my gosh, really?” Rosie said. “You all are the best.”

Jackson groaned, and closed his eyes, mumbling curses under his breath.

* * *

“Oh my God,” Rosie moaned. “Oh. Cram that in my mouth.”

“There’s a woman old enough to be your mom here,” Jackson said.

“Two of them,” Christa said, raising her wine glass to her lips with a little half-smile in Jackson’s direction. She held most his ire that night, the traitor.

“Sorry, sorry,” Rosie mumbled around her cashew chicken. “But he cooks like this all the time?”

“Him, Christa, and lately Paige too,” Bambi said. There were too many people for just their kitchen table, so they brought in a folding table and Jackson and Bambi sat at it, Jackson feeling like a little kid since their folding chairs were quite a bit shorter than what the others were sitting on. “And Jordan’s quite a cook too.”

“But you two do your own dinners at your place?” Rosie asked, shoveling up another bite of food, her wine glass in her other fist, ready to chase it down.

“That’s right,” Jordan said. “Dove works odd hours and we’re kind of a couple within the group.”

“There’s no kind of,” Dove said fondly, and took her lover’s hand.

“Aw, I love that,” Rosie said. “And I see all the engagement rings. You’re all going to get married? How does that work?”

“That was Bambi’s parents’ idea,” Paige said. “A promise between all of us to love each other for eternity. Jackson bought us the rings and gave them to us the night I told him I was pregnant.”

“Aw, that’s so sweet,” Rosie said. “I love that.”

“But what about you?” Tanya asked her, her own cheeks rosy from the freely flowing wine. Jackson was playing the DD that night and not drinking, along with Paige, who didn’t drink even before she got pregnant. Tanya generally didn’t either, but as of late, she made exceptions when she was hanging out with their group. Since they all loved her, that was frequent. “Tell us about yourself.”

“Oh, not much to say. Local girl. I kinda slacked off in high school and didn’t really have any real job prospects, so I’ve worked odd jobs most my life. Bartending, waitressing, the gift shop, that sort of thing.”

“The ski hill was so lovely. And Randall… oh, what a kind man.”

“Mm!” Rosie said, and swallowed a bite of food. “He asked about you.”

“He did not!”

“Did too!” Rosie said, and picked up her phone. “And I can prove it. He told me you all were checking me out with him, doing a background check and asked how that was going. I said we were having dinner tonight, and he asked if I was going to see you.” She held her phone out, and Tanya read it, eyes widening with delight.

“Isn’t he the sweetest?”

“And single. I think,” Rosie said, puzzling that over. “Might want to act fast. Rich guy, widower two times over, he’ll get snapped up fast.”

“Oh, that’s so terrible.”

“It really is,” Rosie said. “I knew both of them. Charlotte and Paulina. They were both super nice. Can I have some more hot and sour soup? That’s amazing.”

Jackson felt an irritating pang of pride at that. It was a new recipe and he’d never tried making it before. Damn it, he would not like Rosie. He wouldn’t. Although, she had been shockingly decent throughout the dinner, her table manners aside. Then again, it wasn’t like he was much better.

No, he couldn’t think like that. The whole point of the night was to convince Paige and the others that Rosie would be a disaster if she worked for Geek and Lace.

“What happened to them?” Jordan asked.

“Charlotte passed in a car accident. Paulina had a heart attack. It shocked all of us. She was big into yoga and physical fitness and…” She caught Paige squeezing Tanya’s hand. “Oh no. Did someone close to you have a heart attack?”

“The car accident, actually,” Paige said gently. “My dad. He was drunk and died in a rollover.”

“Oh my gosh,” Rosie said. “I never would have brought it up if I’d known. That’s me, always blowing up a conversation.”

“It was a long time ago,” Tanya said. “You’re perfectly all right.”

Rosie sprang to her feet, nearly knocking over her wine glass in the moment. She came around the table and knelt and wrapped an arm around both women, hugging them awkwardly and kissing them on the sides of their heads. Then she returned to her chair, and damn it, Jackson knew in that moment he’d just caved and decided Rosie was going to model for Geek and Lace after all.

“You still haven’t told us much about yourself,” Dove said.

“Right, right,” Rosie said. “Well, my grandma’s my ride-or-die. She’s awesome. My grandpa too. My parents are divorced. My dad’s a trucker, Mom teaches elementary school in Utah. She got suuuuuper religious after one of my brothers was sent to prison for dealing meth and-”

“Wait, what?” Jackson asked.

“Oh! Don’t worry about me, boss. I’d probably have an edible now and then but I can’t afford them. Anything harder than that is a hell no from me. I watched my dingbat brother destroy his life with that crap. Drug test away, I’ll be sober.”

“I…” At Bambi’s glare, he slumped back in his chair.

“So yeah, colorful family, weird background,” Rosie said. “But can I ask you a question, Tanya?”

“Go ahead. Ask anything you like.”

“Does it bother you, this relationship and Paige modeling?”

“The relationship, no. Not one bit. It was strange, at first, but everyone here is so delightful. So loving. They care about each other and that’s all I want for my daughter. The modeling… the modeling does worry me. She gets recognized sometimes, and that can be scary. Some men, they don’t have boundaries. They feel entitled. Well, you’re a lovely young woman, you must know that. But what she does with her body is firmly her business, and if she wants to show it off, I support her decision. And she’s smart with her money and her career. So I might worry about her, but I love that she’s reaching for the stars.”

“That’s… a really good answer,” Rosie said. She reached across for Tanya’s hand. “Thank you.”

“Of course.”

“What about the rest of you?” Rosie asked. “Has it caused you any trouble?”

Every eye, intentionally or not, fell on Bambi and she spoke quietly. “My parents… they only really came to accept what we do last fall. They were judgmental and angry with Jackson for a long time about it, but we’re okay now.”

“What changed?”

“They communicated,” Bambi said with a wry grin. “My dad had a heart attack and Jackson came home with me to be there for them, even if they weren’t necessarily his biggest fans. Now they respect him and like him.” She held up her hand, showing off her engagement ring. “That was when Dad and Mom came up with the idea for these. Because they knew we loved each other, and deserved a promise of a forever together.”

“Aw. That’s really beautiful too,” Rosie said.

They went around the table, talking about how their parents and families at large reacted to the news that their daughters – and in Jackson’s parents’ case, their son – reacted to not just Geek and Lace, but their relationship as a whole.

“The baby brings in a lot of complications, and I’m not the only one who wants to get pregnant,” Paige said. “But someday we’re going to find the right place where we can have room for our little families and still be together closer than what we are now.”

“In it for the long haul,” Rosie said. “I really like that.”

* * *

Jackson drove Tanya back to her house. Her cheerful energy was normally infectious, but his sour mood hadn’t left him. Tanya finally said quietly, “Are you okay, Jackson?”

“Hm?”

“All night, your reaction to Rosie has been… strong. She seems so sweet. And she fits in well with your girlfriends. So what is it that’s bothering you about her? Is it what she did to your camera? Accidents happen. I seem to remember a young man apologizing over and over again to me for breaking my antique serving dish.”

Jackson smiled despite his mood. “You’re right. But it’s not so much the camera as it is the fact that she didn’t have the common sense to stay out of that room. The camera should have never been in her hands. She doesn’t think, and that’s what annoys me.”

She studied him for a while, then looked forward again. “All right.”

He didn’t think Tanya believed him, and that both puzzled and frustrated him, but their talk shifted to lighter things. She planned on sending Randall from the ski hill an email, seeing if he maybe wanted to do coffee or lunch one day. Her shy enthusiasm warmed his heart, and he told her the man was an idiot if he said anything but yes.

When he walked Tanya to her door and drove home, Jackson thought about her words. Was that really all that bothered him about Rosie? Her irresponsibility and her inability to read a room? It wasn’t. And he knew it wasn’t. Hell, he wasn’t even mad at her, not really. Back in college, losing his camera was a devastating hit, in the brief amount of time it had been stolen, but now he had several great cameras and money to replace any of it if it really came down to that. She hadn’t meant to break the damn thing, he knew that, just as he knew she wasn’t malicious, just accident-prone and born to live the sort of life where she was always walking into one wall and rebounding into another.

He was dumping all his fears and all his frustrations into Rosie, and that wasn’t fair to her. He was scared for Paige, for their baby, for the life they would live after the baby came. The judgment of people of Paige for being a mom and a model. For him, for not doing the “right thing” by her, even if she loved this life. What would it be like, splitting their household for that long? Would she leave him, eventually? Would that be better for her and their baby?

And what about Jordan and Dove? He loved them both fiercely, and wanted them with him, but to cage them would be wrong too. He loved the idea of them all living in some kind of crazy-ass compound someday, but was that what everyone wanted, or were they just humoring him?

Where was all this self-doubt coming from?

He came home now more frustrated with himself than Rosie. Parking was becoming a real issue with their neighbors, another thing to worry about, though Christa’s house – he still tended to think of it that way, as being hers and not theirs – sat on a goodish amount of property and they had enough curb room for the moment. It was when they had guests like this that it became a problem.

The thousand things he would have never thought about without a harem.

Jackson entered to a scene that he should have predicted. Usually the group always talked about who they wanted to hook up with outside of their inner circle, but there were exceptions given to times of extraordinary hotness that involved the whole group. Walking into the house to find Paige coming out of the bathroom completely naked and the rest of the harem in varying states of undress in the bedroom was not exactly the shock to the system that it would have once been, but it made him realize the group was bigger than his opinions on Rosie, good or bad.

And still, even as his cock rose at the sight of so much beautiful skin on display and the moans that were just getting started, Jackson had a stomach-churning moment of unease. His world was shifting again, spun off course by the force of chaos that was Rosie, and he couldn’t yet tell if it meant disaster or even more happiness for Geek and Lace.


Eyes on Me

“You can’t join in,” Rosie said smugly from the center of the bed. She was dressed only in a pair of boy-shorts in slightly better shape than the rest of her clothes.

The rest of her was bare. Her breasts were being tended to by Dove and Jordan on either side of her, Dove rocking as she sucked and licked. As Jackson watched, Bambi brought her boy-shorts down her legs, baring Rosie’s pussy to them for the first time. Her lips were thicker than any of his girls, and though she’d shaved for this, he could see errant hairs close to her pussy lips and around her thighs. It was cute, in a way. She obviously did this for them, for her potential career as a model.

He still hadn’t comprehended Rosie’s words, and moved closer to the bed to take care of Paige, as was his instinct within the group ever since she got pregnant. He ran his hand along her ass and she turned to give him an amused arch of the eyebrow.

“Didn’t you hear her?”

“What?”

“You. Can’t. Play. With. Us,” Rosie said. “Because you were a jerk to me.”

Jackson’s jaw worked. “I…”

“Was a jerk to me. Yes. That’s what I just said.”

“God, I like her,” Paige said.

“Come here, baby momma. I want you sitting on my faaaaace,” Rosie said.

Christa came into the room, giving Jackson a smack on the butt as she passed him by. She went straight for the nightstand and an assortment of their favorite toys.

“Christa?” Jackson asked irritably.

“Sorry, baby,” she said. “But I was grumpy with her too so I’m on toy duty for everyone.”

“Are you some kind of mind-controlling witch demon?” Jackson asked Rosie.

“Nom nom nom,” Rosie said, her eyes wide with delight as Paige crawled over her and settled her hips on either side of Rosie’s face. Paige grinned at Jackson and shrugged, and facial tics he didn’t know he had started to go off at the sight of so much beauty and their newest sexual partner.

Maybe he’d call Aiko and Samantha. No… wait, they were in Denver for a work conference. Oh goddamn it to hell, he knew he wouldn’t call them anyways. He wanted to see this, even if he couldn’t be a part of it.

“Damn succubus,” he muttered, and hurried out of his shirt and jeans.

“You’d like me to be suckin’ on something,” Rosie said, and Paige hushed her with her pussy.

Usually partners developed quickly with their orgies, or trios. Not this time, though, and it fascinated Jackson. Rosie was entirely the center of attention at first, with Bambi burying her mouth against her thick, full pussy lips and teasing her big hooded clit while Dove and Jordan sucked at her tits and ran their fingers all over her body. Paige had her hands on her knees, rocking her thick hips back and forth and grinding on their new lover’s face, her eyes sparkling as she watched their lovers take care of Rosie, occasionally glancing at Jackson with a wicked little glint. Christa found two vibrating eggs with remote controls and proceeded to stuff Bambi and Dove with them, the remotes held in one hand and a massaging want in the other. This she brought around the bed, nearly skipping in her haste and joyfulness to get to Jordan.

Dove chuckled throatily when the vibrate buzzed to life inside her, and she thrust her ass even higher. Bambi got a short repeating buzz, and Jackson was sorely tempted to come to her and play with the egg peeking out at him from her pussy. His hand even twitched in that direction. Who was this woman to tell him not to touch his girlfriends? Okay, yeah, it was kind of hot. Despite his mood, a corner of his lip curled upward.

Damn it. Did he actually like Rosie?

His girlfriends moved together so well by that point in their relationship, knowing each other as intimately as they knew themselves. Bambi knew how to tease a fast orgasm out of Rosie, but she also knew how to torture their new lover too, to bring her right to the edge with her tongue and then pull back, teasing her thighs, her mound, her legs. It wasn’t long before she had Rosie squirming.

“Lick me, lick my pussy,” she said against Paige. “Make me come, make me come.”

“Beg for it, our new sweet slut,” Bambi said.

“Mmm, fuck, I want it, I want to come.”

“That sounds more like a brat telling me she wants a treat than how a slut begs me to make her come.”

“Pleaaaaase, Bambi? Please won’t you let me come?”

“Mmmmm, no,” Bambi said. “Dove, want a turn?”

“Absolutely.”

“There will be spankings for all of you before this night is done!” Rosie bellowed.

Dove and Bambi switched. Meanwhile, Christa was alternating long licks of Jordan’s pussy with rounds of the massage wand, leaving their beautiful lover rocking backward. She was still teasing Rosie’s nipple, taking it between her teeth and nipping gently, making Rosie buck and gasp.

“Fuck, I might come just from you playing rough with my nipple like that,” she said.

The vibrating eggs in Dove and Bambi buzzed louder, and Dove gasped, “Oooh!” before diving down and licking Rosie’s pussy. The way she was positioned, face down, ass up, made Jackson spit into his palm and stroke himself, grunting sourly at Christa’s low, throaty laugh.

“Poor Jack,” she said. “Why not take some pictures of our new lover?”

“Oh fuck yes,” Rosie said, then, “Wait wait wait, these won’t, like, go up on the Internet, right? I’m okay with my boobs being out there but, but…”

“No, honey, these are just for us.”

“Sweet, do it, man-slut, do it do it do it.”

“Man-slut?” Jackson asked. “When I do fuck you, I’m going to make you pay for that.”

“Yesss, fuck her, Jack, you have to fuck her,” Paige moaned.

Jack dug out his phone. Most his camera gear was at the studio, but for this, the phone would do just fine. “Is she licking your pussy good, Paige?” he asked, his voice a throaty growl.

“Uh huh, our g-good little pussy licker.”

“Are you going to come for her?”

“Yes! G-going to come! Going to come on her pretty little face, mm!”

He started recording a video, centering first on Paige and her big belly, her ripened breasts, the nipples that were so much bigger than they had been months before, the sweet little extra pooch to her chin, the wanton eyes, the sweet smile. Rosie’s breasts were also in the shot, jiggling a little as she rocked as best she could on the bed, her chin working as she licked Paige.

“Then come for her on video, baby, show her how you come.”

“Yessss!” Paige cried out. “Coming, ohhh, oh Rosie, ohhhhh!”

Her fingers dug into the meat of her thighs as she came, her expression like she was deeply contemplating something, eyes going distant, mouth opening. Then she gasped, and hurried off Rosie as fast as she could. Jackson went to her to help her off the bed, and she was replaced fast by Christa, who showed off her ass to the camera by riding Rosie facing the headboard, hands roaming her bottom and her thighs. Christa liked to complain about her cellulite and the patches of dry skin she sometimes got now that she was in her forties, but Jackson thought she was crazy. That ass was still spectacular, cellulite and marks of time or not. The urge to bend her over, lube her up, and drive his cock into her sweet little bud nearly made him growl in frustration. At that point, he’d have fucked any of them in any hole and been satisfied, though this admittedly was pretty damn hot.

Paige came around the bed, grabbing the massage wand Jordan now had between her own thighs. There was another nightstand close at hand, and she reached in without looking to pull out a lime green dildo. Jackson came around to her, capturing her as she sucked on the head, getting it good and ready for Jordan’s ass. He captured too Jordan’s head whipping up when Bambi slid the tip of the dildo into her delicate bud.

“Fu-uck!” Jordan wailed. “Fuck my ass, fuck my ass!”

“So hot, so fucking hot,” Rosie moaned.

With his free hand on his cock, Jackson moved around the room, filming the women at every angle he could manage. The women’s noises filled the air, a sea of moans and breathy sighs and cries of passion. They feasted upon one another, tongues everywhere, fingers playing. And for once, their attention rarely strayed towards him. Half of him wanted to join in on the fun and take them one by one, but the photographer he was born to be realized that this moment was quite possibly one of the most erotic he’d ever filmed because of their disinterest in the camera. His harem gave themselves over completely that night to their sapphic lusts, and he filmed as much of it as he could, going from woman to woman, taking his time with each of them and shifting focus when one of them seemed on the cusp of an orgasm.

Rosie came so easily for the others. When Dove brought her there, Jackson got right in the mix, filming Rosie clutching Christa’s hips and her joyful moans. When Christa replaced her, Jackson got a great shot of his older lover descending upon Rosie, lapping at her cunt while Bambi tossed aside the egg vibrator and slid on top of Rosie, taking her turn with a flip of her hair and her hands on her breasts, roaming down to her stomach, her hips, her ass. She caught Jackson filming and stuck out her tongue, winked, and gave him the peace sign. He grinned back, and made a twirling motion with his finger. Keep going.

She did. They all did.

But Rosie was the star of the show that night. Irritating, beautiful Rosie. At some point, when she got Bambi off, she twisted onto her hands and knees and met Jordan on the bed, the two of them making out on their knees. Their other lovers surrounded them, hands everywhere, all the women sitting much the same.

Dove brought with her a fresh dildo, and slid it along the length of Rosie’s pussy. Rosie threw her a look over her shoulder of wanton need, her hips wiggling until Dove slid the dildo home.

“Oh, oh fuck, that’s good,” Rosie moaned, then she said nothing else, because Bambi brought another dildo to her lips, pushing it in an inch, teasing her with it, back and forth, back and forth. Paige needed to use the bathroom, and when she came back, she stood beside Jack, flushed, looking dazedly happy. Her hand roamed his backside, and he got one of his favorite shots of the night when he turned and brought the camera up. She tilted her head to the side, grinning the sweetest grin he thought he’d ever snaked out of her.

Love you, he mouthed. Her eyes crinkled and she said, “Girls. Dildos are fun, but I think our newest slut needs the real thing.”

“Oh God yes,” Rosie said. She glared at him. “If you’re done being a dick.”

Jackson handed his phone to Paige and shot onto the bed. He ran a hand across Rosie’s ass. It was a good ass, heart-shaped and carrying a little pleasant extra weight. He gave her a good spank across it, bringing his hand up to make it crack. “And if you’re done being a brat who can’t listen to a damn word I say,” he growled.

“You… you spanked me.”

“And now I’m going to fuck you… as soon as you beg me to.”

“What?” Rosie asked, her eyes going dark and stormy.

He slid behind her, slapping her ass with his cock. Jackson was not generally this aggressive in bed, far from it, but with that many girlfriends, makeup sex was an inevitability and he’d learned a lot through the years about when a woman wanted to make love and when a woman wanted to be fucked. He knew he had Rosie’s number. Knew how revved up she was.

“You are going to beg me for it,” he said, adjusting himself so he was sliding his cock against her slick folds. Rosie looked to the others helplessly, but again Jackson gave her a hard smack with his palm. “Ah ah ah. You’re mine now. You got your chance with them. Now I own you until I decide to come inside you. Or on your tits. Or on your face.”

“God, I love it when he gets like this,” Jordan said.

“Uh huh,” Paige said.

Rosie licked her lips. “I want you to fuck me.”

He spanked her other cheek and she gasped. “That isn’t begging, Rosie. No. That’s not your name tonight. Tonight, I think I’m going to call you my cock slut. That is not begging, little cock slut.”

She rocked back against him, her words soft, almost too quiet to be picked up on the phone as Paige recorded this. “Please… please fuck me.”

“Louder now, cock slut.”

“Please, Jackson. Fuck me with that thing.”

He ran a hand through her dark hair, grabbed a fistful of it, and tugged her head back. An audible gasp escaped not just her, but several of his girlfriends.

“Please!” Rosie cried out. “Fuck me! I n-need it!”

“There’s my good slut,” he said, and hilted his cock inside her in one sharp thrust.

“Ohhhhh, fuck!”

Her walls gripped him tight, her muscles flexing around him. Her breath whistled in and out of her as he pulled back and plunged in again, and again. Rosie could take every inch of him, every fucking inch, and he reveled in the clap of his skin against hers. Still gripping her hair, he ran his hand across her reddened backside and she begged, “Spank me, spank me again, oh fuck, ohhhh…”

He hauled back and cracked her ass again, never realizing in the moment his other girlfriends were all shocked into simply watching. The bed, the room, belonged to him and Rosie. The fucking had really started, and he had never felt so savage.  His cock drove in and out of her, his grunts hard and harsh on the video. In it too he would see how dazed her eyes looked, her jaw hanging low as he fucked her back and forth on the bed.

Her body began to quiver, and she cried out, “Just like that, oh fuck, just like that.”

“Jack, be careful,” Jordan said.

“Fuck that!” Rosie said. “Harder! Yank my hair harder, oh yeah, oh fuck oh my fucking oh shit oh God oh fuck oh fuck oh!”

Jackson powered into her and she collapsed forward, trying to throw it back against him but her body was misfiring from the force of the orgasm. Her head twisted and her cheek and temple rubbed against the sheets as she shot a hand between her thighs.

“Uh huh! Uh huh! Uh huuuuuh, oh shit oh God Jack, Jack.”

“You like that?” he asked, his cock throbbing, his thoughts burning as the need consumed him. He could normally hold out an insanely long time but he knew his end was coming fast with this one and he didn’t care. Rosie was his to use, his fucktoy, his slut. All his irritation transformed into sexual aggression and he pounded into her.

“Yes! Ah God just like that just like that don’t you fucking stop!”

Jackson dipped down, his face right by her ear. “You are theirs now, Rosie. Theirs to use. Whatever they want from you, you will do for them.”

“Yesss, oh God yes, theirs, I’m theirs, I’ll do anything, I’m their slut, I’m theirs.”

“If they want their pussies licked-”

“Yes! Lick th-their pussies!”

“Their pretty little assholes tongued.”

“Oh! Oh God! That’s dirty, mmm.”

“Cock-slut, answer me.”

“Yes! I’ll… I’ll lick their asses! I’ll do anything! Just, ungh, just keep fucking me, just keep fucking… meeeee!”

She came again, stiffening, her toes curling. Jackson gripped her by the arms and pulled her back up to her knees as she quivered all around his cock. He slammed into her, right on the verge, ready to come, and Rosie whimpered something he barely heard.

“…n-not on… pill…”

He grunted, fucking her harder, wild now, his mind gone, the words slipping by him as he neared his climax. Bambie reached for him, but she would have been too late. His balls tightened and only at the last moment did clarity hit him. He yanked out of Rosie, roaring, “Fuck!” as he erupted, shot after shot after shot streaking across her back.

He collapsed backwards, catching his breath. Then it all hit him, what he’d just done. Murmurs broke out among his girlfriends, Dove coming forward, looking concerned. Rosie just rested there on her stomach, and Jack scrambled to twist her onto her back, his eyes huge. “Oh Jesus, oh fuck, what did I do, Rosie, are you okay?”

“Am I… am I…?” Her eyes fluttered and slowly focused on him. “Am I okay?”

“I’m sorry, oh my God, I’m sorry, I’ve never gone that hard with anyone, oh Jesus, Rosie…”

“Holy shit, dude,” she croaked. “That was the best sex of my life.”

She yanked him down to her, their noses whapping together at the odd angle, but they got it right the second time.


Natural Disaster

The next morning, Jackson woke earlier than the rest of the household. It was a rare night when everyone stayed over, leaving him taking the couch. Not that he minded. It was a comfy couch, and after the fuckfest ended, he could have slept on a bed made of bricks as exhausted as he was.

It really was the strangest, best life.

The coffee he poured for himself seemed to be a siren call for someone in the house. The shower ran for a while, and he was surprised when Rosie emerged, yawning and smiling sleepily. She’d commandeered his shirt from the day before. It hung low on her hips, and was undone far enough to give him a tantalizing peek at the breasts they’d all worshipped the night before.

“Hey Jack,” she said, her voice hoarse from the frantic blowjob she’d given him to cap things off. They’d gone at it a long, long time, maybe two or three in the morning, but she hung with them every step of the way. Not an easy feat.

Jackson came to her and gripped her waist before dipping to kiss her gently. She moaned softly. “I wish I could go for another round,” she said. “But you wore me out, big man.”

“Rosie, I am so sorry. I got carried away last night.”

“Why are you apologizing? I played the brat and you acted exactly the way I wanted you to. I like a dominant man.”

“Still. I hope you know all my aggression wasn’t meant in anger.”

“Oh, Jack. I’m going to be your freakiest girl yet. I loooove to be spanked. I loved gagging on your dick. You’re the first guy where I didn’t have to fake that.” She grinned. “Seriously, I had a boyfriend with a cute little four-incher who genuinely thought he was choking me when I gave him a blowjob.”

“All right. But if there’s ever a moment when you feel threatened, if I take it too far, you tell me. You will always be safe with me. I know that’s not something you can just believe but I hope you let me show you it’s the truth.”

She hugged him and pressed her head to his chest. “I knew you were a softie at heart. You’re falling in looooooove with me.”

“Oh God,” he groaned. “Do you want coffee? I’ll find you our cheapest mug for when you inevitably break it.”

She laughed and pulled back. “I’d love some. I’ve got to go soon because I’m supposed to help open up at the restaurant, but I’ve definitely got time for coffee.”

While Rosie fixed herself a cup the way she liked it – black, like the psychopath she was – Jack made a quick breakfast of scrambled eggs, toast, and sausage patties. As he cooked, Rosie stood next to him, butt against the counter in a pose that reminded him of Paige in a lot of ways.

“Rosie?” he asked.

“Hm?”

“How bad is it for you? Really?”

She used her coffee to give herself a moment or two to think about that, sipping and contemplating him over the rim. He guessed she was weighing telling him the truth or not. Finally, she said, “It’s pretty bad. I was treading water until last fall. Bartleby got really sick. Like… I thought he was dying, sick. He had blood in his stool and he wasn’t eating or drinking and I thought…” She paused and blinked away tears. “I thought I was losing my fur baby.” Jackson took her hand and squeezed. She squeezed back. “It was cysts in his stomach that had ruptured, and they got them all, but the bill was… it was a lot. And then there were medications, and follow-ups, and his special dog food, and…”

“It steamrolled,” Jackson said.

“Yeah.” She sniffed. “I make pretty good money at the gift shop in the winter, but the rest of the year is a different story. I’m living in a really crappy studio apartment that I might have to give up soon and move in with my grandparents. They do okay, they’ve got Medicare and their house is paid for, but if their bills get any more expensive, they’re going to have to sell the house and move into an apartment and I don’t want them to have to do that, even if I don’t end up living with them. They’ve lived there thirty years and they deserve to be there the rest of their lives. And then there’s the car and the credit card debt and… I’m drowning, Jack. That’s why I’m doing the modeling thing. Or trying to.”

“Do you need a loan right now?”

Tears rolled down her cheeks. “Oh God, I didn’t mean…”

“I know,” he said gently. “It’s okay to say yes. And it’s not a payment for last night or an apology or anything like that. It’s a friend helping another friend.”

“I hope we’re more than friends now.”

“Me too.”

“If I can get help making next month’s rent, it would go a long way.”

“How much?”

“Maybe… a thousand?”

He could do that, and nodded. “Okay.”

“Jack, I can’t… I can’t make a promise when I’ll pay it back.”

“It’s okay.” He turned and embraced her, feeling oddly paternal towards this trainwreck of a human being. “It’s going to be okay.”

* * *

“Okay, boss, where do you want me?” Rosie asked days later at the studio. It was the first shoot of her official contract with Geek and Lace.

“First, give me just a few silly poses so I can test the lighting.”

“Silly poses. That’s easy enough.”

And it was. Jackson took a few test photos, adjusted a light, took some more, adjusted the light again, and finally felt satisfied. All the while, Rosie played at being a lion, making “rawr” sounds and pawing in his direction.

“Okay, we’re good. Let’s get started. For this shoot, Rosie, I want you to do whatever the hell you want.”

“Uh. What?”

“I’ve been thinking. Maybe I was trying too hard to try to photograph you like one of my other models. And that’s okay, that’s a starting point, but I still haven’t figured out how to capture the essence of you. That thing that makes you so damn sexy.”

“Oooh, listen to you, flatterer. Do the other girls mind us flirting and playing?”

He chuckled and began to photograph her from the neck down. This was what they’d agreed to try. It would be infinitely easier than getting her to try and act with any degree of human emotion on her face, and she liked the idea that her anonymity would remain intact.

“No. We all enjoyed the other day.”

“Me too. So… I’m part of the harem?”

“That depends on you. If you want to be exclusive with us in a relationship, yes. If you’re looking to fool around with anyone outside the harem, you’d be more like a friend with benefits to all of us.”

“You’re all enough for me.”

He circled around her, taking pictures from different angles, trying to figure out if she was trying to pose or dance. Either way, her body looked mechanical doing it. She turned and raised her hands up in a gesture like she was climbing rope. It did nice things to her breasts in the rose-print dress she wore, a subtle nod to her name even if she was going to be online under an assumed name, like the rest of Geek and Lace’s models.

The shoot went on for quite a while. Rosie had four changes of outfits, bought by Bambi and Christa on a shopping excursion the day before that also saw them helping her shave her errant pubic hairs. The outfits ranged from a sheer tiger print to a red camisole, simplistic but oh so damn sexy.

But even though the pictures were passably fine from the neck down, they still lacked the certain something Jackson looked for from all his models. Either there was something holding Rosie back or for the first time in his photography career Jackson was unable to do his job properly. It annoyed him, but he figured the photo shoot was a decent enough start for the would-be model.

That week also saw Jordan, Bambi, and Christa sit down with Rosie at their kitchen table and run through the basic technical side of becoming a model, as well as getting her officially signed to Geek and Lace. Jackson wasn’t entirely certain that any of their advice on anonymity and caution would be listened to, this being Rosie, the walking wrecking ball, but they tried.

Once they signed her up for an official Fantasy Gems page, Rosie was ready to become their latest online model. They posted her first set of pictures, the rest to be doled out daily in the month ahead. The rest of Geek and Lace promoted her as best they could on their own pages and giving her a visibility bump that should have brought guys to her page in droves.

Jackson’s part in all this was finished with the photoshoot, so he worked on his other projects, namely finishing up the final tweaks to Marlene’s photoshoot, the one where Rosie broke his camera. This mostly meant minor touchups and discarding the photographs that weren’t usable. It was the sort of work he could do in his sleep by that point in his career, and he was on autopilot when he saw the first picture he didn’t recognize as his own. It was of Marlene, a hand beneath her chin, looking both thoughtful and cheeky all at once. It was mostly focused on her eyes, in the way she looked at the camera. A lot of little things were off. Too much of her filled the frame, the angle displayed too much of her chin and neck, and the lighting was dreadful. But that pose was excellent. And the next one, of Marlene rolling her eyes, made him feel as though it was really a video and she was shaking her head.

He sat up straighter, and went through the rest of the photographs, realizing now these were the ones Rosie must have taken while he was out of the room. All of them were unusable, but there was something to them, some spark of creativity that captured his attention. He went through them a second time, then highlighted all of them for deletion.

Only, he didn’t delete them. Instead, he saved them to a new folder in a new location. Then he sat back, ready to shut his mind off for a while but unable to.


So Much Life

They didn’t see Aiko and Samantha enough. That was the general opinion of everyone in the harem, and returned in force by their two favorite lovers outside their immediate circle. So when the pair invited the group to dinner, it was an easy yes from all of them.

“Gee, I wonder why they would want to have dinner with all of us?” Dove asked, grinning at Jack when they finished the conversation. “Maybe something to announce?”

“Oh boy,” he said. He had the exact same thought, and judging from the building excitement among the others, they did too.

The dinner came. They brought dessert, a banana-caramel pie from their favorite local bakery, and Samantha and Aiko answered the door looking as beautiful as always. Samantha wasn’t far behind, curvy, kind Samantha, welcoming them in. And right from the start, Jackson knew the truth of it from their barely-contained glee.

They got everyone into the living room, then held hands. No one sat. Everyone knew they’d just be on their feet again in moments. Aiko and Samantha looked at each other and said as one, “We’re pregnant.”

Jackson had expected one or the other. But both was a shock. “Both of you?”

Samantha’s beautiful smile warmed him to his very toes. She nodded, eyes glistening with tears. Aiko bounced on her feet. “Sam found out two weeks ago. I told her we should wait a month and see if I was too, and… we’re pregnant, Jack. Both of us are pregnant.”

Congratulations broke out, cheers and tears and laughter and love. Jackson went to them, feeling like he was floating. It was like when Paige told him all over again, his mind light as a feather, the hope and happiness keeping him aloft. He embraced Samantha first, then Aiko. His throat was thick when he said, “Whatever you need. I’m there. I’ll always be there.”

They were words he meant. Aiko and Samantha might be their own couple but he loved them as fiercely as his girlfriends, and though they wanted to take on raising the kids, his one stipulation for being the father was that he could come by and be a part of their lives from time to time, even if it was just to drop in for dinner now and then or to watch their games or come to their extracurriculars. Aiko and Samantha loved that, and gladly accepted.

Dinner became a party. Samantha, Aiko, and Paige posed together, Paige in the middle, all of them beaming. Paige told them how she had Jackson taking her photo once a week every week since she found out she was pregnant, and they wanted in, something Jackson was happy to do.

While Samantha and Jack prepared the lemon-pepper shrimp linguine together, the others put on some music and danced. Bambi came to him in the kitchen and pulled him in tight for a minute or two of tangling their bodies in a slow dance counter to the cheerful beat playing through the house. When she looked up at him, there were tears in her eyes, good tears, happy tears.

“What if… I went off the pill a little earlier than we planned?” she asked him. Samantha covered her mouth with her hand, but neither Bambi nor Jackson saw. His throat worked, and he kissed his first great love again and again before whispering in her ear, “I’d love that.”

It was Dove’s idea to give the proud new mothers-to-be some time alone with Jackson after dinner. Samantha tried to protest that everyone should stay, but they slipped out of there after more congratulations. Aiko had no such hesitation, and their ever-energetic lover grabbed Jack and Samantha’s hands and led them to the bedroom for a night of happy lovemaking.

And it was lovemaking. Oh, the pair of women had fun on their knees for Jack, the first time giving him a combined blowjob, the second with their hands entwined as he fucked them from behind. But for the most part, it was the kind of soul-sharing love that left a man happily drained.

They fell asleep with him in the middle. The press of Samantha’s softer body against him and Aiko curled up and tucked in close should have comforted him, and it did. But there was no sleep for him that night. Jackson laid awake, staring up at the ceiling, trying not to let his restlessness bother his lovers.

Three children. Two of those wouldn’t be his to raise but he was still going to be a father-figure to them, or so he hoped. And Bambi wanted off the pill. Bambi Hooper, the woman he’d loved since a warm summer day brought a bored blonde literally to his doorstep when he was outside playing with action figures for a photography project.

But late in the morning hours, just before dawn, he allowed himself to acknowledge something that had been bothering him since dinner the night before. It hadn’t felt like everyone was there, and he knew exactly why that was.

Rosie wasn’t there.

Whether he liked it or not – and he did, he could admit that to himself now – Rosie had carved out a little spot in his heart, only he had a feeing it wasn’t going to be such a little spot after all. He liked her. Even the chaos of her existence made for an unpredictable fun time. She had belonged there that night, Jack thought, his eyelids finally carrying some weight to them. Even if she didn’t know Aiko or Samantha, she belonged.

They lazed late into the next morning. Jack had nothing going on, no shoots to get to, no edits to finish. He did get a call from the camera shop that his camera was back. There was no word on if the repairs were successful or not, so he assumed they weren’t. He mentally apologized to his mom and dad, the ones who had given him the camera, but he felt okay about it. It had served its purpose. It had brought him here.

Aiko was busy tracing his inner thighs with her long nails, her lips against his chest. But Samantha caught his look as he set the phone aside, and snuggled in tighter to him. “Bad news?”

“I think so. Our newest hire broke my old camera. That was the repair shop wanting me to come in and pick it up. Nothing said about it being fixed.”

“Oh no. I heard you two were butting heads.”

“At first,” he said. “She has a habit of worming her way into a person’s heart and mind.”

“Such a romantic,” Aiko mumbled against his skin. She moved to his nipple, nipping it gently between her teeth.

“I think you two would like her.”

“I’ve seen her content,” Samantha said. “But not her face. Got a picture?”

“Yeah. Hang on.” He shivered as Aiko trailed her tongue down across his abs to his pelvic muscle, his cock hardening again, but had the presence of mind to bring up the private file share site he used and brought up a picture of Rosie. He passed it over to Samantha just as Aiko began to lick the base of his prick.

“Fuck,” he moaned.

“She’s so pretty,” Samantha said. Jackson didn’t pay any attention to her as Aiko teased him with her tongue and her lips, her playful dark eyes holding him captive, as did the thought she would be a mother soon. When he first got to know them, Samantha and Aiko had been dating a while. Samantha wanted kids and thought Aiko didn’t, because that was what her girlfriend told her at the start of their relationship. But Samantha changed Aiko’s mind about that, and Jackson helped them to see that they both wanted the same thing now, a family and a life with each other.

They were going to be mothers. And that was an incredibly wonderful and erotic thing to him. And one of the future mothers of his children had her cock pinned against his stomach, licking the base of him as the other innocently started up the homebrewed porn they’d made with Rosie.

“Oh my God,” she said, and clapped a hand to her mouth. “Oh wow.”

“What?” Jackson asked, finally giving the phone a look. “Oh shit. You weren’t supposed to see that.”

“Oooh, what is it?” Aiko asked, her attention immediately diverted. She crawled up Jackson’s body as he tried to take the phone from Samantha, but Aiko was even faster, snatching up the phone and planting herself on his face to his annoyance. “Oh yeah. That’s hot.”

“I really shouldn’t be letting you watch that,” he said.

“Quiet and get to licking,” Aiko said.

“Maybe we shouldn’t,” Samantha said, but someone on the film cried out “Fuck!” and she moved to watch it on her knees next to Aiko.

“Oh no. We are totally watching this,” Aiko said.

He let it go, knowing Sam and Aiko well enough that they wouldn’t send it to themselves or share it in any way. As the video played on, Aiko rocked on his mouth, but it was a distracted, instinctual movement. They jumped around in the video a lot, and Jackson heard his own voice through the phone’s speaker. He winced at how rough he’d been with Rosie, at the B-tier porn dialogue coming out of his own mouth, but something gave him pause. Samantha, usually shy and reserved, said, “That’s so fucking hot.”

“It really is,” Aiko said. Her rocking sped up and she gasped when Jackson spanked Rosie on film. “Oh wow. Ohhhh.”

They watched in silence, but Aiko’s breath grew louder and her movements quicker. As the fuck session on video neared its crescendo, so did she, grinding harder, gasping when she came, and still she kept rocking on his face, almost like she’d forgotten he was there.

When the video ended, Samantha dropped the phone and mounted him. They took turns fucking him, a wild abandon to them he’d never seen before. Samantha was not the type to use her lovers but she did it now, bouncing on his cock with her hands splayed on his muscular abs, her eyes closed.

“Fuck, Jackson, you have to fuck us like that sometime,” Aiko mewled, on her knees beside Samantha, hand against her partner’s mound and fingers playing at her clit. “So dominant. Mm, God, I want you to fold me in half and destroy me like that.”

“Uh huh,” Samantha agreed, her big breasts dancing as she bounced on him. “Bending her over… spanking her…”

“Using her…”

“Ohhh, oh, yesss, so hot, just oh God taking her taking her so hard ohhhh, Jack, oh, use us like that sometime, use us, come in here, throw us on the bed and take us, oh, oh fuck, ohhhh, fuck!” Samantha cried out.

He couldn’t believe the force of her orgasm. She collapsed onto him, and he kissed her, chuckling abashedly. The old awkward part of his brain wanted to believe they were putting him on, but he developed a talent over the years of seeing people’s true feelings and emotions and he didn’t think this was faked. They’d seen plenty of his harem home videos since they got to know each other last fall, and they’d never responded like this. It was crazy. Fun, but crazy.

The fun had to end. If he wanted to go pick up that camera before the shop closed, he needed to shower and get going. He always tried to tend to his lovers afterward, having been trained well by Bambi early on in their relationship, but when he finished with his shower and dressed, Sam and Aiko only allowed him to run the bath for them before shooing him out of there.

“Jack,” Samantha said before he made it to the front door. Aiko was already in the bathroom singing to herself, something soft and beautiful. He turned, and Samantha came to him in all her nude glory. Her eyes were so warm and loving, and he couldn’t help giving her a long, soft kiss, his hand going to her stomach.

“I wanted to tell you, I’m glad it’s you that helped us make these little lives,” she said.

“You’re going to be a beautiful, wonderful mother. Both of you are.”

“And I hope you really will be a part of all our lives.”

Jack grinned. “I wouldn’t miss it for the world.”


To Thine Own Self, Be True

The world felt like it had disappeared, the lake as still and quiet as he’d ever seen it. Why no one was around was a mystery to him, but he could only see three families that day at the same lake where he and Paige fell so effortlessly in love on their first date. The stillness suited the moment and sated his mind.

His hand rested on the camera case, returned to him half an hour ago. He thought about Bambi joining him that first day as friends, him sliding action figures down a fishing line and capturing it on camera. About taking hundreds of pictures of her throughout a magical summer that they thought meant the end to their relationship. And now, years later, she was going to be a mother too.

And Paige, sweet Paige. Two hundred yards from where he sat now, she had once delivered an impassioned, silly speech about how love was what they defined it, that there were no rules to relationships. And she’d been right. She would love their child no matter who they turned out to be, no matter the choices they made, because she loved all of them despite and because of who they were.

The others, too. Christa, so hurt by life when they met her. Jordan, who fought with her ghosts for so long until Dove helped her quiet them. Dove herself, the nurturer, the one they could all turn to.

His phone rang. It was Rosie, the maelstrom, because of course it was. The universe was not so much whispering to him as singing. He smiled to himself and answered the phone.

“Hey Rosie.”

She sniffed. “It’s not enough.”

“The thousand?”

“What I’m making from F-Fantasy Gems. I just, I just checked what I’ve made so far. It’s only fifty bucks. I… I can’t…”

“Where are you?”

“At my apartment. My c-c-c… my stupid car won’t start and I, I can’t do this, I’m sorry, I’m a failure at this too, I…”

“I’m coming to pick you up,” he said, his voice calm, certain.

“Jack, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”

“It’s okay. I promise you, it’s going to be okay.”

“But the loan and…”

“Rosie.”

“Y-yeah?”

“I’ll be there soon. And I swear to you, we will get this figured out.”

She let out a half-sob, half-laugh, then she was gone, and he was moving.

* * *

Her apartment was in a crappy part of the city, the building set into the side of a hill not steep enough to be interesting to the rich folks who bizarrely loved building impractical manors on impractically sharp inclines. She leaned against her car, no makeup on, no mask. Her misery was etched into every inch of her face.

Finally, he got his honest emotion out of her.

Beside her was Bartleby, finally on a harness and leashed. That had been Jackson’s one demand when he gave Rosie the loan. The dog sat, looking up at his person with an expression that seemed to say, “Don’t worry, Mom. Don’t be upset.”

Jack pulled up behind the car instead of pulling into a parking spot, and she moved slowly to the passenger’s side. Bartleby jumped in first, bouncing across to Jackson’s lap and giving him a dozen excited doggy kisses, his whole body quivering with excitement. Rosie slid in and closed the door after her before wiping at her eyes with the backs of her hands and pulling her dog to her lap.

“I’m a mess,” she croaked. “I thought… I’d, I’d make at least enough to cover s-some of it, to start digging my way out, but…”

“We’re going to take a drive.”

“Where? Some back alley somewhere so you can put a bullet in the back of my head and finally be rid of me?”

Jack smiled, but it was a strained smile. His mind was on a thousand things, and oddly enough, Rosie was not at the forefront of them. He was certain what he was about to do was the right move. Jordan and Bambi approved and he would get the others to agree once he had the time to talk to them about it.

“We’re going to go look at our warehouse.”

“Your warehouse?”

“Yup.”

Traffic was blessedly light, but even so, the warehouse was located halfway across the city, and that took time. Rosie held Bartleby and buried her face into his fur, crying sporadic tears. At one point, she started to speak, her voice hoarse.

“I… have a favor to ask you. And it’s even bigger than the loan.”

“What’s that?”

“Would you…?” Her voice trembled. “Would you consider adopting Bartleby? I know it’s a lot to ask but he… he needs the kind of care I c-can’t give him anymore.”

“Okay, but only one condition.”

“What?”

“Well, I need someone around to take him on walks, feed him, check his water, clean up his messes, and make sure he gets to the vet when he needs it. So… I’m gonna need you to come live with him. And us, by proxy.”

“What?”

“It will be a little cramped. Not going to lie there. We are quickly reaching maximum harem capacity. But all of us like you. Whether or not you want to be a part of the official harem-”

“I do, I want that so much.”

“Great. So come live with us. Give it a shot. This life is crazy but it’s fun and we’d take care of you.”

“Jack, I… do the others…?”

“I haven’t talked to them about it. But I am certain they’ll say yes.”

She nodded, quiet again and looking all around them. “This is Sutherland. This place used to be a bad part of town.”

“Yeah. Used to be. Now there are more breweries here than warehouses, but there are still a few.” He gestured towards a two-story warehouse at the end of the street, surrounded by tall, unkempt bushes. “It’s seen better days, but you are looking at the future home of Geek and Lace.”

“As in your studio?”

“That’s right. It’ll give us the room I desperately need to come up with some creative sets for our models. Not to mention I’ll have my own office for editing and administration stuff, along with Christa, Bambi, and Jordan. We won’t have to stumble all over each other doing payroll and video editing.”

“That’s great, but you can’t possibly be considering keeping me on as a model.”

“I am. There are two possibilities that I see. I think I finally know how to get you to give me an honest reaction as a model.”

“How?”

“You and I become porn stars.”

She gaped at him. “W-what?”

“When you and I fucked that first time, we got a lot of it on camera. Remember that?”

“Sure.”

“Well, as it turns out, that’s a pretty goddamn hot video. And I think you and I, together, can replicate that kind of heat. We can figure out ways to do it without showing our faces, and I think we’d make ridiculously good money at it. But that’s Plan B. I want you to hear me out on Plan A first.”

“Which is what?”

Jack didn’t answer that. Instead, he pulled into the warehouse’s parking lot, stopped, and got out. “Come on. Take a walk with me.”

But before they did, he rummaged in the backseat for his camera case. Rosie hadn’t seen the case, just the camera, so she had no idea it was one and the same.

With Bartleby trotting along beside them and stopping numerous times to let the other dogs know he’d been in the neighborhood, they took a slow walk around the building.

“This end will house the offices. Four in total. They’ll be about the size of the living room in the studio, so… not huge but good enough for our purposes.”

“Jack, what is it you want from me?”

Again, he ignored her. “Then down in this half, we’ll have sets built for us by some people I know from the theater department at the university. I’ve already got a crew coming up with ideas and they’re pretty killer. We’ll be able to do up a mock bedroom and an office pretty easily, and we’ll have a storage space for extra furniture. I think that’s the part Paige is most excited about, going garage sale-hunting for furniture for-”

“Jack, please!” Rosie said. “I’m feeling the lowest I’ve ever felt and you’re babbling about garage sales and, and, and offices and…”

“I got my camera back,” Jackson said.

She stared at him, not comprehending until he unslung his bag. “Oh. Oh Jack. Could they repair it? I’m sorry if they couldn’t. Just… add it to my tab, I guess.”

“No. It works. The shutter speed is a little off but I don’t think you’d even notice if you didn’t use the thing day in and day out.”

“I still don’t understand. You took me here to take photos of me?”

“No, Rosie. I came here because I want to give you a different sort of job.” He held out the camera bag.

Goodbye, old friend.

“W-what?” she asked.

“I need help. An assistant. At first to kind of just help me out with basic office stuff, like making sure I get where I’m supposed to go every day. I try to keep a digital calendar but I’m not great about checking it if I get rushed, and when you have five or six girlfriends, hey, sometimes in the morning you get distracted.”

“An assistant. I can do that. I know how to do that.” She hefted the camera bag carefully. “But this… why are you giving me this?”

“Because I saw the pictures you took of Marlene and it inspired me. I want you to start taking pictures. Every day, of anything you like, though I’ll start to give you different assignments when I teach you more about how the camera works. We’ll cover everything I know slowly but surely. An assistant is going to be helpful, but long-term, Geek and Lace needs another photographer. You’re it. You’re going to be my apprentice.”

“Jack, I… I… this is the camera they told me about. The one your parents gave you.”

“Yeah. Now it’s yours.” He grinned. “At least for the moment.”

“No, I can’t. I’ll learn on something less precious to you, or, or…”

“That camera is about as good as they get for a would-be photographer. It has everything you need but it won’t overwhelm you, at least when I teach you what everything does and why you’d tinker with it. That’ll take time. It took me a year and change of regularly using the thing before I felt confident in what I was doing. And I’m not going to be nearly the teacher my friend Dr. Perez was.” He ran a finger across the camera bag, smiling to himself. “Besides, I like the romantic appeal of this. Everything has come full circle. When this started, I was just a teenager taking photographs of Immortal Meathead figurines with Bambi. Now… now I can give you a foot up while still being a huge benefit to the business. So what’s it going to be, Rosie? You want to be porn star, or you want to be my apprentice?”

“Your apprentice. I… I’d love that.”

* * *

Jack took Rosie and Bartleby back to her apartment. Inside, her place reflected the utter chaos that was her life, every surface covered in dirty mugs, plates and bowls, and clothes in need of washing. It was a tiny, tiny apartment, the bed dropping from a niche in the wall, and it was this they did first, the bed’s hinges squealing in protest. It made for the only place to sit, but that was not what they intended to do. With Bartleby sated by a fistful of kibble in his bowl, they stripped out of their clothes slowly, Jackson taking in every inch of his new lover. Gone was all her cheerful insanity, and in its place was the real Rosie, the one he only found when she faced the end of her fight to stay afloat.

And all at once, everything that had been troubling him came to a head. The bubble that had been keeping him from acknowledging things were not okay was pierced by this odd woman, this near-total stranger, and she must have seen it.

“Are you okay, Jack?”

He couldn’t answer that, and didn’t, save to kiss her again.

“Is it me? Am I going to mess with the harem too much?”

“No. They like you.”

“Then what is it? You’re kind of scaring me.”

Jackson meant to answer. He truly did. But the words wouldn’t come, only a ball of emotion. He thought of all the ways he might fuck up the lives of the three children he had on the way. He thought of Paige moving in with her mother and how that might hurt them long-term. How he thought Dove and Jordan weren’t long for the group. How he knew he was holding Christa back from leaving the harem, which she’d mentioned once or twice the previous fall before he convinced her he wanted her there forever as a part of them.

His words failed him, and in Rosie’s arms, every emotion he’d been holding back for months consciously and subconsciously was set loose inside him. He wept. It was a quiet storm, but she stroked his head through it, her words a soft caress in his ear. “It’s okay, Jack, it’s okay, it’s okay, it’s okay.”

She kissed his cheeks, gentle tears of her own falling, and they held each other for a long time like that, two souls drawing strength and warmth from one another. But when it was over, Jackson felt good. Some poison had been siphoned from his mind and dispelled into the ether. He stared into Rosie’s eyes and felt a great tectonic shift of his heart.

Oh, he thought, smiling to himself. Here I go again.

“What?” she asked, and he only grinned wider. “What?”

For an answer, Jackson slid down Rosie’s body. She was softer than most his girlfriends aside from Paige, and he enjoyed that, the realness of her, the slight pooch to her stomach and her fupa, the more pronounced folds. He kissed it all, but his real target was her ripe, round pussy. His lips connected with her delicate skin and she shivered for him, staring down as he began to slowly devour her. Unlike their first time together, he took it slow, sampling her wetness when it formed on her lips.

He spread her wide with his thumbs and went deeper with his tongue. She was as still as the lake he’d been sitting at earlier, but there were waves to come. When Jack connected with Rosie’s clit, she dropped a hand to his hair and ran her fingers through it, whispering his name.

“Jack, oh, oh Jack…”

He brought his fingers into play, drawing them along her pussy lips and the soft flesh around them. Her butt rose and fell when he slid his middle finger into her, still taking his time, still nuzzling her clit, licking it, sucking it.

She came so easily and softly for him, her body shuddering, one leg folding and unfolding. Her fingers clutched at his hair, and she whimpered, “Please, keep doing that, just like that, oh, oh Jack.”

He obeyed, keeping it slow and gentle, keeping her riding an edge until she would crest again and again, soft little waves lapping at the shore of her lake.

When she finally let go of his hair, she pushed herself up the bed and into a seated position, staring at him with those dark, lovely eyes. “This… just got complicated,” she whispered.

“Yeah, it did.”

“I’ve never fucked one of my bosses before.”

“Think we’ll work through it?”

“I know we will.” She stood up and pushed him down to the mattress before sliding over him. He realized then it was no mattress at all but a thin pad. She’d been sleeping on little more than plywood for God knew how long. The thought made him sad all over again, but that ended tonight.

He gripped her soft waist. “You’re coming to live with us,” he said. “Tonight.”

“Jack…”

And with that, it was Rosie’s turn to show him her adoration. She rode him as slowly as he ate her out, knees splayed, hands on his stomach and moving frequently to her hips or her breasts. He’d seen a smile like hers frequently on Jordan’s face, when she was coming out of one of her depressive moods and leveling out. Rosie was letting go of her fear and her worries, and it uplifted him, brought him higher.

They moved together for a long time like that, slow, easy lovemaking. She glowed from it, hands going to his chest as she leaned over him, her smile sparking the fire inside him that would guide him to their finish, Rosie on her back, his hand under one of her thighs, his other beside her head, their lips meeting over and over and over again. He very nearly forgot himself again, only puling out when she reminded him she wasn’t on the pill, and she finished him off with her hands, staring into his eyes as he came all over her stomach.

Jack wrapped her up in the afterglow, spooning Rosie and kissing her neck and her shoulder. “Jack?” she asked.

“Hm?”

“Why were you crying?”

He considered how to answer that. “If I tell you, it stays between us.”

“Okay. Sure. I can keep a secret.”

“I’m scared.”

“Of what?”

“I have an incredible life. Everything I could ever want, with five… six of the greatest girlfriends I could ask for.”

“Six, huh?”

“Yup. You’re mine now.”

“Mm. I like that,” she said, wiggling her butt back against him.

“You swear you won’t tell any of them what I’m going to tell you? I don’t want them to change the course of their lives because I’m feeling selfish.”

“Sure,” Rosie said. “I swear.”

“Things are changing. Paige is going to have our baby soon and she’ll be living away from the house for a while. Not far, but… even blocks away feels like too far. And Dove and Jordan are so in love with each other. I have it in my head one of these days they’ll break apart from the group. And I’ll let them go because I love them and all I want is for them to be happy, but I did that once with Bambi and it tore me up. I nearly did it with Jordan too.” He sighed. “And Christa… Christa’s mentioned she might someday want something different than us. Everything ends, I know that. But the thought of losing any of this… it’s been overwhelming me lately. But most of all, the thing I haven’t really been able to acknowledge, is this worry deep inside me I’m going to be a bad dad. That this life will wreck them. They’ll have the best moms in the world but how can one guy be the dad they’ll all need?”

“Well, I for one think you’re going to be a great dad. And you’ll have plenty of help.”

“That’s the truth.”

“I think you should be afraid. I think all good parents are, at least a little bit. But be excited too. You’re going to be a dad. And I already know you’re going to be a really cool one. Look, yeah, it’s a weird relationship you all have, but you love each other so much. A kid can’t ask for a better start to life than a house with that much love in it.”

“You got one thing wrong,” he said.

“What’s that?”

“You said the weird relationship we all have. You’re a part of this too now, Rosie.”

“Is this real?” she asked, her voice sleepy and very well-pleased. “Did I finally crack and I’m imagining all this while they admit me into the mental ward?”

He chuckled. “It’s real.”

“You really think the others will be okay with it?”

“Hand me my phone. Let’s find out.”

She did, leaning out of the bed to grab his jeans and fumble his phone to him. In the process, she knocked over a sports bottle and the remote for her TV. For her, that was pretty impressive restraint. He halfway expected her to somehow manage to fling the phone into the sink from halfway across the room and set fire to the building.

He called Bambi, and put her on speaker. She answered with a cheerful, “Hey, babe! We’re putting together a grocery list. Any requests?”

“Maybe flatbread for gyros?”

“Ooh, good call. What’s up? Are you still with Sam and Aiko?”

“No. I’ve been with Rosie for…” He glanced at the time and was shocked to see how late it was. “…a few hours now.”

Rosie tensed, and said shyly, “Hi, Bambi.”

“Oh hey! Did you two have fun? Wink wink.”

“We did,” Rosie said. “You… aren’t mad?”

“Nope. You are on our very short list of people we are totally okay with anyone in the group hooking up with. Was he good to you?”

“So good,” Rosie said. “Better than I could have ever hoped for.”

“That’s our Jack. Did he talk to you about being his assistant?”

“He did. I said yes.”

“Oh, that’s great. You’re going to be awesome at it.”

“Bambi, who else is there?” Jack asked.

“All of us. Dove and Jordan are ordering delivery and we might catch a movie later. Why?”

“Can you keep everyone there for, say, an hour?”

“Yeah, sure. What’s the matter?”

“I have a favor to ask everyone. But I want to do it in person.”

“Very mysterious. See you then.”

“Love you.”

“Love you too.”

Jack hung up, and looked all around. He began scooping up armfuls of Rosie’s dirty clothes and tossing them into a laundry basket. She watched him lazily from the bed, looking for all the world like a cat sunning itself. “What are you doing?”

“Getting you packed. We’ll come back for the rest of it.”

She sat up. “You’re serious.”

“Yup.”

* * *

Back home, with Bartleby sitting on his lap, Jackson explained everything to everyone. How he was inspired to hire Rosie as his assistant, how he’d train her to become a photographer, and most of all, how he wanted her living with them. She explained her financial situation, and there were nods all around the table or immediate yeses.

“We have the room at our house,” Dove said. “And it would make things less cramped here. So come stay with us.”

“Bartleby too?” Rosie asked.

“We’d never want to separate you two.”

Rosie knocked over her chair in her haste to hug them. Everyone except Jack rose up to do much the same, and she thanked them all, then took in Jack with a wicked grin.

“There’s one other thing,” she said. “Jack is terrified he’s going to lose Paige, Jordan, and Dove. Christa, you too. And he’s scared he’s going to be a bad dad but I think I set him straight on that one.”

“Motherfu-” Jackson sputtered. “You swore you wouldn’t tell them that.”

“Oh, I’m a terrible liar, especially when it comes to people I’m in… falling for,” she quickly amended, blushing hard.

“Jack, is that true?” Dove asked.

He nodded, hesitant at first, but the truth slowly spilled out of him. Paige came around the table and took his hand. Jordan started to cry and shook her head. Dove looked more thoughtful than anything else.

“You know I like my job, right?” she asked.

“I do, but-”

“And part of that is needing my own space so I can get a good night’s rest.”

“Yeah, but I thought you and Jordan might be getting ready to move on.”

“Oh Jack,” she said with a sigh.

“God, if you’d just talked about this with us, we would have told you you were being an idiot,” Jordan said. “I miss being with all of you every night too but a little space is healthy. It doesn’t mean we’re moving on.”

“And I’m not going anywhere until you tell me you don’t want me,” Christa said. “We talked about this, Jackson.”

“I know, I just…”

“You leave the thinking to us,” Jordan said, sounding irritated. “Obviously you’re not capable of it.”

She stuck out her tongue at him, and he laughed helplessly. Paige squeezed his hand.

“I love you, Jack. I love all of you. And that is the only thing you should need to know,” she said softly. “I’m not going anywhere. You will forever be the only man I want.”

“Me too,” Bambi said quietly. Everyone else agreed. Even Bartleby seemed to chime in, passing gas and shifting comfortably on Jackson’s lap.


Delivery

Jackson’s heart hammered in his chest as he hurried into the hospital waiting room. His eyes were grainy from a lack of sleep, but he was wide awake now, electric, afraid, oh so afraid, but joyful too.

Tanya rose to her feet, beaming, and his heart lessened its manic pace. If she was smiling like that, it probably meant all his little fears about how this could go wrong were just in his head.

“Oh Jack,” she said, and he embraced her.

“Thank you. Thank you so much for getting her here. I’m sorry, of course traffic would be insane today.”

“It’s okay, it’s okay. I’m happy I could do it.”

“Is she…?”

“Doing just fine. No baby yet.” Her eyes twinkled. “You might be here a while.”

“I am perfectly okay with that, as long as she and the baby are okay.”

“They are. You better go back there. I’ll wait for the others here. I think all of them got into the same traffic snaggle.”

“Thanks. I’ll see you soon. And Tanya… I…”

“I know, honey.”

He nodded, unable to speak. She saw him to the nurse’s station, and Jack explained in hoarse tones he was the baby’s father, and she let him through the security doors with a smile. They made their way down a busy hallway, the sound of one particular toddler lighting him up.

Paige stepped out of the room, holding Claire in her arms. Their girl saw Jackson and beamed, waggling her little dinosaur arms at her daddy. “Da da!” she shouted gleefully, and the nurse gave him a quizzical look. Jackson blushed but ignored her, and went to Paige and their daughter. He took Claire and gave her a “mwah” on the forehead, making her give her sharp little noise of laughter. Then he kissed Paige and gave her a hug with his free arm.

“I saw you out the window,” Paige said. “Timed it just right.”

“How is she?”

“I’m pushing a boulder out between my legs,” Bambi called from the room. “How do you think I am?”

“She’s great,” Paige said, barely contained mirth in her expression. She’d lost most of her birth weight, but still carried a lot of pleasant mom softness to her that drove him wild. He flashed back to her own delivery, two days of hell just a couple doors down, demon sounds escaping her as she tried to push, bellowing at him once when he took too long in the waiting room talking to everyone. It seemed Bambi had inherited some of her baby belligerence.

Not that he’d have it any other way.

“Give me little miss back and get in there, Dad,” Paige said.

Jackson gave Claire another smooch on the forehead, then passed her back. “I love you both,” he said, with every bit of emotion he could put behind it.

“Love you too, baby. You’re going to be a dad again.”

“Yeah I am,” Jackson said, his grin honest and pure as it had ever been. When Paige and Claire started down the hall, he took a deep breath, and stepped inside to be there by the side of his first great love as she gave birth to his first son.

* * *

With one last click, it was over. Three years of the greatest professional relationship of Mikayla’s life, done and dusted. Elisa lowered the camera, tears in her eyes, and Mikayla squeaked before rushing her best friend, business partner, and sometime lover.

Elisa set the camera down on the wicker table and met her with a ferocious hug, both crying now. “Going to ruin my perfect makeup,” Elisa mumbled, and Mikayla laughed shakily.

“I’m going to miss you so much.”

“Oh, honey, I’m going to miss you too. So, so much. But you keep killing it out there.”

“And you are going to kick so much ass in Europe. I love you.”

“I love you too.”

They embraced one more time there on the sandy beaches of Hawaii. The rest of the crew finished taking down the equipment, and Elisa stowed away her camera when her assistant brought her the case. He had a robe for Mikayla and she took it from him with an absent thank you.

“You’re going to be in good hands with your new photographer,” Elisa said as Mikayla shrugged on the robe.

“Lace and Geek,” Mikayla said, not bothering to conceal the doubt in her voice.

“Geek and Lace, but yeah. Look them up. I’ve worked with the lead photographer, Jackson Corso. Nice guy and he does great work. They’re not just a photography company but a modeling agency and their models are gorgeous. A nice mix of down-to-earth and classy.”

“I’ll give them a look. But they won’t ever be you.”

“Of course not,” Elisa said. “Who could ever be me? I’m irreplaceable.”

“That’s the truth.”

Mikayla gave herself a quick rinse under the outdoor shower, then dressed behind her privacy screens. When she emerged, the crew for the lingerie company Wisps of You was just finishing stowing everything in the rental SUVs. Elisa waited for her, and they embraced one more time.

“I really will miss you,” Mikayla whispered.

“Me too,” Elisa whispered back. They kissed, one last time for the road, and Mikayla headed for her own waiting car while Elisa stepped up into the SUV.

An hour later, after Mikayla had a more proper shower back in the rental she’d been using the last few days and they were on the road for the airport, she did look up Geek and Lace. The bevy of models were much like Elisa said, all beautiful in their own unique ways.

But what struck her most was a group shot of three of the models, a beautiful, busty older blonde, a thin dark-haired beauty, and a fuller-figured model with a child in her arms, all centered around a guy smiling like he couldn’t believe his luck. He wasn’t quite handsome, not really, but he had some obvious muscles under a video game tee shirt.

Their looks in and of themselves didn’t matter to Mikayla. But what held her attention were the smiles on everyone’s faces. They looked genuinely happy. Faked for the shot or not, it made her heart hurt to see it. That was the thing she’d been missing most in her decade-long career.

Happiness.

* * * * *
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