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Chapter 1 — He's dead

“Try to see it my way...” | say to Jack, who’s looking doubtful at me, “I
want to do something more with my life. Maybe I'll...”

I’'m interrupted by Kevin shouting at us from the comms tent, holding up
the satellite phone, and waving at me. | look at Jack, who just nods, and |
hurry over to the tent.

“Hello?” | ask curiously after | take the phone from Kevin.

“You’re mister Scott Harris, correct?” the voice on the other side of the
line informs.

“Yes. Yes, | am,” | say, fearing what will come after hearing the formal
voice on the other side of the line.

“I’'m afraid | have some bad news for you,” he says, and after a short
pause, “I’'m sad to inform you that Mr. Taylor passed away this morning.”

It’s as if time stands still, and | feel like someone kicks me in my stomach.
Glenn dead? But how? And what about Audrey? And, what happened? It
takes me a few moments, and as | steady myself against the table, |
regain my senses.

“Mr. Harris?” the voice says calmly.
“Yeah... sorry... 'm here. It’s just that... | didn’t expect this.”

“I understand. Mr. Taylor died this morning because of heart and lung
failure. He was diagnosed with a very aggressive form of lung cancer just
last week. I’'m sorry for your loss, Mr. Harris.”

“Thank you. I'm... why didn’t he let me know he was sick?” | hear myself
ask, knowing perfectly well that the person on the other end won’t or
can’t tell me this, but there were just too many questions popping up in
my head.

“I don’t know, Mr. Harris. But it all happened very quickly, that much |
know. But... em... the main reason I’'m calling you is because of the last
will of Mr. Taylor. And, of course, about his daughter Audrey. Are you
available to come to my office to take over the testament and settle
some urgent matters?”



“I'm currently abroad, but | think | can arrange something for tomorrow
afternoon. Is that an option for you?”

“Of course, Mr. Harris. Does four p.m. suit you?” he asks politely.
“I think | can manage that, yes,” | say, a bit blown away by it all.

The man gives me the address and extends his condolences again. |
thank him, hang up the phone, and sit down on the nearest chair.

“Bad news?” | hear Jack ask.
“Yeah. Glenn died this morning. | need to get back to the states.”

“Fuck! That’s bad. I’'m sorry, man,” he says and puts his hand on my
shoulder.

“Yeah. Me too,” | say, fighting to hold back my tears. The last thing | want
is to cry in front of the guys.

“Well, the job’s done here anyways. So that won’t be a problem. I’'m sure
if I ask Mike, he’ll fly you back to the mainland immediately,” Jack says,
his hand still on my shoulder.

“Thanks. Appreciate it. You know I’'m getting out now, right?” | say softly.

“I know. And we’ll see. It’s been long enough here anyway, so | wouldn’t
worry about that too much now. So you get your stuff, and I'll go ask
Mike.”

| watch Jack leave the tent we’re currently sitting in. Right now, we’re in
the middle of the jungle, searching for a wanted drug lord and rebel
leader. This is our fifteenth consecutive job on this island | have come to
love so much.

We’'re at a reasonably sized island in the Caribbean called Isla de
Aguinas. With its location a bit north of Colombia and west of Nicaragua,
the climate is fantastic. But geopolitically, it’s a nightmare. So that’s the
main reason my group and me have been here on and off for five years in
a row, doing all sorts of covert operations for different reasons and
different parties.

We're currently at a small camp owned by the Colombian army. Our job
is to eliminate the drug lord during his inspection of the production
fields. These drugs are supposed to fund his campaign against the
current, Colombian-oriented leader. Combined with Nicaraguan funds,



this drug money would give him a serious chance to overthrow the
current leader. Several mighty people didn’t want that to happen, so they
called us.

We planned this job for over a month, and we spent more than a week in
the jungle. So staying in some form of civilization now is nice, but getting
this news by satellite phone sure as hell isn’t.

After high school, | joined the army. | didn’t do it just to please my dad.
No. | aimed for the elite forces because | wanted to do all sorts of crazy
shit all over the world and be damn good at it. THAT was what | wanted
to do and eventually ended up doing.

I’ve done all sorts of crazy missions with our small but close crew. We're
the guys they call when it needs to be done, preferably without anyone
knowing. And they almost always deny our presence and existence. This
is fine with me. | get to do what | like best, and the pay is more than
excellent.

But lately, after another covert operation in another jungle and another
briefing by yet another bloated suited guy, | felt tired and fed-up. |
wanted to do something more with my life. My entire life, | never really
grounded anywhere. And after all this time, | want a place for my own to
call home. Despite the fantastic teammates | work with, | have had it
with being alone.

Between missions, | always visited Glenn as much as | could. He was
more of a father to me than my real dad. My father served in the army
for as long as | can remember. He is a high-ranking officer and changes
base at least once a year. He dragged my mom and me with him across
the world. By the time | turned eleven, | had lived in fourteen different
countries around the globe. But when we met Glenn during our time in
Seattle, my life changed. My mom and dad became friends with him and
his wife, and | stayed over at his place a lot! | finally had a normal place |
could go to and feel welcome.

My mom did everything she could to build us a comfy home each time
we moved, but it was always on base, and the houses all looked the
same over there. So it just never felt like home. But when | was at
Glenn’s place, | was home.

And now he’s dead.



| gather my things, lost in my thoughts, hearing Jack yell at me. “Mike’s
ready to leave, Scott!”. So | quickly drop the last of my stuff in my bag and
walk over to the chopper. Jack waits there with a serious look.

“You okay, man?”
“Yeah. I'm good. Thanks.”

Jack gives me a firm hug, slaps me on my back, and steps aside to let me
through. “We’ll talk later. But, first, we need to get you home. Take care.”

| nod, walk over to the chopper, and quickly get inside. Before | know it,
we’re airborne and on our way to the big camp on the Colombian
mainland, where a plane will take me back to Seattle. As we get higher, |
notice a few of the guys looking. | wave at them, and they wave back. But
at that moment, I'm sure I'll never see them in a setting like this
anymore.

“Bad news?” Mike’s voice asks, his voice sounding tinny as always
through these headphones.

“Yeah,” | say as | keep looking outside, "my best friend died today.”
“Shit, man. I'm sorry,” he responds thoughtfully.

Like most helicopter pilots, Mike is a strange but very likable guy. He’s
the typical adrenaline junkie, but he’s also the best damn pilot | ever
met. He pulled us out of a tight spot numerous times, and | owe him my
life. At least three times.

“Yeah. Me too,” | softly say, lost in my thoughts.

Mike drops me off at the large Colombian Air Force base, where a plane
is already waiting. This is all very unusual, but the Colombian army is
grateful for our help, so they help us out in return. Before | get out, Mike
looks at me, pats me on my back, and smiles weakly.

“Take care, man!”
“You too. Don’t crash, okay?” | smile.
“Stay alive, okay?” he smiles back.

We always say this to each other when | exit his chopper. It became a
running gag over the years, but we both like it, and it kinda grew on us.
We bump fists, and | wave goodbye as | walk over to the plane.



It is way past noon when | enter my Seattle apartment. | shower, shave,
and as | browse through my closet for decent clothes, | stumble across an
old picture of Glenn and me together in his backyard. | take it in my hand
and need to sit down on the bed as tears start forming in my eyes. This
sure brings back some memories...






Chapter 2 — With a bit of help

“Did you check the shutter speed?” Glenn asked as | looked through the
viewfinder at the bee sitting on the flower.

“Course,” | whispered, not wanting to scare the bee away.
***C“ck***
***C“Ck***

***C“Ck***
“Try a different angle now,” Glenn said.

| slowly moved sideways while lying on my belly in the grass, keeping my
eye pressed against the camera as | did this. The bee didn’t seem
disturbed in any way, so | inched a little closer.

“Make sure the composition is good.”
“Ssssh...” | whispered, getting a bit annoyed.

Glenn had given me tons of instructions and repeated some of them
after | found the bright yellow and black bee sitting on a blood-red
flower. There is a lot of stuff about exposure, shutter timers, ISO, and
composition. | absorbed it all like a sponge. A few months ago, Glenn had
shown me his impressive photo collection, and | was eager to learn how
to do this too. We’ve done a few practice shots already. But this
weekend, we’d be doing all the elements of nature photography, from
finding the right subject to making sure it would become an excellent
image. And, of course, developing the picture.

| first met Glenn when he took our family portrait. We had just moved to
the base in Seattle, and it had become a tradition for us to take a picture
at the start of each new location. Our dad had hired him, and it clicked
immediately. Despite my dad and Glenn's differences in some subjects,
they became instant friends. And so did my mom and Gloria, Glenn’s
wife.

We learned that Gloria lived here all her life. She met Glenn shortly after
he moved to Seattle with his parents. They had a few classes together in
high school, and they became a couple when they started their senior
year.



Gloria worked as a teacher in an elementary school, and Glenn was a
professional photographer. Before he had enough work for a full-time
job, he worked as a bouncer in a few local clubs. Standing at 6 foot 5,
with broad shoulders and a bald head, he was an impressive guy. This
helped him immensely with being a bouncer.

Glenn and Gloria didn’t have any children. They both loved kids, but no
matter how hard they tried, it just wouldn’t happen. They were now
considering adopting a kid and talked about it a lot but were still unsure
if they should do it. They were thrilled to have me over as their surrogate
kid they could spoil. So, tagging along with my parents was never an
issue with them.

The five of us went out a lot. We went to the movies and restaurants and
stuff. But the best times we had were in Glenn’s backyard. | was allowed
to grill burgers play in their pool, and they treated me like one of them.
My dad seemed to lighten up considerably when we were over there,
and he wasn’t on my back all the time when | hung out around them.

One day, when my mom and dad wanted to celebrate their fifteenth
wedding anniversary by going away together for a whole weekend, Glenn
and Gloria welcomed me with open arms. First, Gloria had to convince
my mother they‘d love to have me and that it was no burden at all, but
guite the opposite. Considering this was the first weekend in my life
she’d be separated from me, my mom needed some convincing. But after
Glenn and Gloria assured her that they would call her the moment
something happened, she reluctantly agreed.

So there | was, putting everything Glenn told me into practice. And |
loved it! | finally had something I liked, AND someone who encouraged
and helped me. | knew my dad wasn’t overly excited about me doing
this, but | didn’t care too much about that. Lucky for me, Glenn could talk
excitedly about how he turned his hobby into work. So my dad didn’t
give me shit about this, and | could spend time with Glenn, trying to
become at least half as good at it as he was.

*E K Click % **

“I think that was the last one of the film,” | said, smiling and eager to
know how | did.

“Great! Let’s see how they turned out,” Glenn said as he extended his
hand to help me to my feet.



It was an unusually hot day out there in the garden. | had ditched my
shirt, and | was only wearing my fruit of the looms and sweatpants that
ended halfway down my upper leg. | loved sweatpants. Wearing them
was almost like wearing just your underwear. | mainly wore grey and blue
sweatpants, but some of them were a bit on the small side because | had
a growth spurt over the winter.

| grabbed my shirt and threw it over my shoulder as Glenn and | walked
over to his studio. Glenn smiled broadly and looked as excited as | was
about developing my first film and seeing how | did.

Glenn’s studio was amazing! He built it himself in the back of their huge
garden, and it had its own entrance. The studio was about eighteen by
twenty feet and almost ten feet high. It had a light gray, concrete floor,
and all windows had a panel, so it was possible to stop daylight from
coming in. Or just a bit. All sorts of spots and tripods were in different
corners. One corner had a table and kitchenette and served as the
cantine. Behind the studio, there were two rooms. One had all kinds of
backdrops, carpets, and various types of props stored, while the other
room was a big darkroom to develop his pictures.

“Alright. Let’s develop this film. Did you grab the chemicals?”

“Sure did. Put it on the table inside the darkroom,” | said, feeling proud |
thought about these things.

“Okay. Let’s get inside then, shall we?” Glenn smiled as he opened the
door.

We opened the film during the next half hour, transferred it to the reel,
and poured the development fixture into it. | checked the temperature
very precisely, but Glenn insisted on checking it too. Next was the stop
bath, the fixer, and the wetting agent. After | hung the film to dry, Glenn
patted me on my back and complimented me on how well | did.

“Great job, Bud! Now we have to wait. Want a Coke?”
“Love to!” | said. “Do you mind if | check your latest portfolio?”
“Knock yourself out,” Glenn said and opened the fridge.

| knew Glenn had just finished his latest portfolio and was proud of what
he did. | was very curious about the pictures, and when | noticed the



book lying on the table in the canteen, | wanted to check it out right
away.

There were all sorts of portraits in his portfolio. Some were family
portraits, marriage photoshoots, and a few nature pictures. At the end of
the book were the individual portraits, and | noticed some were a little
revealing. Some women were topless. Or maybe it was just the idea of
them being topless because the picture ended just above their nipples,
showing the top half of their breasts. Most of them were in black and
white, and these were really, really good in every way. | knew | wasn’t an
expert yet, but everything was spot on in the composition, lighting,
shadows, and all other things Glenn told me.

“You like them?” Glenn asked, looking over my shoulder.
“Yeah. They’re awesome!” was my enthusiastic reply.

| looked back at Glenn as | said this. That’s when | noticed another new
portfolio book on the shelf behind him. | wondered why Glenn didn’t tell
me about this one.

“What’s that?”

Glenn turned his head around to see what | was looking at. As his head
turned back, | could see a sly smile across his face.

“These are my art pictures. I’'m collecting these and hope to be able to
expose them in a gallery someday,” he said with a dreamy look in his
eyes.

“Wow! Can | see them?”
“Ehm... | don’t think your parents will approve. There’s nudity in it.”
“Porn? Do you do porn?” | asked with disbelief.

Glenn sighed and started, “No, no. | said nudity, not porn. These are two
completely different things. | don’t blame you, but | hate it when people
mix these up. Nudity is about the raw, human form in all its glory. Porn is
about people having sex. Most of the time, they’re nude during the act,
but there’s a huge difference. Remember that, bud!” Glenn said, and |
could see the fire in his eyes.

“I see,” | said, not entirely sure if | got it, but it did make sense to me.



After a short pause, | asked, “If it isn’t porn, then | think I'm allowed to
see it

Glenn laughed at that and looked me in the eyes.

“Look, I don’t want you to hide stuff from your parents. But | guess
bending the rules a little won’t hurt you. | don’t think it’ll hurt you, and if
you want, you can look at it. But it’s up to you if you tell your parents or
not.”

| let that sink in for a moment and nodded. Glenn reached out, grabbed
the book, and handed it to me.

“Knock yourself out, Bud,” he said and walked over to the sink to make
himself some tea.

| looked at the book's cover and noticed an unfamiliar name, “Who’s
Pyntar? | thought you made these?”

“Some of these pictures are... not to everyone’s liking. Some of these
contain explicit imagery. Some have naked kids in ‘em. There are people
who hate this and will accuse me of creating porn. Or even child
pornography. | completely disagree because everyone involved did it
with free will and no pressure or anything. But still...”

| thought for a second and said, “so people THINK it’s illegal and wrong,
and they’ll accuse you of something you didn’t?”

“That’s about it. These pics are about the farthest from porn that | can
imagine. It’s like | explained earlier. Nudity isn’t porn. Not by a longshot.
So that’s why | created a pseudonym under which | publish these
pictures. Just to keep it as far away from my regular pictures as possible.
If people don’t buy my regular work anymore because of the other pics, |
soon won’t have anything to eat anymore.”

“I get it, | guess,” | said with a serious look.

“So that’s why | created Pyntar. He’s a well-known figure in the art scene
by now, and | can publish my best work under his name.”

By now, | was really curious about the pics in this portfolio. | was still
standing at the kitchen table as | thumbed through the pages. Glenn was
right! These pictures were even more impressive than the ones in the
other book. Almost all the photos were in black and white, with a lot of
detail for composition and lighting. After | turned the page, | saw a



woman. She was obviously naked and photographed from the side. In
the back, the sun almost completely filled the entire frame. This meant
that only the woman'’s silhouette was visible, but | could clearly make out
her breasts, stiff nipples, and bush of pubic hairs.

The following picture was a copy of the one that hung in Glenn and
Gloria’s living room. It represented Adam and Eve. There was a big tree in
the middle of the frame, with a man and a woman on each side. The tree
blocked the view of about half of each body. The woman held an apple at
the same height as her head, her arm at what looked like a perfect
ninety-degree angle. Their backs were to the camera in the living room
picture, and we could see one butt cheek of both man and woman. But
this picture was the frontal view. So | could see one breast, half of her
pubes, and half of the man’s penis. The lighting and the way the tree
played a central role in this picture were terrific, but the first boob | ever
saw got my full attention.

| felt a minor stir in my underwear, so | quickly turned the page. This
didn’t help. The following picture was clearly an ode to the traditional
pictures back in the old days where the family had to pose. In the photo
were a mother and a father, with their teenage son and daughter in front
of them, standing and not smiling. But in this photo, all of them were
nude. Their discomfort oozed from the picture, just like it did in the old
photos. They were standing in what seemed like an old western-style
cabin with a chair, candles, and other stuff from that time.

| couldn’t tear my eyes away from the boy and girl. The boy was a little
older than me and had a bit of pubic hair. | guessed him to be thirteen or
fourteen years old. The girl was slightly younger. There were barely
noticeable hairs above her vagina, and her breasts just started to swell.
Judging by her mother, she was bound to have pretty big breasts.

The stir in my pants took me by surprise. | was now sporting a full-blown
erection and no way to hide it in these sweatpants. But | just had to keep
looking because this was by far the most erotic thing | ever saw up until
then.

“Like what you see?” Glenn chuckled as he put the mug of tea beside the
book.

“I-um... I...” | said, blushing furiously and putting my hands over my
obvious tent.



“No worries, Bud. | get it. Never seen a naked woman before?”
“No,” | timidly said.

“And don’t worry about your boner. Just beat off later, and you’re good,”
Glenn said comfortingly.

| heard of the term ‘beating-off, but | didn’t have a clue about how to do
it. I knew it had something to do with my stiffy, but that was about all. |
knew | could trust Glenn completely, and | would never go to my dad
about it. So | decided just to blurt it out, “How do | beat off? | don’t know
how to do it.”

“Oh, crap...” Glenn muttered, “it’s... uh....”

| could see Glenn was thinking about how to tell me these things. |
decided to keep my mouth shut because Glenn was the best bet | had on
this matter.

“Ah, what the hell... When you grow older, you get these stiffies, just like
you do now. You get them more and more. Do you know why your penis
gets stiff?”

“So | can put it inside a woman to make babies?” | tried as | recently
learned about the basic mechanics.

“Right. But by getting stiffies, erections, or boners at this age, your body
is preparing you for the real deal. And you can help your body with that
practice by simulating sex.”

“Okay...” | said questioningly, still not sure where this was going.

“Look... You’re getting aroused, or horny as we call it, by looking at
beautiful naked people. You need to help your body by releasing the
pressure. You simulate sex by using your hand until you feel the most
amazing feeling there is.”

“But HOW do | do this?” | asked, needing a little more certainty about
what Glenn meant.

Glenn put up two fingers of his left hand, made a fist with his right, and
slid it over the two fingers.

“Like that. Well... not over your fingers. If you know what | mean,” Glenn
said, blushing himself.



“Ah! | think | get it,” | smiled, looking down at my tent.

After two more pages with pictures of naked men and women, the
buzzer went.

“Let’s see how you did,” Glenn said, clearly relieved he was out of the
woods here, and patted me on my back.

We went into the darkroom. | was still stiff as a board, but we both
ignored that fact and focused on the task at hand. Glenn seemed to be
impressed by my work, and after we selected the three best pictures, we
started the process of getting them printed.

“See? That last bath really does the trick,” Glenn said excitedly.

The print was lying in the bath with chemicals, and despite the yellow
light, | could see the colors emerge.

“Wow!” | said, holding my first picture in my hands.
“You did an awesome job, Bud,” Glenn complimented me.

We cleaned up, locked the studio, and went inside. Gloria was preparing
dinner, and | proudly showed her the three pictures. She was amazed by
them and gave me a big kiss and said that | could have the best piece of
the meat. Glenn groaned and mumbled, “I never get to choose when | do
a good job.”

We all laughed at that and ate our dinner. After dinner was over and the
dishes were clean and back where they belonged, we went outside and
played a few board games. It was getting dark when Gloria announced it
was time for bed. So | got up, hugged Gloria, and thanked her for the
wonderful meal.

“Shall | go with you, dear, and show you everything?” Gloria asked.

After Gloria showed me around, | brushed my teeth and went into my
bedroom. | hesitated slightly but dropped my pants, pulled up my PJs,
and crawled into the bed.

“No shirt?” Gloria asked.

“Nah. | usually sleep in just my underwear. But mom said | should take
my pajamas.”



“I don’t care, dear! Heck, you can sleep in the buff if you like,” she
laughed.

| immediately took off my PJs and kicked them out under the sheets.
“Better?”
“Better.” | smiled.

“If there’s anything you need, just call out, and we’ll come. Okay?” Gloria
said and kissed me on my forehead.

“Thanks! Good night.”
“Good night, dear.”

The moment the room was dark, images of the naked girl and her
brother filled my mind. | was instantly hard, and | remembered what
Glenn told me. So | slipped down my underwear and gripped my willie. |
moved my fist down over it, but nothing substantial happened. It didn’t
feel too bad either, but that was all. So | tried it again. And again.
Nothing.

| was feeling a bit panicked about it. Did | do something wrong, was my
penis broken, couldn’t | have kids later? | contemplated my options and
decided to call out.

“GLENN!" | called out.
Nothing. So | shouted louder, “GLENN!!”

| heard movement downstairs and footsteps in the hallway. Moments
later, they were on the stairs, and as the footsteps came closer, | was sure
it was Glenn.

He softly opened the door and asked, “What is it, bud? Can’t sleep?”
“No. It’s just that... It isn’t working,” | whispered.
“What isn’t work... oh....”

“Can you help me?” | asked, feeling the tears welling up, “I feel stupid for
not... and that | can’t...”

“Relax, Bud. I... um...”

Glenn sighed deeply and lifted his weight from one foot to the other. |
could see his internal struggle as he stood there indecisively. Finally, he



turned around, closed the door, and clicked on the bedside light.

“Look. | know you can’t talk to your mom or dad about this. They
wouldn’t understand. So I'll help you. But you have to promise to keep
this between us. This is a way bigger secret than the pictures. Get it?
Adults aren’t supposed to do this, and | can go to jail for it.”

“Really? But why? I’'m the one asking for help,” | said, totally unclear
about why this wasn’t allowed.”Is this the same as with these pictures
you publish as Pyntar?”

“Something like that, yeah. But this is illegal. Period. So not a word. Not
even to Gloria, okay?” “Okay. Not a word. Promise.”

“Right. Why uh... why don’t you show me how you do it?” Glenn softly
asks, a flush spreading across his face.

My undies were still around my ankles from my previous attempt, so
there was no need to pull them down. And exposing myself this way to
Glenn didn’t feel strange at all. | just knew he understood the situation
and probably had seen hundreds of willies. So | kicked down the blanket,
exposing my boner, and looked at Glenn’s reaction. His face remained
expressionless.

Feeling the need to act, | grabbed my willie, wrapped my fist around it,
and slid it down. After doing this, | looked at Glenn and said, “see?
Nothing happens.”

| could see the surprise in Glenn’s eyes as he looked at me. Then, slowly,
a smile appeared on his face, and | could see a twinkle in his eyes.

“You need to repeatedly move it up and down,” he said, obviously
holding back a chuckle.

“Huh?” | asked, unclear what he meant.

Glenn made a fist and repeatedly moved it up and down in the air. “Like
this.” So | let go of my penis and moved my hand in the air too.

“Right. But then you do it on your peter.”

| grabbed my willie again and did what Glenn said. | moved it down, but
instead of keeping my hand there, | slid it back up. But when | reached
the end of my boner, | felt like my skin was being torn off.

“OUCH!” | hissed loudly.



“You need to loosen your grip a bit,” | heard Glenn say.

“Nevermind...” | said, feeling embarrassed as hell, and fought back the
tears.

| reached for the blanket in an attempt to regain some dignity when
Glenn said, “Oh, no you don’t! You need to figure this out once and for
all,” and his hand prevented me from pulling up the blanket.

“But it isn’t working. Maybe my peter isn’t built for this,” | tried.

“Listen, Bud. Once you’ve figured it out, you’ll be thankful you did. What
about...” Glenn softly said, not finishing his sentence.

“What?” | asked eagerly.

Glenn sighed and continued, “What if | show you? | mean, really.”
“Would you?” | asked, feeling glad Glenn didn’t give up.

“Sure. But I'd have to touch you. You know...” and he nodded toward my
willie.

“I don’t mind,” | said, laying my hands beside my body in an attempt to
give him all the access he needed.

What happened next was utterly mind-blowing. The moment Glenn’s
fingers wrapped around my willie, all my nerves seemed to go off at
once. | felt him sliding up and down over my stiff willie, noticing how
good his fingers felt on my skin. Before long, | started panting and
pushed back against Glenn’s hand.

“See? Feels good, right?” he whispered, not missing a beat.

“Ohhh,” I moaned, “I think | need to pee! Stop... Stop!!” | said, afraid |
was going to wet the bed.

“Shh...” Glenn said in an assuring voice, “you’re about to cum. Don’t
worry. Just let it happen. You won’t pee. Trust me!”

These words put me at ease, and | started focusing on the good feelings
in my groin. The pace of Glenn’s up and down motion quickened, and |
felt something build inside my ass, close to my balls. The tingle spread
out all over my body, and my vision went blurry.

“I... ahhh... ahhhh... AHHH!” | heard myself pant.



After that, my brain exploded. | couldn’t think anymore, and as my body
stiffened, my willie started kicking, and my balls tried to pull back inside
my body. After that initial internal explosion, every feeling focused back
on my willie. After that, all | could feel was the kicking of my willie inside
Glenn’s hand.

Glenn’s motion slowed down significantly, which was good because | was
getting very sensitive down there now. After | slowly regained my breath,
my vision returned too. | noticed Glenn smiling at me as he let go of my
willie. | realized | had an ear-to-ear smile on my face and was feeling
spent.

“Think you can manage on your own the next time?” Glenn smiled.
“I guess. But if | can’t, | can always ask for help, right?”

“Umm... Let’s just see how it goes, okay?” Glenn responded, obviously
not too thrilled about a second run.

| looked down my belly toward my softening willie. It didn’t change after
that good feeling. It wasn’t bigger or smaller. Nor did it have a different
color or anything. | did read somewhere that this was called an orgasm
and that it was needed to create babies. But | couldn’t see the sperm
that was necessary for it.

“Are you sure you did it right?”
“Why? Didn’t it feel good enough for you?” Glenn chuckled.

“No. It’s just that... | don’t see any sperm. There’s supposed to be sperm,
right?”

“Oh, that. Nah... Don’t worry. You’re too young to make sperm. | guess a
few more months, and you’ll start with that. And when you masturbate
then, you’ll feel it coming out. If that happens, just tell me, and I'll make
sure to get you some tissues to clean it up.”

“Oh,” 1 said, slightly disappointed.

“Don’t worry, Bud. You can start beating off anyway. Still feels amazing,
right?” Glenn said, and he slapped me on my shoulder as he got up.

“I guess you’re right,” | said, kicked off my undies, and pulled up the
blanket.



Glenn walked over to the door and looked back at me with his hand on
the doorknob.

“Night, Bud! Sweet dreams.”

“Night. And thanks. A lot!” | smiled.

“You’re welcome. Remember! Not a word!”

“I remember. Don’t worry,” | said and turned on my side.

Glenn clicked off the light and closed the door behind him. After this, |
felt drained but was also very excited because | finally managed to have
an orgasm. | thought about how right Glenn was that | could never talk to
my parents about this and how lucky | was that Glenn didn’t mind. Then,
before | knew it, | was out like a light.






Chapter 3 — Comfort

| dry my eyes and put the picture back inside my drawer. | look around in
my apartment and decide I'll clean up later. It’s almost three-thirty, and
driving there will take me a little over twenty minutes. And that’s without
traffic. Arriving late at such an important meeting is just not done. So |
close the door, head down, and climb on my Harley. Riding a Harley in
dress pants is a bit strange, but the heavy bike is my only transportation
option at the moment. | don’t want to call a cab or Uber.

When | arrive at the tall office building, | feel my stomach acting up. |
don’t want to do this, but | know | have to. So | drag myself inside, look at
the sign near the elevator, and head to the eleventh floor. When the
doors open, | see a fancy looking office with minimalistic decorations,
marble on the floor, and a beautiful looking lady behind the reception
desk

| walk toward the lady, and before | can say anything, she asks, “Mr.
Harris?”

“Yes. I’'m Scott Harris.”
“Good afternoon, Mr. Harris. Will you please follow me?”

The lady stands up and walks around her desk. We head into a hallway

with more marble and big, floor-to-ceiling glass panes. | figure these are
the meeting rooms as we walk past them. | can’t keep my eyes from the
hot, mini-skirt-clad ass in front of me. Damn, that’s one fine piece of ass.

The lady stops at a glass door and looks at me. | realize she must’ve seen
me looking, and | start to blush. She just smiles at me and opens the
door.

“There you go, Mr. Harris. Mr. Cohen is waiting for you. Can | get you
anything? Coffee, water?”

“No thanks. I’'m good,” | say and smile at her.

| enter the big meeting room and see a skinny man in a fancy suit sitting
behind the typical boardroom table. The man looks expensive but has a
friendly face, and he starts smiling politely when he sees me come in.



Before | realize what’s happening, | feel a body slam into me, and arms
wrap themselves tightly around my waist. | look to my right and see
Audrey pressed against me.

“Hey, Lil’ Bit,” | softly say.

Audrey looks up at me, and | can see her swollen eyes. | hadn’t seen her
in a few months, and | noticed how much she’s grown in that period. |
kiss her on her forehead and hug her firmly. | look her over and realize a
lot can happen to a girl’s body in a short time. The last time | saw her, she
was basically a tomboy. But now | was looking at a young woman. The
once puffy nipples are now small breasts, and her short skirt accentuates
her growing curves and tight little ass. | notice all this in the blink of an
eye and quickly dismiss these thoughts. We're here for a very sad reason,
so no pervy shit.

“Hi. I'm...” she trails off, lost for words.
“It’s okay. Let’s sit,” | say and pull back one of the chairs for her to sit on.

| step toward Mr. Cohen and shake hands. Despite his skinny frame, his
handshake is firm and confident. He smiles and gestures for me to sit
down too. | take the seat next to Audrey as the man starts to speak.

“Welcome. Both of you. | know these are difficult times, but the urgency
of the matter calls for this meeting,” he starts.

It turns out that Glenn put me in his will as the legal guardian of Audrey.
Shortly after Gloria died, he did this, and | feel flattered about the trust
Glenn expresses with this action. But I’'m also scared shitless hearing this.
At twenty-six, | don’t feel capable of taking care of a soon-to-be thirteen-
year-old girl. But | also know Glenn and Gloria don’t have any brothers or
sisters in the US, and I’'m the closest to a relative in Audrey’s life.

In normal circumstances, we wouldn’t be discussing the will at this point,
Mr. Cohen is saying. But since the well-being of Audrey is our main
concern, we might as well do it now.

An hour and a half later, Audrey and | walk out of the office. Inside we
learned that Audrey inherits the house and a trust fund. Glenn left me
the photo studio with all the equipment, and the brand name of his
studio, including all accompanying licenses. And, if there are no
objections from Child Protective Services within three months, I’'m the
legal guardian of a twelve-year-old girl.



“Thank you for wanting to take care of me,” Audrey says as we approach
my bike.

“Of course! Your dad took care of me when | was your age. Now it’s my
turn.”

Audrey smiles through her sadness and looks impressed at my bike.
That’s when | realized something.

“I... ehm.... I've only got one helmet. I'll get us an Uber and worry about
the bike later.”

After a few minutes, the car pulls up, and we head back to Audrey’s
house. During the ride, we talk about the practical implications of it all.
But, for now, we decided that | should go and live with Audrey in her
house. We both find it strange to call it ‘her house,” but it is what it is.

When we arrive back at the house and enter the living room, Audrey
starts crying. She tries to fight back against the tears, but once | put my
hand on her shoulder, she erupts. The tears start flowing, and she’s
crying with everything she’s got. Seeing and hearing her cry this way
breaks my heart. So | put my arms around her and just hold her. | don’t
try to soothe her or comfort her. That just doesn’t feel right at this
moment. | can’t help myself either. | never felt so sad before in my life,
and despite wanting to be strong for Audrey, | cry for all I’'m worth. We
cry like this for a long time. But eventually, the tears dry, and we look at
each other.

“You look like a mess,” Audrey says as she looks at me with a barely
noticeable smile across her lips.

“Right. Like you look like a million bucks,” | chuckle, glad to leave the
crying behind us for now.

“Now what?” Audrey asks.

“I'll go and get the guest bedroom ready. Well... | guess we’ll have to go
and call it my bedroom from now on.”

“I guess... but... why not take Glenn’s room?” Audrey says softly.

Glenn and Gloria had always insisted on calling them by their first names.
So no uncle Glenn or aunt Gloria. Gloria said it made them feel old, and
they didn’t want to feel labeled. So when Audrey was born, they went
with first names too. To Audrey, it was natural, but my mom and dad



found it odd. | didn’t care. To me, they were still Glenn and Gloria, and if
this is how they live their lives, why bother?

“Maybe in a while. Not now. | don’t want to sleep in there now.”

“Okay. You make sure you can sleep tonight. I'll order us pizza.
Pepperoni, right?”

“Great!”

“I'lllhop in the shower after | call the pizza place. | feel dirty. Can you
watch the doorbell while I’'m in there?”

“Sure thing. I'll be done in there in a few minutes,” | say as | head up the
stairs.

I’'m done pretty quickly in the bedroom. | just have to put some clean
sheets on the bed and open the window. So | head down, drop myself on
the couch, and start browsing through my timeline on my phone. Then, |
hear the shower shut off, and at the same time, the doorbell rings.

| get the pizza and grab some plates on my way back to the living room. |
stop in my tracks when | see Audrey coming down the stairs. She’s
wearing an old, white t-shirt, which is too short and too tight for her. |
noticed her boobs before, but they can’t be missed in this shirt. Her hard
nipples only accentuate them more, and | have to tear my eyes away
from them. Beneath a stripe of skin that starts just below her belly
button, a pair of loose-fitting, blue and white-striped cotton boxer shorts
complete her outfit. | know I shouldn’t look at her like this. Especially
considering the circumstances we’re in at the moment. But, damn! She
looks foxy!

We sit down on the couch next to each other, and once we polished off
the pizza, we're staring blankly at the TV screen where some stupid
sitcom is playing. Relaxing a bit now, | realize I'm feeling numb. | can
hardly feel any emotions at the moment. It’s like I'm on some shitty drug
or something.

“Can | hold you for a moment?” Audrey asks softly, and | can hear her
sniff.

“Course! Come on,” | say and extend my arms, feeling the tears welling
up again too.



Audrey moves over and straddles my waist. She lies her head on my
shoulder and sighs deeply. | can feel her stiff nipples against my chest,
and the heat of her groin radiates through my dress pants. But all that is
irrelevant now. This little girl needs comforting! | wrap my arms around
her and start caressing her back. She’s quiet, but judging by the sobs
from her shoulders, | can tell she’s crying softly.

“You can cry as much as you want. You know that, right?” | whisper in
her ear.

“Yeah,” sniff, “l know. But | don’t want to.”
“I know, Lil’ Bit. | know...”

| can still see the TV and feel the sobs every now and then. We sit like
this for a long time. Eventually, the sobs wear off, and | feel her starting
to breathe deeper. The poor thing. She must be exhausted by all these
emotions. | decide to let her sleep like this and watch the sitcom reruns |
hate so much. But | can’t reach the remote without waking her, and my
phone is just too impractical in the position we’re in now.

About an hour after sitting like this, | notice she moves. Her pelvis moves
a bit back and forth. | guess she’s dreaming, and | pay no attention to it.
But after a few moments, she moves again. And again. All the while, her
groin is rubbing back and forth over my dick, and since I’'m only wearing
dress pants and boxers, | feel her movements all too well.

The few movements slowly turn into a full-blown dry-humping session. |
don’t know if | hear it correctly, but a small groan escapes her throat.
Finally, | can’t help it anymore, and before | know it, I'm fully hard. But
the grinding doesn’t stop. Audrey’s upper body still lies limply over my
torso, but her stiff nipples are poking me in my chest. I’'m pretty sure
she’s sleeping and having an incredible dream. And | know | have to wake
her, but this just feels too good. | didn’t get laid in months, and this
action is sure having its effect on me.

| try to hold as still as possible as Audrey picks up the pace. She is
moaning by now, and the dampness between her legs is noticeable
through my pants. But the real problem I’'m having with all this is the
buildup I'm feeling in my balls. If she keeps this up, I'll cream in my pants.

This goes on for a few more minutes as | try and contemplate my
options. By the time I’'m approaching my point of no return, | decide to



wake her up. And that’s when it happens. Her body starts shaking
violently, and her legs press firmly into my hips. A deep, animal-like groan
comes from her throat, and she stops moving. Her body lies limp against
mine again, and, judging by her breathing, Audrey is asleep again.

My throbbing boner keeps twitching against Audrey, and | hope it
doesn’t wake her. | let my heartbeat drop by taking deep breaths, hoping
my boner will go down soon. But it isn’t easy to steer my thoughts away
from what just happened.

After about ten minutes, my boner finally starts to go down, and | try to
watch some TV again. But no matter how hard | try, | can’t get the feeling
of her warm groin against mine out of my head. So | gently rub her face
and wake her up.

“Wha... Grss,” Audrey mumbles.
“Let’s get to bed, Lil’ Bit. I'm tired too.”
“Hmm,” she moans, still half asleep.

| help her upstairs and into her room and realize she is basically
sleepwalking. When she steps into her bed, | notice the damp spot in her
striped boxers. Holy shit! That was a serious cum. | try to ignore it and
pull up the blankets. Before | get the chance to say anything, she snores
loudly, asleep already. So | kiss her on her forehead and head out of her
room, closing the door behind me.

When | enter my room and start pulling my zipper down, | notice an
obscene dark spot where my precum leaks through my boxers and pants.
“Shit!” | mutter. | don’t have clean ones with me yet. So | get into the
bathroom and wipe my pants clean with a wet washcloth. Then, | neatly
put my pants over the chair, hoping they dry enough to wear in the
morning. | pull off my boxers and lay them on the chair too. | don’t want
more of my precum to mess it up even worse.

| crawl under the covers and let the events of the day play in my head
again. | usually do this when I’'m trying to get to sleep. | find it a very
relaxing way to get my head clean. But by the time | get to the events on
the couch, | feel my hand wrap itself around my stiff shaft. Only a few
tugs and the idea of Audrey riding herself to orgasm on my dick is
enough for my cum to splatter all over my chest.

After | clean up, | turn to my side feeling myself drift off quickly.









Chapter 4 — Just fun

“Good morning, honey,” Gloria said to me when | walked into the
kitchen.

| woke to the smell of eggs and bacon and didn’t want to miss out on i,
so | quickly got up. When | reached the top of the stairs, | realized that
Gloria probably wasn’t used to seeing a naked boy in the morning. |
always tried it with my mom, and every time, she’d send me back
upstairs to put on some clothes.

So | quickly got back into my room, slipped on my pajama bottoms, and
headed downstairs. As | sat down, | noticed it was a bit too obvious | was
a boy. No underwear and half a boner inside the thin fabric of a pajama
made it impossible to miss that. Gloria looked, but she didn’t say
anything and just smiled at me.

“Morning,” | grumbled, “that smells amazing!”
“Thanks, Hon. Did | wake you?”

“Yeah. But there are worse ways to wake up,” | smiled, feeling more
awake already.

Gloria poured me a glass of OJ and set a plate with eggs, bacon, and
toast in front of me. | looked at her, and she smiled sweetly at me.

“Eat up, honey! Don’t let it get cold,” she said and ruffled my hair.

“Oh, don’t worry!” | said and already had a piece of bacon in my hand,
ready to be devoured.

After the second load of toast, | asked, “Where’s Glenn?”

“He’s working in the studio. He asked if you could help him after you
woke up.”

| took my now empty plate and walked over to the kitchen counter. |
opened the dishwasher and noticed the clean dishes were still in there.
So | bent over and took a few plates in my hand.

“Oh, Honey! You don’t need to do that now. Just get dressed and go help
Glenn,” Gloria said and patted me playfully on my ass.



“You sure? | don’t mind helping,” | said, inwardly glad | could go and help
Glenn.

“Go! Brush your teeth and get dressed. Quick! It’s going to be a hot day,
so the sooner you’re done in the studio, the better,” she laughed.

| entered the studio five minutes later and saw Glenn fiddling with some
kitchen equipment. He lit up when he saw me come in.

“Scott! Great. Can you help me, please?” he asked with a mix of panic
and frustration in his voice.

The next two-and-a-half hours were filled with us taking pictures of
several different kitchen appliances for the manufacturer’s catalog.
Halfway through the shoot, | took off my shirt as sweat formed on my
forehead. But even in just my short sweat shorts, it was still hot as hell
under these lights.

After | rotated the last appliance and readjusted the spotlight, Glen
finally said, “That’s a wrap!” and he started smiling. | noticed the sweat
on his head too, but he seemed way less bothered with it than | was.

“Aren’t you hot?” | asked, wiping the sweat away with an old towel.
“A bit. But being born in the Caribbean has its advantages.”
“Yeah, but still. Isn’t it a drier heat at Islo di Aqui... Isle de...”

“La Isla de Aquinas,” Glenn helped,” and yes. It is a bit different over
there, but | guess I'm still better built for these temperatures than most
people in this area.”

“Well, I'm not built for it. That’s for sure,” | complained.

“I got the pool ready last week. So we can go swimming if you like. After
we’ve cleaned up in here, of course.”

“Love to. But... | didn’t bring my trunks,” | said, feeling a bit disappointed.

“So what? No need to wear your swimming trunks. No one can see you
but Gloria and me. And the two of us usually swim without them too.”

“Really? Will you let me do that!?” | said, feeling excited.

| wanted to go skinny-dipping for a long time. | read about it in the
Huckleberry Finn book and have wanted to try it ever since. But my



parents would never allow me to. So when Glenn permitted me to do so,
it got me all hyped up.

“Really. Let’s get ready here so we can get wet!” Glenn smiled.

| cleaned up everything in record time, not caring about the sweat
forming all over my body. Glenn just smiled at me as | hauled all the stuff
into the backroom. He took care of the cameras and stuff, and | took care
of the rest.

After putting away the last table and closing the door to the storage
room, | looked at Glenn. If | didn’t know any better, he was stalling. He
worked agonizingly slow and still had to store two lenses.

“What is it, Bud?” Glenn smiled as he looked as | was stressing around
like an overactive dog that needed to stay in his basket.

“You’re soooo slowwww,” | whined.

“Relax,” Glenn chuckled, “we’ve got all afternoon. Your parents won’t be
here until eight.”

“I know. But | want to go swimming. And you’re taking like... forever!”

“Almost done here. Why don’t you go and ask Gloria for the sunscreen?
You’ll probably need it.”

| realized Glenn was right. | haven’t been in the sun lately since this was

one of the first hot days in months. And my butt, but more importantly,

my willie didn’t see any sun at all. So, glad | could do something, | got up
and ran to the door, shouting, “Be right back!” over my shoulder.

“Do you have sunscreen for us?” | said, panting after running toward the
house and finding Gloria sitting in the kitchen.

Gloria giggled when she saw me run inside but immediately got to her
feet and said, “Sure, honey. Just a sec.”

| followed her as she opened the cabinet in the hallway, found the bottle,
and closed it again. | practically grabbed the bottle from her hands and
said, “Thanks! Glenn says | can go skinny-dipping in the pool! Isn’t that
neat?”

Gloria laughed loudly. “Sure, honey. That’s pretty neat. Have fun.”

“Thanks!” | said and raced back to the studio.



As | entered the studio, | almost bumped into Glenn.
“Got the sunscreen?” he asked, smiling down at me.

“Yeah. | do. Can we go swimming now?”

III
.

“Sure thing, Bud. Let’s go to the poo

| walked over quickly, almost running, as Glenn walked behind me.
Finally, | reached the deck and looked over at Glenn. | hooked my thumbs
in the waistband of my shorts and underwear and pulled them down. |
sprayed the sunscreen over my upper body, arms, and legs.

“Want me to do your back?” Glenn’s dark voice said beside me.

“Yes, please! | can’t reach it,” | said, moving my hands to my back to
make my point.

“Spray some on your hands to do your peter and balls. Trust me. You
don’t want a sunburn down there.”

| did just that and handed Glenn the bottle. Rubbing the slippery stuff
over my willie was a lovely feeling. Before | knew it, | was boned-up
completely but kept rubbing the slippery sunscreen on it.

“Just make sure you don’t get burned, not jack it!” Glenn chuckled as his
big hands rubbed over my back and the top of my ass.

“Sorry. It just feels so good,” | panted a bit.
“I know, Bud. But there’s a time and place for everything. Even jacking.”

So | reluctantly stopped rubbing my boner and ensured all the white
parts around my groin were covered in sunscreen. Then, | turned around
and looked at Glenn. | noticed his eyes were on my boner, but | didn’t
care. | wanted to swim with him and have fun in the pool.

“Just a few seconds to let your skin absorb the sunscreen,” Glenn said as
he took off his shirt.

| had seen Glenn without his shirt before, but this was the first time |
noticed how well-built he was. He wasn’t buff with six-packs and zero
percent fat and stuff. But he was a big, muscular guy with a small heart
tattooed just above his left nipple. His chest was almost hairless, except
for a stripe of hair running from his belly button into his pants.



As he started unbuckling his belt, | felt butterflies in my stomach. Was he
going skinny-dipping too? | didn’t see it coming but felt excited that he
appeared to do so. | never saw a grown man’s willie. Not even my dad’s,
and | realized | was very curious about it. My stiff willie twitched with
anticipation, although | didn’t even know it was because of that at the
time.

My eyes were glued to Glenn’s crotch, and after the zipper came down
and | saw a glimpse of his white cotton boxers, | knew | was going to see
his willie. Glenn stepped out of his pants, folded them, and laid them
neatly on top of his shirt. All the while, | kept looking at the bulge that
moved inside his boxers. It didn’t occur to me back then that you
shouldn’t stare at a man’s dick like that, but | was so anxious to see it
that | probably would’ve forgotten this ‘rule’ anyways.

When Glenn hooked his fingers inside the waistband of his boxers, |
heard myself suck in a breath. Glenn didn’t respond to that and just kept
pulling down his boxers. Looking back, he probably knew | was curious as
hell about this stuff, and he was willing to show me.

The moment his boxers started sliding down and more and more of his
willie came into view, | felt like | was watching a slow-motion movie. First
came his pubes into view. A thick, lush bush of curly hair | only saw
before in Glenn’s pictures. After the base of his willie appeared, my eyes
went big. | just couldn’t believe what | was seeing. A thick tube of flesh
that seemed to go on and on as his boxers moved down.

| know now that Glenn is just an average male with a little over four-inch
soft dick. But to me, it looked massive. The moment his boxers dropped, |
noticed another big difference with my own willie. | had a reddish-pick
tip on it, but Glenn’s skin seemed to go on.

“You’ve got a big one,” | blurted out and looked at my thin, almost four-
inch stiffy sticking out from my groin.

“Haha! No, | don’t, Bud! It’s about as average as they come,” Glenn
smiled.

“What about the tip?” | asked.

As | said this, | extended my finger to touch the skin where his tip should
be. Glenn coughed the moment | touched it, but he didn’t move. So |
moved my finger up and realized his shaft felt the same as the tip. |



pulled back my hand and noticed Glenn’s willie grew a bit longer. It
wasn’t stiff or something, just a little bigger than when [ first saw it.

“It’s called circumcision. You’ve been circumcised, or cut as some people
call it, when you were a baby. I'm not.”

“Oh,” | said, looking down at my reddish dickhead, “why?”

“Well, some people do it because of hygiene reasons. Some religions do
it, and sometimes there’s a medical reason to do it when the foreskin is
too tight.”

“That extra skin is called foreskin, right?” | asked, putting two and two
together.

“Check, smartass. You've got more questions?” Glen asked, smiling.

| thought about it for a moment and then quickly ran off, shouting, “Last
one in is a rotten egg!” and sprinted to the pool, where | cannonballed
myself into the water. The moment | resurfaced, a big splash of water
washed over me, causing me to cough. When Glenn’s head came out of
the water, we both started laughing and roughhousing.

| was trying to dunk Glenn, but | really didn’t stand a chance in dunking
him because he was so much bigger than me. But that didn’t mean |
wasn’t going to try. So | jumped on his back, tried kicking against the
back of his knees, pressed on his head, but all attempts failed miserably.

Glenn, on the other hand, dunked me several times. And each time he
did, | looked at his willie underwater. It was floating a bit, and the now
wet pubes laid flat at his skin, making his willie seem even bigger.

At one point, as | kept climbing up his back, my now soft willie went hard
again because of the friction against Glenn’s backside. | noticed this but
didn’t care. | just wanted to dunk Glenn.

“Look out, bud! You’ll stab me with that thing!” he laughed as | kept
squirming on his back.

Glenn reached around, grabbed me by my leg, and pulled me off. The
moment | fell, his other hand grabbed me fully on my ass in an attempt
to prevent me from getting away. It all happened really fast, and before |
knew it, Glenn had me pinned in a bear hug with my back toward his
front.



As he held me tightly, | felt his willie brush against my ass, and an idea
popped up. | inched my hand in between our bodies, and before Glenn
could react, | firmly wrapped my hand around his willie. Glenn responded
the way | expected him to do. He slightly loosened his grip and pulled his
hips back a little. That was enough for me to wrap my right leg backward
around his right leg and push back against his hips with my whole body
weight.

Glenn started shifting his feet on the swimming pool floor, and moments
later, he fell backward into the water. Before he fell down completely, |
wiggled myself free and barely managed to stay on my feet. But the
moment | realized | dunked Glenn, | stuck my arms triumphantly in the
air and yelled, “YEAH! WHOOHOO!!” | did this long enough so Glenn
could hear it as he resurfaced, coughing and rubbing his eyes clean from
the water.

“Damn! You managed to dunk me. Didn’t think you had it in you,” he
smiled.

Gloria came out of the house to check if there was anything wrong and
to find out what all the fuss was about, but once she realized what
happened, she smiled and gave me a thumbs up.

“I’'m going grocery shopping in a bit. You boys behave, alright?”

After that, Glenn and | start throwing a ball at each other. We were both
at opposite ends of the pool, and occasionally | had to get out of the
water to get a ball | missed catching. | loved how it felt to run around
naked. And since Glenn and Gloria didn’t mind me doing so, | planned on
doing this a lot more.

As | was standing on Glenn’s shoulders in the pool, ready to make an
atomic bomb, Gloria again came out of the house. | stood with my front
toward her, and | could see her eyes fly briefly to my crotch. It was very
brief, and | didn’t care at all, but | doubted at that moment if she was
really okay with both of us naked in the pool. It was a very short
moment, and at the time, it barely registered. But looking back, | think
she had second thoughts about us in the pool this way.

“I’m out. Be back in about an hour and a half. Don’t drown, okay?” she
smiled.



| jumped as high as | could and formed myself into a ball. Then, with a big
splash, | landed in the water. When | came back up, | was a bit
disappointed because only a few drops of water had hit Gloria’s dress.
Glenn and | waved at her and assured her we would be okay.

Glenn and | played some more games in the pool. We played a weird
form of tag, and Glenn challenged me to swim as long underwater as |
could. In the end, | managed to do back and forth laps in the pool, each
time swimming under Glenn’s spread legs. During the last run, | came up
too quickly and apparently crushed Glenn’s balls in the process.

This pretty much ended our time in the pool. | was getting tired, and
Glenn wanted to get out but didn’t admit he was tired. Glenn just
wanted to relax in the shade a little. So we walked over to the swimming
pool chairs together and laid down on them. Glenn kept calling the chairs
“Chaise Lounges,” which | found a ridiculous name.

“Make sure to put on some new sunscreen, Bud,” Glenn said, looking
over. “The water washed off most of the stuff you rubbed on before.”

| realized he was right, got up, and grabbed the bottle of sunscreen. | laid
back in the chair and started rubbing it over my chest and legs. As |
reached my groin section, | felt myself grow stiff again. And by the time it
was my willie’s turn, | was at full mast. Rubbing in the sunscreen felt
terrific! My slippery hand rubbing over my willie made me extremely
horny. | heard myself moan again, but Glenn didn’t react this time. It did
make me aware of him sitting next to me, and his earlier words
resonated in my head. There was a time and place for this sort of stuff.

So | looked over at Glenn and saw he was looking at my stroking hand.
But in his lap, | saw the first grown man’s boner in my life. And it looked
huge to my untrained eye. The shock of seeing Glenn’s stiff willie caused
my hand to stop moving.

“You can keep going if you want,” Glenn whispered.
“But you said that....” | trailed off.
“I know what | said. But Gloria is gone, and it’s just us, so....”

“Really? I, HMMM” | moaned as my hand moved again, almost on its
own.

“We can do it together if you like,” Glenn softly said.



| looked him in his eyes, and | could see something | never saw before.
Glenn looked... worked up. Or angry. But not quite that. He just looked
different. | later learned he was horny as fuck, but | thought he was a bit
mad at the time.

“Sure. | don’t mind,” | answered as casually as | could.

| didn’t want to anger him even more, but | was also curious as hell about
how another boy did it. And especially a boy with a willie this size. Seeing
Glenn’s hand wrap itself around his boner was mesmerizing. My hand
kept stroking my stiffy, but my attention focused more on what was
happening in the chair next to me.

Glenn’s hand started moving up and down, and | could see his dickhead
peaking out of his foreskin with each downward stroke. | heard Glenn
moan and looked at his face. His eyes were still fixed on my stroking
hand, so | figured it was okay to watch his action too. So my attention
went back to the movement between Glenn’s legs when | noticed | was
getting a tingle in my spine.

Looking at Glenn’s hard willie and stroking hand caused my good feeling
to come even quicker than last night. Of course, the lubrication from the
sunscreen probably amplified that feeling a lot too.

“Ohhhh,” | moaned as | felt my dick start to tingle.

“MMMHHH,” Glenn moaned, and | could see his balls move in his sack
more prominent now as he was tugging harder at his dick than when he
started.

“Oh... ah... ah... I... ohhhh... | think it’s happening... ahhh... again...”
“Keep going... MMMHH... Bud... me... ahh... too...”
“I... I... I... AHHHH"” was all | managed.

The moment my orgasm hit me, | just had to close my eyes. | only saw
white flashes in front of my eyes as | felt my willie kick and twitch in my
hand.

“Me... ahh... too!!!” Glenn moaned pretty loudly beside me.

My willie was still kicking as | opened my eyes to see what was
happening with Glenn. He gave it one last downward tug. Then, a
moment later, | saw something flying out of his willie, splattering down



on his chest. And another, and another. Five spurts in total flew out of his
dick, and Glenn was panting heavily. Only a tiny dribble kept coming out
of his willie. Now that the spurting had stopped, | realized this was the
sperm | had read about in school. | felt the urge to touch it and inspect it
but wasn’t sure what Glenn would think about that.

“Oh wow. That was...” Glenn said between pants.

“Is that... sperm?” | asked as | extended my arm and gave in to my
curiosity.

“Yeah. That’s my sperm. Or cum. | like that word better, to be honest,”
Glenn said, smiling.

The moment my finger scooped up a bit of his cum, | was surprised by its
warmth. | moved it toward my face, where | examined it closely. It was a
bit sticky and looked a little bit like the glue we used at school. | sniffed it,
and it didn’t smell bad, so | decided to extend my tongue and find out
what it would taste like. The taste didn’t put me off, but | didn’t actually
love the taste either. It was... okay.

“Right...” | said after | decided it wasn’t too gross.

“Just wait until you taste your own cum. You'll like that better. | promise,”
Glenn chuckled.

“I guess. It does look a little like sunscreen on your belly this way. You
only need to rub it in!”

“Yeah... well... | don’t do that. It’ll be sticky all day. I’'m going to clean up.
Be back in a sec,” Glenn said and walked into the house.

Moments later, he came back out, looking like nothing out of the
ordinary had happened. He was carrying two big glasses of Coke and
handed me one. After he sat down, we didn’t talk about what had
happened. Instead, we just talked about photography, nature, the
military, the island he grew up on, and just general small talk. This way,
what we did felt natural. We were just two guys that did something
naughty, but it was okay. We were having fun, and Glenn showed me
new ways of having fun. That was all. But | liked it. | liked it a lot!






Chapter 5 — Funeral

| blink and open my eyes. Then | hear it again, “Scott?”

So | turn to look at the door and see Audrey’s silhouette in the half-open
doorway and the hallway light illuminating her from behind.

“Whizzit?” | grumble.

“I can’t sleep. Is it okay if | sleep in here with you?” Audrey asks and
already enters my room.

“Uhh... I... okay.” | answer, not completely awake yet.

“Thanks!” she whispers and walks around my bed to get in on the other
side of the queen-sized bed.

But then | realize I'm naked. “I'm... uhh... I'm not wearing anything right
now. Do you want me to put on my boxers?”

Audrey doesn’t stop and starts crawling in. After she gets in, she looks at
me and shrugs.

“I don’t care. I've seen you naked before when | was little. But if you
want to, be my guest. It’s your bed, after all.”

“Kay. Good night then, Lil’ Bit,” | say as | move around a bit to find my
spot again.

“Night. And thanks,” Audrey whispers as | feel her doing the same.

She never slept with me before, and although | know perfectly well this
isn’t anything sexual, | get hard from the idea of this pert little girl in bed
next to me, with the events of last night adding to the whole vibe.

The time Audrey saw me naked was a few years ago. She was around
seven or eight at the time, and we were swimming in the pool. Gloria
was at work, so it was just Glenn, Audrey, and me. At first, when Glenn
and Audrey disrobed and jumped in the pool, | felt a bit odd. When | was
alone with Glenn, being naked together was never weird. But | realized |
had a slight mental block now that this young girl was here too. But
when they both called for me to join them, | decided to drop my
inhibitions and was in there with them in the blink of an eye. And that



was that. We played in the pool, dunked each other, threw a ball around,
and did all the stuff you do in a pool. We just did it naked.

After we swam, we dried off, got dressed, and didn’t talk about it
anymore. To Glenn and Audrey, it was the most normal thing in the
world. Just like it was to me when | was younger. But | guess my being
older now caused me to think about it a bit differently.

Staring at the ceiling, | figured sleep wasn’t coming anymore with Audrey
next to me. But the last day's events wore me out more than | expected.
The stir beside me awakened me, and | felt Audrey’s arm drape itself
over my chest. After lying like this for a few minutes, | glance over to my
left and see Audrey lying on her belly, still dressed in her T-shirt and
loose-fitting boxers. These boxers are pulled down a bit, showing off the
top of her ass crack.

| giggle internally about it when | realize I'm lying here, completely
exposed. | kicked off the blanket during the night, and it fell to the floor. |
know nudity isn’t an issue to Audrey, but still... But if | move, she wakes
up. Oh boy...

As a compromise, | casually drape my right hand over my Johnson.
Audrey’s eyes flutter open the moment | move, and immediately a smile
spreads across her face.

“Morning, Scott,” she says cheerfully.

“Morning. Sleep well?” | ask, glad that the glumness of last night seems
to be gone for now.

“Like a baby!” and she gets up a bit to hug me tightly and says, “thanks
for letting me sleep here with you!”

“Of course,” | say as | hug her back. The moment the hug is done, Audrey
sits up straight. Unfortunately, this suddenness doesn’t give me the
chance to cover up again, and she openly looks at my penis. Thank god |
don’t have morning wood. At that moment, | notice her shirt is inside-
out. Was it like that the night before?

Before | can ask about it, Audrey asks, “what do we do today?” She looks
me in the face now, clearly not caring about my nakedness.

“Dunno. The only thing we need to do is make sure everything is set for
the funeral. So we need to pick out some clothes, get the paperwork



ready, that sort of stuff.”
“We’ll do this together, right?” she asks, looking down a bit sad.

“Of course we will, Lil’ Bit! But | need your help as much as you need
mine. We’re in this together. But the two of us will get through it. No
matter what!” | extend my arms, and Audrey dives in for another hug.

| hear her sniff and just hold her tightly. | don’t know what to say or do. |
just want to be there for her the best | can. And I’'m confident we’ll
manage this together. | really am. Audrey is a bright kid, and Glenn’s
attorney promised to help us to the best of his abilities. That’s what
Glenn paid him for, after all. But | knew it wasn’t just for the pay. When
we left his office yesterday, | learned that he’s a distant relative of Gloria,
and Mr. Cohen insisted we’d call him whenever we had questions or
needed help, and he’d take care of it.

| start making breakfast as Audrey hits the shower. When she walks into
the kitchen, her shoulder-length hair is still wet, and she’s wearing the
same short schoolgirl-styled skirt as yesterday. Her tight t-shirt
accentuates her newly developed female forms magnificently. Because
I’'m currently dressed in just my boxers, | quickly sit down to hide my
growing dick and look away to prevent it from becoming a full mast.
Having a boner would just be too awkward for both of us.

After my shower, | get back to the kitchen, where | find Audrey cleaned
everything, but she’s not in the kitchen anymore. Curious about what
she’s doing, | head over to the living room to see if maybe she’s outside.
The second | enter the living room, | realize something is wrong. | can’t
see it right away, but | see Audrey lying there as | round the short space
to the corner that leads to the couch. She’s curled up into a ball and
crying her eyes out.

| pick her up the best | can and pull her into my lap. | gently rock her from
left to right in an attempt to soothe her. The girl in my arms is crying with
everything she’s got. | feel so powerless and inadequate to help this
heartbroken girl.

“I' miss him so much, you know?” she whispers between sobs.
“Shhh... I know, Lil’ bit. Me too,” | whisper back as | keep comforting her.

Tears flow down my cheeks as we sit there for about half an hour. After
that, Audrey sits up straight, wipes her eyes, and kisses me on my cheek.



“We need to start doing something. | can’t spend my days crying on the
couch,” she sternly says and gets to her feet.

“You know it’s okay to cry, right?”

“I know. And | will. But right now, we need to make sure to give Glenn
the best funeral we can.”

This girl just keeps surprising me more and more. | know she needs room
to mourn, and | promise myself I'd help her with that. But she’s right. We
need to start working on the arrangements.

We spent the entire day calling people, browsing the internet, looking in
Glenn’s closets for insurance papers. Finally, at the end of a long day,
we’re pretty sure all the correct wheels are set in motion. Neither of us is
in the mood to make dinner, so we order Chinese takeout and stare
blankly at some lame movie Netflix recommended to us.

“Can | sleep with you again tonight?” Audrey asks out of the blue,
looking at me with her puppy eyes.

Not seeing any harm in it, | say, “Course, Lil’ Bit. It’ll be good for both of

”n

us.

For things to stay at least a little bit modest, | decide to keep my boxers
on as | crawl under the covers. | hate wearing clothes to bed. Every night
| pop a few boners, and wearing clothes causes it to get trapped in the
fabric, which in turn causes me to wake up. But with a twelve-year-old
girl beside me, it’s just the right thing to do, even though she doesn’t
seem to care less if I'm naked or not.

Audrey enters my room dressed the same as last night. And again, |
notice what a fine young woman she’s becoming. | lift the blanket at her
side, and as she crawls in, I’'m presented with a great view down the
front of her t-shirt. | don’t see her tits completely, but the top of her
nipples are clearly visible. | quickly look the other way, and as Audrey
cuddles up to me, | do my best to think about other things than this girl’s
developing breasts.

“Thanks for not being weird about this,” Audrey says as | feel her setting
in for the night.

“No problem. Glad to help.”

“Well... I like it, so thanks,” she responds and starts yawning loudly.



“Night, Lil’Bit,” | say and kiss her on her forehead, tired too from the
stressful day.

The following days are all centered around getting the funeral arranged.
We select a casket, hire a funeral director, select a caterer, that sort of
stuff. We also make sure the place under the tree, next to Gloria’s grave
in the back of the yard, is ready. During all these tasks, Audrey and |
basically act as one. In addition, Mr. Cohen makes sure all the different
insurances are taken care of and that everything is paid for.

So, eventually, the big day arrives. | wake up before Audrey does, glad
the poor girl had some sleep. As | lay in bed, thinking about the dreadful
day ahead, | feel Audrey stir beside me.

“Hey,” she whispers.

“Hey. This is the day. How do you feel?”

“I did sleep a few hours. Didn’t expect that.”

“Yeah. Me too.”

“I wish this day was over...” she says, barely above a whisper.

“So do I, Lil’ Bit. We'll stick together today and get through it. You and
me. Deal?”

Audrey looks at me, and with a vague smile, she says, “That sounds like a
deal!”

We get up, get dressed, and eat breakfast together. Neither of us eats a
whole lot since we’re too tense about the day ahead of us. However, the
funeral director is right on time, and at practically the same time, Mr.
Cohen arrives. Together, we recheck the schedule of the day, which
visibly puts Audrey at ease.

The funeral was... well... a funeral. We cried a lot but also chuckled at
some old stories from Glenn’s earlier life. | was surprised to see almost
all my special forces crew members showed up. We talked a bit after the
funeral was done and agreed to meet up sometime in the near future to
discuss my role in the team. But they also assured me to take as much
time as | needed.

”
!

“I’'m SO glad this is over!” Audrey says as she kicks off her shoes and falls

on the couch.



“Me too. But, honestly, it wasn’t as bad as | expected,” | say as | kick off
my own shoes and loosen my tie.

Audrey looks thoughtful, and after a few moments, she says, “guess
you're right. Just not the moment the casket went down...”

“That was bad, yeah,” | admit.
“That was so... permanent, you know?”

“Yeah. The definitive ending of Glenn. A turning point for us to go on
with our lives, | guess.”

“Yeah...” Audrey whispers as she looks at one of the caterers outside
hauling out the last chairs we rented.

“Sorry for being so philosophical,” | say, realizing | was blabbering.
“No problem. | know what you mean,” she sighs.

I’'m a bit surprised we don’t cry at this moment. But then again, we cried
enough during the funeral. So maybe the tears dried up. | do feel an urge
to get a drink, though. So | walk over to the liquor cabinet and pour
myself a big glass of whiskey. I’'m about to turn around when | hear
Audrey say behind me, “Can | have one too, please?”

| didn’t see too much harm in it, considering the day we had. So | pour a
little bit into a glass and join her on the couch.

“Ahh... That’s nice,” she says next to me as she polishes it off in one gulp.
“You’ve had some before?” | ask, amazed.

“A few times, yeah. Glenn didn’t want to drink alone on special
occasions. So last year, he started giving me some too. Always just a
bottom of whiskey, though. Never much.”

| feel surprised hearing this. | know Glenn was a free-spirited guy, but |
didn’t expect him to do this. To me, it isn’t a big deal, but some people
might think differently about it. | was determined not to make a habit out
of it, which of course meant | had to cut down on the drinking too.

After about an hour of small talk on the couch, | notice Audrey looking
tired. Feeling drained after today, | suggest we go to bed. So we clean up
and head off to bed. | quickly disrobe and slide under the covers,



wondering where Audrey is. Moments later, she walks in, and | see she
switched her white blouse for a light-blue tube top.

“Can’t sleep in my blouse, and | hate wearing a bra to bed,” she says as
she sees me checking her out.

“I get it,” | respond as casually as | can but feel my dick stiffen and press
against the fabric of my boxers as | can’t keep my eyes from the nipples
showing through her half-transparent top.

The moment she drops her skirt and her laced hipster-style panties come
into view, I’'m instantly in full-blown boner town. This is awkward. Out of
precaution, | place my hand over my boner. Just in case she suddenly
cuddles up and touches my boner through my boxers. This way, I'll have a
way to deflect her. She turns around and stands there looking thoughtful
as | let my eyes roam over her magnificent nubile body. I’'m not sure if
she’s standing there so | can check her out, but | certainly seize the
opportunity.

After a few moments, she lifts the blanket and crawls in. And, just as |
expected, she cuddles up to me. As she settles in, | feel her hard nipple
press against my chest through the thin fabric of her tube top, and she
lifts her leg to drape it over me. Then, just before | can say anything, her
legs stops moving, just a hair short of my sack.

“Night, Scott.”
“Night, Lil’ Bit,” | respond, staring wide-eyed at the ceiling.

| lay there contemplating what had just happened. Is she showing off to
me? Am | reading into something that isn’t there? Is she, like Glenn and
Gloria, just more open about her body than most people?

An image of her standing there in her semi-transparent tube top and
laced pink panties fills my mind. She looks sexy as fuck with her raven-
black hair just over her shoulders, accentuating her white skin and blue
top. Maybe | need to convince her to sleep in her own bed again before
this gets out of hand. But, despite all that, sleep comes quickly.






Chapter 6 — Studio work

“Point the light a bit upward into that corner, and pull up that lamp a
little closer, Scott,” Glenn said to me as we were getting ready for this
evening’s shoot.

Over the last few weeks, | have been helping Glenn out with his studio.
After school, I'd go over to Glenn and Gloria, eat with them, and do my
homework. After that was all done, it was off to the studio. After the
shoot, Glenn would throw my bike in the back of his truck and drive me
home.

Glenn had recently landed a pretty big job for a local tech company
where they wanted some of their employees to appear in a calendar.
There would be a men’s and a women’s calendar. The men’s one was
based on iconic movie posters, where the women would represent old
classic album covers.

This sounded easy enough, but the setup for the scene was meticulous,
and the models wouldn’t always look or stand how Glenn asked them to.
So today was the second chance for the “The Terminator” poster. The
background wasn’t too tricky, and Glenn found a replica of the gun
Arnold held in his hand.

In order to check the lighting, Glenn asked me to get in position, hold the
gun, and look all badass with the sunglasses that were too big for me.

“Great! Now just the red light reflecting in the sunglasses left,” Glenn
says, obviously pleased with the current setup.

The bell rang as Glenn was putting up the red light. He looked at me and
asked, “can you get that? That’ll be Steven. Let’s hope he manages it
better than John did yesterday.”

| nodded and headed to the door. Last night, John couldn’t pull it off. The
guy was too skinny and too full of himself to get in the right pose. So
Glenn called his contact at the company, and they promised they’d send
someone else. When | opened the door, there was this guy that had a bit
of Arnold’s physique, but his face wasn’t even close.

“Hi, kid. I’'m Steven,” the guy said, smiling down at me.



“Welcome to Aquinas Pictures. Follow me to the studio, please. Mr. Taylor
is setting things up. We’re almost ready.”

After Glenn and Steven shook hands and talked a bit, | showed Steven
the clothes he needed to wear. Unfortunately, there wasn’t an actual
dressing room in the studio, so we placed a room divider in a corner
where the models could change.

After over an hour of tinkering, changing bits and pieces, and making
sure the lights were just right, Glenn called, “That’s a wrap!”

Glenn looked satisfied and, despite my modest experience, | saw Steven
was a far better model than John was. And, of course, his big pecs under
the black leather jacket helped a lot too.

After Steven was gone, Glenn and | started breaking down the
Terminator set and setting up the black and white Scarface background.
Tomorrow, a guy named Joe de Niro would come by to be Scarface. This
would probably be the center of the male calendar because this guy was
the VP of sales and, with a name like that, he was destined for this cover.

After we were done with the initial setup, the thought of how clumsy
John was at the first Terminator shoot entered my mind. And an idea
popped into my head.

“Is it that difficult to pose correctly?”

Glenn looked over, smiled, and said, “Apparently. That John guy sucked.
Steven was way better.”

“Can | try posing as a model? We’ve got a good backdrop now. | don’t
wanna be Scarface, but | want to try posing and you giving directions. Is
that weird?”

“Nah. It’s not weird, Bud. I'll grab my new camera, and we’ll start doing
some portfolio pics.”

| knew what portfolio pics were, but | wasn’t pursuing a modeling career.
| just wanted to experience what modeling meant. So | guess shooting a
bunch of portfolio shots was a good way to start.

Glenn turned on the studio lights and said, “Okay, Bud. Stand over there
and act naturally. Maybe take off your shoes and socks. | heard from
other models that this made them feel more at ease.”



| kicked off my shoes, got rid of my socks, and awkwardly got in front of
the backdrop in just my white t-shirt, pale blue Levi’s 501 jeans, and
white fruit of the looms. | didn’t know where to put my hands or how to
look. But with Glenn's pointers and reassuring words, | was getting more
and more comfortable posing for the camera.

“Can you take off your t-shirt?” Glenn asked after about two dozen shots
of me in an equal amount of different poses, “That way, | can take the
best headshot.”

| didn’t have to think twice about it. | trusted Glenn completely and
wanted to experience the whole shebang. So a moment later, my shirt
flew through the room and landed near Glenn’s feet. Glenn got real close
to me and started taking my headshots while directing me how to look
and what to do. Next were the three-quarter and full-length shots. But
standing here without a shirt stirred something inside me. It made me
feel sexy and attractive.

So as Glenn was lining me up in his lens, | started smiling coyly at him
and slowly unbuttoned the top button of my jeans. | knew this exposed
the waistband of my underwear, and it somehow made me feel sexier
doing so.

Glenn lowered his camera and looked at me with that same look | saw
yesterday by the pool when he looked at me beating off.

“Just do what comes naturally now. I’ll stop talking and just shoot away,
okay?” Glenn said softly.

| just nodded but knew precisely what he meant. | had to forget there
was a camera and just go for it.

And that’s exactly what | did. | turned my back to the camera and looked
over my shoulder while pushing my ass back. | unbuttoned another
button and felt myself grow stiffer as | did this. | wasn’t fully hard yet but
was getting more aroused by the minute.

| turned back around, facing Glenn. | put both my hands behind my head,
stretching my upper body this way. | felt my pants slide down a bit as |
did this, but I had just enough buttons left to prevent my pants from
sliding off my hips.

Glenn got closer and focussed on my midsection. | could see he had the
top of my pants, undies, and belly button in the frame. After two shots,



he got back and shot me at full length again.

Once | saw Glenn was ready, | placed my right hand on my cheek and
slowly moved it down my chest toward the waistband of my undies.
Next, | slid my fingers inside and stopped just short of my willie. | felt
more aroused than I've ever been, doing stuff this kinky in front of a
camera. And it must’ve shown because Glenn whispered, “Oh yeah.
That’s a great look.”

This encouraged me even more, so | slowly took my fingers from my
undies and agonizingly slow moved them toward the buttons of my
jeans. The moment | loosened the third button, my jeans slid down my
hips and crumbled around my feet.

| heard Glenn gasp at the sight. | knew he did his best to make me feel
like he wasn’t there, but he apparently couldn’t hold up the act entirely. |
felt my stiffy tenting out my white underwear, but it made me feel in
control and powerful. | stepped out of my jeans, kicked them aside, and
posed with my hands behind my head again.

| let Glenn take his shots before | moved both my hands down my body
toward my stiff willie. When | reached the waistband, | let one hand slip
inside at my hip while the other grabbed the base of my stiffy through
my underwear to emphasize its hardness.

| stood like that for a few moments before the hand at my hip started
pulling down my undies. My other hand kept gripping the base, which
caused my bald pubes to come into view. My other hand prevented me
from showing more.

As | opened my eyes, | saw Glenn standing there with the camera in front
of his face. But my eyes immediately dropped to his groin, where his
willie was obscenely tenting his jeans. Seeing this urged me on even
more, and | looked directly into the lens as my hand let go of my stiffy.
The moment | let go, my undies slipped past my stiffy, which slapped
loudly against my belly and bounced down and up once more before
pointing toward the ceiling.

Standing there exposed and as hard as I've ever been, caused my arousal
to reach heights | never felt before. Glenn didn't say anything, nor did he
move. He just held the camera in front of his face, anticipating my next
move.



| quickly wiggled out of my fruit of the looms and kicked these aside too.
Then, not really knowing what to do, | grabbed my stiffy, ensuring my
dickhead was still exposed, and smiled at the camera. This caused Glenn
to whisper, “Oh yeah... that’s hot..” he moved in to take a close-up of my
hand-wrapped stiffy. After three or four shots, | expected him to back up
after these shots, but instead, he moved up to take close-up shots of my
belly and chest all the way up to my bony shoulders and thin neck.

“Turn sideways,” Glenn said, still barely above a whisper.

So | turned sideways, which allowed Glenn to catch my butt, hip, and
stiffy in one shot. | let go of my stiffy, and it was now twitching with
anticipation. | didn’t wait for Glenn to give me more instructions. | just
grabbed it in my hand and started stroking it, Glenn still close by.

| closed my eyes, and since all of this turned me on incredibly, | already
knew this wasn't going to take long. The tingle in my willie was stronger
than it ever was before, and as my hand moved up and down, | heard
myself moan loudly.

What happened next was almost an out-of-body experience. All sounds
around me tuned out, and my vision was off. | only saw my body clearly.
The rest around me was blurry. My main focus was the fantastic feeling
in my willie and my stroking hand. | felt my balls contract against my
body as my willie started kicking in my hand. | wasn’t cumming, but the
feeling was almost the same. And then, only a few heartbeats later, |
exploded. The kicking in my hand intensified, and sparks fired off in my
brain. | felt my legs grow weak and fell to the floor. All the while, my
willie kept twitching, and | couldn’t see anything.

“You okay, bud?” | heard in the distance. And a moment later, “Scott!?”

| lazily opened my eyes and saw Glenn standing there with a worried look
on his face.

“Yeah. I'm fine. It’s just...”

| got a bit more comfortable on the floor as | enjoyed the afterglow of my
orgasm.

“Hold still!” Glenn said enthusiastically, “you look perfect lying like this.”

| didn’t care. | felt a bit exposed this way, but it was still a big turn-on to
be photographed like this. My still stiff willie was sticking up proudly from



my groin, and | had one hand behind my head. This must be a great thing
to look at. At least according to the way Glenn was acting now.

After six or seven more shots, there was the familiar sound of the end of
the roll. | got back to earth and smiled at Glenn.

“Did | do okay for the first time?”

“Shit!! You did an extraordinary job! | never had anyone in front of my
camera who acted more naturally and at ease as you did!”

“Thanks! I liked doing it too,” | said as | stood up and grabbed my undies.
“Are these ‘Pyntar’ type shots?” | chuckled.

“Oh no! These are WAY too sexy for that. Maybe two or three are
suitable, but the rest of them end up in my special-private-extra-super-
private collection. No one but the two of us will ever see these.”

| smiled at that. | felt proud about posing and Glenn’s comments. |
wanted to see these pics badly, but | sure as hell didn’t want anyone else
to see them. So | was pleased with Glenn’s response.






Chapter 7 — Next steps

“You sure you're ready?” | say to Audrey as she’s ready to go to school
again.

It’s been a few days since the funeral, and we both agreed that it’s the
best thing for Audrey to pick up her everyday life as much as possible.

| kiss her on her forehead, and she waves at me as she rounds the corner
and disappears from view. | still feel sad about Glenn’s passing, but caring
for Audrey takes off the edge for me. At least for now.

My day consists of a lot of practical things, like calling my landlord and
canceling the rent for my apartment. After that, | order a U-Haul truck to
move my personal stuff. The apartment is fully furnished, so no need to
haul over big pieces of furniture.

Next up is my call to Jack. The knot in my stomach grows bigger as | pick
up the phone. | hate calling Jack to tell him I’'m out. But he takes it really
well and is very understanding about it.

“It isn’t a real surprise, Scott, ” Jack says, “I mean... you were already
talking about getting out. And now you have to take care of that girl. | get
it. And don’t worry about it.”

“Thanks, man. | wasn’t sure how you’d react. But...”

“I know. Like | said, don’t worry about it. If you ever want to come back,
just give me a call. And if | need your advice or anything, | won’t hesitate
either,” he laughed.

“You’re going back to the island?”

“Yeah. We're going back there tomorrow. We’ve got some intel about the
Colombian side planning something. So we’re needed to... well... you
know,” Jack says calmly.

“I get it. Have fun,” | smiled.

“We will,” he chuckles, “and you’re still coming over to Mike’s place next
month, right?”

The crew members took turns organizing a barbecue semiannually. Of
course, | wanted to be there one last time.



“Wouldn’t want to miss it for anything.”

“Great! Oh, and I'll mail you that last paycheck tomorrow morning,
okay?”

“You're the best, Jack!”
“Take care, man!”

And that was that. No more special forces. As of now, I’'m just an ordinary
civilian who takes care of a preteen girl. The mere thought about it is
both very liberating and suffocating at the same time.

“Now. Let’s look at this,” | hear myself say as | booted Glenn’s PC.

| giggle at talking to myself in this big, empty house. Glenn’s PCis, in fact,
an eight-year-old iMac. As | work my way through all the documents,
spreadsheets, and other studio-related stuff, | get frustrated about how
slow that thing is. Glenn never really believed in using photoshop and
only used basic filtering and enhancement options of this software.

But I’'ve gotten quite good with this kind of tool over the past years, so |
get online, wait a few moments, and start searching for a decent
computer to help me do this.

As | go back and check the documents, | notice the bank balance is fine.
More than fine, actually. Thank God for that! But | see one thing that
worries me. The order book is pretty empty at the moment. So, to make
this a success, | need to focus on getting some new assignments.

After searching around on the web for a bit, | put out a few online ads.
They don’t cost too much, and maybe this will get me on track. Besides
the ads, | call a few of Glenn’s regular clients to let them know that the
studio is still in business. Their response is mostly positive, and | get a
few pointers to look into for potential work.

| spend all day finding work and continuity, and I’'m so engrossed in it
that I'm startled when | hear the front door open. | almost jump from my
chair, and my heart is beating in my chest. Then, | reach for my pistol at
my hip in a reflex. But, of course, there is no pistol, and when Audrey
walks in, | immediately let my guard down.

“Hey! How’s it going?” she asks, letting her eyes roam over the messy
desk.



“It’s going,” | respond, smiling weakly.
“Can | do something to help?”

“Nah. You worry about your homework, ” | hear myself say, dreading I'm
basically becoming my dad.

Before | can say anything else, the phone rings. It’s the studio’s landline!
“Aquinas pictures, how can | help you?”

Audrey looks at me with anticipation of what this call is about. | quickly
learn I'm talking to the owner of a suntan studio with several salons in
the area. They want to put out an ad campaign on billboards and
magazines and use their twin boys as their faces. The company they
hired created a few background pictures with the setting and
accompanying texts. They need shots of the boys against a green screen
so they can easily be placed in these ads. The lady wants to know if I'm
available and willing to take this assighnment.

When | explain this to Audrey, she starts smiling and hugs me tightly.
“That’s great! Maybe some more work will follow because of this!”

“Yeah. Who knows? It’s a lot of exposure in the area. Oh! She also wants
me to take portfolio pics for the twins to use. She’s convinced they’re
destined to have a big modeling career,” | chuckle, quite familiar with
over-enthusiastic parents already.

“Great!”

“Yeah. She found me through the ad | put online this afternoon. Guess
that was a good idea.”

“I also talked about you to a few of my friends at school. Some girls want
their portfolio shots taken too.”

We talk some more, but eventually, | have to send Audrey to the study to
do her homework. Thankfully she doesn’t object too much because |
hate to be that guy that’s on her heels constantly about this stuff.

After dinner, we prepare the studio for the shoot the next day together.
Audrey is determined to help me out and keep the studio alive. We carry
out the green screen, put it in place, and clean up. Since Glenn died, we
didn’t come in here anymore, and it is a bit of a mess, so it’s a lot of work
to make it look all shiny and professional.



It’s already late when we are done, so we head upstairs together. |
quickly hop into the shower while Audrey gets her school bag ready for
the next day.

As | exit the bathroom with a towel around my waist, Audrey sits on the
bed, waiting for me. She’s dressed in her favorite pink hipster panties and
plain blue bra. | know | shouldn’t look at her this way. | know it is
immoral! | know she’s too young. | know all that! But she’s a young
woman with a killer body! How can | not find this attractive?

| feel a stir behind my towel and just have to look away to prevent a very
awkward situation from happening. Of course, | blame it on not having
an orgasm in over a week, but deep down, | know better.

“Your turn, Lil’ Bit. It’s a school day tomorrow, so hurry up, kay?”

She gets up and heads to the bathroom, and as she walks away, my eyes
are glued to her pert, tight ass. | put on a pair of plain black boxer briefs
and crawl under the covers. | scroll through my phone as | wait for
Audrey to finish.

Audrey walks in with a towel around her torso a few minutes later. The
top is tugged under her armpits, and the bottom is barely long enough to
hide her ass and pussy. Her hair is still damp, and she’s drying the last bit
with a second towel. | look at her face and notice she’s a bit flushed. She
keeps fiddling with her towel, and | can see something’s up. I’'m curious
what it is, but figure that if she’s got the urge to tell me, she will. So |
leave it at that and pretend to be engrossed in my phone.

“Uhm... Scott?” she finally asks.
| look up from my phone and ask, “What’s up?”

“l...uhh..”

She’s clearly struggling to find the right words, and | feel a bit sorry for
her. But | honestly don’t know what she’s up to, so | can’t help her.

“I really like sleeping with you in the same bed. Way, way better than just
by myself in my own bed...”

“But...” | say, filling up the silence that follows.



“Well, I don’t like sleeping in clothes. | never had to before. | tried it now
for a few nights. And | tried several different outfits, but it’s just...”

| didn’t expect this one. Of course, | know she slept naked since she was
a kid and out of diapers. But | figured this ended when she entered
puberty. Apparently not. But my conflicted emotions are struggling. On
the one hand, | couldn't care less what she wears to bed. But on the
other, there’s the social pressure about the subject.

| prefer sleeping naked a lot more too. But it just isn’t right for a grown
man to sleep naked in the same bed as a naked preteen girl.

My delayed response must’ve confused Audrey because she quickly
added, “You can do the same, of course! | don’t care.”

“Well... it’s just that... I'm an adult. And adults aren’t supposed to...” |
started, but halfway through my sentence, her puppy eyes got ‘that’ look
that | can’t say no to.

| smile and just nod, which brings a huge grin to her face. Then, Audrey
starts fumbling with the towel under her armpit. Before | know it, it’s on
the floor, and I'm looking at one of the most gorgeous sights I've ever
seen.

Audrey started doing gymnastics a couple of years ago, and now | can see
first-hand what a remarkable effect it has on her body. | let my eyes roam
over her exposed body quickly. Her small, half a lemon-sized breasts are
topped off with small, hard nipples. Her tight, slightly muscular belly
looks astonishing with that outer belly button topping it off.

But the best part is below her belly. A small patch of black pubic hair sits
above her puffy pussy lips. But this patch is still thin enough that skin
shows through it. The rest of her pussy is bald and looks... well...
delicious.

My eyes roaming over this preteen body only takes a moment, but as my
eyes get back to look her in her eyes, | can see a sly smile appear in the
corner of her mouth. She doesn’t say anything and just crawls into bed
and takes her usual spot to the left of me.

“Thanks. I’'m glad you don’t make a fuss out of it,” she says and gives me
a peck on my cheek.



When she does this, her left boob presses against my upper arm, causing
my already growing dick to grow to full mast.

“Of course, Lil’ Bit. But don’t talk about this to other people, okay? |
don’t think they’ll understand.”

“Sure thing. Night!”
And with that, she clicks off the light, filling the room with darkness.

“Night, ” | softly say, glad this didn’t become a big thing but horny as hell
from looking at her magnificent, naked young body.

| lay there staring at the ceiling. My throbbing dick stuck under the
waistband of my boxers. It’s uncomfortable, but | don’t want to move
until Audrey is asleep next to me. But this isn’t easy. I'm incredibly horny
from seeing her and the idea of her lying so close to me. There’s precum
leaking from the tip already, and | really need to get off. | think about also
taking off my boxers because Audrey pointed out | could. But I’'m too self-
conscious about the inappropriateness of it all that | decide not to do it
now. Maybe tomorrow.

We lay like this for a little while, and I’'m guessing Audrey is almost asleep
now. Her breathing is regular, and she’s usually asleep within a few
minutes. | envy her for it, but now | figure | can use it to my advantage. |
slide my hand under my boxers and firmly grip my boner, slowly gliding
my hand up and down on it. This releases the pressure a bit, and | let out
a big sigh.

| keep my dick firmly in my fist while waiting for Audrey to sleep deeply. |
already made up my mind to jerk off. Maybe that’ll clean my head which
is currently clogged with hormone-fueled thoughts and images that |
need to get rid of.

So, after lying like this for a few more minutes, | tug the waistband of my
boxers under my balls and start stroking my dick with the least amount of
movement that | can master. It feels great to finally stroke it, and the
moment | decide to pick up the pace, | almost get a heart attack.

“Do you mind if | join you?” Audrey softly says beside me, “I really need
to get off too, you know?”

?

“I... uhm... it’s...” | stammer and clear my throat.



“Great!” is all she says, and as her elbow brushes my arm and the blanket
starts ruffling, it’s clear that she’s masturbating beside me.

“Fuck it,” I mumble, kick down the blanket, pull my boxers down and kick
them off.

Since Audrey clearly wants to do this, and thanks to the relative darkness
of the room, | start jerking as if there’s no one else in the room.

“Ohhh,” Audrey moans beside me.

| have to admit to myself that masturbating like this is extremely hot, and
| quickly feel the tension in my balls grow.

“Hmmm,” | moan and pick up the pace.
“Yeahhh... me too,” Audrey whispers between her ragged breaths.

Both our moans increase, and before | know it, my balls pull up, and |
start unloading them. As the cum splatters all over my chest, | hear
Audrey moan loudly beside me, and | feel her body spasm on the
mattress. It's clear she’s cumming too.

With my softening dick still in my hand and cum dribbling over my
fingers, | feel the tension flow from my body and realize how much |
needed this cum. Audrey moves beside me, and before | can react, she
flips on the light, leaving me exposed as | lay there like a deer looking in
the headlights.

Audrey moves over and kisses me on my cheek again, and | feel her eyes
on my chest and dick.

“That was great! | never did this together with someone else, but | liked
it!” she says enthusiastically, “Did you like it too?”

III

..uhm...” | start but quickly realize | might as well be honest about this.
So | say, “Yeah. | liked it, Lil’ Bit. | didn’t know you were awake.
Otherwise, I'd never have started it. But now that | did... yeah! It was
great!”

Audrey smiles at me, kisses me again, and quickly scoops up a glob of
cum from my chest. Then, she gets back in her own spot on the left side
of the bed and openly starts examining my cum. | grab my boxers, wipe
the remainder of my orgasm from my chest, and toss my boxers on the



floor. | figure | might as well sleep naked from now on. The line is crossed
anyway, so there’s no getting back now.

“It's weird,” Audrey says as | pull up the blanket to regain at least a bit of
modesty.

“What is?” | ask as my eyes roam over her exposed body, ending on her
now almost flat chest as gravity is doing its job.

“Sperm,” she says as she sticks out her tongue to taste it.

| feel a surge flow through me as | see this incredible, young, naked girl
taste my cum, but | try to keep my cool and just smile, “Can’t help it. |
only shoot it. | didn’t invent it.”

“Doesn’t taste bad, though,” she says and wipes the rest on the bed.

Audrey pulls up her blanket and looks at me. Then, a smile appears, and
she whispers, “Thanks for being such a cool guy, Scott!”

“Night, Lil’ Bit. You’re not too bad yourself,” | chuckle and close my eyes
as sleep washes over me.

“Night,” | hear as she clicks off the light once again.









Chapter 8 — Shoot me

It had been ten months since we moved here, and | dreaded the day that
dad would announce we were moving again. | had been helping Glenn
with the last female shoot for the calendar and was enjoying myself
more than | ever did in my life. This, to me, was another indication |
really, really wanted to stay this time.

The shoot was the most daring one so far, as it was a copy of ‘Virgin
Killer’ by The Scorpions. However, instead of a ten-year-old girl, a fifty-ish
woman appeared. She was obviously nervous as hell. After she changed
and | saw the picture we needed to copy, | knew why. In the original
image, the girl is naked with a cracked glass effect obscuring her vagina
from view. The woman was wearing a flesh-colored strapless bra and
matching thong, which left little to the imagination. Glenn assured her
that he’d airbrush out all visible portions of that bra, and he guaranteed
it would be a tasteful picture.

Despite her age, | got hard seeing her this way. Glenn had anticipated
this and gave me an apron with the studio's logo before she arrived.
“Here, Bud,” he said, “it’s the new company outfit. | ordered it
specifically for you, ” and he smiled a knowing smile.

When | felt myself grow hard, | was very grateful for it. But, when we
were done and Glenn dropped me off, | had a bad omen. And when |
opened the door, it was immediately apparent why. Mom and dad were
sitting on the couch, and my dad asked me to sit down.

“We’re moving again, aren’t we?” | blurted out and felt the tears welling
up in my eyes.

“Yes, we are,” my dad responded coldly.

It turned out my dad was being sent to a new base in some hotbed in
central Africa to help create a permanent presence there. In addition, my
mom was asked to help set up the medical facilities, so not going there
wasn’t really an option for them.

But as they explained the situation of the area we were moving to, it was
clear to me they weren’t that fond of it. It was a hostile environment



around the base, and many facilities needed to be created yet. Not an
ideal situation for an almost thirteen-year-old boy to grow up in.

“We’re still talking about what we should do with you,” my mom said.
“There are options, but none of them are completely worked out in
detail.”

“Can’t | stay with Glenn and Gloria?” | said, making sure they wouldn’t
miss this obvious option.

“No. Of course not! We can’t ask them to take you in for almost a year!”
my dad said but looked at my mom with an expression | hadn’t seen
before.

“We still have to work out the details, dear. But we figured we needed to
tell you this now, so you can prepare for leaving too.”

| could see the struggle all over my mom's face, and my dad wasn’t as
confident as usual.

Later that evening, when | lay in bed, thinking about all this, | realized |
needed a game plan. If | played my cards right, | might stay longer in
Seattle instead of some hot hell-hole. Or worse, an army-run boarding
school. If | could stay here, | could spend more time with Glenn and learn
even more about photography. A win-win situation in my eyes.

The following morning, Glenn picked me up to help him with a shoot
involving half a dozen models. We were going to take pictures for the
winter billboard and shop decorations, and it promised to be chaotic
with this many eighteen and nineteen-year-old models. Some of them
were probably regular divas already.

Because of that, Gloria would be helping too, and the moment we
started working in the studio together, | broke into tears.

“Hey... what’s up, bud?” Glenn asked, looking all concerned.

Gloria hugged and shushed me, and after my tears dried, | explained it all
to them. | was careful not to mention the option of me staying with
them. They needed to come up with that themselves. And Gloria did. Oh
boy!

“They’re not taking you to a dangerous place like that! And you’re sure
as hell not going to any boarding school either! Not while we’re around
to take you in!”



She looked genuinely pissed. But, like so many times, Glenn was the
voice of reason.

“He’s not our kid, honey. We can’t decide what his parents are going to
do”

“I know that!” she snapped. “But why don’t we talk to them and offer
that Scott stays with us as an option?”

“Oh. We’'ll definitely do that! But we can’t promise anything, Bud,” Glenn
said, looking at me. “You know that, right?”

“I know. But thanks for trying!” | said, hugging them both and drying my
eyes.

“Of course, honey. I'll invite them over after church tomorrow, and we’ll
see how it goes.”

Just as Glenn predicted, the shoot that day was more than chaotic. Half
the girls barely listened to Glenn’s directions, and some of the clothes
just didn’t fit properly. Gloria was helping the girls with getting dressed,
and after | saw a naked butt and a naked back appear from behind the
room divider, | just had to ‘accidentally’ take a look.

| knew | had to wait for the right opportunity to see as much as possible.
| was so focused on the changing room that Glenn repeatedly had to
correct me, obviously frustrated about how it all went down.

After a little while, my opportunity came. Three girls did one shot
together and had to do another one with a new set of clothes. So after a
few moments and some talking, | knew they had to be naked. |
pretended | had some stuff that needed to be placed in the back of the
room. | walked past the closed bit of the divider toward the end of the
room. | knew just where to stand there to see the entire hidden bit,
which of course, wasn’t hidden from view from where | was standing
NOW.

| turned around and... WOW!!! Three butt-naked girls were walking
around in all their glory. Of course, their boobs weren’t big since they
were models, but they were boobs, so | didn’t care. But their pussies
were even more interesting. One of them had a thin, black stripe of hair
covering it, but the other two were as bald as | was down under.



It was a good thing | was wearing my apron. | was now rock hard, and the
strain of my stiffy against my jeans was very uncomfortable. But it didn’t
matter because it was hidden, and | was looking at these nude girls. | was
glancing so intensely that | didn’t see the broomstick. The moment |
bumped into it, it fell over with a lot of noise.

| quickly pretended to be very busy but felt my face go beet-red. The girls
were giggling, and | could hear them say things like, “how cute” and “he’s
curious” to each other. | was glad they didn’t shout at me or something,
and they didn't seem bothered by me at all because they were still
prancing around in the nude.

As quietly as | could, | slipped by them to get back to Glenn. All the while,
my eyes were focused on the bald slits of the two girls. It fascinated me
greatly, and | almost stumbled over my own feet.

When | got back, Glenn shot me a furious look. And the moment he was
done with this part of the shoot, he opened the door to the storage
room and nodded for me to get in there.

“Don’t ever do that again!” he said with a raised voice, still with that
pissed-off look on his face.

“I'm sorry. | just...” | tried but couldn’t look Glenn in the eyes, so | just
looked at the floor.

“I know what you were doing. But I’'m running a professional studio here,
and you have to behave professionally too. Get it?” he said, still pissed
off.

“Yes. I'm sorry, ” | mumbled, embarrassed, genuinely feeling sorry.

“If you need spanking material, just ask! I've got books for you to thumb
through that will get you off within a minute. Just don’t...” Glenn trailed
off, realizing he was ranting.

“Sorry. | promise | won’t...”

Glenn’s look was much kinder now and almost back to the Glenn | knew.
A smile appeared, and he asked, “they do look good, don’t they?” and he
nudged me on my side.

| smiled and said, “Yeah! Two of them don’t have hair. You know. Down
there...”



“Haha! You DID have a good look. And they’re eighteen, so I’'m pretty
sure they shaved it.”

“Oh... Okay, ” | responded, not sure why they’d do that.
“Look, Bud. I'm serious. Give the models their privacy, okay?”
“K. Won’t happen again. Promise!”

And that was that. | didn’t intentionally peek again, although | did see
bare boobs a few more times. Glenn later said that these girls were
teasing me. | didn’t mind.

| stayed over at Glenn and Gloria’s place that Saturday night and was

nervous as hell about the following day. Gloria promised me that she

would talk to my parents about it and that | shouldn’t worry. But | still
did.

Before we were done in the studio, Glenn called me over and handed me
a thin book.

“Here, Bud. Look at this when you’re going to bed. It will help you out,”
he said and smiled a conspiratorial smile.

The book was great. It contained all sorts of nude, full-body shots of
models around the same age as the ones modeling this afternoon. The
book's title was ‘Best portfolio pics - Legal,” and on the next line, it read,
‘Part Il

As | lay alone in my bed and thumbed through the book, with just the
dimmed light of my flashlight, | was quickly hard as a board. | started
jacking it and was cumming hard before | knew it. This was some great
stuff!

After | helped clean the breakfast table the following day, | couldn’t sit
still. I was just too nervous about how my parents would react. So the
moment the doorbell rang, | rushed over to the front door to let my
parents in. There was a lot of small talk, but the subject of us moving
inevitably came up. At first, my mom wouldn’t listen to Gloria, but
thankfully, Gloria kept going.

“I assure you, Janice, it is no trouble at all! In fact, we’d be glad to have
him over. He’s kind, helpful, and brings a lot of life to this house.
Honestly, Janice!” Gloria pressed.



| could see my mom was struggling internally. She glanced at my dad, and
his face basically said it all. He was okay with it! After all the struggles he

and | had, he was finally on my side. | didn’t care if it was because he just
wanted me out of the picture. | could stay!

The moment | realized this, my stomach did a backflip, and | was
overwhelmed with joy. But my mom gave it one last try.

“But Gloria! We can’t ask this from the two of you! It’s almost a year!”

“You’re not asking, Janice. We're offering! And we’re offering this
because we want to. You can call us as often as you want to check on
Scott if you want. But | assure you, he’s in good hands!” Gloria
countered.

“I know... but...” my mom persisted, “you want to do this too, Frank?”

“Well... it beats going to Africa with us or going to a boarding school. And
if it doesn’t work out for some reason, Scott can still go there. We'll just
have to arrange it remotely. As far as | see it, that's the worst-case
scenario,” my dad answered, clearly accustomed to the idea already.

“Well... then it’s settled! Drinks, anyone?” Gloria said enthusiastically.

And that was the start of a year without my parents and my sexual
discovery with Glenn.






Chapter 9 — Meet the Thompsons

| wake up from Audrey’s buzzing phone. When | open my eyes, I’'m
treated to the sight of her bare boobs. Immediately | think back to last
night, and a feeling of guilt washes over me. | should be the adult here. |
should have stopped this. But then again... she’s the one that started this.

| look at Audrey getting up, and as she walks away, | notice once more
what a fine-looking body she’s got. Oh my god. What’s happening to me?
| hear myself think and realize how my growing dick is betraying me.

| get out of bed too and grab a clean pair of boxers. We’re in the
bathroom together with me in my boxers and Audrey in her school
uniform, which consists of a white school blouse and matching plaid
skirt, but neither of us talks about what happened last night. It’s like it
never happened. After Audrey is off to school, | continue my work in the
studio and try to find more work for it.

| answer a few emails from women who want their kids' portfolio pics.
Apparently, Glenn had built quite a reputation for himself, as he was
clearly the go-to guy in the area. | make seven appointments in total.
Three boys and four girls. The kid’s ages vary from eleven to fourteen,
and | can’t help but think how good they all must look in their underwear
pics. | try to dismiss that thought as quickly as it came, but | can’t deny to
myself it was there and wonder what | should do to prevent this from
happening again. But then again, should | really dismiss these thoughts?
There's nothing wrong as long as | don’t touch them or anything. And
maybe it’s precisely what’s required to make the best portfolio pics of
these kids.

I’'m pulled out of this whirlpool of thoughts by the ringing of the studio’s
doorbell. | check my phone and realize this must be the twins for their
green screen shoot. | never realized time could fly like this when you’re
working in a job you actually like. | open the door, looking at two of the
most handsome boys | have ever seen!

They’re both wearing cut-off jeans and flip-flops. In addition, one of
them is wearing a plain white t-shirt, while the other wears a bright-
orange shirt. They’re best described as ‘surfer boys.” Their blonde, shaggy
hair covers half of their ears, and a bronze, almost golden tan completes



their surfer look. It’s odd looking at surfer guys in Seattle, but somehow
these boys make it work.

“Hi, I’'m Miranda Thompson,” a middle-aged woman says and extends
her hand for me to shake. “This is Evan, and that is Owen,” she says,
pointing at a boy as she says the name.

| honestly can’t see the difference between these hot and sexy boys,
besides their different shirts, of course. | bet their mom can, but to me,
it’s like there’s a mirror between them. They both look exactly alike and
just have an aura of awesomeness over them. | can’t remember when
I’'ve been this impressed with how boys could look. | even feel a few
butterflies going around in my stomach, which | quickly dismiss as silly
and unprofessional.

“Hi. I'm Scott. Welcome to Aquinas Pictures.”

“Thank you for having us on such short notice,” Miranda says as they
enter the studio.

“No problem at all,” | say, smiling.” We had a hole in our schedule today,
so it works out perfectly for both of us. You mentioned something about
a sketch?”

It turned out the advertising agency sketched how the boys were
supposed to sit in the picture. In the background, there was the obvious
suntan equipment with the slogan written in a way that blended nicely
with the rest of the scene. Miranda explains to me that the reason for
this mock-up is that the equipment they find relevant can’t be this close
together. It’s physically impossible. So that’s why they edited this on a
computer. The only thing missing is the boys in the picture. In a second
mock-up, there are figures drawn at the places where the boys should
be.

“Did they mention anything about lighting, Mrs. Thompson?”

“Please! Miranda,” she smiles, “and no. They leave it up to your
judgment.”

“Alright. Let’s upload that background picture to my computer, so we can
see how it looks with the boys in them,” | say as | boot the computer and
connect the camera.

“Do we need to get changed?” one of the boys asks.



“Sure. I'll make sure everything is ready here,” | reply smiling, “you can
change behind that room divider over there. You're going to be wearing
towels, right?”

They nod, and | say, “You can keep your underwear on if you want. Just
make sure the towel covers it, kay?”

“Don’t be silly!” Miranda quickly chips in, “you boys don’t have anything |
haven’t seen before, and I’'m sure that Scott can handle it too. Just the
towels, little men!”

Okay... Of course, | can handle it! Heck! | WANT to handle it if the towel
fails. But | don’t want to drool over them, so I’'m very focused on making
this work. | already know | mustn’t interfere with mothers being bossy
over their kids, and since | don’t see a problem here, | pretend to be very
busy preparing my camera with the proper settings.

| keep stealing glances at the divider as | fiddle with my camera, hoping
to see some flesh. There is some giggling, but | can’t see anything. The
moment they come over to us with just towels around their waists, I'm
speechless. Their chests already have a little muscle definition on their
pecks, and next to the belly buttons, there’s a hint of a six-pack. That,
combined with their broad shoulders and golden tan, makes them
almost radiant. | feel like I’'m looking at a pair of angels approaching me.

| clear my throat and direct the boys to the green-colored benches in
front of the green screen. | pull the desk with my computer closer and
point the camera at the boys. The background picture is visible on the
screen, and the boys appear in it without the benches.

“That’s funny!” one of them says and starts waving.
“Yeah! Too bad we didn’t bring our green underwear,” the other giggles.

| give them a few moments to adjust. | glance over at Miranda and notice
she’s busy with her phone, so | figure we might as well get started.

“Okay, Evan?” | ask, curious which boy will reply.
“Yes?” the left one replies.

| spend the next half hour directing the boys to sit in the right way,
ensuring the lighting is okay and that the boys look natural in this setting.
| think | managed two or three good ones, but | want to make sure I've



got enough. Then, just as I’'m about to go for it again, one of them says, “I
need to take a leak. Can I?”

“Yeah. Me too,” the other one adds.

| hear Miranda sigh, but she doesn’t say anything. She occasionally
looked at the progress on the screen, but she needed to answer two calls
already and was constantly typing on her phone. | don’t see a problem,
so | nod at them. Glenn taught me that the models need to feel
comfortable at all times, and maybe if they retake their place on the
bench, the picture will look even better. I’'m not sure, but it’s a possibility.

After they come back, | say to one of them, “Okay, Owen? You take the
left bench now, alright?”

“I’'m Evan,” he simply says, looking blankly at me.
“Okay... Owen,” | say as | look at the other boy.

“Yes?” he smiles mischievously as he already knows what I’'m about to
ask.

They’ve played this twins game all their lives and are certainly way better
at it than me, so | decide to play along.

“You sit on the left
bench this time,” | smile.
“Sure,” he says and walks over to that bench.

“I don’t know who's who. I’'m sorry, boys. | just don’t see a difference,” |
apologize.

“There is one,” Evan says, smirking.
“Yeah... there is one,” Owen adds.

“Here we go again...” | hear Miranda sigh, and at that moment, her
phone rings, and she’s out of the door again to answer it.

Curious now, | ask, “Okay... wanna tell me what it is?”

“I’ve got a birthmark, and Owen doesn’t,” Evan smiles that same
mischievous grin as his brother earlier.

| checked them out pretty thoroughly during the shoot but couldn’t see
any birthmarks. So | figure it’s either under their feet or under the towel,



and I'm hoping for the last. And hoping they’d show me, of course. But |
don’t have to wait too long as Evan starts pulling down the towel at his
front. Meanwhile, Owen gets to his feet and starts doing the same.

“See?” Evan asks.

They both pull down the towel at their front. I’'m looking at a thin bush of
pubic hairs. And just as with Audrey, their skin is showing through the
thin, growing patch of pubes. | can see the start of the base of their dicks,
which is showing too now, and | feel my growing boner uncomfortably
stretch my underwear.

The reason they show me this is the birthmark at the base of Evan’s dick
that Owen lacks. | feel my mouth go dry as | look at this magnificent sight
before me. Then, way too soon, they pull their towels back up and take
their place on the benches. During the second part of the shoot, Owen’s
towel is a bit loose, and a piece of his naked hip shows. It isn’t shocking
or overly visible, but | think it gives a nice, authentic feel to the picture.

I’'m almost done when the door opens, and Audrey walks in. She’s still
dressed in her school uniform, and | can see both boys checking her out.
| don’t blame them, considering they’re practically the same age, and
Audrey looks real foxy in her school uniform.

“Hil I’'m Audrey,” she cheerfully says and waves at the boys as she gives
me a peck on my cheek.

“Hil I’'m Owen, and that’s Evan,” Owen says, smiling and pointing at his
brother.

| take one final picture and call out, “Okay. That’s a wrap!” Miranda walks
over and starts browsing through the results with me. | glance over at
Audrey and see she’s bringing the boys a coke. | hear laughing and
giggling behind me, and I’'m glad Audrey showed up to entertain the
boys. Eventually, Miranda seems satisfied with the final pictures and has
to agree with me that the one with a bit of Owen’s hip showing is the
best. | upload all of them on a thumb drive and hand it over to her.

Miranda turns around and asks, “So, who's first with the portfolio shots?”

The boys look at each other, and Evan shrugs. “I'll go,” he says, gets up,
and walks over to the room divider.



“Just underwear is enough. A headshot looks better without a shirt.
Especially with that tan of yours,” | call as he disappears behind the
screen.

“Okay. Just a sec,” he calls back.

Moments later, he walks out in yellow American Eagle boxer briefs. A
black waistband with white letters separates the yellow from his bronzed
skin, and | immediately notice how the yellow fabric nicely accentuates
his bulge. | can see Audrey eyeing him as he walks by, and | feel a slight,
barely noticeable sting of jealousy.

We take the usual portfolio pics. First, the headshot, then the three-
guarter and full-length shots. After that, it’s a bit of freestyle. This kid is
acting all-natural, and I’'m wondering if this is actually his first time in
front of a camera. Feeling a bit bold, | take some close-up shots too. His
chest, belly, shoulders, feet. And finally, a few photos showing his groin
from just above his belly button to just below his boxers. | take one from
the side and one from the front.

The outline of his dick is clearly visible through his boxers. | can see his
balls, shaft, and rim of his dickhead. | guess it to be around two and a
half inches, which suits him nicely. Judging by the clearly visible rim, |
assume he’s cut.

“Thanks,” | say after | cannot prolong these intimate shots any longer, “I
want some test shots for a swimsuit shoot | might be landing.”

“No problem,” Evan says.

Before | know it, Miranda chips in and adds, “We are looking for
modeling work, so if you’d like, the boys can do it.”

“Thanks. But nothing is determined yet. I'll keep you in mind,” | smile,
looking back at Miranda and notice her phone isn’t that important
anymore at the moment.

“Dude! You're up,” Evan says as he walks toward his brother.

Before Owen can react, Evan grabs his brother’s towel and yanks it from
his waist. In a flash, | can see his dick. | can see my guess was about right,
and | notice he’s indeed cut, so | can only assume his brother is too.

For a few moments, Owen stands there, looking at Audrey. | can see a
slight flush spread across his face, and he shrugs apologetically. Then, a



moment later, he cups his dick and balls with his hands and runs after his
loudly laughing twin brother.

“GIVE IT BACK, FUCKER!” I hear him yell, and | can see Audrey standing
there smiling, wide-eyed, and with a flushed face.

“LANGUAGE!” Miranda shouts without looking up from her phone.

Both boys are laughing loudly as they run after each other. Evan is
swinging the towel triumphantly above his head. A few times, he gives
Owen the idea he can grab the towel, who then reaches out to grab it. |
can’t take my eyes off his cute bubble butt as he runs around and the
glimpses of his dick | get when he reaches for the towel are a feast to the
eye.

Eventually, he grabs the towel, bringing both of them off balance, which
causes the boys to go rolling over the floor. One in his yellow underwear,
the other naked. After a short struggle, Owen pins down his brother,
trapping him under his naked body.

Owen starts making an obscene noise in his throat, clearly preparing a
big glob of spit.

“No! No!!” Evan laughs, frantically trying to get free.

Figuring it’s enough, Miranda clears her throat, looking at her sons. Both
boys look over and figure it has been enough. So, Owen gets up, extends
his hand, and helps his brother to his feet. He swings the towel over his
shoulder and walks toward the divider to put his boxers on, showing off
all his assets as he walks. He clearly doesn’t care about us seeing it all, as
he is still giggling.

Just before he disappears behind the divider, | notice the complete lack
of tan lines. The reason for this is obvious but still a bit strange to see
with my own eyes. Moments later, Evan shows up and stands next to me,
panting from his efforts to outdo his brother.

“THAT was fun,” he laughs.

| look at him and say, “You know you basically exposed yourself, don’t
you? Now we know what you look like too.”

His smile disappears for a moment from his face as he realizes what | just
said is true. Then he just shrugs and says, “l don’t care. It was funny.”



“It was,” | admitted, unable to push the image of the young, tight,
adonis-like body from my mind.

Moments later, Miranda drops her phone, looks at me, and smiles.
“Boys,” she sighs and adds, “I guess they also showed you the big
difference between them?”

“Yup!” | say and try to act as casual as | can.
“Figures,” she says and is back to her phone again.

Moments later, Owen appears in his bright blue boxers, also American
Eagle, and we take almost the same pictures as we did with his brother. |
direct Owen a bit differently to avoid shooting precisely the same
pictures.

After everything is done and the boys get dressed again, | shake
Miranda’s hand and promise to send her the edited portfolio pics as soon
as they’re ready. The boys bump fists with Audrey, and | do the same as
they walk past me.

“Call us when you land that swimsuit job, okay?” Owen says as he walks
away, still looking at me and almost tripping over his feet.

“I'willl” I say, smiling.
“That was... interesting,” Audrey says thoughtfully after | close the door.

| laugh at her stunned expression. “It was. And fun too!” | say as | start
cleaning up the worst mess.

Audrey helps me out, but | decide to call it a night after putting away the
green screen. We watch some television for about half an hour, and | see
Audrey yawn. | feel pretty tired from today too, so we clean up and head
upstairs.

| already decided to sleep naked this time. Audrey was very clear about
it, and | feel | don’t impose myself on her, so | don’t see any more reason
not to do it. | feel awkward standing by the bed in my boxers, but as
Audrey walks in, naked as the day she was born, | realize | need to act
fast to avoid an even more awkward situation. So | quickly drop my
boxers and crawl under the covers. Moments later, Audrey joins me.

| lay there staring at the ceiling and let the events of the photoshoot
replay in my head. The image of Owen’s penis and tight ass in front of my



eyes causes my dick to chub up a bit.
“They’ve got really nice bodies,” Audrey says beside me.

| glance over and smile. “VERY lovely bodies! | have to edit the pictures
tomorrow, so | can look at it a little more,” | say and wink at her.

“I didn’t know you were gay...” she says, sounding surprised.

“Haha! I’'m not! But near-perfect bodies like theirs are always nice to look
at. Boy, or girl, man or woman. Don’t you think?”

“I think | do,” Audrey says after thinking about it for a few seconds. Then
she starts smiling and softly says, “and an interesting... penis,” suddenly
blushing furiously.

Audrey’s blushing surprises me. She has to be used to seeing some dicks
over the years. | mean, at least Glenn’s and mine, but | assume she’s seen
others when she helped Glenn with his shoots. | notice some movement
beside me. Next, the blanket starts moving a bit, and before | can react, |
feel Audrey's hand gripping my dick. It takes me a moment to realize it,
but the moment her hand wraps around my shaft, | jump up and get out
of the bed, feeling both angry and surprised.

“What the fuck!” | almost shout.

| never swear in front of her, and | can see a mix of fear and wonder on
her face. But that look on her face is gone in under a heartbeat, and | can
see her eyes tearing up. My half-hard dick stops sticking out as it deflates
quickly, and | realize | need to say something.

“You can’t just grab a man’s... penis, Audrey! And especially not an adult
one,” | say, the anger still there, even though | do my best to hide it.

“I'm... 'm... I didn’t know... It’s... Sorry!” she yells out and starts crying for
real now.

| immediately feel sorry for her and crawl back into bed. | move over to
stroke her hair and notice again how amazing her pert little breasts look
on her thin, girlish frame.

III

“I shouldn’t have yelled at you, but it’s just... it took me by surprise,
sigh, still stroking her hair and face, “And you should’ve asked,” | softly
add.



“I know! But seeing Owen today made me really curious about...” she
sobs, takes a deep breath, and continues, “and | figured since you’re such
a cool guy, you wouldn’t mind. But I...”

Hearing her say this boosts my ego a bit, and | can feel my anger fade
away. And | can relate to her seeing a kid her own age naked. It sparked a
whole new level of interest when | was her age, so | can imagine
something like this having the same effect on her.

“Look. I'm sorry | got so angry,” | start.

“I shouldn’t have done that,” she interrupts me as her sobbing gets less
intense.

“No. You shouldn’t have. But | get it.”

She looks at me for the first time since she started crying, and | can see
her swollen eyes and the tears on her cheeks. She looks so vulnerable
and fragile that all my anger is completely gone and replaced by empathy
and curiosity.

“You do?”

“Yeah. | was young too, remember?” | chuckle, “and you can touch it
now if you still want to,” | quickly add before | change my mind.

“I can?” she asks, surprised, and wipes the tears from her cheek with the
back of her hand.

“Yeah. You’re gonna try and discover anyways, so it might as well be with
someone who won’t hurt you, who loves you and can teach the stuff you
need to know,” | say, mostly to myself as | realize I'm heading down a
slippery slope.

Deep down, | know | shouldn’t do this, of course. But she will find a way
to satisfy her curiosity, and | don’t want it to be some pervert or asshole
that will crush her heart. And | don’t want her to get hurt, so why not
show her and explain everything. It’s not like I’'m going to fuck her or
anything. She’s just getting an anatomy lesson about male genitalia.
That’s all.

“Let’s move over,” | say and sit up on the edge of her side of the bed and
move the blanket out of the way to give access to my dick. As | move the
blanket, Audrey's body is coming into view too, but she doesn’t care

about that at all. Audrey sits down next to me, and moments later, we're



both naked and looking at each other. The tension in the air is thick, and |
think that’s why | don’t bone up.

Audrey looks up at me with big question marks in her eyes, and | simply
nod. This is all the encouragement she needs as she slowly extends her
hand and takes my soft dick in her hand. Immediately, a big smile spreads
across her face as she starts examining me with her small hand.

“It’s warm,” she matter-of-factly says and rubs her thumb over my glans.

| can barely hold back a big moan and say, "You know there used to be
skin there, don’t you?”

“Uh-huh. Glenn had skin there,” she says with her eyes focused on my
junk.

“I’'m circumcised. That’s what they call it AHH,” | moan as her finger rubs
over that sensitive spot under the front of my dickhead.

| immediately feel myself grow stiff, but | already decided this isn’t a bad
thing considering what we’re doing here. It amazes me it took me this
long. But the moment | moan, Audrey pulls back as if she’s stung by a
bee.

“Did I hurt you?” she asks worriedly.

“No! On the contrary,” | smile reassuringly, “it feels great when you touch
me like that.”

Audrey looks down at my dick again and giggles. “I can see you like it,”
and wraps her hand around my stiffening shaft.

She starts groping around again, and before | know it, I'm as hard as I've
ever been. | have to admit to myself that | like this way more than |
anticipated, but that we’re not doing this for my pleasure.

“I never knew a boner can get this hard and soft at the same time,” she
whispers to no one in particular.

“You DO know the correct word for it, right?” | say in an attempt to keep
up the illusion of education.

“Of course. It’s called an erection, and these are your testicles,” she says
as her left hand starts cupping my balls without her right hand leaving
my shaft.



“Careful!”

“I know. Don’t worry,” Audrey softly says, with her confidence clearly
growing by the minute.

Her hand starts toying with my balls, and her eyes are still focused on my
dick. Then, she surprises me as she starts moving her right hand up and
down on my shaft. It’s clear she’s beginning to jerk me, and | feel almost
powerless to stop her.

After a few moments, | finally ask her, “What are you doing?” which
takes great effort to say without moaning.

“Jerking you off,” she simply says with a very determined look on her
face.

“It’s jacki... Ohhh”

| know it’s inappropriate. | know | have to stop her. And | know there are
a million different things wrong with this. But her soft hand and
determination to see me cum, combined with more than a year of
involuntary celibacy, make it impossible for me to stop her.

“Hmmm... move your hand up higher on my dick,” | say between moans,
“Ahhh... like that. Yeah.”

Audrey gets off the bed and sits on the ground between my legs, my dick
almost at eye level. She keeps sliding up and down on my boner, and I'm
very impressed by her technique. It’s probably because of the situation,
but | already feel the build-up in my balls. Her soft, stroking hand feels
fantastic! She’s even doing a weird twist-thing in her up and down
motion that | only saw online once.

Her left hand leaves my balls a moment later and joins her right on my
shaft. My hard-on is only six inches long, but her small hands fit perfectly
on my dick, and it adds a whole new level to what she’s doing. She’s not
moving fast, but the friction of her soft hands and the twisting motion
are incredible!

“I’'m getting ahhh,” | pant, “getting close. Look out!”

This triggers something in Audrey. She looks even more concentrated at
my dick, and her hands pick up the pace. Despite all the action, | manage
to keep my eyes open and look down at her. She spreads her legs a bit,



and | notice her glistening, almost hairless pussy looks all swollen and
puffy. She must be horny as hell now too!

| try to hold back as long as | can to enjoy this amazing feeling as much as
possible, but it’s an uphill battle. | hear myself panting and moaning
loudly, and | finally let out a big grunt from deep down my throat,
“GRHHH CUMMINGG OAAHH..”

My balls almost pull back inside my body completely, and as my body
tingles all over, | feel my cum shoot through my dick with a force | never
felt before. In the distance, | feel one of her hands leave my dick while
the other one keeps milking me slowly.

| hear Audrey moan too, and when | open my eyes, | almost cum again.
Audrey is still sitting on her knees between my legs, and | see my cum
splattered all over her tits and belly. Globs of cum are slowly sliding
down, and there’s one long string of cum hanging from her stiff nipple. It
looks vulgar and sexy at the same time. Audrey’s look is slightly
unfocused as she keeps looking at my dick, but her right hand between
her legs makes it impossible for her to think straight.

All of this happens in a flash, and the moment it sinks in what I’'m looking
at, my dick twitches furiously, and at the same time, | hear Audrey moan
as she cums. Her eyes shoot back in their sockets, and she clenches her
legs shut. Her grip on my dick increases, but | barely notice. I’'m looking
at the most erotic site | ever laid my eyes on. A twelve-year-old girl is
having an orgasm while covered in cum. | might be a pervert, but | can’t
imagine anybody not finding this almost too hot to handle.

As | sit there, enjoying the view, Audrey’s grip on my dick loosens a bit,
and | can see her eyes regaining focus. She smiles shyly when her eyes
meet mine and quickly removes her hand away from between her legs.

“I’'m sorry, | was...” she softly starts.

| immediately interrupt her, “Don’t worry! | would’ve done the same,” |
smile, feeling an intense urge to put her at ease after her first real sexual
experience.

“I didn’t know you would shoot so much... stuff...” she says softly as she
lets go of my dick, looks down her chest, and starts to giggle.

“Well... it was more than usual. You did an amazing job, Lil’ Bit!” | say and
see her blush spreading across her face and upper chest as | say this.



“I did?”

“OH YEAH!” | say a bit too enthusiastically and quickly recover, “how did
you come up with that twisting motion of your hands?”

“I'uhm... | saw it in one of Glenn’s books. Why?”

“You taught me a new trick there,” | chuckle, “I usually just move up and
down on it”

“When you... sprayed your stuff all over me... | just had to touch myself. Is
that normal?” she asks, and her shyness is back again.

“No, no! That’s not weird at all! In fact, it’s a perfectly normal thing to do.
You need to enjoy yourself too when you’re doing stuff like this, you
know? It’s a two-way street.”

That brings a smile to her face, and she eyes a drop of cum hanging from
my dickhead. Then, she extends her finger, scoops it off my dick, and
sticks her finger into her mouth.

“If it’s a two-way street, | can taste your stuff again. | like the taste of it,”
she simply says as she starts to stand up.

| let my eyes roam over her magnificent, cum-covered body, ending at
her sparse pubic hairs. Then, finally, | force myself to look her in the face
and say, “We need to get some sleep, you know?”

“Yeah,” she simply says as she looks down at the mess on her chest and
belly, “I'll grab a towel and clean up.”

As she heads to the bathroom, | find my eyes glued to her ass once again.
As she rounds the corner, | get up and crawl back into bed. A few minutes
later, Audrey walks in with a big grin on her face.

“You sure sprayed a lot!” she giggles, “but I've got it all. Next time, I'll
make sure to stay out of the danger zone.”

“Next time!?” | think to myself but decide to drop it.

Audrey crawls in on her side of the bed and immediately drapes herself
half over my body. | feel her hot pussy pressed against my leg, and her
stiff nipple pokes my chest. Now that we crossed this line, | don’t feel the
need to tell her to get back to her side of the bed. But at the same time,
I’m wondering where this will end.






1 This pic is the inspiration of how | imagine Scott sitting at the breakfast table.



Chapter 10 — Melancholia

Living without my parents around took me some getting used to. Glenn
and Gloria were a lot less strict about a lot of things. My bedtime was up
to me, as long as | wasn’t cranky or my grades in school went down.
Gloria helped me out with my homework a lot, which was great! That
way, | had more time to help out Glenn in the studio, which | liked best
about staying with them.

They didn’t mind me walking around naked either. If | did this at home,
mom and dad would send me upstairs to put some clothes on. But Gloria
and Glenn didn’t care if | walked around naked. So, on the weekends, |
ate my breakfast in the buff, helped Gloria out a bit in the kitchen, put
some clothes on, and assisted Glenn with whatever he needed.

| really enjoyed my newfound freedom. Especially when Gloria was gone,
and it was just Glenn and me. Glenn couldn’t stop showing me the ropes
of being a good photographer and complimented me on my work as it
was getting better and better.

One Friday evening, after we were done cleaning up the mess from the
shoot we had just completed, we looked at each other and chuckled
simultaneously. We were both sweaty from top to toe from all the hard
work. We’d been hauling around heavy stuff as the hot studio lights were
still radiating their warmth over the studio floor. Glenn quickly shouted,
“I'm first!” and started running toward the house.
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“Hey! Not fair! | want to go first!” | shouted, running after him.

“Not a chance!” Glenn shot back as he ran upstairs with me on his heels,
but | lacked the speed because of my smaller frame.

Before | was upstairs, | heard the bathroom door slam shut. Damnit! So |
started pounding on the door and whined, “l wanna go first! Please! |
smell like a rat’s ass!”

“Nope!” Glenn said, and | could hear he was taking off his clothes
already.

| thought about it for a second, and then | had an idea. This would be a
first, but it had a fair chance of success after our swimming sessions.

“Can’t | join you then?” | tried carefully.



| strained my ears in an attempt to hear a reaction from Glenn. There was
a bit more ruffling from him undressing, but that was about it. Then,
right when | wanted to try again, | heard the door unlock.

| tentatively opened the door and peeked inside. | looked at Glenn’s
naked backside walking over to the big shower stall as he said, “You
know the rules. Not a word,” and he opened the glass shower door
without looking back.

| was thrilled to have that much-needed shower now but was even more
excited about being so close to Glenn while we were both naked. Maybe
he could show me a new trick or show me how he jerked off again. So |
quickly disrobed and hurried over to join him.

Glenn was in the process of letting the water cascade over his body, so
he had his eyes closed and face toward the ceiling. That gave me the
opportunity to check out his manly body from head to toe. His penis
looked massive to me, and the thick bush surrounding it made me
jealous and self-conscious about my body.

| noticed Glenn’s penis was growing a bit. He wasn’t hard, but | saw it
enough to know he wasn’t soft either. Suddenly, | felt an incredible urge
to touch it. As if in a dream, | saw my hand extend itself toward his willie
and looked up at Glenn to see if he was looking. He still had his hands in
his hair but looked down at me and smiled a warm smile.

That was all the encouragement | needed, and | took Glenn’s willie in my
hand. | heard him gasp above the cascading water, but he didn’t say
anything. It felt weird having another guy’s willie in my hand, but the
more | fumbled with it, the more | liked it. Especially when Glenn’s willie
was fully erect. It didn’t take long, but that short period of feeling it grow
from soft to hard got me worked up pretty well, and | was equally hard as
| kept examining it with my hand.

Glenn moved his hand from his hair and laid one on my shoulder, and the
other one just hung beside his body. It was clear he was letting me have
my way, and | took the opportunity with both hands. Literally. After |
meticulously judged its size and shape, | pulled back his foreskin with one
hand, and with my index finger from my other hand, | touched his glans. |
expected it to feel different from mine, but the opposite was true.

| let the skin slide back, and my free hand moved to his balls while my
other hand kept moving the skin up and down over his glans. In my small



hand, his full-grown boner and balls felt massive. | jiggled them around
between my fingers, and | could hear Glenn moan. | still don’t know why,
but this triggered something inside me. | wanted to thank him for
showing me how | should jack off. | wanted to thank him for being such a
great mentor in my photography. | wanted to thank him for taking me in
as his son. | wanted to make Glenn have an orgasm.

So, that’s when | awkwardly started going to town on his willie. It took
me a few moments to get accustomed to his size. And after | shifted a bit
and got on my knees for a better view and a better grip, | really could get
going. | was at eye-level with his willie now and took in every detail as |
moved my hand up and down on it. Judging by Glenn’s moans, | was
doing a decent job. All | heard was the water running over our bodies,
the squishy motion of my jacking hand, and Glenn’s increasing moans.

“Oh, Bud! I'm... AHH..”

He was moaning about the same as he did last time he was jacking next
to me. | put two and two together, and | knew he was getting close. So |
kept stroking him, and my eyes fixated on the slit on the top of his glans.
| wanted to see his sperm shoot out of it and couldn’t wait for it to
happen.

“AHH... AHH... Bud, 'mmmm OHHHHH"

The moment he started groaning loudly, | felt his balls contract, his willie
fattened and started kicking in my hand. Then, moments later, his sperm
started shooting from the tip, and | was so hypnotized by its sight that |
didn’t realize he was coating my right shoulder and chest with it.

| was mesmerized by the spectacle before me. Watching Glenn’s sperm
fly out of his willie triggered something primal inside. | now know | was
horny as fuck, but | couldn’t place this confusing feeling at that time. |
kept trying to milk more sperm out of him. But after a few seconds,
Glenn placed his big hand on my head and moaned, “Stop it, Bud. It’s
too sensitive now.”

| felt a sense of pride that | made Glenn orgasm, but | was also sad it was
over already. Seeing him shoot his load sure got me going. | looked up at
Glenn, and when | saw him smiling down at me, | smiled back, stood up,
and gave him a tight hug. | don’t know why | did it, but it just felt like the
right- thing to do.



Glenn’s softening willie was trapped between us, and | could feel my
stiffy pressing against Glenn’s leg. Suddenly | felt silly about the hug, and
| didn’t want to make this too awkward, so | broke the hug and started
rinsing my hair.

The next thing | knew, | felt Glenn’s fingers wrapping themselves around
my stiffy. | opened my eyes and saw Glenn still smiling at me. He had a
natural way of putting me at ease.

“Your turn,” he said, barely hearable above the water.

When he started jacking me, | closed my eyes as | wanted to experience
the feeling the best | could. | hung my head back between my
shoulderblades and just enjoyed the good feelings Glenn’s fingers were
giving me. | was so focused on the good feelings on my stiffy that | didn’t
notice Glenn moving beside me.

Suddenly, my stiffy felt like a warm, moist blanket surrounded it. My eyes
crossed, and | nearly screamed because of this new sensation. Seconds
later, after | regained some self-control, and looked down at what was
happening. | was looking at the top of Glenn’s head and was shocked to
see my willie disappear in his mouth. By then, | had never heard of a
blowjob, but | sure as hell liked what it felt like!

The moment | felt Glenn’s tongue lap the underside of my willie, the
feeling was just too overwhelming, and | had to steady myself by holding
on to Glenn by his broad shoulders. He kept increasing his tongue motion
but also started bobbing his head up and down on my willie.

“OHHHH!II MMMHH,” | heard myself moan, my hips moving
involuntarily.

Glenn’s hands moved slowly up the backside of my legs, and as he
reached higher, | felt the pressure inside build up with each up and down
motion of his head. The moment Glenn’s hands finished their upward
journey and arrived at my butt, he cupped my asscheeks with both hands
and pulled me further toward his mouth. One of his fingers was
extremely close to my butthole, but somehow it added an extra level of
excitement.

“AAHHHH!!” | almost screamed as he sucked me harder and lapped over
the entire underside of my willie.



| felt Glenn moan on my willie and realized | was going to cum any
moment now. Glenn must’ve also sensed it, as he moved up and down
now even faster. But, the moment his finger pressed on my asshole, | lost
it. | pushed my hips forward and felt my willie kicking furiously inside
Glenn’s mouth.

“AlIIIAAAHHII" was the high-pitched scream | heard as | came and my
knees buckled.

It was a good thing | was leaning on Glenn’s shoulders. Otherwise, |
would’ve fallen down again. The feeling of cumming inside Glenn’s
mouth was amazing! | never felt anything better until then and couldn’t
possibly imagine a feeling better than this. Ever.

Glenn’s sucking slowed down, and his finger released its pressure on my
butt hole. Now he was cupping my ass again, and the lapping on my
willie was toned down to a gentle caressing with his tongue.

| slowly regained my senses and just had to pull out of Glenn’s mouth. It
was just getting too sensitive in there. Glenn sensed me pulling back and
let go of my butt. With a loud popping sound, my willie exited his mouth.
| looked down at Glenn, and | saw a big grin across his face as he stood

up.
“How was it?” he asked with great interest.

| surprised myself when | exclaimed, “It was FUCKING awesome!”
“That good, huh!?” Glenn chuckled.

“Oh wow! It was like... | was... My willie was... What did you do?”
“I| gave you a blowjob, Bud. Feels good, doesn’t it?”

“Can | doit to you too?” | asked, excited to try.

“Haha! If you wanna try it, | don’t see why not. Just not now. You just
jacked me off. Another time, kay?” Glenn said, smiling.

We finished our business in the bathroom, and after we dried off, we
went downstairs together to watch some TV before | had to go to bed.
We didn’t care about clothes since Gloria wouldn’t be back before
midnight, and | would be in bed by then.

During the sitcom we watched, Glenn put his arm around my shoulder
and pulled me close.



“I think you’ll need your apron tomorrow. I’'m doing a Pyntar shoot
tomorrow,” Glenn said, looking down at me.

“Oh!? What is it?”

“It’s a mother and her daughter. They’ll be posing in front of a fake
mirror where the mother looks melancholically at her youthful self.”

“Sounds great! But why the apron?”
“What do you think?” Glenn chuckled.
“Naked?” | asked, feeling a slight stir in my groin.

“Yup. | talked to the mother, and she’s okay with you hanging around to
learn how this is done.”

“Really? That’s awesome!” | said, feeling excited about attending the
more serious shoots.

“Just be professional, remember?”
“Of course!” | said, smiling the most innocent smile | had in me.

After | went to bed, | lay there looking at the ceiling, wondering how the
shoot would go. And | was going to see my first real-life naked woman! |
was so excited that | figured I'd never sleep, but before | knew it, | heard
the familiar sounds of Gloria making breakfast.

“Morning!” Gloria chirped as | sat down at the counter, my chubbed-up
willie leading the way.

“Good morning. How was the party last night?”

“It was fantastic! Thanks,” she said with a big smile as she put the eggs
and bacon in front of me.

“Is Glenn up already?”

“Yeah. He’s in the studio. | heard you’re attending your first Pyntar shoot.
Nervous?”

“A little,” | admitted as | was munching down the eggs, "but excited too.
These pics are all about lighting and composition, and | really want to
learn how to do that right.”

“Right. About lighting. And naked people,” Gloria chuckled but looked
serious after that initial chuckle. “You’re okay with that, right?”



| looked at her to check if she was kidding me. She looked serious, so |
said, “I don’t care about that! Well... | have never seen a naked woman
before, but I’'m more interested in the process of how to take the proper
picture. Honest!”

She checked me out for a few moments and said, “Okay. Have fun then!”
and started cleaning the counter while | finished breakfast.

| went upstairs to get dressed and hesitated about what to wear today.
The tightness of my jeans was probably too uncomfortable when | would
sport a stiffy. And the chance that would happen was significant. But
considering the day would be a relatively warm one and that | would be
working with the hot lights all day, | figured | could get away with my
usual short sweat pants. My stiffy would have plenty of room in it, and
the apron would hide the tent I'd be sporting.

When | entered the studio, Glenn looked at me and smiled. “Dressed for
the shoot? Make sure to wear the apron, Bud!” and | could see him
chuckling at my expense, but he turned his head in an attempt to hide it.

“I know, but jeans are just too uncomfy. I'll wear the apron. | promise,” |
said, the annoyance in my voice clearly audible.

“Don’t worry, Bud. Michelle isn’t easily offended. And I’'m sure she’ll
make you feel at ease. And by now, | think Becky is about the same as
her mom.”

Shit! | almost forgot! There was going to be a naked little girl too. | wasn’t
very fond of that, but if she wasn’t too annoying, I'd probably still get to
see her mom’s boobs and pussy enough.

“Did you photograph her before?” | asked, trying to get as much
information as | could.

“Yeah. Lots of times. In fact, she’s the woman in silhouette in front of the
sun in my latest book,” Glenn said excitedly.

“Oh wow! She’s pretty.”

“Yeah. She did a shoot with her daughter before, but that’s years ago.
Michelle is one of these rare women that live day by day and don’t care
what other people think of her. And she’s good at modeling too. A
perfect combination!”



At that moment, the bell rang. Glenn looked at me and pointed toward
the apron. “I'll get the door. You put on the uniform, kay?”

| took the apron from the hook and tied it so that | would look
presentable in it. | felt my heart beating in my throat as | heard Glenn
talking to Michelle in the distance. The moment they came into view, |
was stunned. Michelle was a gorgeous woman in her early thirties. But
the moment her daughter walked in, | immediately felt my willie starting
to grow inside my underwear. | was expecting a little girl, around six or
seven. But instead, a beautiful young woman walked in. | guessed her to
be about thirteen or fourteen, and she was HOT!

She had blond hair, just like her mom, and a pair of real-life, handful-
sized boobs. She wore a lime green summer dress, which showed off her
developing curves magnificently, but her best feature was the killer
smile.

“Hi! You must be Scott,” she beamed and extended her hand for me to
shake.

| must’ve looked like an idiot because | couldn’t move, and my jaw
must’ve been open. Luckily, Glenn came to the rescue.

“Scott, meet Rebecca and Michelle, our models for today,” he said, which
snapped me out of my trance.

“Just Becky,” Rebecca said.
“Hi. Nice to meet you,” | finally croaked and shook both their hands.

“This will be your first shoot?” Michelle kindly asked, “Glenn told me
you’re learning the fine art of artistic photography?”

“Yeah. Glenn is teaching me everything there is to know, so hopefully,
one day, I'll be half as good as he is,” | said, knowing how much this
would flatter Glenn.

“Ahh, how cute!” Michelle said.

“Maybe you’ll even become a better photographer than Glenn,” Becky
laughed and placed her left hand on my upper arm. She tucked a bit of
hair behind her ear with her other hand.

“Oh... I... uhm...” | stammered.



And once again, Glenn came to my rescue. He looked at Michelle and
asked, “You’ve talked to Becky about the shoot we’re about to do?”

“Yeah, she did,” Becky said. “It sounds awesome!” and her smile melted
my heart.

“Great! Why don’t you two get ready? Scott and | will set up the lights
and cameras, and we’ll see you back here.”

“Okay,” Michelle and Becky said simultaneously and giggled as they
walked toward the changing spot.

“You okay, Bud?” Glenn whispered as he laid his hand on my shoulder.
“Yeah... it’s just... | was expecting a little girl, but...”

“Haha! | see! Yeah. She did some growing up since the last time | had her
in front of my camera,” Glenn responded like it was no big deal and
started working on his camera.

| was trying to help Glenn, but my eyes kept drifting off to the divider,
waiting for the two beautiful naked girls to appear. And the moment they
did... Oh boy!

Both of them walked toward us, completely naked, and were chatting like
it was the most normal thing to do. Since they weren’t looking at me, |
let my eyes drink in the view in front of me.

Michelle was undeniably a grown woman. Her boobs were full, and she
had curves in all the right places. | wasn’t an expert yet in the boob
department, but later, Glenn told me Michelle had an average B-cup. She
was on the thin side but not skinny. Her long legs seemed to go on
forever, and as my eyes moved up, | ended at her crotch. A small stripe of
black pubes hid her pussy lips from view.

| quickly scanned Becky before my window of opportunity was gone. She
was, in essence, a carbon copy of her mom. Just younger and a bit
smaller. In everything. Her boobs were smaller, her hips less curvy, and
her pubes... They looked magnificent! Her pubes weren’t modeled in the
same thin stripe as her mom’s, but she didn't need to shave, considering
she had less hair than her. Her pussy lips were still somewhat visible
through her pubes, which was incredibly sexy.

“Close your mouth,” Glenn whispered beside me and poked me in my
side with his elbow.



This snapped me out of my trance, and | tore my eyes away from these
gloriously naked bodies. | don’t remember my stiffy ever being this hard
before, and | was glad the apron was at least a partial cover-up for it.

“Okay, Michelle. You stand over there and Becky on the opposite side of
the frame,” Glenn said, pointing.

When Becky walked past me, she looked at me and smiled a smile that
made my heart melt for the second time. Then, she tugged her hair
behind her ear again and walked toward the spot Glenn pointed out.
Glenn had positioned the camera and fake mirror frame in such a way
that both of them had their front to the camera, and the frame looked to
be the mirror they’d both be looking at.

Glenn gave Michelle and Becky clear instructions on how to stand, hold
their arms, and look. This was just the first lighting and shadow test, so it
wasn’t needed to be spot-on. | could see Glenn was in the zone and had
a very clear idea in his head about how it all should look.

“Scott?” he asked, looking around and acting as if he had just returned
from out of space.

“I'm here,” | said, making sure he could see me, even though this meant |
couldn’t look at Michelle and Becky anymore.

“Can you move that spot up until | say stop?”

| spent the next fifteen minutes adjusting all sorts of spots. One of the
critical elements in this shot was the exact same lighting on both models.
But since they were different in so many ways, this was a complicated
task.

“I think we’ve got it,” Glenn finally said.

“It’s a good thing it isn’t cold in here,” Michelle chuckled when she saw
me walking around, sweating a lot from all the hard work.

“Just one more thing,” Glenn said, looking at me.

“What?”

“Can you apply some matting powder on these spots?” Glenn asked as
he pointed toward their shoulders and the top half of their breasts.

“Uhm,” | stammered, blushing.



“Don’t worry. I'll look through the view-finder and tell you where it’s
needed,” Glenn said.

I’'ve applied that stuff before during the film poster and album cover
shoots. But the big difference with this one was that | needed to apply it
to naked women. So | took the jar and brush from the table and walked
over to Michelle.

“Don’t worry about it, kiddo,” Michelle smiled at my obvious insecurity
about it.

| took the brush and dipped it in the powder. My hand was shaking when
it went to her shoulder. Michelle noticed it and just winked at me, which,
strangely enough, put me at ease. With guidance from Glenn, | matted
her shoulders enough, but the hard part was yet to come. The moment |
started working on her boobs, | shifted my weight, which caused my
boner to touch her leg. My eye immediately went up to meet hers, and
the fear of being caught must be clear as day because she started
giggling and put her hand on my shoulder.

“Relax, dear! | told you not to worry. It’s normal to be nervous, and... you
know,” she said and winked again.

“Oh... okay... thanks?” | managed.

In no time, her boobs were done. While working on them, | took in every
inch of them with my eyes. My hand was close to her boobs, so | felt a bit
sad it was over already. | could only hope that Becky was as easy-going as
her mom. But, as | walked over to her, my boner still straining my
underwear, | saw her smiling and knew she was cool with it.

Her shoulders were easy because she had darker skin. But while | was
working on her shoulders, | couldn’t keep my eyes from her amazing
boobs. Of course, Michelle’s were fantastic, but seeing these pert boobs,
with hard, upward-pointing nipples, by a girl close to my age, made me
realize | was creating jerk-off material in my head for months.

My hand kept shaking as | kept working so close to her boobs, but | just
couldn’t help it. Thankfully, Becky didn’t notice or didn’t let on that she
saw it.

“Okay. | think we’re ready,” Glenn said as | was finishing up on Becky.



“Thank you,” Becky whispered to me, and | immediately felt my face go
red.

“N-No problem,” | stammered.

That’s when the actual positions had to be taken. Since they had to be a
mirror image of each other, this had to be done meticulously. Again, both
of them were amazing at following Glenn’s directions. During this
complex part of the shoot where | couldn’t do anything, | kept looking at
both bodies and memorized every inch of them.

After what seemed like forever, Glenn took the first real shots. Then, four
or five shots later, Glenn asked, “Here. You take a look. Notice the
difference between shadow and light. And check how | positioned the
mirror dead center.”

Now that | could see everything first-hand, | was even more impressed by
Glenn’s ability to set the scene and mood in it. His eye for detail was
exquisite! My barely trained eyes saw nothing that wasn’t one hundred
percent thought through and executed to perfection.

“This is amazing!” | said, looking up at Glenn, “how do you come up with
this?”

“When I’'m on the toilet!” he chuckles, “Just kidding! It just pops up in my
head at random moments.”

He took several more pics and made Michelle and Becky make minor
adjustments to their hands and heads, and after about ten minutes, we
were done.

“You did great, ladies!” Glenn said excitedly after the last shot, and he
dismounted the camera from his tripod.

“Ahhh... finally,” Becky said as she stretched her body, making her look
even more fabulous, “I started getting a cramp in my arm.”

“I told you posing like this wasn’t easy,” Michelle said, stretching her
body too.

“One shot of you two together to remember this shoot by?” Glenn
asked, holding up his camera.

“Sure!” they said enthusiastically.



They stood together, wrapped one arm around the other’s shoulder, and
started smiling at Glenn. Becky made a peace sign with her fingers, and
Michelle just waved. Then, as Glenn lowered his camera, Becky asked,
“Can you use the self-timer to take a shot from the four of us?”

Glenn looked over at me to size me up. | gave him a timid nod, and Glenn
just shrugged.

“Of course,” he said, placed the camera back on the tripod, and started
fiddling with it.

“Come here, Scott,” Michelle waved at me.

| walked over to her with shaky legs, and the moment she wrapped her
hand around my waist, | felt a strange feeling. Almost as if | came home
and a warm blanket wrapped around me. My shakiness was gone, and |
just smiled at her.

“You did great!” she said softly.

| tore my eyes from her boobs that were almost pressed against my chin
and smiled back at her, blushing furiously.

“Smile!” Glenn, who positioned himself next to Becky, cheered, and we
all smiled at the camera.

After a few moments, we heard the familiar ***Click!*** sound, and | let
go of Michelle’s waist.

“There are two more. Keep smiling!” Glenn said, and | grabbed hold of
Michelle again but pressed my cheek against her right boob accidentally.
Michelle didn’t care, or at least didn’t say or do anything about it, and |
was in heaven with a naked boob against my cheek.

“Is that the last one?” Becky asked after the third click.
“Yup. We’re done. Want to drink something before you leave?”

“No, thanks. It’s late already, and we’ve got almost an hour to drive
before we’re home.”

“You're still coming next week, right?”
“For that Mother Mary shoot, you mean?”

“That one, yes. Still working out the details, but I’ll manage.”



Michelle grabbed her PDA and quickly scrolled through it. Next, she
smiled at Glenn and said, “Yes. It’s there. Around seven again, right?”

“Great! Seven will be fine,” Glenn said and hugged Michelle as if she was
still fully clothed.

“Come here, Sugar!” Michelle said after breaking the hug with Glenn and
spreading her arms invitingly.

Of course, | wouldn’t let the opportunity of hugging a naked woman go,
so | dived right in. As my face was pressed against her bare boobs again, |
heard Michelle softly say, “You’re really cute, you know that?”

That made me blush, and | stammered, “Th-Thank you. | like you too.”

Pretty lame, | know, but I’'ve never been in a situation like this, so | didn’t
know what to say otherwise. Before she broke the hug, she kissed me on
my cheek and patted me on my butt as she walked away.

In the meantime, Becky had broken her hug with Glenn and walked over
to me for another hug. She wrapped her arms around me and went for a
full body-to-body hug, where Michelle left a bit more distance between
our bodies.

| froze when | felt my boner press against her. The apron still covered it,
but Becky couldn't miss it. | was afraid she’d break the hug or would start
shouting. But instead, she pressed her body more firmly against mine
and smiled broadly at me.

“I'like you too,” she chuckled and followed her mom to the divider.

To clear my head from what just happened, | started cleaning up. | killed
the lights while Glenn worked on his camera and tripod.

IH

“Thanks, guys!” Michelle said, and Glenn and | turned around
simultaneously to look at her and her daughter, now fully dressed.

“No, Michelle! Thank YOU!” Glenn said and walked over.

| followed Glenn and couldn’t keep my eyes from Becky in her green
summer dress. Now that | knew what was under it, | saw her in a whole
new light and felt butterflies flying around inside my belly. Glenn handed
Michelle an envelope, which she declined.

“No need to pay me, silly! You know I like doing it. Becky too, right?” she
said and looked at Becky, who was nodding and smiling to confirm it.



“Please, Michelle. | insist. You make expenses too, driving all the way,”
Glenn pressed.

“Absolutely not! Just make sure you come up with something good for
next week. That’s all I’'m asking.”

“Bye, Scott!” she said, waved, and kissed Glenn on the cheek before she
turned around.

“Bye, Scott...” Becky said and winked at me.

| felt like | melted, and the only thing | was capable of at that moment
was a timid wave back. | felt silly standing there, but | couldn’t move my
feet.

“Bye, Glenn,” they both said and left the studio.

| was still standing there, looking at the door as Glenn walked over. He
stood next to me and put a hand on my shoulder again.

“You okay?”

“Yeah. | think I am. It was...” | trailed off.

“I know. They’re a force of nature, aren’t they?”

“Oh boy...” | smiled and looked up at Glenn, “and a naked force too...”

“Good thing you wore your apron. And even that wasn’t enough to hide
it all the time,” he chuckled.

We sat down at the canteen table. Glenn grabbed himself a beer and
handed me a Coke. | was still flabbergasted about everything that had
happened and was staring blankly at the wall. | heard Glenn talk in the
distance, but it didn’t register. Flashes of their naked bodies still filled my
head, and | felt like my balls and willie were about to explode.

“Huh?!” | asked and looked at Glenn.
“I said, are you sure you’re okay?” Glenn said with a knowing smile.

“Oh... yeah. | think I am. It’s just that... | feel funny. Down there,” | said,
nodding down and blushing.

“You're just horny!” Glenn laughed. And then, a bit lower and in a more
conspirative tone, “We can jack off again. Or maybe you want another
blowjob? We've still got some time before Gloria comes home.”



That surprised me. | didn’t expect that Glenn would want to do that
again. Of course, | did realize Glenn was right about me being horny, and
another blowjob would definitely solve that horniness. But | also wanted
to try giving a blowjob, especially to Glenn. His big, manly body and his
big willie were suddenly very appealing to me. So | whispered, “Me first,”
got off my chair, and dropped to my knees. My hands immediately
started working on Glenn’s button and zipper, and before | knew it, | had
Glenn’s willie in my hand.

“You don’t have to do that, Bud,” Glenn tried, but he didn’t sound very
convincing to me.

“I' know,” | said, tugging at his pants. “Lift your butt.”

Glenn lifted his ass from the chair long enough, so | could slide his pants

down to his ankles and started massaging his willie. As it grew stiff in my
inexperienced hands, | felt Glenn work himself out of his pants. Now that
he was naked, waist down, | could crawl between his legs and gain better
access to his willie.

As | held it in my fist and pulled back the foreskin a bit, | could see some
precum oozing out. | was expecting a little more hesitation on my part,
but as | was looking at this big, stiff willie in front of me, | realized |
wanted to taste it and wrap my lips around it. It probably had a lot to do
with the fact that | was so horny at the time. Looking back at my first
blowjob, the eagerness on my part made it a lot less awkward. There was
no apprehension, no question if it would fit, no wonder what it would
taste like, nothing. | just opened my mouth and wanted to have that thick
tube of flesh in my mouth.

The moment my tongue hit his piss slit, my lips wrapped around the top
of his shaft, just below his dickhead. The taste of his precum triggered
me instantly. | couldn’t say | liked the taste and texture, but it was like an
aphrodisiac to me. | simply wanted more, and | wanted it as quick as
possible!

So as | tried to remember what Glenn did to me in the shower, | started
moving my head up and down over it. But during my masturbation
sessions in my bed, | learned what the good parts of my willie were. So |
figured Glenn’s were probably basically the same as mine. That’s when |
lapped my tongue over the underside of his dickhead and used a lot of
saliva to make it slippery.



“AHHH... Bud! You’re amazing... OHH...” Glenn moaned above me, which
made me proud.

But the pressure in my willie was growing too, so | pulled the apron aside
and slid my sweats down so my willie was exposed and accessible to my
hand. The movement caught Glenn’s attention because | felt him move,
and he said, “Lie down. Let’s try something new.”

Despite my curiosity about what he had in mind, | didn’t want to remove
his willie from my mouth, so | kept sucking and lapping away at it.
Eventually, after a few moments, | felt Glenn’s hand on my shoulders as
he was gently pulling me away.

“Trust me,” he softly said.

It was just a few steps to the carpet where we’d usually shoot the
pictures. But before | could get to my feet, Glenn lifted me, and he
carried me in his strong arms. | felt his stiff willie bob against my backside
as we walked, and | was shaking with anticipation. Moments later, Glenn
gently laid me down on the carpet and started taking off his shirt. As |
saw him doing this, | figured | might as well get naked too. | don’t think |
ever took my clothes off faster, and before Glenn was lying down next to
me, | was naked.

“Lay on your side,” he said.

| did as he said but found it odd that Glenn was lying down in the
opposite direction. This only took me a moment because | quickly
connected the dots when his willie came close to my face. This way, we
both had access to each other’s stiffies simultaneously. The moment
Glenn was down, | dived in and went back to sucking his willie.

“Whoah!” he moaned. “Easy there, Bud!”

But | didn’t want to take it easy! | wanted to suck, lick, caress, and taste
his cum. | never felt what | was feeling before, but Glenn told me later
that | was just horny as hell. | felt delighted and happy with Glenn’s willie
in my mouth, especially now that the amount of precum had increased.
But the moment Glenn wrapped his mouth around mine, my eyes
crossed, and | almost bit Glenn.

The tingle inside my balls and willie was already at my peak, and | figured
it couldn’t get any better. But, oh boy, was | wrong! | heard myself moan
uncontrollably when Glenn started moving up and down with his tongue



all over my dickhead. But | had a task | wanted to fulfill too, so | tried
focussing primarily on that. At that moment, | learned that | lasted longer
because of having to divide my attention between Glenn’s willie and
mine.

My balls were feeling like | could cum any moment now, but | didn’t cum
yet for some reason. Feeling like | could cum at any moment was
incredible, especially now that | kept balancing on the verge of it! And as
| kept sucking on Glenn’s thick willie. | noticed he was moaning loudly
too.

Then, moments later, | felt Glenn’s hand move over my butt again, with
his finger toward my butthole. Last time, it felt a bit silly when he was
doing this. But now that | knew how awesome it felt, | was anticipating it,
and a tingle went down my spine. | wasn’t ready yet to do it too, but |
wanted to do something in return, and | used my left hand to cup his
balls and toy with them.

As Glenn’s finger inched closer and closer to my hole, | felt my balls
already pulling up toward my body. Right before his finger hit it, |
doubled my efforts on Glenn’s willie in an attempt to prolong my orgasm.
Judging by Glenn’s moans and that his dick was getting fatter, | figured he
was extremely close too.

Just when | thought things couldn’t feel any better, Glenn placed the bar
higher again. This morning, his finger just pressed on my hole. But this
time, he started sliding it in. | practically screamed with joy, but Glenn’s
willie in my mouth muffled the sound.

And that’s when | came.

All my senses were on fire, and all muscles in my belly tensed. | came
harder than ever before and felt something | had never felt before. This
finger up my ass sure triggered something. | was completely engrossed in
my orgasm but still managed to lurk on Glenn’s willie. When | regained
some of my consciousness, | worked on Glenn’s willie again. All the while,
| felt the same feeling as | did when | came for the first time. It felt like
hours of this awesomeness, but it was probably less than a minute in
retrospect.

Glenn still had his finger up my butt and his mouth over my willie when
he moaned loudly. Then, his willie got even fatter, and in my hand, | felt
his balls pull up and spasm a few times.



The first hit surprised me. It flew directly down my throat, and | had to
suppress a cough. | didn’t have time to think because before | knew it,
there was another spurt. And another. | tried swallowing as much as |
could, and | just loved the taste of it. But it was just too much, and | felt
some of it ooze out of the corner of my mouth, around Glenn’s willie.

Just before Glenn came, | was still feeling like | was cumming, but it
slowly ebbed away. Now that his cum filled my mouth, that feeling was
back. Glenn was moving and spasming a bit when he came, which caused
his finger to move around in my butt. That added a lot to the experience
too.

Glenn still had my willie in his mouth but stopped the sucking and licking.
So | figured | had to do the same now, even though | wanted to taste
more of Glenn’s cum. My tongue eagerly lapped up each drop that
dribbled out, but eventually, Glenn pulled back, leaving my mouth
strangely empty. His finger slowly left my butt, which felt both good and
bad at the same time. And as Glenn’s mouth left my willie and the cold
hit it, | decided to turn on my back too, still breathing heavily.

“Wow!” | softly said, “l didn’t... wow!”

“Yeah,” was all Glenn said. And a few moments later, “I think you actually
shot some sperm, Bud.”

“REALLY!?” | asked, propping myself up on my elbows and looking at
Glenn.

“Really. It wasn’t much, but | felt it come out, and | tasted it,” he
chuckled.

| turned around, threw myself at Glenn, and hugged him tightly. His
softening willie was pressed against mine, making me feel all warm
inside. Then, before | realized what | was doing, | kissed him on his cheek
and said, “Thank you! You made my sperm come out!”

“Hahaha!” Glenn laughed. “You did that yourself, Bud!” and he kissed me
on my cheek too and ruffled my hair.

| laid my head on his chest, enjoying what we did together. We laid like
this for a few minutes before | said, “You were right about that new
idea.”

“Well... technically, it isn’t a new idea. It’s called a sixty-nine.”



“Sixty-nine?”
“Yeah. Picture the numbers and imagine the circles being a head...”
“Oh!” | said after visualizing it, “I see.”

“It’s amazing, right? Making each other feel good at the same time. It’s
almost like actual fucking.”

“Yeah! | never thought about such a thing.”

“No wonder. You’re only twelve years old.”

“Hey! I'm almost thirteen!” | said with mock indignation.
“Right! Sorry, Bud!” Glenn laughed.

“Glenn?”

“Scott?”

“Why did you put your finger... well...” | timidly asked.

“It’s what they call an erogenous zone of the male body. Didn’t you like
it?”

“I... uhm... | actually liked it a lot! That’s not weird, is it? Does it mean I’'m
gay?ﬂ

That caused Glenn to lift his head and look me in the eyes. The serious

look on his face made me think | had asked something | shouldn’t have
asked.

“No! That doesn’t mean you’re gay. Nor does it mean you’re straight. It
just means you like giving your... butt a bit of attention. And what if it did
mean you're gay? | don’t care! Heck, | like it too, and I’'m not gay.”

“Oh. Sorry.” | responded.
“No need to be sorry, Bud. You're still learning a lot about your body.”

“I guess you’re right. Thanks for showing me all this!” | said, relieved it
wasn’t a big thing, and | gave Glenn another tight hug.

“Let’s clean up in here and head to the house, okay? Gloria will be back
from her bridge club soon, and | don’t think she’ll understand what’s
happening here.”



| gave Glenn a peck on his lips and got to my feet. His eyes roamed over
my body, and as | extended my hand to help him to his feet, he asked,
“Would you mind posing together with Michelle next week?”

“Uhh, | don’t know. Can I?”






Chapter 11 — B-Wyze

“Will do. Thank you for choosing Aquinas pictures,” | say to Mr.
Leiberman over the phone as Audrey looks at me expectantly.

| smile at Audrey as | hang up. | know she’s dying of curiosity, but | decide
to tease her a bit. So, | pretend to be very busy with all the paperwork
lying around on the desk. | smile to myself as | hear Audrey groan.

“O0HHH!! Come on! What did he say?” Audrey whines as she slaps me
softly on my shoulder.

“Just kidding, Lil’ Bit,” | say, laughing. | explain to Audrey that Mr.
Lieberman owns the B-Wyze clothing company, whose primary focus is
on swim and underwear for children and teens. The studio he worked
with up until now doesn’t have the quality Mr. Lieberman is looking for.
He heard some great stories about our studio, and after he saw some of
the practice shots | did with Evan, he called us. As a first assignment, Mr.
Lieberman wants us to do the catalog and webshop shots for the new
swim and underwear collection. He’ll hire us as his primary studio if
these are to his liking.

“That’s great news!” Audrey cheers and gives me a tight hug.

“Itis! But it’s a lot of work too. The shipment with the clothes that need
to be modeled arrives on Friday. That’s the day after tomorrow, and |
need to prepare the studio too. After the clothes arrive, I'll need to sort
them and make sure they’re shot in the right order so that the printing
company and webmaster won’t mix it up.”

“We..” Audrey says.
“What do you mean?”

“WE need to sort it and manage it. Not just you,” she says and kisses me
on my cheek.

“Okay. WE,” I laugh, “I’m calling Miranda to see if she’s still interested in
this.”

“What do you think?” Audrey chuckles. “She’ll probably be here in under
a minute if you ask her”



“I guess you’re right, but | have to ask it officially, and | need to negotiate
the fee they’re gonna get.”

“Who are you going to ask for the girl's collection?”

“Well... | was kinda hoping you’d help me out with at least the test shots.
And if these are approved, it’ll be a lot easier to plan the whole thing.”

“Really? | uhm... | don’t know. | never thought about it. | want to try
posing as a model to see what it’s like. But that’s just a thing between us.
| don’t want a career in it.”

“Let’s do some test shots and see how it goes, okay?”

“I don’t know if | want a lot of people to see me in my bikini,” Audrey
says, blushing furiously and looking very insecure all of a sudden.

“First off, you don’t have to be ashamed about anything! You look
amazing. Don’t let anyone tell you otherwise! | mean it,” | smile warmly,
“And second, these shots will be body shots only. Your face won’t be in
it.”

“Oh! Okay. Well... let’s try and see how it goes then,” she smiles, and the
insecurity seems to fade away.

“This whole thing is going to be a lot of work, I’'m afraid. Thankfully the
test shots | made of Evan last time are approved, so we don’t have to do
these anymore.”

“He liked them that much?”

“He didn’t choose us just because of them, of course. | had done a
decent job shooting him...” | put on a horribly exaggerated French
accent, “lahk a tdru ahr-TEEEST!!”

“Of course,” she giggles.

“So Saturday and Sunday will be all about shooting the twins, and I’'m
guessing a few evenings during the week too. And then we still have to
find time to shoot your stuff.”

“Don’t worry. We'll manage. Maybe | can skip my gymnastics practice
once or twice this week. That’ll buy us some time too.”

“I don’t want you to have to miss practice because of this. Ah well... we’'ll
see. First, we need to make sure the twins are onboard.”



The call to Miranda was as expected. She said she was thrilled to help
with the assignment. Even the price she asked for doing this was way
better than expected. She only demanded that the boys’ names be
spread around by B-Wyze and me. That way, they’d land more
assignments, according to Miranda. | know it doesn’t always work like
this in the business, but that’s up to Miranda to figure out.

We sit around quietly for a moment when an idea pops up. So | ask,
“How about we try some portfolio shots? That way, you’ll know what it's
like to be in front of a camera, and it might give you an idea of what to
expect.”

“Uhm... okay. When?” Audrey asks, not overly thrilled.
“How about now?” | say in an attempt to stop her from overthinking it.
“I... uhm... | guess?”

“Great! No need to change. Just wear your street clothes,” | say and head
toward the studio, figuring Audrey will follow me.

| flip on the lights when we enter the studio, motioning for Audrey to
step onto the carpet. The backdrop is plain white, which contrasts nicely
with her hair. | grab my camera and smile at her, trying to put her at ease
because she’s obviously more than just a little nervous.

“Now what?” she asks, fiddling with the hem of her blouse.

“We’ll start with some full-length shots. Just do what you think feels
right, kay?”

“Okay,” she says timidly, “but you need to tell me when I look silly!”

“Don’t worry,” | say soothingly, “you won’t look silly. And no one but us
will see these pics, so nothing to worry about.” That seems to put Audrey
at ease, and she starts smiling at me. | give her a few directions, and
before | know it, she’s posing almost like a pro.

When | finish with a few full-length shots, | move on to closeups of her
head. These are usually done with a bare neck, and her blouse's collar
covers it up. “You think you could open up the buttons of your top and
pull it away? Or ... just take it off?” She gets a coy look on her face and
slowly starts unbuttoning. As this striptease unfolds before my eyes, |
snap away as much as | can, surprised by how quickly this shy girl
changed into a stripper.



The moment the blouse slides from her shoulders and her bra-covered
breasts and tight belly come into view, | feel myself grow hard. | don’t
want to and think it’s unprofessional even in a setting like this, but | just
can’t help it.

| see Audrey’s eyes briefly go to my crotch, but she doesn’t say or do
anything. So | decide to act like nothing is out of the ordinary either and
move in to take her headshots.

“Aren’t my straps showing this way?” Audrey asks innocently but with a
smile that oozes horniness.

“Yeah. A bit. But with a girl your age, this is perfectly normal. With
adults, we ask to move them a bit out of...”

Before | can finish my sentence, Audrey moves both of her bra straps out
of the way and smiles at me.

“Since it’s just the two of us, we might as well do this right,” she softly
says.

So | snap a few shots of her head with her bare shoulders, and in the
corner of my eye, | see the top of her right nipple showing above the
pads of her small bra.

| quickly point my camera to this incredibly sexy spectacle and softly say,
“since it’s just the two of us, the sexy bits can be shown too,”

Audrey starts to giggle nervously. “What’s next?”

“Just the half, quarter, and full-length body shots. And close-ups of your
distinctive features.”

“And what are my distinctive features?”

“If you ask me, your belly and ass,” | say, knowing quite well how
inappropriate it is to say it like this but also knowing how much Audrey
likes to be treated as equal.

| step back for the overview pictures, and Audrey gets back in the flow of
posing like a pro. Taking off her blouse was almost like a striptease, but
the way she removes her skirt is very unceremonial. She just unbuttons
it, drops it to the floor, and kicks it away.

Even though I've seen it many times by now, the way she looks in her
underwear still gets me going. Her bra straps are still loose around her



upper arms, and the top of both her nipples are showing. It isn't obscene
or trashy, but more like an innocent wardrobe failure that doesn’t seem
to bother her. Her standard laced hipster panties must be in the laundry
or something because this time, she’s wearing classic white cotton
panties with little red kisses all over them. There’s a mild cameltoe in the
front, and it’s obvious she’s turned on by this, judging by the tiny dark
spot accentuating her pussy.

| feel my still stiff dick twitch painfully in my pants and realize my precum
is leaking like crazy. | see Audrey’s eyes move to my crotch again, and she
asks, “Isn’t that uncomfortable?”

“Yeah. A bit. Sorry, but | can’t help it,” | say, blushing furiously.

“I don’t care. I'm flattered you like looking at me,” she chuckles. “You can
take ‘em off if you want.”

Although this sounds very tempting, | figure | need to be the sensible one
here before things start spiraling out of control. “Thanks. But | don’t
think this is a good idea,” | say and try to sound as convincing as | can.

“Did you cum already?” Audrey blurts out, still focussed on my crotch.

| look down and see the big, damp spot my precum created. Wanting to
be as honest as | can about all this, | say, “No. This is my precum. This
whole situation is pretty exciting, and I’'m getting aroused, so my dick is
preparing itself to have sex.”

“Do you want to have sex with me?”

“No, no!! That’s not what | mean!” | say, terrified about how this is going.
“Why not? You just said | look sexy,” she pouts.

“Well... You do. But I’'m... | can’t...uhm,” | stammer.

“I'm just pulling your chain,” Audrey says, laughing, “I’'m not stupid, you
know.”

“Oh. 1uhm...” | keep stammering, “...you DO look sexy, but we can’t...
Let’s take some more pictures, okay?”

“Sure,” Audrey says, smiling that horny smile again.

| take the necessary portfolio pictures and move in to take a close-up of
her belly. Both from the front and side, noticing again how much her



gymnastics training sculpted her body. After these are out of the way, she
turns her back to me so that | can take pictures of her ass.

“Oh boy,” | hear myself whisper as | look at that tight, panty-clad ass right
in front of me. Both undersides of her cheeks peek out from under the
fabric, and her child-like panties make it look forbidden and sexy at the
same time.

After taking a few pictures, Audrey looks back at me over her shoulder
and says, “Wait a second. | think this will make it better.”

Before | can say anything, she hooks her thumbs in the waistband of her
panties, lowers them, and steps out of them. As she’s bent over, | almost
cream in my pants as | get a great look at her ass and pussy. It only lasts a
few moments, but at that moment, | realize I’'m basically powerless to
resist this young girl. | know | have to be the responsible adult here, but
she’s making it extremely difficult with her hot body and flirty attitude.

“That’s better, isn't it?” she asks as she stands up straight and shakes her
ass a little.

“Ahem... yeah,” | croak and clear my throat, “but these can’t go into your
portfolio.”

“I know. But you like my ass, and | want to know what it looks like too.”

I’m currently on my knees at eye level with her butt, and | snap away at
it. | ask her to bend forward a bit, lift one leg, and so on. Just when |
think I'm done, Audrey starts to giggle.

“I want to try something. Sit back a little.”

So | do as she says, hold the camera in front of my face and make sure to
keep her in the center of the frame. She quickly takes off her bra, and |
see her spreading her legs. Now her legs make an almost perfect triangle
with the floor, and | start snapping away. Audrey bends forward, grabs
her ankles with her hands, and looks back at me, upside-down from
between her legs. She smiles that horny smile again, and my finger
almost can’t press the shutter button fast enough. | zoom in on her
exposed tits, her thighs, her pussy, her face, her ass. Everything looks
hot. The way she’s standing and looking at me, she just breathes sex. |
didn't realize it up until then, but twelve-year-old girls can be way sexier
than most adults.



| have to adjust my straining boner, and | feel the wetness in my
underwear as | do so. With the camera in my other hand, | keep finding
new spots on her body to eternalize digitally.

“You sure about your pants?” Audrey asks again after looking at me,
adjusting my boner.

“Uh-huh,” I half-heartedly reply.

“Well... | need to do something about it,” she says and sits down on the
floor with her legs obscenely spread toward me, giving me an
unobstructed view of her spread pussy.

| hear myself swallow as | see Audrey’s right hand slowly move toward
her pussy, while her other hand moves to her boob and her fingers start
pinching her nipple. “Audrey... Wh... What are you doing?” | stammer.

“The other day, | saw the pictures Glenn took of you when you first
modeled, and | want to try that too,” she pants, and as her finger hits her
clit, the sound of a loud moan fills the room. “Will you take my...
ahhhh.... pictures too, pleas... hmmmhhmm?”

This takes me by surprise. Where did she find that book? Glenn promised
me he hid it where only he could find it. At that moment, | realized | had
given Audrey the combination of Glenn’s safe so that she could send Mr.
Cohen some required copies of things like death certificates, so her trust
could be started. And in the back of the safe, Glenn kept my most
personal and intimate pictures.

Considering I’'m horny as hell by now, the obvious effect it has on Audrey,
and the fact that | have very fond memories of these pictures, make me
dismiss the idea that she found something she shouldn’t have.

“Go for it...” | whisper and start taking the best pictures possible of this
masturbating young girl in the spotlight of a photo studio.

The moment | whisper this, something changes in Audrey’s eyes. She
starts going for it hardcore and appears to slip into her bubble. | crawl
toward her for a better view, and she doesn’t even react to my
movement.

As | inch closer, she lays back down on her back, her legs still spread and
bent, so her knees point upward. | lay between them, looking up her
body toward her head. Her middle finger slips inside her pussy, and she



arches her back. This way, her tits are partly visible, and so are her head
and the rest of her lower body. The pictures | snap at that moment are
probably still the most intimate | ever took. Audrey is in the middle of the
act of something very personal, but her entire, nubile young body,
electrified with horniness, is on display.

“OHH...” Audrey moans, and | get on my knees to get a better view.

Looking down at her from an angle is still hot as fuck, and | feel the
tension in my balls grow by the second. But | don’t want this to be about
me. So | move around as quietly as | can, snapping away at this
masturbating girl.

“Ohhh, Scott! | think I’'m cumming alrea... AHH.... 'm... OHHH...”

Her head starts moving around from left to right, and her eyes are shot
back into her head. By now, both her hands are working on her pussy.
Her left middle finger plows in and out of her sopping pussy, making
obscene squishy sounds, while her other hand works on her clit and lips.

“AlIIIHHHHIIIT” Audrey almost screams.

| see her body stiffen, her hips push forward so her ass is off the floor.
Her hands are perfectly still, and her whole body starts spasming a
heartbeat later. Seeing her cum, almost pushes me over the edge, and
my dick is twitching inside my pants furiously. Thankfully, | don’t jizz my
pants, but it’s close.

| keep taking a picture every now and then, and after a few moments,
Audrey drops to the floor. Then, she slowly opens her eyes and smiles at
me.

“That was HOT!!” she pants.

“Fucking hot,” | say, well aware of the swearword but figuring it
emphasizes the intenseness of it all.

“I had a great teacher,” she whispers, blushing.

“Thanks,” is all | can come up with, “I think you’re ready to model that
swimwear.”

We both start laughing, and Audrey gets up, hugging me tightly. As she
does this, my nostrils are filled with the smell of young girl pussy, and |
shiver as she hugs me.



“You're awesome, Scott! I'm so glad you’re with me,” and | can hear her
sniff at that.

| look her in the eyes, and | can see some tears in them. | kiss her softly
on her lips, which causes Audrey to kiss me back instantly. The moment |
feel her mouth open, | gently break the kiss and smile at her.

“You just came. Your hormones are playing tricks with you right now.
Don’t worry about it.”

Audrey breaks the hug and starts gathering her clothes. As she pulls up
her panties, she asks, “l don’t care if it’s my hormones talking. I'm really,
really glad you’re taking care of me,” and seeing her determined look is a
confirmation to me that she’s serious about it.

“I really like being with you too, Lil’ Bit!”

She smiles warmly as she puts on the rest of her clothes. “We can start
prepping the studio right now, you know?”

Glad she changed the subject, | eagerly agree. A little over an hour later,
the basic backdrop is set, and the spots are set to the default settings
too. This way, I'll only have to make minor changes to make sure the
pictures all look the same, except for the twins' clothes.

We clean up, watch some tv, and go to bed. Being naked next to each
other in bed isn’t really an issue anymore, and as | lay there staring at the
ceiling, | decide to jack off in the shower tomorrow. My level of arousal
dropped enough to get through the night without much trouble.

“I didn’t think it would be that awesome,” Audrey says next to me.

“Me neither. | remember my first time like it was yesterday. Being in front
of a camera makes you feel... important?”

’

“Yeah. That’s about right, | guess. But when | started... uhm... doing ‘that,
| almost felt like | was watching myself. | felt SO hot doing it.”

“I know! | felt that, too, back then. Glenn didn’t push me or anything, but
it felt like a switch was flipped when | was down to my underwear. |
wanted to show everything | had, and | just had to jack off. | still don’t
know what happened. It was almost like a trance.”

“It helped a lot too that it was you behind the camera and not some
stranger.”



“True. But | still didn’t expect the urge to do it would be this strong.”

“Well... to be honest,” Audrey softly says, “I felt the urge to do it as |
thumbed through the book this morning with the pics of your first
session,” and | can almost hear her blush

“Those were meant to be private...” | half-heartedly respond, knowing
perfectly well Glenn did his best.

“I know. But once | found them, | couldn’t stop looking.” She glances at
me with a pensive look, concerned that she went too far. “I’'m sorry.”

“Nah. It’s okay. | get it. And while we’re being honest, | would’ve looked
too. In fact, | want to see them again. It’s been a long time.”

“I put the book back in the safe.”

“I'll look at it tomorrow. But now we gotta sleep. School and prep day
tomorrow. Night, Lil’ Bit”

“Night, Scott.”
“You looked amazing. You really did,” | say into the darkness.

| feel her moving beside me, and before | know it, her lips touch my face,
and she gives me a tender kiss on my cheek. Then, she drapes her naked
body over my side of mine as she cuddles up. The heat and wetness from
her pussy on my leg immediately brings my dick to life, but | don’t care if
she notices it anymore. | just enjoy her nude body on mine, and since
she’s clearly interested in my boner, | figure there’s no need to be all
paranoid about it anymore.

As we lay there, and | let the events of the day roll by in my head, | can’t
help myself, and | realize how much I really like both the person and the
body that’s cuddled up against me. Could it be ... LOVE? | give my head a
shake and dismiss this quickly. | CAN’T be in love with a twelve-year-old
girl who is legally my sort-of daughter! | love her, but surely not like...
THAT! We can play around, and | can help her explore her sexuality as
Glenn did with me. But there needs to be a line | shouldn’t cross. So my
only worry at the moment is where this is going to end and if | can
contain myself when necessary.



The following morning, it’s business as usual. After Audrey gets out of
the shower and I’'m done brushing my teeth, | hop in and let the warm
water clean my body. The moment Audrey is done drying herself, she
finally leaves the bathroom, and | jerk myself to a quick orgasm. As my
cum splatters against the tiles, | feel yesterday’s tension leave my body.
But when | open my eyes, | see Audrey’s silhouette through the fogged-
up glass door, standing there and brushing her teeth. Even though |
jerked off with my back toward her, | feel a bit embarrassed. | don’t know
when she came in, but what | did couldn’t be missed.

“You know you can do that in bed, right?” Audrey says after spitting out
the toothpaste and without looking at me.

So much for secrecy and privacy. But the lack of guilt and shame | feel
surprises me. So | turn sideways to grab the soap and say, “I know. But |
didn’t want to bother you with it last night.”

“Okay. Fine with me. Just so you know, | don’t care. Kay?” and with that,
she turns around and leaves the bathroom.

After Audrey heads off to school, | call Miranda. Luckily, she and the
twins are available tonight and the rest of the weekend. So we arrange
for them to come over at around seven this evening. We'll take some test
pictures, tweak the setup where necessary, and make sure the two
remaining days can be used to produce the final images of the swim and
underwear.

| move stuff around in the studio, and in the end, | think | created a
pretty good setup. The room divider for giving the boys privacy when
they need to change is now a bit closer to the shooting location, so the
boys won’t waste too much time walking back and forth. | wish | could
put it closer, but unfortunately, that’s not an option. | also tested with a
triple camera setup to shoot all three sides at once. But | just can’t get
the lighting right on all three, so they have to turn twice during the
shoot. | hoped to get the total time to shoot one item down a bit, but
sometimes it is what it is.

| start sorting the clothes and make sure they are all numbered correctly
so that no one can mess up after we’re done. Then, after Audrey gets
back from school, she starts helping me. Most of the items the boys need
to model are basic boardshorts in all sorts, lengths, and colors. There are



also about a dozen bikini-style pants and a few semi-professional tight
swim trunks that end just above the knee.

The underwear is basically the same. Most of them are boxer briefs in all
sorts of colors and lengths. There are about a dozen low-rise bikini-style
briefs and a dozen old-school cotton boxer shorts. But when | open the
box labeled ‘other, I’'m a bit surprised. There are four different thongs in
there and two types of jock-straps. | didn’t know they even made thongs
for kids this age, but as the image forms in my head, | realize | won’t
mind seeing these hot twins in them.

“Uhm... Scott?” Audrey asks while holding up a thong.
“What is it?” | ask, chuckling because of her questioning face.
“Do | need to wear this?”

Audrey took charge of the box with girls' clothes, and | realized there
were some clothes in there too that a kid this age wouldn’t normally
wear.

“We promised Mr. Lieberman we’d shoot everything he’d send us.”

“Hmm...” Audrey says thoughtfully, “it’s a good thing it’s just body shots
then.”

“Mr. Lieberman did mention that his company is unique in its products
for teenagers. So | guess this is what he means by that,” | laugh as | hold
up the boys’ thong.

“Oh wow... they’ve got these for boys too?” she asks with disbelief in her
voice and her face getting red.

After we finish unpacking, sorting, and registering everything, we quickly
eat something. Just after we finish, the bell rings, and the Thompsons are
here. We greet each other, and as we walk toward the studio, Miranda
asks, “Did you ever do a big shoot like this before?”

“Not this big on my own, no. But | assisted Glen a lot with these kinds of
shoots, so | know quite well how it’s done and what’s needed.”

“Good to hear. And I... we need to talk about tomorrow,” she says,
looking a bit embarrassed.

She’s interrupted by the twins, who have entered the studio and taken in
the new setup. “Wow!” they both say simultaneously.



“That’s a pretty neat setup!” Miranda agrees, clearly impressed, and |
can see the last bit of doubt disappear from her face.

“Thanks. We worked hard the last couple of days. What about
tomorrow?”

“Oh. Well... My husband and | have an important meeting with a
potential investor that afternoon. So | don’t know what time we’ll be
done, and I’'m afraid we won’t be able to pick up the boys. Is it too much
to ask of you to drive them home tomorrow after they’re done here?”

“Oh no! Not at all!” I reply cheerfully, glad to know there won’t be a
potential bossy parent around.

“Thanks! You're the best,” Miranda sighs, clearly relieved to have this out
of the way.

“Okay, boys!” | say as | stand next to Audrey and try to get their
attention.

| explain to them how | need to make sure the setup is okay for
tomorrow’s shoot. And that today will all be about practice. And that
tomorrow and Sunday, we’ll do the hard work. Their nervousness is
quickly gone after my explanation of the how and what.

“So, head over to Audrey, and she’ll hand you your first swimsuits.”

As Audrey hands them two board shorts, | explain that they can change
behind the divider like last time. And that later on, we’ll do the speedos
and maybe underwear. But that depends mostly on how complicated the
lighting turns out to be with the first two items.

“I need to make sure the lighting is good for them too,” | say to the room
divider where Evan and Owen are currently changing.

| already lost Miranda. She’s still inside the studio, but since | started
talking to Evan and Owen, she’s made a phone call and is currently
extremely busy typing on her phone. This is fine by me. The fewer
comments from her, the easier it'll all go down.

She must’ve seen me looking because out of the blue, she says, “We’re in
the middle of acquiring three new salons. So I’'m a bit occupied. Sorry.”

“Don’t worry. I've got it covered. This way, you can see how | do things,
so you don’t have to worry tomorrow when they’re here on their own,” |



smile.

“Oh. I’'m not worried about you. | can see how you handle them and how
Audrey acts around you. So, no. No worries here,” she smiles.

“Thanks. | appreciate it,” | say, and at that moment, the boys get into the
set.

They look just as hot as | remember them. And in my head, | already
picture them in these tiny thongs. But first things first. We get to work
after jumping through the hoops to determine who’s who. They both
catch on quickly, and before we know it, it’s time to change into the
speedos.

“Uhm... Scott?” | hear from behind the divider.
“What is it?” | ask, smiling knowingly at Audrey.
“Can you come here for a sec please?”

| look at Audrey and shrug. As | get behind the divider, one of the twins is
looking at me and standing there in his blue speedos, with the other
giggling and buck naked next to him. | quickly glance at the exposed dick,
and seeing his birthmark assures me I’'m looking at Evan.

“What is it?” | ask Owen, quickly drinking in the sight of both boys.

“Uhm... you know you can see it all in these things, right?” he says,
looking a bit unsure.

“I know. That’s how these things work. You don’t feel comfortable
wearing it?” | try carefully.

“Nah! | don’t care,” he smiles and grabs his dick through the thin fabric,
“I'just wanna know if | should point it to the left or the right,” he says
with a straight face, but behind me, Evan bursts out into laughter.

| can’t help myself and also start laughing, glad to know they’re just
playing with me. So | say, “Whatever you want. As long as it doesn’t peek
out somewhere, it’s fine by me.”

| turn around, nodding my head, and see Evan pulling up his green
speedos. | get one last look at his junk before | get back to my camera. |
glance over at Audrey and see she’s smiling, but her face is flushed. | look
at Miranda, and she’s smiling too. When she sees me looking, she just
shrugs and rolls her eyes apologetically.



The speedo test pics are done relatively quickly, but | prolong it a bit by
zooming at the crotches. This way, I've got some nice pics of what these
boys are packing. When these are almost done, | check my watch and
look over at Audrey.

“We can do your test pics right now too. Is that okay with you?”
“Uhh... sure,” she says and shrugs.
“Great! Go and change, so we can continue when I’'m done here.”

| take a few more close-ups of Evan’s dick and balls. The moment I’'m
done, | stand up straight and say, “That’s it for today, guys. Thanks!”

Right at that moment, Audrey appears from behind the divider, and | can
see both boys looking at her with their mouths open. | have to blink a
few times too, but | quickly regain my senses and act as if it’s the most
normal thing in the world. Audrey picked the bikini that’s clearly inspired
by the one that Ursula Andress wore in the James Bond movie. And she
looks absolutely fabulous in it.

As she walks over to the set for the test shots, she looks at Owen and
Evan. | expected her to be all shy and reserved at this moment, but the
boys’ reaction must’ve spiked her confidence. And that white bikini with
black waistband looks smokin’ hot on her. | can’t blame the boys for
looking at Audrey like they do.

“Great! Get over there, so | can do the necessary checks,” | say, winking
at her.

“Dude!” | hear one of the boys whisper loudly behind me.

| look over to see what’s going on, and right before Owen covers it with
his hands, | can see his speedo-covered boner pointing toward his hip. A
quick glance toward his brother shows that he’s chubbed up but not
hard. Of course, this all happens in a split second, but I like what | see.
And | like it a lot!

“I’'m sorry, dude! Can’t help it. Look at her!” he whispers back without
showing much shame for boning up.

“I know, but...” Evan whispers softly and looks at his brother’s groin.

“You can go and change if you want, boys,” | say as | look for Miranda,
who's currently on the phone and not looking at what’s going on here.



“Nah. We're good,” Owen smiles as our eyes meet.

“I can see that,” | chuckle as | nod toward his groin, “but | think it’s best if
you hit the sack early today. We’ve got two long days ahead of us.”

Owen blushes when he realizes he’s busted. Evan just smiles and says,
“Come on, Dude. He’s right. Mom will be ready soon too.”

And after they disappear behind the divider, | focus on Audrey again. Her
confidence is still high, and she's acting like a pro. It all goes way
smoother than with the boys. We did have some practice, of course. But
still... ’'m impressed.

After we’re done, | look over my shoulder and see the boys are standing
there in the clothes they wore when they came in. But, instead of what
kids these days usually do, they aren’t looking at their phones. Instead,

their eyes are glued to Audrey in her hot, white bikini.

“Ready?” Miranda asks as she walks toward us, her phone in her pocket
for once.

“See you tomorrow,” Audrey says seductively as she walks by the boys
and disappears behind the divider

“Yeah. All done for now,” | say to Miranda, ignoring Audrey and the boys.
“Remember to wear loose-fitting clothes tomorrow, so we won’t see any
lines we don’t wanna see.”

“Will do. And thanks for bringing them home tomorrow. You're a life-
saver!”

“Don’t mention it.”

“See you tomorrow, Mr. H,” Evan says, and we bump fists, “later,
Audrey!”

| make another fistbump with Owen. “Later, Audrey!” he calls out, and
they’re off.

Audrey and | watch some tv together, and after we clean up and get in
bed, she asks, “Did you see how they looked at me?”

“I sure did,” | reply, not mentioning the boner incident since | don’t want
to embarrass either of them. “And | don’t blame them. You looked like a
million bucks in that bikinil”



“I do look good in it, don’t I?”
“Yeah. You sure do!”

“But they looked amazing too in those small speedos.”
“True. But not as hot as you did. Close, but not quite.”
“Night.”

“Night,” | say, yawning loudly. “Oh! Before | forget. We're bringing them
home tomorrow after the shoot. You can come too if you want.”

”Why?”
“What do you mean, why?”

“Why bring them home? They can stay here for the night. There’s still a
room left that we don’t use. And Glenn’s room, of course.”

“Hmm. Didn’t think of that. I'll ask Miranda. We're basically strangers, so
| don’t know what she thinks of it. But it does save a lot of time.”

“Kay. Night,” Audrey says and clicks off the light.

Audrey and | are still drinking our tea and coffee the following day when
Miranda and the twins arrive. Both Owen and Evan have big smiles on
their faces and look excited to get started. Miranda, however, looks
anxious.

“You okay? Want some coffee, maybe?” | ask and motion for her to sit
down at the table.

“Yes, please,” she responds thankfully and sits down.

“I'll get it,” Audrey says as the twins join us at the table and sit on the
wooden bench.

“We’re only wearing sweats, Mr. H.," one says, and the other chuckles.
“All airy and loose down there!”

Miranda looks at him with a frown, and he immediately responds,
“What!? It’s true, isn’t it?”



“You know | told you not to say everything that pops up in your head.
This is one of these things. Scott isn’t interested in how ‘loose’
everything is hanging,” she says sternly, with a clear emphasis on loose.

“Okay. Sorry, Mom.“

| know better than interfering in these discussions, so | decide to change
the subject, “Audrey had a good idea,” | say as Audrey puts down the
coffee in front of Miranda.

“Oh?” she asks, looking at Audrey.

“Yeah,” Audrey starts, “bringing them home tonight and then driving
them back here tomorrow seems a bit silly to me. We’ve got a spare
bedroom, and they can sleep there. If you're okay with that, of course.”

“And if Owen and Evan want to, obviously,” | quickly add.

“I... uhm... | can’t ask this from you, guys!” she tries, but it’s immediately
clear that she likes the idea.

“Nonsense! We’ve even got more time for the shoot this way!” | smile.

“Well... It does eliminate the need to be home in time tonight... You sure
you don’t mind?”

“Honestly! They’re very polite, and I’'m sure we’ll have a good time,” |
say, knowing how much parents like it when other people call their kids

polite.

“What do you think, little men?” she asks, looking at them.
“Fine by me,” Evan replies.

“Me too,” Owen adds.

“Just one thing. You'll have to share a bed. That’s all. It’s a king-size,
though.”

“No problem. We're used to that. We do it almost every holiday we go
on,” is Owen’s quick reply.

“And we shared a womb, so we’re used to being together!” adds Evan,
grinning. Miranda rolls her eyes again.

“Thanks! Then it’s settled. That’s one concern less. Today is a very
exciting day because if we manage to take over these other salons, we’d



be the biggest in the area, opening many opportunities for us. We can
get the...”

“Mom!” both boys say simultaneously.

“Oh. Sorry. You’re right,” she blushes, “I can sometimes get a little carried
away about the salons.”

“Listen. Just do your thing today, and let me worry about these two little
men. Just make sure you don’t forget about them,” | smile.

“No, silly!” Miranda chuckles, “We’ll pick them up at around four on
Sunday?”

“Great! If things go well, we’re going to be done by then. I’'m almost
certain.”

Miranda polishes off her coffee and almost runs out of the studio to get
her things done. It’s clear she cares a lot about the boys, but now it’s also
apparent there is something massive happening with the salons. I'm glad
to help, and | like that there are no prying eyes now. This way, | can focus
on what | do best. And it’ll be fun with these two clowns around. I like
these kids, and so does Audrey.

After announcing we’re starting, both boys get up and walk over to the
divider. Audrey is with them and starts picking the first item for them to
wear. She surprises me when she blurts out, “Now | see what you mean.
You’re not wearing underwear!”

“Yeah. When you’re hung like us, it’s difficult to hide it, you know,” one of
them says.

“Bullshit! I've seen you in speedos, so you don’t have a lot of secrets for
me in that department,” Audrey chuckles.

“Shit. She’s right, dude,” the other one laughs.

Before we start shooting, | learn who’s who. | realize at that moment that
if you just ask them, they give you an honest answer. It’s the guessing
and saying how much they look alike that puts them off. When we start
the shoot, | quickly get a bit annoyed by how much time it all takes. Sure,
in the beginning, it’s getting used to everything, finding the correct spot
and pose, that sort of stuff. Then, after three or four items each, the pace
picks up a bit.



“We’re doing a lot of walking back and forth,” | hear Evan say behind me.
“Would you mind if we just change ... like, right here?”

| look back at him, figuring he’s asking me. But he’s actually asking
Audrey, which | find very sweet of him. Audrey glances at me, and | just
shrug.

“Uhm... no. | don’t mind. Do you want me to turn around or something?”
she asks.

“Sure, if you want. We... kinda don’t care if you see us. We’re used to
walking around... you know... naked when we’re at home,” Evan explains.

“It’s just that you might think it’s... you know...weird... or awkward. So it’s
the right thing to ask first, right?” Owen adds.

“I'uhh... no. Go ahead,” she says, and | can see a slight flush on her face.
“Mr. H?” Evan asks, looking at me.

“It might speed things up, so go ahead. And remember, what happens
inside this studio, stays in this studio!”

“Almost like Vegas,” Owen smiles. Both of them hook their thumbs into
their waistbands and are naked in under a second.

This sure speeds things up. The time it took them to walk back and forth
to the divider is gone this way. And | see a gorgeous naked boy practically
all the time. | manage to steer away from a boner, but it takes me some
effort and a lot of focus to do so. | notice Audrey constantly stealing
glances, but it just seems natural for them to walk around naked after a
while, and even Audrey stops looking the entire time.

About halfway through the afternoon, | can see they’re all getting a bit
tired. We’ve done great so far, and almost all the boardshorts are done.
So now it’s just the speedos, underwear, and thongs left. We’re probably
ready at around noon tomorrow if we keep up this shooting rate.

“Let’s finish the boardshorts, and then we’ll call it a day. Okay?”

“Sounds good! I'm getting pretty tired, you know?” Owen says as he
scratches his balls.

| can’t help but look. His cut penis lies against the back of his hand, and
his balls are moving in his sack as he scratches them. His hairless legs, the
small patch of pubes, and slightly muscular chest make me want to touch



him everywhere. | know | can’t, but they do make it damn difficult this
way.

“Okay! That’s a wrap!” After the final board short is shot, | call out, “if
you boys want, you can go take a shower.

“Nah. I’'m good,” Evan says.

“Me too. I'll take one in the morning. | didn’t sweat that much. Need any
help in here?”

“You are the best,” | call out, and both of them are beaming with pride,
“but you need to change into your sweats. We can’t go to Denny’s with
you looking like this!” and | point at their boardshorts.

“Denny’s? Just a sec!” Owen says and quickly heads over to the divider,
his brother hard on his heels.

“Even that ‘airy’ look is better than just swimming shorts!” Audrey
shouts, chuckling.

“Yeah, yeah...” comes the muffled reply from behind the divider.

The evening is delightful! Evan and Owen are a lot of fun to be around
and didn’t give me a hard time once. We eat at Denny’s, but the twins
ask us to skip dessert. Instead, Evan insists on eating ice cream at a
nearby shop that serves the best milkshake in the state, according to
both of them! So we head over there, and | have to hand it to them.

”
!

“That’s one fine milkshake!” | say after | polish it off.
“Told you!” Evan says.

“Look, guys. Tomorrow we need to shoot the more revealing stuff,” | say
seriously. “You don’t feel pressured or anything, right?”

“Huh? No!” Owen says with a look on his face as if I’'m from Mars.
“Just checking. Sorry.”

“I really don’t care! I'd pose naked if you want. I’'m not ashamed of my
body. His body, on the other hand...” Owen says as he makes a disgusted
face and points at his brother.

“Hahaha!! That’s funny! Ya know... cause y’all look... the same!” | say
with a thick trailer-trash accent to emphasize the humor in explaining a
joke.



We all laugh so loud that the waitress starts glaring at us. “Let’s tone it
down a bit, guys. | don’t wanna be kicked out of here.”

“Sshhh...” Audrey whispers, still giggling.

“I think we’ve got time tomorrow to do a mood shot with the three of
you. Would you mind?” | say after the laughter dies off.

“What’s a mood shot?” Audrey asks, and judging by the questioning look
on all faces, nobody knows what | mean.

“I want to put you guys on a beach where you’re having fun. Or where
you look at the sea. Or just sunbathing. Stuff you do when you’re
wearing these clothes. That way, Mr. Liebermann will see the added
value of it because these can be used on his website, in his shops, his
printed folders, you name it.”

“You want to go to the beach tomorrow? In Seattle?” Owen smirks.

“Duh! Of course not,” | reply with mock annoyance. “We’ll use a green
screen. But if he likes it, I'll try to persuade him to go to an actual tropical
island and shoot the real deal.”

“Oh wow...” all three whisper together, which causes another burst of
laughter.

“Count me in!” Owen says, ”if it can take me to a tropical island, I'm
game!”

“Me too,” his brother replies and looks questioningly at Audrey.
“No. Not me. Find another idiot,” she says with a straight face.
“Owww!!” Evan and Owen whine.

“What do you think? Of course, | wanna go to a tropical island! Back at
ya!H

“Wait a minute! I'm not saying we’re going to a tropical island, guys. I’'m
just saying we MIGHT go there IF | can convince Mr. Liebermann to pay
forit.”

“I get it. But | wanna go anyway,” Evan giggles.

It’s already late when we get home, so we decide to hit the sack. | show
the boys their room, and before | get a chance to leave them alone,



they’re already naked. These kids have even fewer issues with being
naked than | do.

“Night, boys. See you tomorrow.”
“Can you leave the door open, please?” Evan asks.

| need a moment to judge him if he’s not making fun of me this time. But
it’s clear they’re both serious, so | don’t say anything and just nod.

“Sure thing. I'll call you guys in the morning, kay?”

“You might need to call twice,” Evan says, scratching his ass, “or three
times. We're both very sound sleepers. Right, Dude?”

“Yep. Mom always complains about it,” Owen adds.
“I'll keep it in mind. Thanks for today, guys! You were awesome!”

As | glance at Audrey’s exposed boobs, | crawl into bed. We lay there
looking at the ceiling, and | just know Audrey wants to talk about today.

“I never thought a penis could be beautiful. To me, it was just a silly tube
of flesh. But seeing it now with Evan and Owen...”

“They are magnificent. There’s no other word for how they look.”

“I'just have to keep looking, you know? And at some point today, | just
wanted to grab it and jack it as | did with you,” she says, looking at me,
clearly uncomfortable admitting it.

“That’s not weird, Lil ‘Bit. You were horny. Heck, | had that thought once
or twice too today,” | chuckle.

“I’m going to masturbate now,” Audrey states and pushes down the
blanket, exposing her nubile naked young body and my precum-leaking
boner.

I’m not going to argue. | also need to relieve the pressure so that | won’t
do anything stupid tomorrow. | simply grab my hard-on and start jacking.
As | do this, my eyes are glued between Audrey’s spread legs, where the
movement of her hand betrays what she’s doing.

As she starts moaning, | quickly glance at her face and see her eyes are
glued to the action between my legs. Neither of us says anything, and
the room is filled with heavy panting, soft moans, and typical
masturbation sounds.



“Oohhhh,” Audrey moans, and it’s clear she’s trying to keep the sound
level down.

| can see her body stiffen as her hand moves faster and faster between
her legs, with the squishy sounds getting louder by the second. The
realization she’s cumming, pushes me over the edge more quickly than |
ever experienced before. And before | can say or do anything, my cum
flies out of my dick and coats me from my chin to my pubes.

| did my best to hold back my moans, but it was a powerful orgasm, so |
end up making a bit more noise than I'd like. Beside me, Audrey moans
again and, judging by her new spasms, comes again.

After we lay side by side for a few minutes, Audrey whispers, “It’s SO hot
watching you cum! | came twice again...”

“You're not too bad yourself. | get hot watching you too. I'm glad we’re
doing this together now,” and | carefully move toward her and give her a
peck on her cheek.

But right before | move in for a second one, she turns her head, and my
kiss lands straight on her mouth. Then, she grabs my head with her hand,
and she starts kissing me firmly. Again, no tongue, but not a friendly peck
either.

The kiss lasts a few seconds. And after she lets go of my head, she looks
me deep into my eyes and says, “I love you, Scott!”

This takes me by surprise, but | can’t deny my love for her, although I'm
not sure what kind of love I’'m feeling. But | do love her, so | reply, “I love
you too, Lil’ Bit!”

This brings a smile to our faces, but | feel my cum sliding down,
dangerously close to the mattress. So | turn to my back, reach under the
bed for the towel, and quickly clean up my mess. After Audrey clicks off
the light, she immediately cuddles up against me, and we’re asleep in
record time.

| grumble as the sound of the alarm clock wakes me. Audrey moves next
to me too. She moved away from me during the night, but her leg is still



draped over mine. | rub my eyes, grab my phone, and get up.
“Too early,” | hear Audrey grumble.

“Welcome to the glamorous world of professional photography,” | reply
as | pull up a fresh pair of boxers.

“Grmph... don’t wanna,” she wines and puts her arm over her eyes.

| walk over, grab the covers, and pull them down with a big tug. She
doesn’t even move. | let my eyes roam quickly over her magnificent
body. My eyes land on her puffy pussy lips, and a sudden urge to fuck her
washes over me. This feeling scares the shit out of me! | can’t possibly
fuck her! She’s twelve, damnit! And under my supervision. So, with all
the willpower in me, | push back that thought and pretend it never
happened. Instead, | reach out and tickle under her left foot.

“Hey!” she says, only pulling back her foot.

“Get up, okay? We’ve got work to do! I'll go and wake up Evan and
Owen.”

She grunts again, but before | leave the room, she sits upright and swings
her legs over the edge of the bed. | walk over toward the boys’ room,
and | can hear a soft snore coming from it. As | reach the half-open door,
| stop dead in my tracks. Holy shit! Both boys lie on their backs, and the
blanket is kicked around their feet. This isn’t a big surprise, considering
the temperature in the room. They must’ve cranked up the heating last
night.

But in the yellow illumination coming from the hallway, they look like
they’re glowing. But the thing that strikes me most are the hard boners
sticking up from their crotches. Because of these, | can’t see the
birthmark, so it’s not exactly clear who’s who. But | don’t care! | feel
myself grow stiff at the spectacle in front of me, and there’s nothing | can
do about it. Both boys are sound asleep, and one of them lies with his
head against his brother’s shoulder. It’s so sweet that if it wasn’t for them
being naked and their hard-ons on display, it could easily be on the front
of a Christmas card.

| hear some noise behind me and notice Audrey walking around in a tank
top and panties. “PSST!” | whisper loudly, and when she looks at me, |
motion her to come over. She looks at me with a questioning face but
walks over anyway. As she comes closer, | see her eyes focus on my



tented boxershorts, which make the question marks in her eyes even
bigger.

“What is it?” she whispers as she comes closer.
| smile and whisper back, “Take a look,” and step a bit aside

“Oh, wow!” she whispers as she looks at the boys, and in a reflex, she
puts her hand in front of her mouth, probably to prevent her from
waking them.

“I know, right? | wish | had my camera,” | softly giggle.

“They are... oh my god! This is...” she whispers, and | can see her hand
move between her legs.

She seems to snap out of her trance as she realizes where her hand is
going and looks at me with a flushed face. Then down at my tented
underwear, and she smiles.

“You can’t wake them up like this, can you?”

“Oh, I can. And | will. If they don’t care, neither will I. But I’'m not sure if
they like it when you’re in the back, looking at their boners,” | say, still
whispering.

“No. Me neither. Just one more minute,” she says, and we both take a
good, long look at these young, angelic boys, looking smoking hot.

“Okay. That’s enough for now,” | say primarily to myself.

Audrey nods and walks back to our room to get dressed. | enter the room
and clear my throat loudly. No movement. One of the boys’ boners
twitches, but that’s all. So | clear my throat again, but still nothing.
Finally, | move closer and reach out for their bodies. It takes a lot of
willpower to ignore their hard dicks, but | place my hand just above
Evan’s boner on his belly and feel the heat coming from his hard-on. Now
that I’'m close enough, I’'m able to see the birthmark. | gently rub his tight
belly, and he finally stirs. Before he realizes where my hand is, | move it
over to his brother and repeat the action.

Both of them yawn loudly and stretch their bodies, making an already
perfect picture even more perfect. | see them blink as they wake up, and
| notice both boners twitch again in my peripheral vision. Finally, | smile



as their eyes focus and see the realization in their eyes that they’re not in
their own bed.

“Morning, guys!” | say cheerfully.
“Morning, Mr. H,” Owen groans.

They don’t seem to realize their situation since neither of them attempts
to cover up at all. | give them a few more moments, and when | see Evan
reach down to grab his boner, | realize they just don’t care about their
situation. Especially when, a few moments later, Owen does the same.

| can’t ignore it anymore — two beautiful boys, naked and hard with
their boners in their hands, ready to jerk.

“You might need to do something about that, don’t you?” | ask softly.

They look at me to see what | mean. And after | nod toward their hard-
ons, they just smile, and | see Owen squeezing his dick.

“Nah. It’ll go down after a piss,” Evan simply says and sits up straight,
rubbing his eyes.

“And look who's talking,” Owen chuckles, his eyes focused on my tent.

“Yeah. Well... sorry about that, but | need to take a leak too, and you
boys looked amazing lying there like that. Can’t help it.”

“Nevermind. We're all guys here,” Evan says.

In the hallway, Audrey is making a bit of noise to announce her arrival.
Both Evan and Owen simply place their hands over their boner, but that’s
about all.

“Oh! Morning, guys! Sleep well?” she says, still flushed but acting overly
casual, still dressed in a tank top and panties.

“I know | did. It was a bit cold last night, so we turned up the heater. A bit
too much, obviously,” he says, pointing toward the crumbled blanket at
their feet.

“Who’s first in the shower?” | ask, looking at all three kids.
“I don’t care,” Audrey says.

“We’ll go first then,” is Owen’s response.



“That way, we’re saving precious time,” Evan adds and smiles, “just ask
our mom on a schoolday.”

Owen starts giggling, and | notice his boner is almost gone when he
accidentally moves his hand out of the way.

“Great! I'll start working on breakfast. See you downstairs in, let's say,
fifteen minutes?”

“Ill take mine tonight,” Audrey says, “saves time too, and I'll probably
sweat a lot today. I'll help you with breakfast.”

We’re almost done with pancakes and bacon when Owen and Evan walk
in. Evan is fully-clothed, Owen in just his sweat pants. Both boys are
obviously without underwear, judging by the moving lump in their
sweats.

“It smells delicious, Mr. H,” Owen says kindly.

“Hey!” Audrey says, turning around with her hand on her hip.
“Sorry... and Audrey!” Owen adds quickly.

“That’s right,” Audrey smiles and blows him a small kiss with her lips.

We make small talk during breakfast. As we sit there, talking and
laughing, | almost feel like we’re a family. Both boys are really nice and
funny, and they fully respect Audrey and me in a very natural way.
Audrey seems happy to be around them too. As I’'m contemplating all
this, | can’t help but think about how Glenn did the same for me. He
made me feel at home and took me in as his own. He didn’t just teach
me how to take good pictures. He taught me how to be a good person in
general. | almost tear up thinking about this.

After the breakfast table is cleaned, we head out to the studio again.
Audrey and the boys walk over to the clothing racks, and within seconds,
both boys are standing there naked as if there’s nothing strange about
being naked in front of a girl about the same age. | love it!

“Let’s start out with the speedos, okay?” | say as | start clicking on the
lights, computer, and stuff.

As time passes by, the speedos get skimpier. At one point, Evan walks
over to the spot in front of the camera, and in my viewfinder, | notice
some hair peeking out above the waistband.



“Uhmm... can you pull it up a tiny bit?” | ask, pointing at the monitor with
the picture I’'m about to take.

He looks at the monitor and shakes his head, “No. Sorry. That’ll give me a
full-blown wedgie, I'm afraid. I’'m glad my dick fits in this thing.”

“I see. That’ll be a Photoshop job, I’'m afraid. | can’t send it to Mr.
Lieberman like this.”

“You can cut them off if that’s easier for you,” he simply says.

| look at him to check if he’s serious, and judging by his look, he is. So |
look around, and before | can do anything, Audrey hands me a pair of
Scissors.

“You want me to do that?” | ask, a little flabbergasted he’d trust me with
such a job.

“Of course. You see what’s needed from down there,” and he just smiles.

| don’t want to let an opportunity like this go to waste, so | get on my
knees in front of him and slowly bring the scissors toward the top of his
speedos.

“I'just need to pull this down a little bit,” | say softly and tug at the
waistband near his hip.

This causes the waistband to slide down a tiny bit, but just enough for
me to cut away a little more hair. The back of the scissors touches his
pubic bone, and he hisses at the contact.

“Sorry,” | say and pull back.
“It’s just cold. Go ahead.

When | bring the scissors back, | notice his growing dick. By the time I'm
done cutting off a little bit of the hairs, he’s got a full-on boner. | look up
at him, and he just smiles sheepishly down at me.

“Sorry, but no one ever touches me down there,” and he starts to blush.
“Don’t worry about it. It’ll go down in a few moments,” | say assuringly.

Owen and Audrey are talking to each other, seemingly oblivious to the
predicament Evan is in, but the moment | stand up, Owen giggles and
says, “Dude!”



Audrey looks too, but she just looks and doesn’t say anything, which is
probably for the best.

“Can’t help it, dude! You go first. I'm ready in a moment.”

So they switch places, and as Evan stands next to Audrey, | see her eyes
glued to Evan’s crotch. Owen wears the same model speedos as his
brother, but he manages to hide it all from view. We’re done relatively
quickly with this one, and by the time Evan is back at it, he’s ready too.
His dick is only a little bigger than in the other pictures, but at least his
pubes don’t peek out this time.

”
!

“Thong time!” Audrey giggles as the awkwardness is visible on both

boys’ faces.

As they pull up the thongs and try to stuff their junk inside, Owen says,
“That string between my cheeks isn’t as bad as | thought it would be.”

“Nah. It’s alright,” Evan adds, “but still not my kind of underwear.”

“Your butt looks great in it!” Audrey adds, immediately regretting she
said it, judging by the look on her face.

“It does? Thanks!” Evan says, clearly taking it as a compliment.

Both boys turn around to show the other how they look. | can only laugh
at such youthful playfulness. Owen spanks his brother, which has to be
returned, of course. After letting them get used to the situation, | call
them over. Owen is the first, and he acts like it’s the most normal thing in
the world to be in front of a camera in just a thong. But so does Evan,
and | compliment both boys on their professionalism.

After the thongs and underwear are done, | wipe the sweat from my
forehead, take a sip from my coke, and look at Audrey.

“We’re done! That was the last piece we had to shoot,” she chirps.
“Yes!” The boys say and give each other a high-five.

They walk over to me in their tight boxer briefs, high-five me too, and do
the same to Audrey.

“We did it, guys! Time for some lunch. And after that, green-screen and
fun time!”



We sit at the table, drinking some soda and chatting while waiting for the
delivery guy to show up. Evan and Owen are still in just the boxers, but |
hardly notice that anymore. Audrey and the boys chat about what to
wear for the mood shots as the doorbell rings.

“You need to wear that bikini you wore yesterday!” | hear Owen exclaim,
“you look awesome in it!”

As | walk back to the table, | notice Audrey blushing and looking at the
table. Then she says, “I'll wear that bikini again, but only if at least one of
you wears a speedo.”

“You know what?” Evan says boldly, “we’ll both wear a speedo.”
“Deal!” Audrey says and extends her hand to shake on that.

After our subs are done, we chat a little more. After | get up and roll in
the green screen, Audrey disappears behind the divider to change. Both
Evan and Owen help me set things up properly. We use a different corner
of the studio, but during last week, | already worked out the lighting
plan, so we’re done in no time.

“That was quick,” Evan says.

“I know. But | don’t want this to be too perfect. It must give him an idea
of what I’'m thinking about. If this is near-perfect, there’s no need to go
to a real beach, right?” | smile.

After Audrey appears from behind the divider, both boys’ eyes almost
pop out of their sockets again, but they don’t say anything. Instead, they
just grab the speedos and start changing too. Moments later, they’re all
in front of the green screen, looking at me for directions. So, | load up
some pictures | made on the Island earlier, and we all look at the monitor
for the right one.

“That’s nice,” Audrey says, “and now we just do... what?”

“Tell a joke. Or grab a ball and play with it. Or pretend to look at
something in the distance. It’s okay to put an arm over a shoulder or
around a waist. Just try to act natural and like you’re having fun on a
tropical beach.”

This starts out rather awkwardly, but they get into the mood after a few
minutes. First, they pretend to play some volleyball. And later on, they
kick the ball around. The ball isn’t in the picture, but the way their bodies



move makes it look all-natural. Audrey grabs both boys around their

waists a little later while they put their arms over her shoulders. At that
moment, Owen let out a big fart, and we all laugh loudly at that. This is
probably the best picture of the set, but we decide to take a few more.

Audrey’s hands are on the boys’ hips at that time, and | notice Evan
boning up again. Neither of them notices, so | take a few pics of that and
even two or three close-ups. Then | clear my throat and nod toward his
groin. All three of them look, and Audrey starts to giggle, making Evan
blush.

“Did | do that?” Audrey smiles.
“Well... uh... yeah... sorry?”

Audrey kisses him on his cheek, acting like it's nothing, and says, “Let’s
turn around and pretend we’re looking at something exciting.”

They do just that, and it immediately takes the tension out of the
situation. | make a mental note to compliment her on how she handled it
later.

After a lot more pictures, | call out, “That’s it, guys! We're done!”

“Whoop, whoop!” Owen says and kisses Audrey on her cheek in
excitement.

They all look at each other, and Audrey nods. | still don’t know when they
talked about it, but at that moment, they run toward me and all hug me.
Then, because of the speed, | stumble to the floor in loud laughter, still
being embraced by three almost naked preteens. | feel like I’'m in heaven
and laugh loudly too.

“Thanks, guys! You all did a great job!”

“No, Mr. H. Thank you for helping us with our first modeling job,” Evan
says seriously.

“Yeah. We’'ll thank you in our Oscar acceptance speech when we're big-
shot models,” Owen adds, still laughing.

“It’s okay. We did this together. If Mr. Lieberman likes the mood shots,
we’ll probably do another shoot. But in a completely different setting.
That’ll be even more fun, | promise!”



“Let’s hope he likes them then,” Audrey says, untangling herself from the
pile of legs and arms.

As Audrey and the boys change, | gather the memory cards and clean up
a bit. Most of the setup needs to stay because the girls’ clothes still need
to be shot. After about half an hour of hanging out together and drinking
some more Cokes, the doorbell rings.

“That’ll be our mom,” Evan says and adjusts his sweater.

| open the door, and I’'m greeted by Miranda and a man | haven’t seen
before.

“Hil I’'m Luke. Nice to finally meet you,” he says, and we shake hands.
“I’m Scott. Nice to meet you too.”

Miranda and Luke follow me into the studio. Luke looks around and
seems impressed.

“Nice setup you’ve got here!”
“Thanks,” | reply and walk over to the table where the kids are sitting.
“Hi, Mom. Hi, Dad,” Evan says, and both boys get up to hug their parents.

“I notice the house is still standing. Did they behave?” Miranda asks,
looking seriously at me.

“They were fabulous! They helped us out with everything, worked hard,
and even did the dishes,” | say, winking at the boys, “they can come over
whenever they want. | mean it!”

They don’t have to know I like having them over to lust over their naked
bodies. But it isn’t just that. | really had an excellent time, so | meant
what | said.

“That’s great news. Good job, Little Men!” Miranda smiles.

“Did everything go well yesterday?” | ask, remembering her important
appointment.

“Splendid! We've got the deal, so we’re expanding!” Luke smiles.
“That’s good news! Congratulations,” | say and shake both their hands.

“Thanks. We're celebrating tonight,” Miranda says, “we made
reservations at Don Frasco’s!”



“Yummie!” Evan and Owen say and look all excited at each other.

“Well then... Have fun! I'll let you know when I've got another
assignment,” | say, and we shake hands again.

We say our goodbyes, and after Evan and Owen bump fists with Audrey
and me, they’re off. | look at Audrey, and when she looks at me, we both
burst out into laughter.

“This was fun!” she laughs. “Too bad it’s done already!”

“Yeah. | didn’t expect it to be like this, but it was awesome. | hope | land
some more jobs so that | can invite them over more often. They’re crazy.
But in a good way.”

“Did Evan really get stiff over me?”

“Yes, he did. Owen had the same problem yesterday, but he managed to
hide it from you.”

“I wanna do it now,” she says, blushing.

My first reaction is to ask her what she wants to do. But just by looking at
her, | know what she means. And as she starts taking off her pants, | feel
myself grow hard instantly and realize how horny | am myself.

By the time my boner pops free from my underwear and slaps against my
belly, Audrey is completely naked too and sitting sideways on the
wooden bench, facing me, her legs spread, and she’s giving me an
unobstructed view of her pussy. | immediately feel that incredible urge to
do more again, which both scares me and turns me on immensely.

“Want me to do that?” | hear myself ask with a hoarse voice.

She looks questionably at me, but after | look directly at her pussy again,
she catches on.

“Oh, yeah! Would you?”
“Come over,” | say and sit sideways on the bench, too, just like her.

| never found this bench comfortable, but Glenn insisted on a bench at
one side of the table, so more people could sit down than when there
are only chairs available. But now I'm grateful for it.

Audrey moves over toward me but isn’t exactly sure what to do. So | grab
her by the shoulders, give one of her nipples a quick suck, and whisper,



“Sit down with your back against me, and let me give you the best cum
you ever had.”

| realize what I’'m saying isn’t very adult-like, but I’'m so horny at the
moment after all the naked boys, close-up dicks, and boners that | don’t
really care either.

As Audrey sits down in front of me and traps my leaking boner between
us, | don’t hold back. Instead, my right hand immediately goes down
toward her belly, and my left hand firmly grabs her tit.

| start playing with her hard nipple, and Audrey rests her head against my
right shoulder, sighing deeply. My right hand slowly inches down. | start
at her belly button, and as | touch her sparse pubic hairs, her lower body
starts squirming, and soft moans come deep from within her, sounding
like music to my ears.

When my index finger hits her clit, she stiffens and spreads her legs even
further. That’s when | stop being gentle. | fingered enough women in my
life to know what works for them, and | bring all of it into practice with
Audrey.

Her pelvis is constantly grinding against my fingers, and each time | pinch
her nipple, an even louder moan sings in my ears. While her lower body
moves against my slippery dick, | realize I'm getting close too. So | gently
move my hips back a little, creating a bit more space and less friction. But
when Audrey realizes what’s happening, she inches her right arm
between our bodies and clumsily starts jacking me.

Despite the clumsiness, the effect is terrific, and | double my efforts, if
that’s even possible. The moans and grunts filling the studio sound loud
and obscene, but somehow, this enhances the experience immensely.
The studio feels almost a public place. Granted, we can’t be caught, but
it’s kinkier than just doing it in the shower or the bedroom.

“O0OHHH!! I'm...” Audrey says between moans.
“AHHH...Too!!!” | grunt.

And a moment later, when | enter her soaking pussy with a second finger,
she stiffens. Her grip on my dick increases to a point it almost hurts, but
somehow, that’s all it takes for me. Feeling her pussy contract around my
fingers, combined with her firm grip, sets me off too. | feel the cum shoot
through my shaft, and a heartbeat later, it’s coating both our bodies.



The moment my cum hits Audrey’s back, her pussy starts contracting
even stronger, and she pushes her back against me harder as if she needs
to brace herself. As my own orgasm dies down, Audrey is still riding the
waves of her orgasmic high. The shaking of her body doesn’t die down
much, but the contractions of her pussy and her loud moans slowly do.

After a little while, her body goes limp against mine, and she just pants
heavily. My fingers are still buried inside her, and even the tiniest
movements cause her to shiver. Finally, after | had done this a few times,
she whispers, “Stop it! No more!”

Her head turns, and she smiles lazily at me, and at that moment, | pull
my fingers out, move my hand down from her boob to her belly, and |
pull her in a warm embrace. Her hand is still around my dick, and my
pulling out seems to be her cue for letting me go.

She looks at her cum-covered hand and giggles.
“You came a lot. And | think we need that shower now.”
“I guess we do,” | respond, but neither of us makes a move to get up.

After a few more minutes of enjoying this intimate moment, Audrey gets
up and pulls out a towel from under the sink. She wipes her back with it,
and when | look down at the mess | made, I'm glad she throws me the
towel after she’s done with it.

We get dressed, and after we look at each other, Audrey steps closer and
gives me a very tight hug.

“I really love you, Scott. Thanks for doing these things with me.”

At that moment, | realize I'm falling in love with this amazing kid. | know
it’s wrong in a million ways, but | can’t help it. | feel this morning's lustful
urge to fuck her completely being replaced by a deep, heartfelt love for
her.

III

“I' love you too, Lil’ Bit!” and before | know it, we kiss each other deeply.

After the kiss, we stand there, holding each other tight for a few minutes.
Then, Audrey is the first to break the hug and asks, “Is it okay if | take a
shower first?”

I’'m tempted to propose showering together, but | don’t want to rush
things. So | just nod and tell her to go ahead.



After I’'m done cleaning up the traces of our encounter and locking up
the studio, | suddenly miss Glenn. This feeling hits me like a ton of bricks.
Of course, | think about Glenn more than a few times a day. But this feels
more like an epiphany. | miss him terribly, but | suddenly realized many
good things happened to me after his passing.

k% k %

The following week, Audrey and | spent a lot of time in the studio
shooting her part. It takes us a couple of days, but the results are
fantastic. During her time in school, | work on my computer to enhance
and improve the pictures. | put the more daring ones in my private folder
for later ‘reference’

Friday evening at around ten, | email Mr. Lieberman the final results. |
explain the mood shots in a separate email and include five of the best
pictures from that shoot.

| pour myself a big glass of whiskey and walk over to Audrey to sit next to
her to watch some TV together. But before my ass hits the couch, my
phone rings. | look at the display, and | see it’s Mr. Lieberman.

“Hello?”
“Mr. Harris?”
“Yes. Speaking.”

“I LOVE what you did, Scott! This is EXACTLY what my company needs. |
need those mood shots! Can you arrange that for me?”






Chapter 12 — Touch of an Angel

“Sit down, Honey,” Gloria said with a big smile on her face, “we need to
tell you something.”

As | sat down on the couch, Glenn was smiling too. | wasn’t sure what
was going on, but judging by the looks on their faces, | just knew they
were going to send me back to my mom and dad in Africa.

Glenn put his hand around Gloria’s shoulder, looked at her, and nodded.

“Three, two, one... We’re pregnant!” they said with a cheerfulness |
hadn’t heard before.

This took me some time to process. Of course, | knew they tried hard to
get a kid of their own, but to the best of my knowledge, they dropped
the IVF treatments and accepted they’d never be parents. | quickly got to
my feet and hugged both of them

“Congratulations! This is amazing!” | said cheerfully, feeling genuinely
happy for them.

“Thanks, Bud,” Glenn said with his dark voice and ruffled my hair.

o

But... how?” | asked curiously, which caused both of them to chuckle.

“When a mommy and a daddy really like each other, they can do some
special cuddling...” Glenn started with a big smile across his face.

“I know HOW,” | interrupted him, causing Gloria to laugh loudly, “but |
thought you couldn’t, you know...”

“Oh, but we can, Honey. Apparently, we just had to be patient and less
focused on getting pregnant.”

“I’'m really happy for you!” | said and gave them another hug, “Do you
know what it’s gonna be?”

“Haha! No, not yet,” Glenn said and gave Gloria a big kiss, “but it isn’t
important at all. As long as he or she is healthy.”

“A boy will be the most fun,” | said while pointing at myself and laughing
at their reaction.



“Listen, Bud,” Glenn said after we all stopped laughing, “ we wanna go
back to the island to visit some old friends and personally bring them the
good news. Since it’s spring break next week, we wondered if you want
to come with us or if you want to stay at home with Gloria?”

“Are you kidding me? Of course, I'll come!”
“See?” Glenn said to Gloria.

“I thought you’d rather stay here since you roamed around the earth so
much already. But it’s up to you, Honey.”

“It’Il be awesome. This will be my first ever vacation!” | blurted out.

Glenn and Gloria looked at each other after hearing this. “I never thought
about that, dear,” Gloria said sympathetically.

“Me neither, Bud. Since you’ve seen so many places, we thought...”

“Oh no! It’s no big deal. Don’t feel sorry or anything. I've seen more
places in the world already than most people will see in a lifetime! | just
want to go with you guys and have fun!” | said and gave them another
tight hug.

“Great! I'll go and call our travel agent,” Gloria said and walked over to
the kitchen.

“You ready for the shoot tonight, Bud?” Glenn asked as he put his hand
on my shoulder.

“I guess,” | said, not overly excited about being naked in front of the
camera with other people around.

“I promise you'll like it! I've got a great idea! And you’ll be hugging
Michelle while she’s naked,” he whispered in a conspiracist voice and
poked me in my side.

“Will there be other people around too?”
“Nope. Just the three of us,” Glenn said matter-of-factly.

Hugging Michelle was one thing | was looking forward to! | didn’t forget
about it, but | was primarily focused on my own part in the shoot. When
Glenn saw my face light up, he winked at me.

“That’s the spirit!”

“What is?” Gloria asked as she walked over.



“Scott needed some encouragement for this evening’s shoot,” Glenn
smiled.

“Oh. That’s right. That’s tonight. Michelle is coming over, isn’t she?”
“Yup,” was Glenn’s short reply.

“Tell her | said hi, will you? Francis and Joanne are coming over, so | don’t
think I'll see her.”

“Will do. It won’t take us too long this time. I've got it all worked out in
my head, and | prepped the studio yesterday. So we’re good to go.”

“I've got some math homework. What time is dinner?”
“We’ll eat at around six. So a little under two hours.”

As | was sitting in my room, trying to do my homework, my mind kept
drifting off to Michelle. How close would | get to actually touching her
boobs? Or her ass? Or maybe even her pussy? It almost took me the
entire two hours to do my homework, but it was done by the time Gloria
called.

After dinner, Glenn and | headed over to the studio. After he flipped on
the light, | saw a whole construction built by Glenn.

“What’s this?” | asked, a bit surprised.
“Welcome to the angel factory,” Glenn chuckled.

“What did you build here? Are we reconstructing the lunar landing, or
what?”

“Walk with me. It’s pretty straightforward.”

We walked over to the construction. Once | got closer, | saw two gigantic
white wings lying on the floor. Each wing was longer than Glenn.

“Michelle is going to lie on her back between these angel wings. The
camera is high enough to capture her entire length and the width of the
wings in one frame.”

“Oh wow! | see. And the black floor will make it look like she’s flying.”
“You get the picture, Bud!”

“But what about me?”



“You'll be wearing small wings and lie down on top of Michelle. I’'m not
exactly sure about the position, so we need to try out two or three and
see how they work out.”

“Will people see my willie?” | asked, not too fond of that because I'd
definitely be sporting a woody during the entire shoot.

“No. Your willie will be covered all the time. | don’t want trouble with
anyone. Your butt will, though, but | don’t think that’ll be a problem,
right?”

“No. | Don’t care about that. But what are you representing here?”

“A young angel, protected by his mother. | call it ‘caring for an angel.’ It’s
just a working title. I’'m not too happy with it,” he said and looked a bit
insecure.

“Ill think about it too.”

“Thanks, Bud!” Glenn said and went over to the immaculate black floor
to pick up a small piece of dust.

“Uhm... Glenn?”

Glenn turned around, and when he saw the worried look on my face, he
was back immediately.

“What is it? Nervous?”

“A bit, yeah. But... I'm going to be naked. And so is Michelle. So I'm... you
know...”

“Don’t worry about sporting a boner now, Bud! | promise you won’t see
it on any picture!” he said with a reassuring voice.

“Thanks,” | said, feeling a little better now, “but won’t Michelle be...”
Glenn started laughing before | could finish my sentence.

“Don’t worry about Michelle, Bud! She won’t be offended in any way. In
fact, | think she actually likes it better when you’re hard!”

“You do?” | asked, surprised.

“Michelle is... let’s say she thinks differently about a lot of things than
most people do. She hates it when things are being labeled. Or when
she’s told she can’t do something she wants. The last shoot was a nice
preview. Most people wouldn’t let their underaged daughter pose naked



in a full-frontal shoot. She thinks it’s up to her daughter and not to her.
And | can almost write a book about all the other examples.”

“| see. About that. How did you convince my Mom to agree with this
shoot?”

“After your weekly call yesterday, | talked to her. | explained my vision. |
assured her that only your backside and a bit of your face will be in the
picture. And | bent the truth a bit. | told her we’d be using trick
photography to make it look like a naked woman is carrying you.”

“Oh,” was all I could say.

“Yeah. | didn’t explain it in detail. She did the math for herself and
figured the trick is about bringing you close to Michelle,” Glenn smiled.

“That’s pretty smart. And you’re sure Michelle is okay with this too? |
mean, last time she called it the Maria shoot...”

“I know. That was my initial plan, but this is way, way better. And, judging
by past experiences, I’'m sure she’s fine with it.”

“Okay then. Guess you’re right. | really like her, you know?”

“I know. And | like her a lot too! Not in the same way as | like Gloria, of
course. But Michelle is one of the most fun adults to be around with, |
know!”

At that moment, the doorbell rang. The anxiety | felt before talking to
Glenn was back instantly. My heartbeat was sky-high, and my mouth
went dry.

“Hi, Scott!” she exclaimed as she entered the room and immediately gave
me a tight hug.

“Hi Michelle,” | said timidly.

“Want to look how it’s being done again?” she asked, smiling a knowing
smile.

“No. Not this time. Check this out,” Glenn said and showed her the
sketch he made.

“Oh wow! That looks awesome! We’re going to be angels, dear!”

“He’s a bit nervous,” Glenn helped after | didn’t say anything.



“Nervous? Oh, don’t worry! I'll help you through this,” and she hugged
me again.

| felt her soft boobs against my collar bones. And just like last time, her
presence made me feel more at ease with each passing second.

“Thanks,” | whispered.

“And I’'m excited to be doing this shoot with a cute boy like you,” she
whispered in my ear.

“You want a drink or something before we start?” Glenn asked.

“I think it’s better to start right away. | think Scott wants to get this out of
the way, right dear?”

“Yeah. Let’s do this,” | said in the most confident tone | could, “You
wanna go first?”

“Let’s change together. Maybe it’ll be easier for us that way,” Michelle
smiled warmly.

| looked over at Glenn, and he nodded. “I'll make sure everything is ready
on set. Take your time, Bud.”

After we were behind the divider, Michelle looked at me, smiled, and
took off her t-shirt. | started working on my shoes and socks, but after |
bared my left foot and looked up, Michelle already stood there looking at
me in just her bra and panties.

“Just relax. There’s nothing scary or dangerous about what we’re gonna
do,” and she started working on her bra.

| started working on my right foot in a desperate attempt to refrain from
getting a boner. But the stir inside my pants was already there. | was
boning up. After | placed my sock inside my shoe, | looked at Michelle,
and she was standing there, gloriously naked with her hands on her hips,
smiling at me.

“Here. Let me help you,” she said and squatted in front of me.

Her legs were parted when she squatted, and my eyes immediately went
to that place between her legs. My stiff willie was straining in my jeans,
but | couldn’t stop looking.

“Lift your arms, dear,” she softly said, snapping me out of my trance.



In a daze, | lifted my arms, and | felt her hands at the bottom of my t-
shirt, pulling it up slowly. Seconds later, | was topless, and Michelle neatly
folded my shirt and put it on the ground next to me.

The moment her fingers started working on the buttons of my jeans, |
panicked and put one hand on top of hers and the other over my stiffy.

“luhh... I'm... I can’t,” | stammered.

“Don’t worry. | know you’re hard. No need to be embarrassed or
ashamed about that!” Michelle said and gently but sternly pushed my
hands out of the way.

Somehow, her words put me at ease once more, and | decided to let her
undress me despite the awkwardness of my stiffy. | looked down at her
as her fingers started working on my buttons again. In virtually no time,
all buttons came undone, and she opened my pants. | found it fascinating
how she managed to unbutton my fly without touching my willie.

As my pants slowly slid down my legs and my tented undies came into
view, | expected some reaction from Michelle, despite what she said
earlier. But she kept her word. She didn’t say anything, sigh, look funny,
or any of that stuff. To her, it was the most normal thing in the world; she
was just taking off my pants. After | stepped out of them, she folded my
Levi’s and laid them on my shirt.

“Ready?” she asked as she looked up at me.
“Uh-huh,” | croaked.

Michelle slipped her index fingers inside the waistband of my tighty-
whities, and she gently pulled it away from my body, creating enough
space for my stiffy to pop free. Then, with an obscene smacking sound, it
slapped against my belly. Instead of a giggle, or comment, Michelle said,
“Oohhh! You’ve got a nice one, dear! You're going to make a lot of girls
happy with it. I'm sure!”

After saying these things, | saw she wasn’t kidding or making fun of me
when she looked up at me. On the contrary, her being so genuinely
amazed by my stiffie boosted my confidence level all the way up to a
thousand.

“Th- thank you!” | said, barely over a whisper.



“And some cute balls too! You look amazing, dear!” she continued as she
pulled down my underwear.

As | stepped out of them, Michelle folded these too and got to her feet.
She looked me up and down and said, “Come here, dear!”

She spread her arms, and | hugged her as she hugged back. My stiffy was
trapped between our bodies, but it didn’t bother me anymore after what
she said. And the feeling of her soft boobs against my chin and cheek was
a nice distraction too.

“Now, let’s get you ready,” she said and picked up the small angel wings |
was supposed to wear.

| looked at them and noticed how real they looked. The big, white
feathers were laid nicely on top of the other, shaped like actual wings.

Michelle held up the wings for me so that | could stick an arm in each
flesh-colored shoulder strap. Then, she tightened them and hid the
straps in a spot under the wings.

”
!

“Wow! Even cuter this way
over.

She said softly as she stood back to look me

| looked in the mirror to see what | looked like. | ighored my stiffy sticking
out from my groin and focused on the wings. They looked just like the
ones on the floor where Michelle would be lying, only a lot smaller. |
spread my arms to form a T-shape, and the tip of each wing ended at my
elbow. They looked so natural on me that | could pass for an angel,
except for the stiffy, of course.

“You look adorable. Come on, let’s make some history together.”

We walked toward the set, and | could see Glenn checking me out. His
eyes went briefly to my crotch but almost immediately went back up to
my wings and face. He winked at me and smiled a warm smile. An
‘everything will be fine’ look was spread out over his face, and all the
anxiety | felt earlier was long gone by now.

“Okay, Michelle,” Glenn said, “you just lie down on your back on that
small pillow. This way, | think the wings will look the best.”

“Okay,” Michelle started, “and what about my little angel?”



“Scott will lie down on top of you. | think we need to try a fetal position
on your belly first. Scott, you make sure your penis and balls are hidden
between your legs, okay?”

“Okay. But, uh... what’s a fetal position?”

Michelle turned to her side and showed me what | needed to do. This
wasn’t very difficult, so | carefully climbed on top of her after Michelle
took her position. | felt my stiffy press against her leg as | was taking my
position, but Michelle just smiled and helped me get into position
without falling off.

| was about to lay my head down on her breasts when | realized what |
was about to do. So | quickly glanced up at her and saw her smiling down
at me. “Go ahead, dear. It’s okay.” The moment my head hit her soft
boobs, | felt my stiffy twitch. Right in front of my eye was her hard nipple,
and it fascinated me greatly, looking at it this close.

“Okay, Scott. Pull up your right leg a bit more... Michelle, you need to...”

For the next ten to fifteen minutes, Glenn gave us all sorts of instructions
on how to lie, look, and when to hold our breaths. Sometimes Michelle
would whisper something funny, and every now and then, she’d brush
my hair out of her face and caress my neck after.

“I want a PG-rated pic too for this one. Scott...” Glenn started.

| had to move my foot down slightly to cover Michelle’s pussy. The
moment | moved it down, | felt her pubes tickle my foot, and we both
giggled at that. But when | had to move my hand up to cover up her
nipple, | felt my mouth go dry again. Michelle must've seen my
hesitation, so she grabbed my hand and laid it down on top of her boob.
“I told you not to worry about it, dear,” she smiled. But her hard nipple
poking at my palm caused my stiffy to twitch again, and | felt my balls
tingle. This was the first boob | touched in my life! As if my hand didn’t
belong to me anymore, | gave it a gentle squeeze to size up its firmness
and texture. Then, feeling or hearing no objections from Michelle, | did it
again. After the third time, Michelle whispered, “You like it?”

“Oh yeah!” | replied without looking up.

“Three... two... one...” Glenn said, and at that moment, the flash lit up a
few times, signaling another burst of photos.



“Let’s switch positions now,” Glenn announced. “Scott, you cuddle up to
her side, drape your leg over hers so her groin is hidden by your knee.
Michelle, you put your arm under him and grab him by his waist. This’ll
create the illusion of you carrying him.”

After another burst, Glenn asked me to cover Michelle’s breast again.
This time, he didn’t need to tell me twice, and | gently kneaded her boob
again in record time. After another burst... and another... and another,
Glenn announced we needed to change positions one last time.

“Okay, guys. Just one more position and we’re done. Do you want to
continue, or maybe a short break first?”

Michelle and | traded looks, and we both shrugged. “Nah. Let’s finish this
first,” Michelle said to Glenn. “It’s just too good to have such a cute angel
lying on top of me.”

“1 bet!” Glenn chuckled. “You too, Bud?”

IH
.

“Yep! Keep going. It’s just too good to lie on top of such a pretty ange

Both Glenn and Michelle laughed loudly at that joke. “You’re getting
slick, Bud!” Glenn smiled after they stopped laughing.

“I can handle it, Glenn. And don’t overstay your welcome here, my little
angel,” Michelle said and rubbed my back again.

”
!

“Alright! We’re on the home stretch here!” Glenn said cheerfully.
“Michelle, spread your legs a little bit. Then, Scott, you go and lie
between her legs with your arms around Michelle’s neck and look to
your left. When he’s lying down, you lay your hands on Scott’s butt, so
he’s got a bit of dignity left, and it looks like you’re carrying him again.”

| had no clue that what we were about to do, came extremely close to
the missionary position. Up until now, | still don’t know if Glenn was
aware of this or that he just had an excellent composition in mind.
Michelle sure acted as if she didn’t have a clue because she immediately
said, “come here, dear!” spreading her arms and inviting me over.

The moment | got between her legs, nothing was out of the ordinary. We
were just lying on top of each other as we did before. But when | scooted
higher to put my hands around her neck, | felt my Willy brush against
something warm and moist.



| glanced at Michelle as | felt another wave of panic wash over me. But
she looked at me with a look | couldn’t place. | know now she was just
plain horny, but it confused me big time.

“You know what that is, right?” she whispered.
| could hear myself swallow and nodded once.
“One sec! Glenn shouted. “I need to fix something here.”

“Stick it in, dear. You'll love it,” Michelle whispered again and looked at
me without even blinking once.

“But I... | never...” | stammered.

At that moment, Michelle put her hands on my butt and shifted her
pelvis a bit. Then, she pushed down gently on my ass and smiled. “All you
have to do now is push.”

| tentatively started pushing, but the moment my dickhead entered that
warm, moist, velvety place in her body, | knew | was hooked for life. |
stopped moving and held perfectly still, looking nervously at Michelle. |
hoped she would guide me, and that was precisely what she did.

“Push it in all the way, dear. You won’t hurt me,” she soothingly
whispered and gently squeezed my ass.

| swallowed hard and slowly but determined, pushed my stiffy further
inside this magnificent place. | felt like every fiber in my body was on
edge, and | couldn’t think straight. All my attention was focused on that
soft, warm feeling that was engulfing my stiffy.

During this push, | felt a tingle in the back of my head, right at the place
where my skull meets my neck. This tingle traveled down to my spine
and right into my asshole. Moments later, my balls started tingling, and
all I saw were Michelle’s boobs. | also noticed that my hearing was off.
Everything sounded like I'd got two tin cans covering my ears.

“Yes!” | heard Michelle whisper in the distance, and she squeezed my ass
more firmly.

This all seemed to take ages, but it was probably less than a second. The
tingle in my balls kept growing, and at that moment, | couldn’t stand it
anymore. My ass muscles clenched together, and | started cumming.

“Great!” | heard Glenn say in the distance as white flashes filled my eyes.



And then, everything turned black.

When | heard a barely hearable “Scott?” in the distance, | felt myself
slowly slide back into consciousness.

“Scott?” | heard again and felt a hand stroking my cheek.

When | opened my eyes, | saw Michelle smiling at me with a bit of a
worried look on her face. Then, | heard stumbling in the distance and
Glenn’s voice asking, “What happened, Michelle?”

“He passed out for a few seconds,” Michelle said, and her worried look
was gone.

“Scott?” Glenn asked as his face appeared above Michelle’s. “You okay,
Bud?”

“Oh yeah!” | said excitedly, and as Michelle’s pussy squeezed my still stiff
willie, which caused it to twitch, | let out a happy sigh.

Glenn’s eyes immediately went down to our crotches. And although he
probably couldn’t see anything, the look on his face changed instantly.

“Michelle! You didn’t!” he said in a tone that hardly sounded surprised.
“I’'m sorry, but he’s SO cute!”

“Damn! Did you like it, Bud?” Glenn asked but immediately realized he
knew the answer.

“Fuck yeah!” | exclaimed. And, feeling bold, “Can we do it again,
Michelle?”

Both Glenn and Michelle started laughing at my enthusiasm. | was a bit
afraid Glenn would be angry for ruining his shoot, but when | glanced
over at him, he was all smiles. Likewise, Michelle looked relaxed too, and
when she looked at Glenn, she asked, “I'd love to! But we’re in the
middle of a shoot.”

“From up there, you can’t see you’re inside her. And | think | just took
pictures of your first fuck without realizing it. So... you know what?”

“What?” | asked anxiously.

“You start fucking Michelle. You'll probably last longer this time, and | will
take my pictures in the meantime. No one will know what’s really going



on here, and the tension between the two of you will probably transfer
beautifully into the picture!”

“YES!” | said excitedly and immediately started sliding out.

“Just a sec, tiger,” Michelle laughed, “Glenn needs to climb the ladder
first. So hold your horses.”

'II

“Ill give you a signal when you can get going, Bud!” Glenn said as he

walked away.

| looked Michelle deep into her eyes and asked, “Why me? Ain’t | too
young for you?”

“Too young? What’s too young? | felt that you were ready for it, and so
was |. | don’t believe in the number we slap on people and call it age. I've
seen lots of older people with an aura that’s way less than yours,” she
said and clenched her pussy muscles again, which caused me to gasp
loudly.

“I’m not complaining,” | chuckled.

“Go for it when you’re ready!” Glenn shouted.

“Fuck me, angel stud!”

“Uh... | just move it in and out, right?” | asked, a bit unsure.

“That’s the general idea, yeah. But if you’ve got different ideas, let me
know, and we’ll work something out,” Michelle said seriously.

“Nah. I'm good. Just... AHHH... checking,” | moaned as | moved my stiffy
backward and almost slipped out. But Michelle’s hands pushed on my
butt just in time, and | stopped.

As | pushed back in, the flashes of white light returned, and | realized
these were the studio lights. Each time | drove in and my pubic bone
smashed against Michelle’s, Glenn took a burst of pictures. | didn’t care. |
had the time of my life and let the good feelings wash over me.

As | looked at Michelle’s face, | noticed she was flushed, and her gaze
was a bit unfocused. Her mouth was slightly open, and she breathed
heavily. But | also realized that | was moaning and breathing loudly too.

“Are... you... AAHHH... okay?” | managed to groan.



“Oh yeah! OHHH! You, OH! hit, OH! Exactly the, OH! Right spot, OH!
Every time, OOHH!” Michelle moaned. Each time | pushed in, there was
this loud “OH!”

By now, | didn’t notice the flashes anymore. | noticed that the tingle at
the bottom of my skull was back, but instead of moving down, it lingered
there for a while.

“AHH... I'm...” | moaned and couldn’t see Michelle’s face anymore. Just
her eyes. Everything around that was blurry again.

“OH! Just, OH! a, OH! little, OH! long... NGNGGG!!” Michelle moaned,
and suddenly, she dug her nails in my ass cheeks.

| felt her pussy contract sharply around my stiffy, her breath was ragged,
and her eyes rolled back in their sockets. Realizing she was coming gave
me a brief sense of pride. But right at the same time, that tingle was on
its way toward my balls, and | knew | was going to cum again.

The white flashes were constantly around us, and somehow it enhanced
the whole experience even more. “AAAAHHHH,” | groaned from deep
within my throat as my balls unloaded themselves for the second time in
ten minutes.

This time, | could even feel my cum leaving my willie. Michelle was still
clenching my ass, and the contractions of her pussy were still going, but a
little less powerful than when she just started cumming, but it still felt
like she was milking me.

| laid my head on her shoulder and was panting heavily. | didn’t know sex
could be this exhausting. As the clenching around my willie and my ass
subsided, | looked at Michelle. She looked back at me, and there was
something between a smile and pride written over her face.

“You are absolutely amazing, dear! You even made me cum! It’s been a
long time since a man managed to give me an orgasm, that’s for sure!”

“Thanks! | guess. | can still feel your... vagina move around my willie,” |
softly said.

“Don’t call it a willie anymore, dear. You know how to use that thing,
might call it what it is. Your dick or, even better, your cock!” | felt myself
blush as Michelle said these words.

“You sure?”



“Oh yeah! I’'m VERY sure, dear. | can still feel your boner, and | can
confirm it’s a cock now and not a willie anymore. Damn!”

“That good, huh?” Glenn’s voice came from behind me.
“Glenn, dear. You have no idea! This boy’s a natural! Oh my god!”

| wasn’t sure if we’d go at it again, so | decided not to move, just in case.
But after Glenn started talking, Michele smiled at me and patted me on
my butt.

“Time to get up now,” Michelle said, kissed me on my cheek, and gave
my ass one last squeeze.

As my cock left her pussy and the cold hit it, | felt a bit sad. But when the
realization that | was no longer a virgin hit me, | felt butterflies in my
stomach. Glenn winked at me as he offered a hand to Michelle and
helped her to her feet. | started undoing my angel wings but got
interrupted by Michelle's big, tight hug.

“Can | offer you that drink now?” Glenn asked.
“Yes, please! You've got some white wine?”
“Sure! Chardonnay?”

“Great! I'll grab my clothes.”

After all that had happened, | found it fascinating that both Glenn and
Michelle acted like nothing out of the ordinary had happened. | figured
I’d get dressed later. So | grabbed a coke and sat down at the table.

After Glenn put down the glass of wine on the table, Michelle joined us
and started getting dressed. Even watching a reversed striptease was a
feast to my eyes.

We made some small talk, but no one mentioned the sex. Since it
apparently was normal, | didn’t want to spoil the moment and didn’t
bring it up either. But | was dying to talk about it.

“I’'m curious about the pictures,” Michelle suddenly said. “Especially the
last ones. Can you send me some good copies?”

“Sure! And I'm extremely curious too! | never did a shoot like this. I'm
sure the first two poses are great, but | honestly don’t know how the last
ones turned out.”



“Ah, well. We'll see.”

Michelle polished off her wine and got up. So did Glenn and I. Michelle
kissed Glenn on his cheek and whispered something in his ear. When he
smiled and nodded, | was curious about what they were talking about
but figured I'd hear it later. Or maybe it was about money or something.

When Michelle looked at me, she immediately started smiling again.
Then, she gave me another tight hug and squeezed my ass one last time.

”
!

“You were fabulous, dear!” She whispered in my ear.

She waved as she walked out the door, leaving me with an empty but
satisfied feeling.

“Damn, Bud! You just lost your virginity. At twelve!” Glenn said proudly,
and we bumped fists.

“Yeah,” | smiled weakly.
“You know what the best part is?” he asked.
The best part? There’s more? So | asked, “What?”

“Michelle wants you to come over after we’re back from the island. And
she wants me to take pictures.”

“Over for what?” | asked, still as green as grass.

“What do you think?” Glenn smiled wickedly.









Chapter 13 — Prepping

“I swear, Owen!” Audrey says, smiling. And after a short pause, “No!
Honestly. I'm not... uhm... kidding you!”

| look at her and motion for her to hand me her phone. Audrey nods and
says, “One sec. I’'m putting you on speaker.”

“Hey, guys!” | say to the phone that Audrey holds in her hand.
“Hi, Mr. H,” both boys say simultaneously.

“Audrey is right. Mr. Lieberman green-lighted a project to do proper
mood shots. He asked me to arrange everything. The reason we’re calling
is that we wanted to ask you guys if you’re willing to do this shoot with
us....” I say, smiling and knowing how much they want this.

“So you’re not shitting us?” Owen asks again.

“Swear to god!” | reply.

“Fuck me! Of course, we wanna do that!” he practically shouts.
“Hell yeah!” his brother adds.

“Great! | figured you would. But | have to talk to your mom and dad, of
course. And | need formal permission, plus we need to talk about details.
But she didn’t answer her phone. Can you ask her to call me?”

“She’s still at work,” Evan says. “But she’ll be home any minute now, and
we’ll ask her,” Owen adds.

“Thanks! Mr. Lieberman said he was very impressed by you guys and
Audrey.”

“This is SO Awesome!” Owen says, with an enthusiastic, “I can’t believe
it!” from Evan in the background.

“Glad you’re excited. So are we!” Audrey says.
“Okay, boys. Gotta go! Talk to you later,” | say.
“Later, Mr. H. Later, Audrey!”

| gulp down the whiskey that’s left in my glass and smile at Audrey. She
smiles and just nods. So | walk over to the liquor cabinet and pour two



glasses. The moment | hand Audrey her glass, my phone rings. | look at it
and see Miranda is calling.

“That’s quick!” Audrey says as she looks at the display.

| pick it up, and it’s immediately clear she’s just as excited about this trip
as her sons. So we quickly agree she should come over to arrange the
details. We compare schedules, and we agree on ten a.m. the following
day. Both Audrey and the twins will be at school, but since we’re going to
be discussing the boring things like costs, legal responsibilities and stuff,
we figure we might as well do it without the kids.

After the call, | feel the need to celebrate. So | pour myself another glass
and add a little more to Audrey’s. Then, as we sit down on the couch, |
hold up my glass and say, “Cheers! Here’s to Mr. Lieberman.”

“Cheers!” Audrey smiles and empties her glass in one big gulp.

“Careful there, Lil’ Bit!” | say, already feeling the effects of the first two
glasses myself.

We watch some TV and chat a little about how exciting it all is. Audrey
cuddles up to me during this chat, lays her head on my shoulder, and
softly says, “l can’t wait to see Evan and Owen again. Their bodies are SO
amazing."

"Same here. Their tight abs and pecks, the cute asses... Even their dicks
look like...” | hear myself say with a slight slur and immediately know |
should stop here. “I mean...” | try.

“Haha! You said it. | thought about it,” Audrey laughs, and | hear a bit of a
slur coming from her too.

Audrey’s hand is currently on my upper leg, and | hear her sigh deeply.
“Yeah... their penises are magnificent!”

After she says this, she snuggles up even closer, and slowly her hand
moves up my legs, causing me to get hard in mere seconds. | guess the
booze is doing its work because | don’t feel the need to stop her. The
moment her hand touches my balls, she lifts her head and looks at me.

“Will you do more sex stuff with me, please?” she asks.

| know I really should say no. But her pleading eyes, hand on my balls,
and sexy body, combined with the booze, cause me to say, “Sure, Lil’ Bit.



What do you wanna do?”

“Uhh...  don’t know? Will you use your fingers on me again? That was
fantastic! Or is there something else we can do?” she asks, as the
inexperience is dripping from her face.

While her hand moves upward even further and is now firmly pressed
against my boner, | think about what to do. | already decided for myself
that | can’t fuck her. But there are a lot of different things | can show her
and have fun while doing so.

“Come here,” | say and pull her gently on my lap.

Audrey gets the idea and straddles my waist while facing me. As | look at
her horny face, | feel my dick twitch inside my pants, which causes
Audrey to smile wickedly. Then, she presses her groin firmly against mine
and moves her pelvis around.

“We can do this,” | whisper and gently take her face in my hands, look
her deep into her eyes, and kiss her firmly on her lips.

| see her closing her eyes, and at that moment, | slip my tongue inside
her mouth. The second | enter her mouth, her eyes fly open, and she
opens her mouth too. At first, she starts Frenching me a bit clumsily, but
after a few minutes into it, she catches on, and we’re in a full lip-lock
with our tongues probing around furiously.

| slowly move my hands up and down her back, caressing her tenderly.
But as she keeps pushing herself against my hard dick, | feel my
horniness increase. So | move my hands down and start lifting her T-shirt.
Audrey immediately catches on, breaks the kiss, and lifts her arms to
help me take off her shirt. A little black bra covers her small breasts, and
they look extremely inviting this close. So moments after | toss her shirt
across the room, my hands start working on the hooks at her back. They
come undone before | know it, and Audrey slides the straps from her
shoulders. Once the pads fall away from her breasts, I’'m treated to the
glorious sight of two young boobs, with hard nipples proudly topping off
her small areolas. | feel my mouth water and immediately close my
mouth around her left nipple, sucking on it and feeling it stiffen even
more under my lapping tongue.

“OHHH...” Audrey moans, and | can see her throwing her head back and
feel her pushing her chest forward to meet my sucking mouth.



| move my hands down to cup her jeans-covered ass and grab it firmly,
pressing her pussy even harder against my straining boner. | lick my way
up from her tits, down her neck and earlobe, and end in her mouth,
where we continue our Frenching.

“Let’s go upstairs,” | say hoarsely, tightening the grip on her ass, and we
stand up.

The moment I’'m on my feet, Audrey wraps her arms around my neck and
her legs around my waist. She licks my lips while looking me deep into
my eyes. | can see horniness and complete trust in her eyes. That’s when
| realize how privileged | am to assist this amazing girl down her path of
sexual discovery. Despite my apprehension, | inwardly praise myself for
helping her.

| know the way down the house quite well and can probably find my way
around it blindfolded. But with a horny young girl rubbing against me
and licking my neck and face, | need to find my bearings with my hands.
As | reach the stairs, | look around her face to ensure we don’t fall. After
about three steps, I’'m confident we’ll make it upstairs. But then Audrey
starts tugging at my shirt, which complicates things immensely. Before |
reach the top, Audrey manages to take off my shirt and throws it down
the stairs, and in my peripheral vision, | see the entrance to our
bedroom.

She wraps her arms around my neck tightly again, and | can feel her hard
nipples press against my bare chest. Audrey’s moan in my ear and pelvic
pressure against me is a confirmation of how sexy this feeling is for her
too.

| gently lay her down on the bed, but instead of lying down, she
immediately sits up straight and starts working on my belt and zipper.
Audrey clearly lacks experience in undressing someone else, so it takes a
bit longer than usual. But I’'m too horny to care, so | let her do her thing.
After she’s done unbuttoning my fly, my jeans slide off my hips, so | step
out of them and kick them aside. Audrey immediately starts tugging at
my boxers, and the loud slap of my hard-on slapping against my belly
causes both of us to smile.

After | step out of them too, and I’'m naked in front of her with my dick at
eye level, she looks at it, wraps her hand around it, and slowly starts
jacking me. As she looks up, it’s immediately clear that she doesn’t have



a clue what to do next. So | decide to take the lead and introduce her to
something new.

| gently push her against her bare shoulders. Audrey gets what | mean,
and she lies down on her back. | get down to my knees and rub my hands
over her upper legs, looking up at her face, only mildly distracted by her
hard nipples, partially blocking the view. | keep moving upward, and after
| unbutton her jeans, | slip my fingers in the waistband of both her jeans
and panties and start sliding them down.

Audrey lifts her butt from the bed, and before | know it, I'm looking at
her sparse pubic hairs. Then, after her jeans come off, she kicks them
aside, and | sit up straight. Her butt is still lying close to the edge of the
bed, and my stiff dick is pointing upward and now very close to her pussy.
| look at her, and she suddenly seems pretty nervous.

“Are you... are you going to put it inside?” she whispers.

| look down and realize how close | am to fucking her and why she’s so
nervous all of a sudden. So | shake my head and look serious at her. “No,
Lil’ Bit. | won’t do that. It’s too... | just can’t.” | stammer.

Looking relieved, she says, “l want to try that. And | want to do it with
you! Just not yet, you know?”

“I know. And you should be proud of yourself for knowing what you
want! No need to rush anything. But | do think you’ll like what | have in
mind,” | say, smiling wickedly at her. “Move up, and make yourself
comfortable.”

Audrey moves up on the bed and lays her head on the pillow. One of her
hands is behind her head, and the look on her face is one of anticipation
and plain lust. | let my eyes roam over her body once more, and her
small breasts with pointy nipples, tight belly with starting sixpack look
amazing. But when | look at her puffy pussy lips, covered with these
sparse pubes, | feel my mouth water again. This is the moment I've
anticipated for a while now. | move down and start kissing her on her left
knee and slowly kiss a trail up her inner leg, ending just below her pussy.

As | come closer, | smell the intoxicating smell of young pussy again, and |
plant a big, sloppy kiss on it. Her soft pubes are tickling my lips, and as |
open my mouth to wrap my lips around hers, Audrey sucks in a deep
breath. | lick with my tongue between her outer lips without any



pressure. But this is enough for her juices to hit my tastebuds, and |
decide to start eating her out properly. | apply a bit more pressure with
my tongue, and the moment | do this, it slides between her lips a little
bit.

“AHHH!!!” Audrey moans loudly and arches her back.

Since I'm just getting started, | smile inwardly about how much more new
sensations she will experience. Then, | slowly move my tongue upward
while maintaining the same depth. When | touch her clit, she moans
loudly again, and | can feel a shiver go through her body. Next, | play with
her clit a little by gently moving my tongue over it. Judging by how her
pelvis is moving around, it’s an excellent way to get her cherry lubed up
even more.

| start licking a bit more firmly now and feel her juices flowing quite
seriously by now. | lap up as much as | can, which in turn gets me going. |
stop focussing on just her clit, and start lapping from her entrance to her
clit in long strokes with the entire width of my tongue pressed against
her pussy. Her moans increase, and so do her juices, so I’'m positive I'm
doing the right thing.

| lay down comfortably on the bed with my hard dick pressed against the
mattress, enjoying every second of this. | figure to take my time for
Audrey’s introduction to oral sex, but as she lays her hands on my head
and starts grunting, “MMMHHH... Almost... AHHH!!” | realize she’s
getting close to cumming already.

Most women | ate out in my life usually took a bit longer than this. But |
guess her build-up tension of the day, combined with the first time
someone is licking her down there, is enough trigger for her to cum
guickly. So, way sooner than | anticipated, | bring my fingers into the
action. | gently start probing around her entrance, giving her the illusion
I’'m about to enter her. | let my fingers and tongue work in unison for a
few moments until | hear, “AH! AH! AH! AH! AH!” above me and her
fingers gripping my hair. She starts pressing her pussy firmly against my
face, but | managed to place my index finger against her entrance.

“AHH!IT AHH!T AHRH!TY”

Her moans are stronger now, and it’s clear she’s on the verge of
cumming. And as | slowly enter her, her lower body stops moving
entirely. My tongue is focussing on her clit again, and by now, her pussy



is so wet that my entire chin is coated with her juices. | give my finger
one final push, and I’'m all the way inside her now. | rub the tip of my
finger over the inner side of her love canal and feel her legs stiffen.

A few heartbeats later, her pussy starts contracting sharply around my
finger, and her hands push my face firmly against her groin.

“O0OHHH!!T AAAHHHH!!!1I” Audrey moans, but I’'m surprised about how
she manages to keep the noise down.

| try my best to lap up as much of the pussy nectar she’s producing now,
but this isn't easy since I’'m being pressed so tightly against her. I'm
breathing through my nose, and all | can smell is that wonderful smell of
her young pussy I've come to love so much. | feel like I’'ve died and gone
to heaven.

| keep rubbing her insides with the tip of my finger, and | know this will
prolong her orgasm. But breathing like this is getting harder and harder
for me, and | have to pull back my head a bit. Despite her orgasmic high,
Audrey releases her grip on my head. My tongue is only touching her
clitoris lightly now, and | slow down the motion of my finger.

After a few minutes, | feel Audrey coming back again, as her body relaxes
and she sighs deeply. | lift my face from her groin and look up at her. |
immediately see why her moans were muffled. She’s still biting on the
ball of her thumb. | don’t want her to feel uneasy, so | lick my lips and
grab a bit of the blanket to wipe my face quickly before she sees my shiny
face.

After another deep sigh, she opens her eyes, looks down at me, and
smiles the most satisfied smile | have ever seen. | move up the bed and
lie down next to her, looking her in the eyes with a big grin.

“That was AWESOME!” she exclaims, throwing her arms around my neck,
and kissing me deeply while pressing her entire body against mine.

“Thanks! | knew you’d like it,” | smile.

| hold Audrey close as she gets her breath back. Then, after a few
minutes, she looks up at me tentatively, “Was that a blowjob?” she asks.

“No. | went down on you or, as some people call it, | ate you out. Only a
guy can get a blowjob. It’'s when someone takes the penis in their mouth
and...” | say with all the professionalism | can find.



But before | can finish my sentence, Audrey moves down on the bed and
enthusiastically wraps her hand around my leaking dick. Then, she inches
her head closer, moves my dick around, and examines it closely. | feel her
hot breath on my shaft, causing tingles inside my balls already.

“And now what?” Audrey asks while looking at me expectantly and
pressing my dick against her cheek.

“You... uhh... if you want to give me a blowjob, you just... uhh...” | hear
myself stammer.

“Don’t be a wuss! Just tell me how I’'m supposed to do it! | wanna return
the favor, AND | wanna learn how to do it properly,” Audrey says, clearly
amused by my apprehension.

“You... ahem! You can lick it like a popsicle. But you can also wrap your
lips around it and bob your head up and down. And you can use your
tongue to stimulate the glans, and you... AHHHH,” | say, interrupted by
her tongue lapping up from my balls to the tip, just like you would lick a
popsicle.

“Like this?” she asks innocently.

“Yeah! Like that. And watch the teeth! It’s very unpleasant when the
teeth scrape over my dickhead or shaft,” | explain, figuring | might as well
use words from a bit more dirty vocabulary.

“I'll try,” she says and slips her lips around my glans and moves her head
down over it.

| can feel she wrapped her lips over her teeth, which makes her mouth a
tiny bit too tight for my grown dick. After a few seconds, she lifts her
head and looks at me with a surprised look on her face. “It doesn’t taste
bad! It’s more like skin. And | can taste your stuff again!”

“You want me to... AHHH YEAH!!! ... warn you when | OOHHH... cum?” |
ask as she’s going down on my dick again.

She just nods her head and is very focused on sucking me off. At first, she
goes at it way too enthusiastically, and gags as my dick hits her tonsils.
But after a few more rookie mistakes and a good laugh from both of us,
I’m surprised at how fast she learns! | only have to give her a few more
pointers, but other than that, she listens very carefully to my moans to
find out which has the biggest effect on me. | quickly learn that this is an



excellent way to steer her without words and that she’s a very eager and
bright student.

One hand is cupping my balls, while the other is gripping my cock, so she
can use a jerking motion each time her head moves up. When | was
younger, the few girls that sucked me off got tired of it quickly and
started complaining about their jaws. But those girls didn’t have the
skillset or eagerness Audrey is showing. Those girls in my early years
probably wouldn’t have gotten me off anyways. | know that now. But the
way Audrey is sucking me... Oh boy!

I’'m tapping into every technique | know to hold back on cumming. But
because of the enthusiasm, combined with the taboo of being sucked by
a preteen girl, I'm close to shooting my load already after just a few
minutes of getting my dick sucked.

But the moment Audrey starts using her tongue furiously on my
dickhead, | know I’'m a goner. The tingle spreads in my balls faster than
I’'m used to, but | know I've still got time to warn her.

“OHHHH! Look out! I’'m cumming!” | pant.

| expect Audrey to lift her head and only use her hand to jerk me. But
instead, she starts doubling her efforts. Finally, unsure if she’s heard me
but getting close to shooting, | almost scream, “I’'m cumming! Look out!”

She must’ve heard this time, but instead of lifting, she keeps sucking and
lapping. The tingle is in the bottom half of my dick now, and | feel the
dam break. My balls pull up, and | feel my dick start kicking and blasting
out my cum. During my cum, | sense that Audrey’s mouth is still around
my dick, but her tongue work has stopped. I’'m afraid she’s choking, but
I’'m too far gone now to do something about it.

After the peak of cum is gone, and I’'m regaining my senses, | look down,
worried about Audrey. But | quickly learn that I’'ve got nothing to worry
about. | see her swallowing, with my dick still deep in her mouth. This
sight puts me at ease, and | let the good feelings retake control.

When Audrey lifts her head and lets my dick slip out of her mouth with a
loud pop, | feel the cold hit it but also notice it’s clean. No traces of sticky
cum hitting my pubes. However, the movement on the bed brings me
back to reality, and the moment Audrey cuddles up to me again, I'm
afraid the guilt will hit me.



But when | look at her and I’'m greeted with nothing but smiles, | know
there’s nothing to be guilty about. Her hand wraps around my softening
dick, and she says, “So that’s what giving a blowjob feels like.”

“You sure this was your first one?” | smile.
“Yeah. Why? Did | do something wrong?”

“No, Lil’ Bit! You were FUCKING amazing!” | chuckle, “It’s not easy to
make me cum with a blowjob. But you managed on your first try. I'm
VERY impressed!”

Audrey looks at me and is obviously checking if I’'m making fun of her.
But when she sees I’'m not kidding, she starts blushing. “Really? Did | do
it that well?”

“Oh yeah! And you listened to my responses to find out what worked.
That’s something you can use all the time during sex to know what your
partner likes and dislikes. But damn, girl! You’re good!”

“Thanks... And... uh... your... uhm... stuff tastes amazing,” she smirks and
licks her lips to make a point.

“I thought you wouldn’t want me to cum in your mouth?”
“When | tasted your, what’s it called again? Freecum?”
“Precum”

“Right! When | tasted your precum, | liked it so much that | wanted more.
I’'m sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry, Lil’ Bit! Having sex is all about doing the things you and
your partner like. And if you want to try something and it doesn’t hurt
your partner, there’s no need to apologize!”

| can see her blush, and she suddenly blurts out, “I like to drink your cum,
Scott! | want your cum in my mouth, taste it and swallow it!”

After realizing what she just said, she puts her hand in front of her mouth
and starts blushing furiously.

”
!

“You go, girl!” | say with an overly gay accent and snapping my fingers.

“Girl power!”

“Hahaha! | don’t know why | said that,” she says and starts yawning.



“I do. But let’s sleep, okay?” | say, feeling tired myself. “Busy day
tomorrow.”

| click off the light, and | feel myself start drifting off already.
“Scott?” Audrey whispers.
“Yeah?” | reply.

“I really like doing sex stuff with you. Can we do more tomorrow?” and
her hand grips my now soft dick firmly as she says this.

“I don’t see why not,” is my reply, still surprised by the lack of guilt I'm
feeling.

After throwing her school bag in a corner and looking all expectantly,
Audrey asks, “How was it?”

| explain to her that the meeting with Miranda took a turn | wasn’t
expecting.

“We worked out the money and legal stuff rather quickly. But... they
wanna come too,” | say.

“Huh!? What do you mean?”

“Miranda and Luke. They’re coming with us to the island.”

“Oh,” was all she said, but the disappointment was all over her face.

“Honestly, | can’t blame them. | wouldn’t send you to a faraway island
with people that are basically strangers either.”

“I know. But | was kinda hoping it was just going to be the four of us
again. You know? We had a lot of fun that weekend,” she pouts.

“1 know, Lil’ Bit. Me too. Miranda said that it is not that she doesn’t trust
me or anything, but she just thinks she needs to be there. She also
mentioned that they haven’t been on holiday like this recently, and she
thinks it’s a nice way to celebrate the acquisition of the new shops as a
bonus.”



Audrey thinks for a second and then says, “Ah well...it is what it is. At
least we’re going to the island.”

“That’s the spirit!” | smile.
“When are we going?”

“I made a lot of calls today. And it looks like we’re leaving next Sunday, so
we’re there during your spring break. And... | managed to book us a
condo right on the beach! It’s a two-bedroom cabin, with a living room
and kitchen. | booked the one at the end of the row, the farthest from
the beach entrance. That way, we’ll be disturbed the least when we want
to do some shooting there.”

“Oh wow! On the beach?” Audrey says as her face lights up.

“Yeah. I've been there before with Glenn. Thankfully, the condos have
been replaced by new ones because they really needed some fixing-up,
but the location is unimaginably beautiful.”

“Oh! I’'m SO excited!” Audrey exclaims as she bounces on her feet.

| laugh at her enthusiasm and give her a tight hug. “How about we go out
and buy you a new swimsuit for the trip? We can’t use the pieces Mr.
Lieberman wants us to wear for the shoot for our personal use, of
course.”

“That’s a great idea! My current suit is getting a bit too small.”

And so, as we walk around our nearby mall, Audrey asks, “Is it okay if |
buy a bikini?”

“Sure. | don’t see why not,” | reply, already creating a mental picture with
her in it.

“I feel I'm getting a bit too old for a one-piece suit. And | like how you
boys reacted to a bikini when | wore the one for the shoot.”

“ liked that too,” | chuckle.

“Here it is,” Audrey says, pointing toward the shop with the latest and
hottest swimwear.

We go our separate ways, and as we browse the racks, I’'m intrigued by
how many modest pieces there are on display. But after a good five
minutes, | manage to find two good ones. Finally, after a few more



minutes, Audrey walks up to me, holding up a set that consists of red
bikini briefs with knots on the hips, and a black and blue striped top, with
way too much fabric for it to be a sexy bikini. | wrinkle my nose, making it
clear I’'m not too fond of it that much, and she looks a bit disappointed.
But when | hold up the two bikinis | found, her face lights up
immediately.

“Ohh, Scott! These look awesome! Can | try them on?”

“Of course. Maybe you should take the one you found too. Just for
comparison.”

We head over to the dressing rooms, where | wait outside in order to
keep up appearances. | want nothing more than to see her in it, but
maybe there are other women in there, and | don’t want to stir things up
in there unnecessarily. As | patiently wait outside, | hear a soft, “Scott!”

So | look around to see if no one is looking, but nobody seems to notice
me. So | peek my head inside the dressing room and ask, “What is it?”

“Can you check if it’s okay?” she asks with a lot of uncertainty in her
voice. “I’'m the only one in here, so you can come in.”

| walk over to the only stall with a closed curtain. At that moment, |
realize that people could see me as her dad, despite my young age. And
it isn’t weird for parents to check when their kids are trying on stuff in a
dressing room.

“You in here?” | ask softly.

A hand pokes out beside the curtain motioning for me to come and look.
So | pull away a bit of the curtain and poke my head in. As | look at her, |
immediately feel growth inside my pants.

Audrey looks timidly at me, but there’s absolutely no need for that. The
black bikini fits like a glove. The contrast of the dark fabric against her
light skin, combined with her black hair, makes her look like something
out of a painting. The top seems to be held together by a few tied knots.
There’s one between her boobs, behind her neck, and one on her back.
The pieces of cloth covering her nipples are small triangles. They are just
big enough to prevent her from looking slutty, but tiny enough to look
hot as fuck.



But her bottoms. Oh my... the front covering her pubic mound is cut
extremely low. I’'ve seen her naked enough by now to know that the
fabric stops a little less than an inch shy of the top of her slit. | can see
some of her black pubes peeking out above the waistband. And the
strings that need to keep it all in place are cut very high and move over
the top of her hip bones. The fabric between her legs is a bit stretched
because of these strings, and | notice a few hairs peeking out there too.
Her ass is covered decent enough. Bits of her butt cheeks peek out, but
according to modern standards, nothing inappropriate there.

“Oh...” is all | can say.

“What? It’s too much, isn’t it? My hairs are showing, and when my
nipples get hard, I...”

“You look gorgeous, Lil’ Bit!” I interrupt her.
“I do? Don’t you think it’s too much?”

“I don’t. Honestly! This is on the sexy side, | admit. But it IS the latest
fashion, and you make it work.”

“You really think so?” Audrey asks as her face lights up again.

“I do! And there is a very simple solution for these hairs. So we’ll take
care of that. Now try the white one, please,” | smile coyly.

| close the curtain and liger a bit as | hear the ruffling behind the curtain.
Then, before | can make it out of the dressing room, | hear a sharp intake
of breath. “Scott! This one’s even more... revealing,” she giggles.

“It is?” | ask, extremely curious by now.
“Come look for yourself.”

| pull the curtain away a bit again and pop my head back inside. My half-
hard boner instantly goes to full mast from the spectacle in front of me.
This white bikini looks even skimpier than the tiny black one she wore
moments ago. Two small triangles barely cover her nipples, and the
strings holding everything together look so small that you have to look
twice to notice them.

The strings holding the fabric of her black bikini briefs together were high
on her hips. These strings are horizontal on her body, riding so low it’s
almost a miracle they stay up. The thin white fabric is so tiny that it



barely covers her pussy. But when she spins around and shows me her
ass cheeks with the thong string between them, | almost pop off in my
pants.

“Fuck me!” | whisper.
“That good, huh?” Audrey smiles wickedly.

“Oh, yeah...” | manage to say but find it strange that the timid girl in the
black bikini is completely gone now. So | ask her, “What do you think?”

“Well... | don’t know, but... | feel... | don’t know. Powerful?”

“Powerful, huh?” I say and think for a second. Then, “I think I get it. You
realize you can use your body to get attention.”

“Yeah!” she exclaims. “I think you’re right!”

“That’s great, Lil’ Bit! But remember what Spiderman’s Uncle Ben always
said.” | chuckle.

“With great power comes great responsibility,” we say together and
laugh at the silliness of it.

“I mean it, Lil’ Bit. Be proud of your body, but don’t overdo it, okay?”

“Of course! This one feels like I'm almost naked. And | like that!” she
smiles.

“As long as you promise to take them with you on our trip, you can have
both, okay?”

“Thanks, Scott! She exclaims and gives me a big kiss on my mouth, briefly
sliding her tongue inside.

| head out of the room to let her change into her street clothes. As we
pay for the bikinis, the woman behind the counter doesn’t even give us a
second look. | can only assume that it’s normal for preteen girls to prance
around almost naked by modern standards.

After we buy some more stuff we’re going to need, like sunscreen, a
decent suitcase, and sunglasses, we head out to the food court.

“This is going to be so much fun,” Audrey says excitedly as she starts with
her burger.

“I never asked you this, but have you ever been to the island before?” |
ask, moving in on my burger myself.



“Yeah. When | was four, Glenn and Gloria took me there. But | don’t
remember anything except for what | see in the pictures from that trip.”

“I’'m sure you’re gonna love it there. | know this is going to be a work trip,
but if we’ve even got the slightest possibility to go and explore, we will.”

We make some more small talk and head home. Audrey clears her throat
as we’re putting away the stuff we’ve bought. | look at her questioning
face, wondering what’s on her mind.

She’s looking at her new bikinis and asks, “You said you could fix the...
you know...” she says and looks down at her crotch, blushing.

“I can. And it’s very simple,” | say, smiling.
“Like you did with Owen?”

“That’s an option, but not a very precise one. I’'m thinking about shaving.
You are growing up, and one thing that comes with that is taking care of
your growing body. Shaving down there is a part of it for most women.”

“But | don’t know how...”

“I know. That’s why I'll help you with it and teach you how to do it
yourself.”

“I did like it better without the hairs,” she says and blushes again.
“Well... most men and women like it when there’s no hair down there.”
“You too?”

“Yeah. Me too. | think it looks better without hair. And when | go down
on you, it just feels better.” | smile and quickly add, “For both of us.”

“So... how do we do this?” she eagerly asks.

“Let’s go to the bathroom. We can use the big tub so that you can sit
comfortably, and we’ve got warm running water at hand.”

We go upstairs, where | start rummaging through my shaving gear in the
bathroom while Audrey starts undressing beside me. After finding my
‘downstairs razor’ and shaving cream, | look over at Audrey. She’s
standing unabashedly naked in front of me with her hands on her hips,
looking expectantly at me.

“Legs inside or outside the tub?” she asks as she heads over to the tub
and starts working on the faucet.



“Inside,” | reply, realizing | have to be in there with her too.

| place my gear on the edge of the tub and start undressing too. Audrey
looks at me, and her face lights up after seeing what I’'m doing.

“You're joining me?”

“It’s easier to do it while I'm in the tub. That way, | don’t have to worry
about the water spilling everywhere. And when I’'m naked, | don’t have
to worry about my clothes. So, yeah,” | say, realizing I’'m already hard
from anticipation.

Audrey steps in and plants her pert ass on the edge of the tub. | step in
after her with my boner bobbing in front of me.

“Look out!” Audrey giggles and playfully slaps my dick as if she’s almost
hit in the face by it.

“Okay. First, we gotta make sure the shaving foam is spread out nicely, so
the hairs will be sticking up a bit more. That way, you'll have fewer
stubbles, and the razor won’t have to go over the same spot that much.”

| look her in her face, and she just nods. There isn’t a trace of
nervousness or anxiety on her face. Just complete trust.

“Do you want to rub it around yourself, or do you want me to do it?” |
ask, knowing the answer already.

“You do it. You're more experienced,” she smirks.
“Sure,” | say knowingly, but looking forward to touching her again.

| spray the foam on my left hand, and as it starts growing in my hand, |
pour some warm water over her pubes with my other. Audrey spreads
her legs further apart as | do this to give me better access.

| look at her, and as | scoop up a glob of cream with my right hand and
bring it toward her pussy, she nods. My hand starts rubbing the foam
over her pubic area, and | notice how much heat radiates from her slit.
This isn’t just the clinical act of shaving. It’s also a very intimate moment
between us with an undeniable sexual element in it.

“That feels good,” Audrey softly says.

| choose to ignore it and proceed to rub around a bit more. After I’'m
done, | clean my hands under the faucet and pick up my razor.



“It’s important to shave in the direction of the way your hairs grow.
Otherwise, your follicles might get irritated, which can be
uncomfortable.”

“That makes sense,” Audrey says while looking down at her crotch.
“Ready?” | ask.

Audrey nods and keeps looking between her legs. | can see my hand
trembling as | move the razor toward her pussy. Then, | take a deep
breath to steady my hand. Thankfully, this works, and the moment the
razor touches her skin, | start moving it down steadily.

“That tickles!” she giggles but manages to keep her pelvis from moving.

As | move the razor around, more and more of her bald pussy appears.
Seeing her pussy this way makes me realize | like it even more now than |
did before, which | didn’t think was possible. My boner twitches, and as a
drop of precum oozes out of my tip, | can feel my arousal grow by the
second.

| already knew this would be at least mildly sexy, but seeing her bald lips
appear with each move of the razor, is even beyond erotic. This is fucking
hot!

Almost reluctantly, | put the razor aside and start pouring water over the
area to wash away the shaving foam.

“All done,” | say and look at Audrey.

She starts probing around her lips with her palm and fingers, and a sly
smile appears on her face.

“It’s like I'm a little girl again!” she exclaims.

As I’'m sitting on my knees now, admiring my handiwork, Audrey pulls me
close to hug me. But when my throbbing erection brushes against her
moist pussy, both our eyes fly open, and Audrey looks at me nervous but
expectantly.

“Are... are you gonna put it... inside now?” she stammers softly.

The temptation is almost too big, but | manage to refrain from pushing
my hips forward.



“No, Lil’ Bit. Told you already. We can’t do that,” | croak, “but we can try
this.”

And with that, | pull my body back a bit, take my hard dick in my hand,
push my glans between the folds of her slippery pussy, and rub against
her clit.

“Ohhh,” we both moan simultaneously.

| rub my dick up and down her slit, making sure to rub it around all the
sensitive spots but focusing on her engorged clit. | feel my dickhead
getting lubed by her soaking pussy as I'm doing this. By now, it takes all
my willpower to retract myself from her and not accidentally start
fucking her.

“Ohhh... why do you stop?” Audrey whines with a flushed face.

Needing to find a way out of this, | hear myself say, “| want a taste of that
freshly shaved heaven between your legs.”

“Oh,” is all she says, but when she eyes my glistening boner, she adds,
“only if | can get another taste from you too.”

“Deal!” | say and stand up, extending my hand to help Audrey get up. She
immediately wraps her arms around my neck, lifts her body, and wraps
her legs around my waist. My hard dick slaps against the underside of her
ass as she does this.

“I wanna go first,” Audrey says and lowers herself to press more of her
downside against my throbbing member.

“I've got a better idea,” | say as we walk toward the bedroom.

As | get to the bed, | gently pull Audrey free from my body and drop her
on the bed. She immediately starts to get up and reaches for my dick, her
lips already parted.

“Just a sec, Lil’ Bit. Lie down, and you’ll see,” | say as | gently push her
back against the mattress.

| quickly walk around the bed and lie down opposite to her, my face near
her crotch. She instinctively spreads her legs, and | can see the smile
forming on her face.

“See?” | ask, “this way, we can do it together.”



The moment | finish my sentence, her hand is around the base of my
cock, and her head moves toward my dickhead. A heartbeat later, | feel
her soft lips around my glans, and a moan escapes my lips.

The picture in front of me is one I'll probably never grow tired of. Her
legs are spread, and her bald pussy lips look soft as velvet. The small
stripe between her lips is a bit swollen and glistening with her juices and
mine.

| don’t want to waste any second, so | immediately start lapping my
tongue between her lips, savoring the taste of her young, sweet pussy
nectar mixed with a bit of my precum. But, of course, now that her pubes
are gone, eating her out is even a bigger treat than before.

And the added bonus is now that her mouth and hands are working
expertly on my dick. Every now and then, a low moan resonates on my
glans, which causes me to moan in return. I’'m highly impressed by how
quick she’s learned how to work my dick, with her tongue rubbing
around my dickhead, my circumcision scar, and that sensitive spot
behind my piss slit at the underside of my dick. So I try and focus on that
sweet and delicious flower in front of me. But, because of her relentless
efforts, | need to step up my game to prolong my orgasm.

My head lies comfortably on Audrey’s bottom leg, and she’s doing the
same with me. This way, we’re both relaxed and don’t have to crane our
necks or something. But instead of a lazy sixty-nine | usually do this way,
we’re both working hard to get the other off, with laziness not being an
option. The urgency of our actions surprises me but is a huge turn-on at
the same time.

As Audrey uses her hand to fill up the space her mouth leaves with every
upward motion of her head, | decide to bring my hands and fingers into
action too. So | use my right hand to spread her pussy lips, and I’'m
treated to the fantastic sight of her dark, reddish inner lips and soaking
wet entrance. This way, | lap deeper between her lips, to which Audrey
immediately responds by grinding her hips and deep, muffled moans on
my dick.

But the moment | stick my tongue inside her, her legs clamp shut around
my face, and the action on my dick comes to a stop. | move my tongue
around inside her sweet love canal for a few moments, but because I'm



running out of breath, | have to stop eventually. So after | retract my
tongue, | use my left hand to push her legs open gently.

“Sorry,” Audrey moans, taking her mouth off my dick just long enough to
say this.

| simply hum against her clit as I’'m back at lapping up the sweet syrup
she’s feeding me. Then, | slowly start inserting two fingers at once inside
her while putting all my tongue’s attention on her clit. | start out with
small circles, but as my fingers slide in deeper, | alternate between the
small circles and using the entire width of my tongue.

Due to my efforts on Audrey’s pussy, | didn’t focus enough on my own
feelings. But then | suddenly realize how close | am. Her right hand is still
helping her mouth on my shaft, but her left starts toying with my balls.

At that moment, | feel my balls pull up inside my sack and approach the
point of no return with lightning speed. In a desperate attempt to
prolong it a little longer, | move the fingers of my left hand toward
Audrey’s anus. But the buildup inside my balls reaches its peak, and |
know there’s no stopping. I’'m cumming.

Audrey’s words about how much she likes my cum in her mouth resonate
in my head, so | figure | don’t have to warn her this time. | just continue
rubbing my finger over her anus, lap away at her clit furiously, and piston
my two fingers in and out of her cunt.

And then, my orgasm hits me. | have to stop moving my fingers for a
second as my balls start unloading themselves into her preteen mouth,
but | manage to keep my tongue busy. The moment my first spurt leaves
my dick, Audrey starts cumming. Her pussy contracts sharply around my
fingers, and my lips and chin are coated with the sweet, slick juices from
her spasming cunt. This sensation adds a whole new level to my orgasm,
and the second and third spurts are even more powerful than the first. |
feel her mouth and tongue working hard to swallow all the cum I'm
feeding her, and at the same time, | have to suck and lap for all I’'m worth
too. Finally, after sucking each other dry and letting the sensations
subside a bit, we turn to our backs simultaneously. I’'m still panting
heavily when | hear Audrey sigh, “That was unbelievable!”

“It’s great, isn’t it?” | say without looking down at her face, “I'm sorry |
didn’t warn you.”



“It’s okay. | felt it coming. Your balls moved, and your... uhm... penis got
fatter, so | figured what was coming,” she chuckled.

| chuckle at her reservations about using the more naughty words and
find it adorable. As | lay there recovering, | feel a bit of pride about the
self-discipline | managed to prevent myself from fucking her brains out.

“Do you still think it isn’t weird that | like the taste of your... stuff?”
Audrey asks, clearly uncomfortable asking this.

“Of course! When you’re having sex, almost nothing is weird. As long as
both people aren’t hurt and agree with what’s going on.”

“Then... uhm... why won’t you, you know... put it inside me?”

This catches me by surprise. So | turn my body around so that we’re
looking at each other, and | stammer, “well... | uhm... According to the
law, you’re basically my daughter now. And I’'m supposed to protect you
and take care of you. So | think that sticking it inside you is wrong.”

“But what if | want you to do it? And | know you would never hurt me, so
| don’t see why we can’t do that.”

“It’s just that... oh!! I don’t know!” | say, frustrated. And after a few
moments of thinking about it, “Tell you what. | promise to think about it.
And maybe when you’re older, we might do it. But no promises, okay?” |
say, feeling stupid already for promising this.

“Okay. | guess. | don’t see what all the fuss is about, but okay.”

And with that, she kisses me on my cheek and turns to her back again,
looking at the ceiling.

“I think I’'m getting my period,” she blurts out after a few minutes of lying
like this.

“Oh?” | answer without knowing what else to say to this.

“Yeah. But the good news is that it’ll be over by the time we leave for the
shoot on Sunday.”

“Do you need anything? Like tampons or something? Or do you have
guestions about it?” | say, immediately switching over to my care-taking
role, despite lying naked next to her with her juices still coating my chin.



“Haha! No, silly! Glenn already talked to me about it, and I've got it
covered.”

“Oh. Okay. If you need anything, just let me know.”
“You're sweet,” she whispers and gives me another peck on my cheek.

The following week, I’'m completely focused on getting everything ready
for our trip. | don’t want to leave anything to chance, so | triple-check
everything. | managed to land a sweet deal on new and larger memory
cards, and after cleaning the camera bodies, I'm confident that I've got
that part covered. On Wednesday, | finally get the green light from my
guy at Fed-ex that the clothes have arrived and are at the drop-off point
near our cabin.

When Audrey gets to bed, | notice she’s wearing panties each evening.
She says it makes her feel more confident during her period, despite
wearing tampons. So during this week, we only masturbate twice, with
Audrey’s hands inside her panties and me stroking my own cock, with
her eyes glued to it.

The rest of the week is pretty uneventful. We pack our clothes on
Saturday, and | can’t help but notice how hyped Audrey is. I’'m pretty
excited myself, but when the doorbell rings on the morning of our
departure and as | see the twins bounce around, | realize we’re just
scratching the surface of being hyped.

Miranda walks in behind the bouncing boys and just nods her head. | see
Luke hauling two big suitcases, and | quickly go and help him put them in
the back of my truck.

“Ready, Mr. H?” both boys ask simultaneously when we get to the living
room.

| look at Miranda and Luke and see their smiling faces. Since everything is
packed, and the tickets are in my bag, | don’t see any reason to prolong
this. So | just smile and say, “There’s a plane waiting for us. So let’s go!”









Chapter 14 — Come to the island

“This is amazing!” | said as Glenn, Gloria, and | entered the apartment.

| immediately ran over to the balcony to enjoy the view we had of the
ocean. As the soft, warm breeze touched my skin and the sunset colored
the sky red, | felt a weird calmness flow through my body.

“This view is great. Isn’t it, honey?” Gloria asked as she stood beside me
on the balcony.

“Thank you guys SO much for taking me here with you!” | said and
hugged Gloria tightly.

But the moment | realized | was hugging her tightly, | let go and stepped
back a bit. “Sorry! | don’t want to hurt the baby,” | said, afraid she would
be mad.

“Haha! Don’t worry, honey! It’s safe inside my belly. No need to worry
that you’re going to hurt it.”

“Oh... I thought I'd...” | stammered and hugged Gloria tightly again.

“Right. Let’s finish unpacking. We’re invited over at Thiago’s for dinner.
And believe me, you don’t want to miss that!” Gloria smiled.

So after we unpacked and | made the bed in my small room, we went out
to Thiago. Glenn had rented a car so he could visit his old friends. Since it
was a convertible, | insisted on driving with the top down. Glenn just
smiled when Gloria pressed the button, and the roof automatically
opened.

This was precisely how | always pictured a vacation. Having fun and doing
all sorts of stuff you wouldn’t do at home. And all that with a nice, warm
breeze in a new environment.

When we arrived at Thiago, a man looking about the same as Glenn
came running with his arms spread and called out his name. The
moment his body collided with Glenn, they hugged each other firmly
with loud pads on their backs and shoulders.

Next, he greeted Gloria, and a woman joined him. After Glenn
introduced me and | got hugged too, | learned that Thiago was Glenn’s



best friend when they grew up. Finally, his wife, Maria, invited us over to
the table, where we had one of the best meals | had ever had.

Glenn and Thiago shared a lot of childhood stories about all the mischief
they did and got away with. All of them were having a good time, and |
had to laugh at a lot of the funny stories too. Sometime during all of this,
the conversation became more serious.

“If those idiots think they can take our island, they’re in for a treat!”
Thiago said sternly.

“I know, T. But don’t do anything stupid, okay? I’'m sure they’ll find a
diplomatic solution and push back these Nicaraguans,” Glenn replied,
and he sounded all serious now too.

| later learned that they barely avoided a full-blown civil war at that time
by sending US troops to keep the peace. One of the outcomes of the
peace negotiations was that a part of the island became a permanent
part of Nicaragua

At the time, this didn’t register with me. | only noticed a lot of soldiers in
the lesser part of the town and the graffiti sprayed on the buildings with
all sorts of images | couldn’t place and text | couldn’t read.

| was getting pretty tired, and when Gloria saw me yawn, she announced
it was time to head back to the apartment.

The following day was all about revisiting old friends. Again. And
although these were all very friendly people, | was starting to get bored.
So when we were sitting at the breakfast table the following morning,
Gloria asked, “How about you and | do something fun today while Glenn
visits some more friends?”
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“That sounds great!” | said enthusiastically, glad to do something else
than being the fifth wheel on the wagon.

“An excellent plan!” Glenn said and looked at Gloria, “But is it okay if
Scott and | do some shots on the beach for about one or two hours first?
The light is fantastic this time of day.”

“Sure! That gives me time to plan something for us. Back here at ten?”
Gloria asked with a twinkle in her eyes.

“Let’s go, Bud! We're heading to the beach,” Glenn said as he got up and
grabbed his camera bag from the cabin in the corner.



“Don’t | need my swimming trunks or something?”

“Nah. We don’t need them. But bring a beach towel just in case,” Glenn
smiled and winked at me.

When we reached the beach entrance, Glenn pointed to the left. So after
| took off my shoes and felt the dry sand between my toes, we started
walking in that direction. Despite the already lovely weather, there
weren’t many people on the beach. Before we started walking, | could
see a couple and a man with his dog walking in the distance to our right,
but other than that, we were alone.

To the left of us, old cabins were overlooking the ocean. The location was
incredible, but these cabins looked old and worn. As far as | could see,
none of them were occupied, which was a bit of a shame considering the
fantastic spot on this beach.

“What’s with these cabins?” | asked Glenn.

“They were put here about a decade ago. But no one took care of them,
so now they’re old and shabby.”

“Pitty,” | said.

“There’s the spot | was thinking about,” Glenn said after we walked some
more and pointed toward a lush bush of tropical plants on the end of the
beach, where the ocean crashed with mild waves at the shore.

“That looks nice!” | exclaimed, impressed by the tropical look | only saw
in magazines up until now.

“I think it’s the most beautiful spot on the island,” Glenn said as he put
down his camera bag.

As | put down the bag with the towel next to it, | asked, “What do you
wanna shoot today?”

“I wanna do another Pyntar shoot today. But a little different than usual.
Where most of these are single-shot images, | want to tell a story here,”
he said, looking expectantly at me.

“Okay... and?” | asked, completely clueless about where this was going.

“On the island,” Glenn continued, “all beaches are clothing optional. You
can be naked if you want to, but you don’t have to. I've seen families



having fun on the beach completely naked, sitting next to another fully
clothed group. And everything in between. No one cares.”

| must’ve looked stupid because he started laughing when Glenn looked
at me. But, it didn’t make me feel uncomfortable at all because | knew
he’d explain everything.

“Sorry, Bud. | guess | don’t make a lot of sense. | want to tell a story with
multiple pictures. The story is about a boy on a beach,” he said,
theatrically waving his hand to accentuate the location, “who discovers
the joys of being naked outdoors. Or just in his undies,” Glenn quickly
added.

“Oh,” I simply said, envisioning the shoot in my head already.

“That’s up to you, of course,” Glenn said, trying to size me up about
being naked.

“So | need to do some acting for this shoot?”

“Acting is a big word. | want to tell a story with pictures this time. It’ll be
a first for me too.”

“Sounds like fun! How do we do this?” | asked, excited to get going.

Glenn talked me through his plan, and after a few minutes, | walked
toward the bush in my short blue sweat shorts and white t-shirt, with the
bath towel around my neck. Glenn was behind me, snapping away
already.

“Stop there and look around,” Glenn said while | was facing the ocean.

After a few pictures like this, Glenn told me to place the towel on the
sand and to take off my shirt. Next, he asked to walk knee-deep into the
ocean.

“Look at your pants. Try to look worried they’ll get wet,” Glenn instructed
me as he was standing in the water next to me in his underwear and
shirt.

| did just that and felt the tension inside build. | knew what was coming
next, and | felt pretty excited. When | was back at the towel, | waited a
few moments for Glenn to catch up and waited for further instructions.

“Slowly drop your sweats, Bud. | need to shoot both the pants and your
face, so please take it slow.”



“Okay,” | mumbled, surprised that my dick was still soft.

After | kicked away my sweats, Glenn took a few close-up shots of the
bulge in my tighty-whities.

“Look around shyly to check if no one is looking and hook your thumbs in
the waistband,” is all | heard.

| did just that, and | felt incredibly naughty for what | was about to do. |
didn’t know why, but | was still completely soft despite all this tension.

“Slowly pull them down...” Glenn softly said as he was snapping away.

The moment my dick was free from its confinement, | felt the warm
breeze on it and realized how awesome it was to be naked on this beach.

After Glenn was done with my dick, balls, and ass closeups, he asked,
“Can you stretch your body? That way, it’ll look like you’re enjoying this
freedom even more.”

| turned my body toward the ocean, put my arms in the air, and
stretched. Then, | casually wiggled my midsection so my dick was
flopping gently from left to right.

“That’s awesome,” Glenn said to me. “Can you run around and do some
exploring near these bushes?”

After pretending to play and discover, Glenn directed me to the ocean
again. | got in, and with the water ending just below my balls, | looked
into the distance. Glenn took his shots again, and as | went for a swim, he
tried to follow me as far as possible. Eventually, | swam back toward him
and almost touched the camera as | got closer.

“Lie down on the towel to let the wind and the sun dry you,” Glenn said
as we walked out of the ocean.

“Do you want me to make my dick hard?” | asked as | looked down
toward my shriveled dick and balls.

“Dick, huh? What happened to willie?” he chuckled.
“Michelle said | shouldn’t call it a willie anymore after... you know...”

“Haha! She’s right. You’ve got a real dick now! You’ve jerked, you’ve
fucked, and you can shoot cum. Yeah. That sure qualifies as a dick to me,’
Glenn said, ruffled my hair, and patted me on my butt.
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"But do I?”

“Uhm... It would make some nice pictures if you decide to spank it...”
Glenn smiled after he looked around and saw nobody even remotely
close to us.

“We’ll see,” | smiled mischievously and walked over to the towel.
“Go for it,” Glenn said as he put the camera in front of his face.

| stood by the towel with my back toward Glenn. | stretched again and
pretended to look around carefully. | already saw that we were
completely alone at this end of the beach and felt my dick chub up a bit
from the anticipation of what | was about to do. After a few moments, |
kneeled and laid down on the towel on my back with my legs spread
slightly and my hands folded behind my back. As | looked at the passing
clouds and listened to Glenn’s camera clicking away, | let my mind drift to
my actions with Michelle. The images of Michelle’s body below me
guickly morphed into Becky’s naked body in front of my eyes, and |
realized | was getting hard.

| noticed Glenn being close by to shoot as many pictures as possible of
my growing member, which excited me even more. By the time | was
fully hard, | was so horny that | just had to jack it. So as | gripped my hard
dick and started sliding my fist up and down, | heard Glenn moan a soft,
“Oh yeah...” and decided to give him a good show.

My right hand was finding a nice rhythm, but | wanted more this time. So
| spread my legs further and let my left hand slide down between them.
As my index finger started searching for my butthole, | saw Glenn move
in the corner of my eye, and he walked over, so he looked up at me from
between my legs. He got to his knees and moved even lower to a point
where his camera was almost touching the sand.

Doing such a naughty act in a public place was an even bigger turn-on for
me than | expected, and | realized | was starting to get close already. | let
my finger press on my butthole and relaxed my muscles down there. This
immediately caused the tip of my finger to enter me, and a surge of
pleasure shot through me as it happened. | pressed down and felt my
finger go even deeper until | touched a spot that sent off fireworks in my
brain.

“OOHHHH!!!” | moaned loudly.



| sped up the motion of my right hand and started moving my finger in
and out of my hole. As | did this, | heard myself moan and felt movement
on the towel, realizing Glenn was taking all sorts of close-ups of my body
during this wild jack-off session. But | didn’t care. | was so engrossed in
jacking off that | only paid attention to the good feelings in my lower
body, with only the sound of the crashing waves resonating in my ears.
Even if a marching band walked by, | probably wouldn’t even notice.

My fist and finger movements increased even more, and | felt | was
about to cum. | wasn’t sure how | did it, but | managed to open my eyes
and look straight into the camera and moaned, “I’'m cumming.... Ohhhh...
Shoot my... ahh... dick!”

Glenn’s camera moved away from my face and immediately focused on
my dick. Then, with a last, loud moan, | felt the now-familiar movement
inside my dick, and a moment later, | felt two warm drops of liquid land
on my belly after my dick spasmed wildly in my gripping fist.

| needed some time to recover, but | had to remove my finger from my
butt to relax more comfortably. So, with a deep sigh and a squishy sound,
| retracted my finger, and | felt my anus and lower-body muscles relax.
The warm wind over my body, the sound of the waves in the background,
and the screaming seagull in the distance were so relaxing that | almost
drifted off.

“That was awesome, Bud!” Glenn said as he sat down next to me on the
towel, looking at my face and smiling.

| opened my eyes and smiled back. Then | looked down at my belly,
where my softening dick was lying on my thigh, and | saw the two clear
drops of cum. | scooped them up with my right index finger and brought
it to my face. It looked very watery and not at all like Glenn’s cum. But |
was extremely curious about the taste, so | opened my mouth, and the
moment they activated my tastebuds, | was surprised by its taste. Glenn’s
cum was salty and musky. But this was sweet and light.

“This tastes good!” | exclaimed, causing Glenn to chuckle.
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“Yeah. Your cum tastes amazing!” he said and quickly moved his head
down to lap up the remains my fingers didn’t pick up.

“That tickles!” | giggled as his tongue moved over my belly.



We sat there for a few more moments when Glenn asked, “You really like
anal stimulation, don’t you?”

“I' like what?”I asked, vaguely aware of what he was talking about.
“Sticking things up your butt,” he said bluntly while looking at me.
This caused me to blush a bit, and after a few moments, | just nodded.

“I told you before. There’s nothing wrong with that. | just want to warn
you about what you stick inside. Look out for things with sharp edges.
This might damage your insides. But stuff like a hairbrush handle or
banana is perfectly fine. Just make sure you lube up and be careful.”

“Lube up? You mean like using grease or something?”

“Yeah. Something like that. Just make sure it’s based on natural
ingredients and doesn’t contain any alcohol or other aggressive
substances.”

“How do | know which is right?”

“When we get back home, I'll buy the good stuff and give it to you,
okay?”

“That’ll be great! Thanks.” | said and suddenly felt even more grateful for
having Glenn in my life.

“Ill also buy you a small dildo that’s made for this, so it’s perfectly safe.
Or you can find a boy who’s willing to put his dick up there. That’s even
better than dildos or hairbrushes,” he smiled and winked.

“I think I’'ve already found a guy that’s willing to do that,” | smiled and
looked expectantly at Glenn.

“Haha! I'm willing, that’s for sure. But | think I’'m too big for you and |
might hurt you. Maybe in a few years, Bud.”

“I was afraid you’d say that,” | said, feeling a bit disappointed.

We went quiet after that and just stared at the ocean and the crashing
waves. | looked over and wondered about the weird line of trees and
bushes at the end of the beach. It almost felt like someone planted it
there to prevent people from falling off the island or something.

The line ended at the ocean on both sides, and it looked like a lost piece
of rainforest that decided it liked the beach better.



“What’s with these trees?” | asked.

“Dunno. They’re here for as long as | can remember,” Glenn said as he
looked at the tree line.

“Have you ever gone through to see where they end?”

“No. | went around the island with a boat once, and there’s no way to get
there from the water. There’s sort of a ring of pointy rocks in the ocean
after the tree line. | think it’s just rocks and stones over there.”

“Can we go and check it out?” | asked excitedly, already looking forward
to an adventure with Glenn.

“I don’t see why. Like | said, probably nothing but rocks. And Gloria will
be here soon. Maybe later, okay?”

| felt a bit disappointed, but Glenn did have a point. | was looking
forward to spending the afternoon with Gloria, and we could always
check it out later.

“Ready for a few more pics until Gloria gets here?” Glenn asked, holding
up his camera and radically changing the subject.

“Sure!” | said, “What do we need?”

“I need just a few more to tell the story. Not everything | shot so far is
suited for Pyntar,” he winked.

After he shot a few more with me lying on my back, some with my knee
in the air to hide my dick, he asked me to roll over and lay on my
stomach. After a few more of these, | heard, “There you are!” and |
looked up to see Gloria walk toward us.

“Hi Gloria,” | said and waved.

“Just in time, Hon. We’re done here,” Glenn said and kissed his wife on
her cheek.

“I'll see you two later. I’'m off to see Lucas,” Glenn said as he grabbed his
camera bag.

“Any idea when you’ll be back?” Gloria asked.
“Not really. But knowing Lucas, it’ll be late. Or early,” Glenn smiled.

“Have fun!” both Gloria and | said as Glenn started walking toward the
apartment.



When he rounded the corner, he waved at us. | got up from my sitting
position and looked excitedly at Gloria, not feeling any need to cover up.

“You know you’re allowed to be naked out here?” | said, pointing toward
both ends of the beach.

“Haha. Yeah, | know. And it’s just the thing for you, honey. Isn’t it?”
“Yeah. | really like it a lot!”

“Ready for the real fun then?” Gloria asked and handed me my
swimming trunks.

“What are we going to do?” | asked as | took it and started pulling them
up.

It turned out that Gloria had an excellent idea of fun. She rented a
speedboat for us. There even was a parasail option on it, which | had to
try out, of course.

We spent almost the entire day at sea. Every time | got behind the wheel
of the speedboat, | felt like the king of the world. The sheer power of the
boat, combined with the wind in my hair and the splashes of water on
my face, was priceless.

After returning the boat, we went to the harbor, where Gloria had made
reservations in a small restaurant. After getting our drinks, | raised my
glass, and Gloria did the same.

“To an amazing day,” | said as our glasses touched.
“To an amazing day,” Gloria said in return and smiled.

We checked the menu, and after the waiter took our order, Gloria looked
thoughtfully at me.

“The time in Africa is almost over for your parents,” she said, clearly
trying to see how I'd react.

But | didn’t mind talking about it. | could tell Glenn and Gloria everything.
So | shrugged and said, “I know. And according to mom, they’re going to
live in Seattle for a year so that | can settle down even more. So I’'m glad
they’re thinking about me for once.”

| wasn’t angry or anything. It was just something | felt deep inside,
something | could vent to Gloria about. She kept looking and just



nodded.

“I get it. But it’s the life your dad chose, and you’ll have to deal with it.
Sometimes things don’t feel fair, and | guess this is one of these things.”

“I guess. And with you and Glenn, | can do the things | like to do without
the constant mocking from my dad. He wants me to play baseball or
football. He just doesn’t get my interest in photography,” | glumly said.

“I wouldn’t worry about that too much, Honey. You just keep doing your
thing, and he’ll see it isn’t a fluke or anything. It’s a very... uhm... manly
world he’s in, and photography doesn’t have a very masculine image.”

“I know. And | don’t hate him for it or anything. And we do fun stuff
together too. But | just wish... you know...”

“I do. But look at the bright side. When you’re staying in Seattle, you can

come and visit us as much as you want!” she said, smiling. “You’re funny,

kind, helpful, and SO much more. We're delighted you stayed with us this
past year...”

“Almost a year,” | interrupted her with a smile.

“You’re right. Almost a year. But the guest room isn’t the guest room
anymore. It’s YOUR room now,” Gloria said and pointed at me.

“luhm...” | stammered, flabbergasted by her heartwarming words.

“So, please. Will you do us a favor and keep coming over, lighting up our
days?”

“Yes. Yes! I'd love to!”
“I'll drink to that,” and Gloria held up her glass of coke once again.

The dinner we had was excellent. The Colombian kitchen isn’t that well
known across the world, but | didn’t eat anything that wasn’t tasteful
during my time there. After Gloria paid the bill, we walked toward the
exit and waited for the cab. Once it pulled up, | opened the door for
Gloria to let her go in.

“Wow! Quite the gentleman,” she smiled.

| quickly walked around the car and got in on the other side. During the
ride, | felt a warm feeling inside my stomach because of the love Gloria
expressed for me.



“I really love you guys! And | can’t thank you enough for taking me in!”
and | hugged Gloria tightly on the cab's back seat.

“I love you too, Honey. And don’t worry about it! We’re so glad to have
you over. You're basically doing us a favor.”

When we entered the apartment, Glenn wasn’t home yet. But | felt tired,
so | went to the bathroom to do my business and brush my teeth. Then, |
walked back into the living room to give Gloria a goodnight hug and kiss,
which she eagerly accepted.

“What’s the plan for tomorrow?” | asked before | left the room.

“I’'m off early tomorrow. But Glenn will be home. I’'m going to visit the
other side of the island with Thiago to see how the situation is over there
firsthand. I’'m curious, and | might be able to use that in one of my
lessons. | think Glenn only has one appointment tomorrow, and it’s late
in the afternoon.”

“Cool. Goodnight!”
“Night, Honey.”

A honking car outside the apartment woke me up. | looked at the alarm
clock and learned it was a little past nine. | idly toyed with my sparse
pubes and with my balls hanging down in my loose sack as | thought
about the great day | had with Gloria. My morning wood stuck up from
my groin, and the urge to go peeing grew by the minute.

After doing my business in the bathroom, | wasn’t sure what to do. | felt
a bit horny, but it was also almost time for Gloria to get up and start
making breakfast, so a quick wank wasn’t an option. That’s when |
realized Gloria was gone already and that it was just Glenn and me.

| figured Glenn would probably be in for some fooling around, so | quietly
walked over to their room. As | approached it, | saw the door was open,
and the light was streaming in from the window.

Glenn was lying on his back, legs spread and one arm above his head. He
snored loudly, and his face was looking toward the window, away from



the door. The thin sheet was crumbled around his feet, and his dick lay
softly on his thigh.

As | looked at his groin, | noticed how massive his balls looked compared
to mine. They weren’t very hairy, so | could study them nicely from
where | was standing. | wondered if | should wake him. He probably had
a short night, but he’d already said he didn’t want to sleep this vacation
away. So, after thinking about it for a few moments, | tip-toed over to the
bed and got on the mattress between his legs as quietly as | could.

Judging by his snoring and the fact that he didn’t move a muscle, |
figured | was still good. So | leaned forward a bit, took his soft dick in my
hand, and sucked it into my mouth.

This was the first time | had his dick in my mouth while it was soft. |
played with it by using my tongue and cheeks for a bit, and it started to
grow before long.

After toying with it a bit longer and wrapping my lips around it, it was as
hard as | remembered. The snoring above me had died down, but | saw
Glenn was still asleep when | looked up.

Feeling Glenn’s hard dick in my mouth got me pretty worked up, so |
decided to start sucking him for real now. | used my right hand to wrap
around his shaft while my tongue worked his dickhead. | was getting into
it when | felt Glenn move.

“Huh? What?” he mumbled, and moments later, | felt his hand on my
head.

| let his dick slip from my mouth, looked up at Glenn, and smiled.
“Morning,” | whispered and started lapping his dick from bottom to top
like a popsicle while keeping my eyes locked with his.

“Ooohhh... that’s some way to wake up...” Glenn groaned.

Moments later, he rubbed me over my cheek and said, “Come here,” and
he gently pulled me up to his body.

| crawled up to lay down on his muscular chest with my legs on each side
of his body and my boner pressing on his stomach. He kissed me on my
mouth and hugged me tightly.

“Why did you do that?” he asked.



“I' like doing that. And | like doing this stuff with you.”

“Well... we’ve got all morning, so no need to rush,” Glenn said, smiling
wickedly.

Lying there on top of Glenn with his muscular body pressed against mine
and with every now and then a warm breeze over my body, | felt safe,
horny, and completely at ease. But when | shifted my body down slightly,
| felt Glenn’s hardon press against my ass.

| looked at Glenn the moment this happened and firmly pressed my butt
against it. Glenn just smiled and let me do my thing for a moment.

“I think | want to try it now. | think | can handle it,” | whispered, feeling a
bit nervous because of his size but also excited as hell to try it.

Glenn looked at me and sized me up. | could see him struggling with
what he should do, but after a few moments, he said, “First, we’re gonna
try if it’s even an option. Your anus might be too tight for it, and | don’t
want to hurt you.”

“Really!? Thanks!” | said excitedly and looked him deep into his eyes,
“And | know you won’t hurt me! So how do we do this?”

“Haha! How can | say no to such eagerness?” Glenn laughed, “I'll grab
the lube, and we’ll try with my fingers how tight you are and let you get
used to the feeling of more than just one finger.”

Glenn gently pushed me aside, where | landed on the mattress and lay
on my back. My hand started toying with my boner as Glenn went to the
bathroom. When he came back, he had a jar in his hand, and his
bouncing boner led the way as he walked toward the bed.

“Get on all fours, Bud. It’ll be easier that way.
| quickly got on my hands and knees and asked, “Is that lube?”

“Yeah. It’s coconut oil. It’s one hundred percent natural and slippery as
hell. People over here use it for all sorts of things. Here. Check it out,” he
said, holding the jar in front of me.

| sniffed at it, and it didn’t smell like much. Just plain coconut. | dipped
one finger in it and examined its texture. Glenn was right. This stuff was
very slippery and looked a bit like thick water on my fingers.

“Cool. And now you put it on your willie, or what?”



“Not yet. First, I'm gonna use my fingers to lube up your hole. But more
importantly, to check if it isn’t too tight down there. You ready?” Glenn
asked as he took the jar, his boner wiggling in the corner of my eyes.

“I guess...” | said, still eager to try but a bit anxious about it.

| felt Glenn’s finger rub over my hole a few moments later. | was
surprised by how warm the oil felt on his finger. | expected a cold rush
like when someone squirts sunscreen on your back. But the opposite was
true.

After rubbing around for a short while, Glenn said, “I’'m going to press
now and try to slide in. Don’t try to clamp your hole shut. Just try to push
like you’re taking a dump. It’ll be way easier that way.”

| simply nodded and did what Glenn asked. And the moment Glenn’s
finger started sliding in, | felt my boner twitch and couldn’t hold back a
moan.

“You’re doing great, Bud,” Glenn softly said. “This was way easier than |
anticipated.”

He started sliding his finger in and out, and each time he hit a particular
spot, my boner twitched. Finally, after a minute or so, he slid out, stuck
his finger in the oil, and said, “I’'m lubing you up extra good to make sure
it doesn’t hurt that much.”

| simply nodded again because | was enjoying this too much and didn’t
trust my voice at that moment.

“I’'m going to try using two fingers now. | think you’re loose enough for
that. Is that okay?”

“Uh-huh,” I mumbled, pressing my ass against his hand and feeling all-
new incredible sensations flowing through my body.

When Glenn’s fingers left me to scoop up some more oil, | felt empty but
couldn’t wait for him to enter me again and rub against that weird spot
inside me.

“Okay, Bud. Take a deep breath, try to relax, and push back a little,
okay?”

“Yeah... just... 'm...” | stammered, trying to find the right words.



Glenn must’ve sensed | was ready for it because he started pressing with
two fingers now. As the pressure grew, | remembered Glenn’s words,
took a deep breath, and pushed back by using my muscles around my
asshole. Moments later, | felt both fingers slide in slowly and moaned.

“Does it hurt?” Glenn asked worriedly and immediately stopped moving
his fingers.

“No. It doesn’t hurt. | just... feel full. It feels good,” | said, still trying to
relax as much as possible.

“So | just keep going?”
“Oh yes, please!”

After a few minutes, Glenn’s fingers were probing around and sliding in
and out of my ass easily. Every time he touched my sensitive spot, |
moaned loudly. My dick was rock hard, and | felt horny as hell by now.

“I didn’t expect it, Bud, but | think you’re ready,” Glenn whispered in my
ear, his finger still sliding in and out.

| looked up, and a big smile spread across my face when | saw the look in
Glenn’s eyes. Of course, | wasn’t very experienced yet, but | had seen this
look before, and it was one of pure lust.

“I think it’s better if you lie down on your back. Just spread your legs, lift
your knees, and place this pillow under your lower back,” he said and
grabbed the oil.

| did just that and looked at Glenn while he lubed up his big, hard dick. As
| looked at it and realized how much thicker his dick was, | suddenly felt a
wave of nervousness wash over me. Glenn must’ve noticed because he
asked, “Nervous?”

| just nodded and whispered, “Yeah. A bit.”

“Don’t worry. We'll stop the second you want! Just say it, and we’ll find
another cool thing to do,” Glenn said soothingly.

| was still horny as hell, so despite the anxiety, | nodded and said, “l want
to do this, so just fuck me already.”

Both Glenn and | looked surprised as these words came out of my
mouth, and | started giggling nervously while Glenn just smiled broadly.



“Alright, Bud. I'll fuck you already!” He smiled and grabbed his hard dick
in his hand.

Moments later, | felt the tip of his dick brushing against my slippery butt
hole. He pressed firmly against it and softly said, “Remember. Deep
breaths and press as if you're going to the toilet.”

| nodded once more and felt my heart throbbing in my throat. | inhaled
deeply, and the moment Glenn’s dick started sliding in, | exhaled and
loosened my sphincter. | felt a popping sensation and a mild gust of pain.
But the pain went away immediately, and | realized Glenn had entered
me. The feeling was quite overwhelming, and | needed a moment to get
used to being so full.

| looked at his face and noticed his worried expression. He was constantly
looking at me to see if | was okay.

“I| feel it,” | moaned softly.

“You okay?”

“Yes. Just give me one second to adjust.”

“Sure,” Glenn said and held his body perfectly still.

After a few seconds, | felt Glenn’s fingers wrap around my stiff dick, and
he started playing with it. He wasn’t jacking me, just massaging it and
making me feel good. This worked quite well, and after a few more
moments, | said, “Can you go deeper?”

Now it was Glenn’s turn to nod, and with a soft push of his hips, | felt him
entering me. It was a little uncomfortable, but the feeling of something
entering me, the naughtiness of it, combined with his massaging hand,
was way more powerful, and | started panting heauvily.

When his dick rubbed against that particular spot inside me, | moaned
loudly, and my dick started twitching furiously.

“Ooohhh. Yessss...”

Glenn just kept going. He slid in, retracted a bit, slid in further, and
repeated this a few times. | was in heaven. The expected pain wasn’t
there. Only the fantastic feeling of his hard dick inside of me and rubbing
against something | didn’t know | had.



The moment | felt his pubes tickle against my hairless balls, | knew |
would want this a lot more. Since his dick rubbed that spot the first time,
| was on the verge of an orgasm.

“Oh, wow,” Glenn moaned, “you’re doing great! I'm all the way in.”
“Ooohhh. | know. Ahhh... I... hmmm...” was all that came out.

When Glenn slowly moved out, | felt like my orgasm hit me. But it
lingered a bit, and when Glenn pushed back in, the same thing
happened. With each fucking motion from Glenn, | felt like | almost
came.

At that moment, | couldn’t speak anymore. Only low grunts escaped my
throat, and all my attention was between my legs. Glenn was still
massaging my dick, but he started jerking me in earnest after we fucked
for a while.

The fucking wasn’t loud or obscene. Just slow, steady strokes from Glenn.
But after he fucked me for a few minutes more, | noticed a change on his
face. | knew by now that this meant he would be coming soon. At that
moment, his inbound thrusts became more fierce, and when his groin
slapped against my butt, this felt even better for me.

“AH! YES! AH! YES! AH! YES!!” | kept grunting.
“UH! UH! UH! UHH!” Glenn groaned.

The sound of loud slaps filled the room, and the feeling inside me
intensified even more. | still don’t know if it was Glenn’s fat dick filling me
up, the rubbing against ‘that’ spot, or the idea of being submissive to
someone. But | don’t care now, and | certainly didn’t care back then.

“Ohhh... I'm cumming!” Glenn moaned and kept slamming into me.

The familiar tingle | usually felt when | came didn’t come this time.
Instead, it was more like a whirlpool of soft cotton balls floating through
my head and body. But when Glenn slapped at me with a final push, and
his dick started kicking inside me, his hot cum coating my insides, all
muscles between my belly button and knees began to contract.

Glenn and | came at the same time, and | felt so connected to him at that
moment that | still remember that feeling vividly until today. My orgasm
was very different from my usual orgasms. It usually focused on my dick,
this time, it felt like it came from the inside behind my pubes. It’s hard to



explain, and | still can’t put it into words. | did notice something splashing
on my belly in the back of my head but was too engrossed with this
different orgasm to notice or care.

Glenn stayed inside me for a few more moments but eventually, he had
to pull out and lay down on his back beside me on the bed.

As we lay there side by side, regaining our breaths and letting the air cool
us, | felt a bit of Glenn’s cum oozing out of my hole. | knew | couldn’t help
it, and instead of feeling embarrassed by it, | felt a sense of pride for
being able to give him this much pleasure and for being able to take his
fat dick up my ass.

After a while, | felt something cold on my belly and looked down to see
what it was. There, around my belly button, a long stripe of watery cum
lay glistening in the morning light. | never came this much, and |
wondered if this was even my cum.

Glenn saw me looking and said, “You came a lot, Bud! You’re becoming a
man!”

He extended his fingers, scooped up a glob, and put it in his mouth. | did
the same, and after two or three times, my belly was clean.

“How did | do?” | finally asked, curious how Glenn experienced it.
“Honestly?” he asked and looked at me.
| nodded shyly, a little bit afraid of what he’d say.

“I honestly didn’t think you could handle it and that you’d be too tight
down there. But the opposite is true! You were amazing! It’s been a long
time since I've had sex that was this good!”

| felt a blanket of pride covering me and realized we’d probably be doing
this a lot more.

“And you?” Glenn asked, smiling.

“It was awesome! The moment your dickhead was in, | felt a bit of pain.
But that was gone before | knew it. Your dick kept rubbing against a
special spot inside me, and each time it did, it felt a bit better.”

“That’s your prostate. Most men like it a lot when it’s stimulated,” he
said. And after a few seconds, “So do I.”



| felt a bit more oozing out and moved my hand down to assess the
damage. Glenn noticed and said, “You’d better go to the bathroom and
let it all out. After that, we’ll take a shower and clean ourselves up
properly.”

And that’s precisely what we did. After showering, we ate breakfast
together. And after breakfast, Glenn sucked me off at the kitchen table.
Just like that. | wanted to return the favor, but he just said he wasn’t
eighteen anymore and explained it took him a while to get going again.

It wasn’t even noon yet when we arrived at the beach. Glenn wasn’t
much of a beach guy, but after a bit of whining from me, he decided we
could go. Of course, we took the usual stuff like towels, sunscreen, and
frisbee with us, but | insisted on leaving our trunks in the apartment. It
took some convincing, but eventually, Glenn agreed.

Lounging naked on the beach with Glenn was absolutely amazing. We
chatted a bit, swam in the ocean, threw the frisbee around, and generally
had a good time. Being naked together in a public place added a whole
new level to it for me, and it was simply fantastic.

| felt a bit odd down there for the rest of the day, but nothing substantial.
Glenn assured me this would wear off. | didn’t care about it. | got fucked
for the first time, and | loved it!






Chapter 15 — Shoot them

“Where did you find this place?” Miranda says as we enter our cabin on
the beach.

“This is fucking awesome!” | hear one of the twins say behind me.
“LANGUAGE!” both Miranda and Luke say at the same time.

“But... can’t you see where we are?” the boy persisted.

“I don’t care,” Luke says, “We don’t talk like that, and you know it, Evan!”

“I’'m sorry,” Evan replies, but his ear-to-ear smile can’t be missed when |
glance over.

Holding back a chuckle, | decide to address the elephant in the room.
“There are only two bedrooms, so | assume Audrey and | take the one
with the single Queen-sized bed, and you take the one with the two
beds?”

“That’ll be great. Yeah. You okay with that too, boys?” Luke asks as he
looks at the twins.

“I don’t care,” Owen says, “We’re mostly out on the beach anyways.”

“That’s true,” | add, “I wanna start early tomorrow. | think that’s when
we’ll have the best light for the non-swimwear clothes.”

“Sounds good,” Miranda chips in, “How about we find a restaurant and
eat? It’s almost dinner time, and it’s our treat.”

“Thanks, Miranda. But there’s no need. I'd be happy to pay for Audrey
and me.”

“Don’t be silly! You arranged it all, so buying dinner is the least we can
do!”

It’s clear this is non-negotiable. So | decide to drop it and mention that |
know a good restaurant where the six of us can eat. There’s a little
debate if we’re going to walk there or grab a cab. But eventually, we all
go for the walk and figure we’ll determine how we get back once we get
to the restaurant.



So after we all finish unpacking, we head out to the restaurant. | rented
this specific cabin because it’s the furthest down the beach. | figured this
would automatically mean that we’d have the least traffic from people
passing by. The only downside is that the total walk takes us a little over
thirty minutes by being so far up the beach. And the restaurant being a
bit out of the touristic coastal area doesn’t help either. Luke, Miranda,
and | talk a little about the history I've got with the island. They already
know about my past in the special forces and that I've been to this island
a lot. I tell them | can’t talk too much about what I’'ve done, and they get
it and respect it.

As we walk, | notice how well the boys and Audrey get along. They’re
constantly laughing and goofing around, which warms my heart.

Dinner is excellent, and we laugh a lot. Especially when Evan and Owen
take turns in telling jokes. Both Luke and Miranda are funny people to be
around with. At one moment during dinner, Audrey and | look at each
other, and | realize how glad | am that she has this much fun after losing
her dad.

During the walk back, we talk about the shoot the next day. It’s an early
start, but neither the twins nor Audrey seem bothered by it. However, |
see Luke looking a bit apprehensive, so | say, “You can join us later. The

first part will be setting up the scene and composition anyways.”

“Is that okay with you?” Luke asks, looking slightly embarrassed.

“Of course! The boys and Audrey know what to do. You come and join us
when you’re ready. After all, it’s your holiday.”

“Great. And thanks,” he smiles.

When we arrive at the beach entrance and take off our shoes, | smile
mischievously and say, “You know what?”

“What?” Owen asks curiously.

“Officially, this is a clothing-optional beach.”

“Really?” both boys ask simultaneously.

“No kidding,” | say, and | see the boys unit at each other.

As they stand up and start pulling up their shirts, Miranda clears her
throat.



“Don’t even think about it, little men,” she sternly says.
“But Mom...” Owen whines.

“Listen, guys,” | interrupt. “Officially, all beaches on the island are
clothing-optional. With the emphasis on officially.”

“What do you mean?” Evan asks.

“Well... back when | was your age, Glenn and | lounged naked on this
beach a few times. A lot of people did. Some wore clothes, some didn't.
No one cared.”

“Oh wow,” Evan whispers.
“We can walk around naked on the beach?” Owen adds.

“Yeah... well... not quite anymore. A couple of years ago, a new leader
was put in charge by the military, and this changed a lot. And | mean A
LOT! It also changed the way people thought about things. Or better,
They were told how to think about things. This led to many protests, but
the new leader ended these the hard way,” | say, realizing everyone is
listening intently.

“I heard about that,” Luke says as he grabs his shoes and looks at us. “But
there’s peace now, right?”

“Relative peace, yes. But then there’s also the threat coming from
Nicaragua,” | say glumly.

“Trouble in paradise,” Miranda adds.

“Yeah. Such a shame for the people on this beautiful island,” | say as |
look around.

During our conversation, we start walking back to the cabin. Once we get
there, Audrey unlocks the door and says, “Let’s try to have fun anyways.
Clothes or no clothes.”

| laugh at that, and so do Miranda and Luke. Finally, Owen, always
wanting to have the last word, softly says, “Well... | prefer the no-clothes
option.”

| can’t help myself but chuckle softly. | glance over at Luke and see him
chuckling too. Miranda's face looks serious, but | can see by her eyes that
she’s amused too.



“Okay. We're going to bed,” | announce, attempting to change the
subject.

“Us too,” Miranda says, looks at the boys, and asks, “You’ve got your
phones to set your alarm?”

“Got it, Mom. We get up at seven. Right, Mr. H?”

“Right. We’'ll eat on the porch, and the clothes we need are in the shed.
So you two can sleep in if you want,” | say, smiling at Luke and Miranda.

“Thanks. Appreciate it,” Luke says.
“Goodnight!” Audrey says and opens our bedroom door.
“Night,” we all say simultaneously, which results in some giggles.

| start undressing, and as | pull up the thin sheet, my eyes drink in the
sight of Audrey’s nude body. She smiles broadly as she crawls in too and
sees me looking.

“I'm SO excited that we’re really here!” She says and kisses me on my
cheek.

“Me too! Can’t wait to get started on the swimsuit pics. Too bad we have
to wait for these a bit longer.”

“Ah well... consider tomorrow as a warm-up,” Audrey laughs softly.

She crawls up against me in her usual spot. With her warm pussy pressed
against my leg and her nipple poking my chest, | realize once again how
lucky I am. Her hand slowly moves down over my belly, and a moment
later, her small hand finds my soft dick and wraps around it. Her touch
gets me hard in seconds, and Audrey giggles as she feels this.

“We can’t do this now, Lil’ Bit,” | say, reluctant but sternly.

“I know. But | just like lying close to you and holding this,” she says,
squeezing my dick.

“Well... have fun,” | snicker.
“I'will. Night.”

“Night,” | say, and | kiss Audrey on her forehead.



The soft buzz from my phone roughly pulls me out of a deep sleep. | feel
a warm breeze over my body and need a moment to realize where | am.
The reddish-yellow morning light is filling the room, and when | look over
at Audrey, it immediately comes back to me where | am.

She turned onto her back during the night, and her arms are lying above
her head now. With her legs slightly parted, she’s completely exposed,
and | don’t let the opportunity to check her out thoroughly again go to
waste.

As my eyes and on her bald and incredibly sexy pussy, | have to suppress
the urge to lick and caress it. But it’s difficult when she’s looking this
inviting. So instead, | softly rub her cheek and whisper her name.

Her eyes flutter open, and after a long yawn, she smiles at me, followed
by a stretch.

“It’s really happening today,” she whispers.
“Yep! Ready for it?”
“Oh yeah!” and after a few moments, she asks, “Scott?”

“Audrey?” | reply, smiling, but this fades quickly when | see her face
turned all serious.

“Do you think it’s okay if | let Evan and Owen see me... uhm... naked
too?”

This one catches me off-guard. | think about it for a few seconds and say,
“Well... it’s your body, Lil’ Bit. So you decide who sees it or touches you.
That’s entirely up to you and to no one else but you. | know you’re far
from reckless, so | trust you’ll always make the right decision.”

“You really think that? Thanks!” She whispers and gives me a hug.

“And it’s a completely safe environment here, so | don’t see any harm in
it,” | say and avoid asking about the reason why.

“l do feel safe. And | think it’ll be fun to see their reaction. And | think
it’s... fair, | guess?”

“That alone is not a very good reason to do this. But | get what you
mean. After all this time together, it feels like a natural thing to do.”



“Yeah! That’s it! That’s what | mean. It feels like a logical step for me,”
Audrey smiles excitedly.

“And I'd love to see their reaction too,” | snicker.

“Yeah. Do you think they’ll get... uhm... hard?” she whispers, and | can
see her blush.

“Hundred percent! They’ve never seen a beautiful girl like you naked.
And considering their reaction when you were in your bikini... I'm sure
they’ll get hard and give you a lot of attention.”

“I like the idea, but I’'m also a little nervous about doing it. | mean... with
you, it wasn’t a big deal to me, but now | feel butterflies just thinking
about it,” she says softly.

“That’s normal. They’re about your age, they’re your friends, and a lot
younger than me. Just remember. No one is forcing you to do this! And if
you don’t want to do it, fine! If you regret doing it? Just put your clothes
back on. If you need help? Just ask. But don’t feel pressured and take
your time. That’s all | have to say about it. The rest is up to you, Lil’ Bit.”

“You’re such a great guy!” she says and dives in for another hug.

“Thanks. You’re not too bad yourself,” | say and give her another kiss on
her forehead.

After lying like this for a few more minutes, | say, “I'll go grab us breakfast
and set the table on the porch. See you in a sec,” | say as | get up, pull up
my shorts, and grab my shirt.

“I'll do my hair. See you outside.”

“Be quiet, okay? | don’t want to wake Luke and Miranda. Maybe the boys
will, but that’s out of our control. We need them in our team.”

“| get it. Don’t worry,” she smiles, and after | let my eyes roam over her
naked body one last time, | slowly open the bedroom door and head for
the kitchen.

Knowing some people on the island and calling in a few favors came in
handy. When | booked the cabin, | arranged for the shed, usually used to
store beach stuff, to be cleared out. The guy | know at the Fed-Ex office
placed all the clothes | sent him in the shed, and Thiago’s wife made sure
there were groceries in the fridge and cabinets.



This way, we only had to unpack our suitcases when we arrived. Now we
can start shooting without caring about all the other practical stuff. It
didn’t cost me much, and next time I’'m here and have more time on my
hand, I'll visit and thank them properly.

After putting the breakfast stuff on the table, | look at the beach. Seeing
it in full daylight again sure brings back some memories. | have to
swallow a lump in my throat away as memories of Glenn fill my mind.

“Morning, Mr. H,” | hear behind me and see one of the boys walk onto
the porch, dressed in his tight red boxer briefs.

“Morning. Owen?” | ask as my eyes roam over his body and prominent
bulge.

“Evan,” he mumbles and sits down on the nearest chair.

“Morning, Evan. Ready for the big day?”

“Yeah. But it’s early, so just give me a sec please,” he yawns.

“Hi guys,” | hear Audrey say cheerfully as she walks onto the porch.

| see Evan’s eyes grow wide, and he seems instantly awake. So | turn to
look at her and realize Audrey has already dropped her modesty. She’s
wearing her favorite hipster-style panties, only red instead of pink ones
this time. Her small black bra covers her boobs, but that’s all she’s
currently wearing. And she looks mighty fine like this.

“M- morning,” Evan croaks.

“Hey! Same color underwear!” Audrey points out and sits down at the
table as if she’s done this a dozen times.

“Uhm... yeah,” is all that comes out of Evan's mouth, his eyes glued to
her body.

“Morni... oh!” Owens says as he joins us.

He’s in just his boxers too, only is he wearing bright green ones, which
helps me to distinguish the two. His eyes roam over Audrey’s body, and
he stops scratching his ass as he’s standing there.

“You... uhm... look great,” Owen stammers.

“Thanks! You too,” she smirks. “I figured that just wearing underwear is
easier for the shoot. In the studio, you did that too, and | found it pretty



efficient. And besides, you’ve seen me in my bikini already, so...”
“Yeah. We did. But..” Owen says softly.

“But what?” Audrey asks innocently, but | know by now that she’s just
playing with them.

“Nevermind,” Owen trails off but looks big-eyed at his brother, who
simply nods.

Breakfast itself is uneventful, but the boys keep stealing glances at
Audrey while | keep glancing at all of them. After we’re done, | quietly
put the stuff in the kitchen, and we head out to the shed. It feels a bit
odd to do this with three underwear-clad preteens at my side, but | don’t
complain.

We grab the schedule Audrey and | created back home, and we select
the clothes we need. Next, | set up my camera at the first location. Then,
after making sure all the settings, composition, and lighting are correct, |
instruct the kids to walk toward me and tell jokes to each other so they
look all spontaneous and smiling.

After the first set of pics, | see Miranda and Luke walk toward us. She’s
carrying a tray with drinks, and Luke is behind her with two chairs.

“How’s it going?” she asks as she hands me a mug filled with coffee and
the soda to the kids.

“Great! They’re naturals!” | beam, genuinely glad about the way they act
and the chemistry between the three of them.

Miranda and Luke settle themselves on the chairs on the beach and
watch us work. Thankfully, they don’t interfere or comment on what
we’re doing. So | don’t really care that they’re watching.

During the rest of the morning, we do all sorts of shoots in different
combinations with the kids and in different locations. The last one of the
day is on the porch of our condo. | glance over at Luke and Miranda, and
they look pretty bored. They don’t complain or anything, but it’s clear
they’re not enjoying themselves very much.

“That’s it for today!” | call out.

The kids high-five each other, and | see Owen nod toward me. Then,
Audrey looks at me and asks, “We wanna go swimming in the ocean. Is



that okay?”

“I don’t see why not,” | say and look over at Luke.

He just shrugs and says, “Have fun. Just make sure to stay in sight, okay?”
“Okay!” Audrey says and quickly walks into the condo.

“Will do, Dad,” Evan says, and the boys head inside to change too.

Miranda gets back from the kitchen with a glass of wine in her hand. She
hands Luke and me a beer, and we settle down on the porch, looking at
the ocean.

We sit like that for a few moments when the boys join us. They’ve got
beach towels around their necks and are dressed in typical surfer
boardshorts. Combined with the shorts and the beach, their natural look
seems so much more in place here than in Seattle. | inwardly laugh at
that observation and just look at those extraordinary boys.

But when Audrey opens the door and stands there in her black, sexy as
fuck bikini with the towel in her hand, eight male eyes immediately drink
in every inch of her.

“Ready?” she simply asks and starts walking toward the beach, showing
off her tight body.

“Hell yeah!” Owen whisperers so softly that only Evan and | can probably
hear.

”
!

“Ready!” Evan croaks as he starts walking too.

| notice both Miranda and Luke looking at Audrey. Judging by their looks
and seeing Audrey walking around like this, | feel | need to say something
about her bikini.

“Bikinis these days are skimpier than | remember growing up,” | say with
a fake embarrassment.

“Nonsense!” Miranda responds sternly, “Audrey looks great in it! No
need to be embarrassed.”

“She also tried on others, but this one was perfect according to the
women at the shop. Audrey wanted this one, and if it’s the latest fashion,
who am | to judge? She does look fine in it.”



“Yeah. She really does. What do YOU think of it, honey?” Miranda asks,
with a hint of scorn in her voice.

“Uhm... l uh...” Luke stammers, and he seems a bit uncomfortable, and a
look of guilt spreads across his face. Then he regains his confidence,
clears his throat, and says, “You’re magnificent with these kids, Scott. The
way they’re acting in front of your camera and the way you direct them is
amazing. But, to me, it seems like it doesn’t feel like work for them.”

“Thanks! | appreciate it. | always try to work this way. When the models
are comfortable, it always shows on film. Always. | think it’s my job to
make them feel that way. So I’'m glad it’s being noticed,” | smile.

“You’re amazing,” Miranda adds. “But despite the wonderful view, it’s a
little boring to us. Right, dear?”

It’s clear now that Miranda is toying a bit with Luke. But she also made a
point here. So now | know | have to be careful about how | look at these
kids, although I've got the excuse of the photographers’ eye.

“Yeah. It is. Besides getting food and drinks, isn’t there something we can
do to help?” Luke asks me.

| pretend to think about it for a minute because having them around too
closely will only disturb the shoot. “Uhm. Actually, no. And, to be honest,
it might disturb the chemistry. But besides that, | really don’t have
anything else to do. Sorry.” | say with an apologetic face.

“I see. And | guess you’re right. It’ll be a long week then, dear,” Miranda
says, smiling at Luke.

“We can always go shopping tomorrow, but we’ll be done in under an
hour, judging by the stores I've seen so far. And then we’ve still got a few
days left. Ah well... at least the weather and the view are great,” Luke
replies, trying to sound optimistic.

“If you'd like, | can call an old friend that organizes guided tours through
the jungle. These are multi-day trips, and you’ll see all the beauty the
north side of the island has to offer.”

Luke immediately sits up straight and looks excitedly at Miranda. But by
the look on her face, she has reservations about the idea.

“We knew this trip wasn’t going to be the most exciting one, dear. We
can’t leave Scott and make him take care of our kids.”



“Nonsense! Sure you can!” | reply sternly. “It’s your holiday too, and | can
handle these three. So don’t worry about that.”

“See?” Luke says hopefully to Miranda.

“But what about the boys? They can be such a handful,” she says, still
trying, but it’s clear she’s starting to like the idea.

“What about ‘em? They’re having so much fun with Scott and Audrey
that they probably won’t even notice we’re gone!”

“Well... it does sound like fun,” she says with a small smile forming
around her mouth.

Luke looks at me and nods. | grab my phone, dial the number, and after
about fifteen minutes, all the arrangements are made. It turns out that
they’re lucky because the following day, a trip is planned, and there’s still
room for them. They’ll be gone for three nights in a row, but by then,
they’ve seen all the beautiful places the island has to offer. They’re being
picked up at around nine, and they’re told what kind of clothes to pack.

“Cheers!” Miranda says after she grabs us two new beers and holds up
her glass.

“Cheers!” We say as our glasses touch.

| smile, glad to have the three kids to myself. And as | look at the kids
playing in the tide and see how much innocent fun they’re having, a
feeling of utter happiness washes over me.

“Have fun!” Owen says as Miranda and Luke get on the bus.

“Thanks. And remember, you listen to Scott! If | hear that even one of
you misbehaved, you’re in for something!” Miranda says with a stern
look on her face.

“I know, Mom. Don’t worry! Just have fun out there,” Evan replies.

“Just call us if something happens, okay, Scott?” Miranda says in a last
attempt to stay in control.



“Of course. But there won’t be anything. Trust me. So make sure to enjoy
this trip,” | smile.

| know perfectly well that calling her is useless. There won’t be a signal
anywhere in the jungle. And if there is, it’ll take them at least six hours to
get here. But | figure she likes the idea, so | let her be.

“Come on, dear. We're leaving,” Luke says and gently urges her into the
bus.

We watch as Miranda and Luke take their place on the bus. Then, as it
starts pulling away, we wave at them and wait for it to disappear from
sight.

“Party time!” Owen exclaims as he puts his hands in the air.
“The hell it is,” | smile, knowing he’s joking. “We’ve got work to do.”
“I know. I'm kidding. What’s our schedule for today?”

As we walk back toward the cabin, we talk about the plans for today.
We've still got a few more regular clothes to shoot. | want to do a few
swimsuit shots too today, but | think it’s better to do these when the sun
starts setting.

When we get to the shed, Audrey is the first to grab her clothes. | help
the boys with their clothes, and as we turn around, | hear both boys suck
in their breaths beside me.

| look over at what they’re looking at, and | see Audrey with her back
toward us, completely naked except for her red hipster panties. She
seems to be struggling with the tank top she’s going to wear under her
blouse, and it allows us to check her out thoroughly.

“You okay there, Lil’ Bit?” | ask, ignoring the boys.

“Yeah. It’s just this stupid top! It’s got multiple layers of overlapping
fabric, and | can’t get it right,” She replies. She pretends to be angry, but |
know her well enough by now to know she’s faking it.

“Do you need help?” Owen asks, winking and smirking at his brother.
“Yes, please!” Audrey says, turns around, and walks toward us.

“Uh...” Owen stammers, suddenly seeming very insecure, but his eyes
are glued to Audrey’s chest.



“Oh!” Audrey exclaims and suddenly stops moving while holding her tank
top in front of her boobs, looking innocently at the boys. Then she asks,
“you don’t mind, do you?”

“I uhm... ahem! No. No! Of course not,” Owen says, clearly blown away
by this, his tented underwear betraying him. “It’s just that... | didn’t
expect it. That’s all.”

“Here, let me help you,” Evan quickly says, walking over to Audrey and
outsmarting his brother.

“Thanks!” Audrey smiles and hands him her top.

The boys’ reaction is priceless. Both of them do their best not to look at
Audrey’s chest too openly, but looking at them from a distance, | can see
they fail miserably at it. And seeing both boxer-clad boners is a big
giveaway about how excited they are too.

| see Audrey glance at me, and | give her a quick wink, bringing a sly
smile to her face. Meanwhile, Evan’s shaking hands have undone her
tank top, and he says, “Hold up your arms.”

Audrey complies immediately, and Evan slides the top over her arms,
pulls it down, and covers her chest.

“Thanks,” she says and straightens her top.
“Don’t mention it,” Evan says, trying to keep his cool the best he can.

“You sure you’re not offended by me?” Audrey asks as she openly eyes
their boners and makes it clear she noticed.

“You look amazing!” Owen says without thinking.

After realizing what he said, he clears his throat and adds, “I mean... you
don’t mind seeing us naked, so why would we? We’re all professionals
here,” he smiles, but his usual confidence is gone.

| decide it’s time to spring into action, so | say, “It’s not uncommon to see
other people naked during shoots. Heck! It’ll be virtually impossible not
to see the others while changing with the swimsuit shoots later on. |
don’t think anyone has issues with it, so why don’t we just get it over
with? There’s nobody on the beach right now, and we’re pretty secluded
here between the shed and the cabin...”



| give them time to let my words sink in, and | quickly see the realization
land with Evan. To get things moving, | start taking off my shirt, and after
throwing it in the sand, | start sliding down my shorts.

“What... oh!” Owen says as he sees my boxers come into view.
“Great idea, Scott!” Audrey chirps and starts taking off her top.
“Yeah! Excellent!” Evan says and slides down his boxers in record time.

With a loud slap against his belly, his boner springs free, and he kicks his
boxers aside. | hesitate slightly but figure | might as well join them so
there won’t be any more weirdness. So | also slide down my boxers, glad
I’m still mostly soft, so | don’t scare anyone.

Owen lags behind, but the moment Audrey starts working on her
panties, he kicks into gear too. A slap against his belly indicates he’s
naked too. Moments later, we’re all done, standing straight and looking
at each other. Both boys are stiff, and their gaze switches between
Audrey and me but focuses mainly on Audrey's fabulous body.

Audrey's eyes are glued on both preteen boners, and so are mine. Their
tight, bronzed bodies look even hotter with these hard cocks sticking out
from their groins.

Owen, getting famous for his lack of filter when he talks, looks at Audrey
and asks, “You don’t have hairs yet?” and starts tugging at his own to
prove his point.

“I do! But those peeked out of my bikini, so Scott shaved them for me,”
Audrey says proudly.

“I'like it!” Owen exclaims, “Will you shave me too, please?” he asks,
looking at me.

Already looking forward to it, | reply, “Of course! It makes shooting the
speedos easier too,” and the three of them start smiling at the image of
the incident in the studio.

As Audrey stands there with her hands on her hips for all three of us to
see, | feel a weird feeling of pride wash over me. This timid little girl is
starting to make her own conscious decisions and stands by them. And
she looks mighty fine doing it.



“Okay, guys. Take a good, long look at each other, so next time, hopefully,
there won’t be any more awkwardness,” | say, drinking in the sight in
front of me.

After about a minute or so, | announce, “Right. | think this is enough for
now. Grab your clothes and put them on, so we can head out to the end
of the beach.”

We all start putting on our clothes, and | can feel that the little tension
there was, is completely gone. Audrey and the boys are laughing and
cracking jokes like nothing out of the ordinary has happened.

| grab my camera bag, lock the shed, and start walking toward the end of
the beach. The boys are walking to my right, carrying the bag with beach
stuff, and Audrey is to my left, carrying a bag with clothes we need later.

She grabs my hand without saying a word, and we keep walking like that.

After a few moments of walking like this in silence, Audrey asks, “Did |
cause you guys to get hard back there?”

“Well... Duh!” Owen replies instantly, “I never saw a naked girl before, let
alone such a beautiful one!”

He starts blushing when he realizes his mouth is faster than his brain
again but relaxes the moment Audrey giggles and says, “Thanks, Owen.
That’s sweet.”

“Why did you do it too, Mr. H?” Evan asks as he kicks against a shell
sticking out of the sand, helping out his brother.

“I want the four of us to trust each other completely. And | think this
undressing session is part of that circle of trust,” | say, trying to sound
smart and like it’s normal to do before a shoot.

“You've got a big one,” Owen says.

“Nah. I’'m pretty average. A little thicker than most maybe, but that’s all.”
“You’re bigger than our dad,” Evan adds.

“I... uhm... okay,” | reply, lost for anything else to say.

When we get to the end of the beach, we arrive at the line of trees and
bushes that seems a bit out of place here. Just like the first time | saw
this years ago when Glenn and | were here, the thick foliage extends all
the way down to the water’s edge and may be even thicker than |



remember it. “What’s on the other side?” Owen asks as I’'m setting up
my gear.

The kids notice it as well. “What’s on the other side?” Owen asks as I’'m
setting up my gear.

“I don’t know. You can’t go around it. | remember Glenn said it probably
extends all the way into the ocean, or maybe just a few rocks behind it. |
never checked.”

“Can we go and check it?” Evan asks excitedly.

Audrey and Owen seem excited to check it out too, and I’'m pretty
curious about it myself. But | figure | can use this curiosity to my
advantage, so | say, “Tell you what. When the shoot is done, and we’ve
got some time left, we’ll check it out. Deal?”

“Deal! What do you want us to do?”

| start directing the kids, and they’re all extremely cooperative. It’s clear
they all want to check out the mystery behind the trees because they tell
each other to stay focused when someone isn’t paying attention.

This works exceptionally well, and before | know it, we’re done. Judging
by the sun, it’s just a little past noon. So | check my phone, which
confirms it.

“You were awesome, guys! We're ready for this morning,” | smile and
start putting my camera stuff in the bag.

“So we can go and check it out now?” Owen asks excitedly, already
turning around.

“Wait!” | exclaim, “Not with these clothes. | don’t want them to get
damaged, so we need to get to the house and get changed first.”

“But Scott...” Audrey starts whining.

”
!

“You promised, Mr. H!” Evan says, clearly disappointed.

“What if we just take off the clothes?” Owen says, looking expectantly at
me, causing the two other heads to turn and nod at me.

“It’s a five-minute walk to the house!” | say, a bit surprised by their
reaction.

“So?” Audrey asks, already unbuttoning her blouse.



“Okay then. If it’s such a big deal...” | smile.

Within a few moments, all B-Wyze clothes are off, placed inside the bag,
leaving the three kids in their underwear. Four eyes are glued to Audrey’s
chest, but she pretends she doesn’t notice. | insist they wear the shoes
because | don’t want anyone to get hurt, delaying the shoot because of
that.

“Let’s go!” Owen says, and we start working our way through the thick
foliage of the trees and bushes. It takes us a bit of time to find a path,
and after a while of winding through the trees, light from the other side
is visible through the trees.

“l can see the end!” Owen shouts as if we’re in the middle of dense
rainforest.

| guess the entire strip of the bush is about fifty feet wide, and despite
what it looks like from the beach, it’s not too difficult to pass through.
The ground is mainly covered with the same sand as on the beach, and if
you watch where you’re going, you don’t even need shoes to protect
your feet.

“Fucking hell!” Owen exclaims as he clears the bushes.
“Oh my!” Audrey says as she’s right behind Owen.
“Jesus!” | hear Evan say in front of me.

And when | finally get out, I’'m greeted by a magnificent piece of the
island. Instead of the expected rocks, we’re on a pristine beach. It’s
about eighty by a hundred and fifty feet, with waves gently caressing the
sand as they get to shore. Spread over the beach, a few palm trees
provide some shadow, and the sand is almost white.

Glenn was right about the rocks. Because twenty to thirty feet from the
shore, pointy rocks stick out of the water and break the waves. This is a
highly secluded area, and it makes me feel like we’ve found paradise on
earth.

“This used to be a pirate hideout!” Evan states with a certainty that’s
pretty amusing.

“You might be right,” | say, feeding his imagination.



“Do you think there’s a treasure buried over here?” Owen says with big
eyes as he turns toward me.

“Dunno. Might be. But pirates used to bury their treasures away from
their home,” | say, still trying to sound as hyped as them.

“Yeah. Guess you're right,” Evan says, a bit disappointed.

We all explore some more, and after about half an hour, | look over at
Audrey. She walked ankle-deep into the ocean and is now looking at
something in the distance. Her back is toward me, and | notice only a few
main colors are visible here on this beach and at this time of day. Mostly
yellow and white, because of the beach and the sun.

Due to this lack of more colors, her black hair and red panties really
stand out. So | quickly grab my camera, and right at the moment | start
snapping away, a gush of wind lifts her hair. | check the display on my
camera and realize | accidentally made one of my best pictures ever. Both
the composition and the subject in the picture look spotless. | need to
check it out on my computer, but I’'m pretty confident about this one,
even though | can only check it on this tiny screen.

After a few more minutes, all three kids gather around me. | look at them
and ask, “Time for some lunch?”

“Yeah. I'm getting hungry,” Evan says, rubbing his belly to emphasize his
point.

After our trip through the bushes, we walk back toward the cabin.
Audrey quickly slips on her blouse to cover herself up, just in case. We all
talk excitedly about the private beach we found.

“Can’t we just have lunch here?” Audrey asks as we enter the cabin.

“Yeah,” Evan chips in, “l don’t feel like getting dressed and walking all the
way over to the boulevard.”

“Sure! We’ve got plenty of stuff to eat in here,” | answer, not too fond of
getting out either.

So | prepare some sandwiches with Audrey helping me. And after we're
done eating and just chilling on the porch, | say, “I think we might as well
do the afternoon swimsuit shoot on our newly found private beach.
There are lots of nice shadows and backgrounds over there too. What do
you think?”



“Yeah!” they all nod in agreement.

The boys clean up, and we chill some more in the shadow of our porch. |
feel delighted about our current situation and let out a deep sigh. Audrey
looks over and smiles, her blouse open with parts of her boobs showing.

“I’'m glad we did what we did earlier,” she says, smiling at us.

“Me too,” Evan adds, immediately catching on to what Audrey’s talking
about.

“Good to hear,” | say. “And I'm glad you’re comfortable around each
other like that. I've been at shoots where nudity was a real issue, and
they all went horribly wrong.”

“Yeah... about that...” Owen trails off, and a sly smile appears around his
lips.

| notice Evan smiling too, but | don’t have a clue where this is going.
When | glance over at Audrey, I’'m glad to see she seems clueless too.

“Well... we’re doing swimsuits this afternoon, and ‘something’ might
peek out,” he says, making air quotes with the word something.

“Oh!” | say, suddenly catching on.

“Can you shave me before we do that shoot, please?” Owen continues,
the smile never leaving his face and his dick clearly growing.

“Uhm... | don’t see why not,” | reply, inwardly jumping with joy.
“Will you do me too?” Evan adds quickly.
“Can | watch?” Audrey says almost at the same time.

“Whoa! Relax! One at a time,” | chuckle. “Sure, Evan. No problem. And
Audrey, that’s not up to me.”

“Sure! You can watch. | don’t care,” Owen says, and Evan nods at that.
“That’s settled then. Let’s get to the bathroom,” | say, standing up.

The bathroom isn’t big enough for the four of us. So as | start rummaging
through my stuff to look for the right razor, | instruct Owen to get in the
shower stall and leave the curtain open. Evan and Audrey can look from
the doorway.



| turn around, and Owen is just standing there in his green boxers,
looking expectantly at me. | smile at him and point at his boxers.

“Off they go,” | say.

Owen doesn’t hesitate, hooks his thumbs in the waistband, and slides
them down. When his dick comes into view, I’'m a bit surprised to see
he’s still soft. | blame it on the fact that he’s probably a bit anxious about
what’s going to happen.

“Grab the showerhead and make sure the water is lukewarm. That’s
more comfortable for you and easier to shave,” | snicker.

Moments later, and after checking out his cute bubble butt again, he
turns around.

“Now what?” he asks.

“Make sure your pubes, penis, balls are nice and wet,” | say as | grab the
can of shaving foam.

Owen is being his typical self and is making a show out of it. He
‘accidentally’ sprays some water on Audrey and Evan but stops once he
sees the stern look on my face.

“Do you want to apply it yourself?” | ask as | hold up the can.

He looks questionably at me and shakes his head. “No. You do it. | don’t
know how that stuff works.”

“You know that means that | have to touch you. You know... down
there...” | say to clarify things and ensure | won’t get into trouble.

“Yeah. So what?” Owen says, clearly not seeing any issues with it.

“I'm just saying...” | trail off, very excited about the prospect of touching
his heavenly body.

| spray some cream on my hand, and Owen watches intensely as it
expands in my hand. | get on my knees in front of him, and I’'m treated
with the best view yet of his gorgeous cock. | look up and ask, “Ready?”

A simple nod is all | get, and | start rubbing the foam all around his dick
and over his almost hairless sack. Within seconds, he’s hard as a rock and
mumbles, “I’'m sorry,” just loud enough for me to hear.

“Don’t worry about it,” | answer just as softly.



| rub around a little more and grab my razor in my right hand. | reach out
with my left to take hold of the first preteen boner I’'ve held in my hands
for years. Right before | take hold of it, | look up at Owen, and a simple
nod is all the confirmation | get and all | need to start.

“Why are you hard, Owen?” | hear Audrey ask behind me, right before
my fingers wrap around Owen’s boyhood.

“He can’t help it, Lil’ Bit. With all the action down here and you guys
watching.”

“Oh. Really?” she asks, surprised.
“Yeah. Can’t help it,” he says, but he doesn’t seem ashamed.
“But it’s much easier to shave this way,” | lie and wink at Owen.

Having waited long enough now, | take hold of Owen’s boner and love
how it feels in my hand. The hardness of it surprises me, and | just have
to give it a slight wank. The gasp above me makes me smile, and | start
shaving. | move his boner around during the shaving session to provide
me with room to shave. | love the feeling of his hard tube between my
fingers, and | know I’'m overdoing it, but | just can’t help it.

The moment | think it’s no longer believable to keep going, | lay down my
razor and give him one more slow wank.

“Time to clean it up,” | say and gently take the showerhead to wash him
clean.

| also take my time with this, and | boldly take hold of his balls, lift them
and pretend | need to wash there thoroughly too.

“All done,” | say, feeling a bit sad it’s over already. “How’s it feel?”
Owen starts probing around with his fingers and starts giggling.

“I feel like a little boy again,” he says and looks at his brother. “You do it
too, Dude!”

Evan shrugs and asks, “You’ll do me too, right?”

Oh, I'll do you, alright. Just tell me where and when | think to myself. But
instead, | say, “Of course! Get over here.”

The process is basically the same. He starts out soft, and once | start, he’s
hard within seconds. After | clear the hairs over and around the



birthmark, | hear Audrey and Owen chuckling. They’re laughing because
of how he looks now, but they quickly focus on Evan and me.

Working on my second preteen cock, has gotten me pretty worked up. |
know that no one can see it, but my straining boner is starting to leak
precum. | can only hope my boxers will absorb enough so it won’t show
through my shorts.

After I'm done with Evan, and all three of them are giggling like
schoolgirls when they check out the result, | get up.

“You too, Mr. H!” Owen exclaims.
“Yeah!” Audrey exclaims enthusiastically.

| smile at them and shrug. “Okay. | don’t see why not,” warming up to the
idea.

“It makes your dick look bigger,” Owen says and looks down at his crotch.
“We’ll help you, Mr. H,” Evan says as he picks up the razor.

“Thanks, but no thanks. No offense, but | don’t want a bloodbath in
here,” | smile, and Evan realizes I’'m right.

“We can apply the foam and rinse,” Owen says, stepping forward.

“I... uhm... it’s...” | stammer, lost for words and needing a way out so they
won’t see my boner.

“He’s just embarrassed that he’s hard,” Audrey says, still standing in the
doorway with her eyes on my crotch.

Owen and Evan look me in my eyes, and Owen asks, “So what? You said
yourself that it’s no big deal.”

“Yeah! And it’s even easier to shave that way,” Evan chips in.

Not seeing a quick way out, | give in. | lift my shirt and drop my shorts
and boxers in one move. Both boys ' eyes grow wide as my dick slaps
against my belly.

“Whoal! It’s huge!” Owen says, openly checking out my boner.

“I'm just...” | try but stop my protest as Evan gently pushes me toward
the shower.



Owen grabs the shower head and starts spraying around my dick and
balls. In the meantime, Evan takes the can of shaving cream and sprays it
on his hand. Owen holds up his hand when he’s done with the water, and
he’s given a big glob too. They look at each other, and without words,
they start covering my pubes, dick, and balls in a thick coat of shaving
cream.

The feeling of four small hands rubbing around my most sensitive area is
magnificent. | can barely hold back a moan, and when | look over at
Audrey, she’s smiling broadly, alternating her gaze between the action
between my legs and the boys’ naked backsides.

“Here you go, Mr. H,” Owen says as he hands me the razor.

| look down at the boys, and their identical faces are focused on my dick.
The idea of this audience so close is extremely hot, so | decide to go for
it. | make a bit of a show out of it and point my dick from left to right, up
and down, and everything in between.

When | start working on my balls, | place my dick against my belly and
smile at their wide-open eyes and the looks of concentration on their
faces. I've always focused on my manscaping because | hate a big bush.
Thankfully, I'm not too hairy down there, but still. So because | don’t
have to cut away an entire forest, I’'m done relatively quickly.

“All done,”‘l say, looking down.

Owen immediately starts spraying off the remaining shaving cream, and
before | can react, both hands are feeling around my now bare pubes and
are cupping my hairless balls.

“All smooth, Mr. H!” Evan says after they thoroughly checked if | did a
decent job.

“Thanks,” I smile, flushed by all the attention they gave me.

And as if nothing weird has happened, the boys grab their boxers, pull
them up, and walk away while chatting with Audrey.

Now that I’'m all alone in the bathroom, | take a deep breath and let the
events sink in. | let my racing heart calm down, putting on my clothes.
After cleaning up, | feel relaxed enough to leave the bathroom and join
the kids on the porch.



“When does the next shoot start, Mr. H?” Evan asks as | sit down next to
him at the table.

| look up to check where the sun currently is and say, “We can go now if
you're ready.”

”
!

“Yesss!” Owen exclaims.

“Just make sure to grab the beach toys to liven up the shoot, okay? And
the big blanket. Oh! And the sunscreen just in case. Audrey and | will
grab the clothes we need for this one.”

After | lock the cabin, we start walking back toward the bush at the end
of the regular beach. Owen and Audrey walk in front of me, talking about
some video game they’re both playing. | see Evan dropping back a little,
and he ends up walking next to me.

“It feels a bit weird,” he says and scratches his pubic bone.
“Yeah. It takes a little getting used to,” | reply.

“I didn’t know | got used to my hairs so quickly. I like the way it looks
now, though,” he adds.

“I do too,” | say, as | feel a blush spread across my face and avoid his look.

“I' liked helping you,” Evan almost whispers, “I’ve never touched another
guy's junk before.”

“And | really like what you did. You were pros! But | know what you
mean. | liked doing it to you too. At first, | was afraid it might be weird,
but it never was,” | respond and look at him despite my flushed face.

“Uhm... Audrey talked to us about your Pyntar pics. | was wondering...
can we do some of these too?” Evan says after we walk quietly for a bit.

“I don’t think your mom will...” | say after thinking about it for a few
moments.

“Mom doesn’t have to know,” Evan immediately interrupts me.

We stop walking, and | look at him. His face is dead serious, and he
seems more determined than I've seen him before.



“Did Audrey tell you what’s the common dress code during these
shoots?” | ask, trying to size him up.

“Yeah. And | think that’s the most fun part of it,” he chuckles. “And the
artistic contribution we make, of course,” he quickly adds with a big smile
across his face.

“I'll think about it. But, first, we need to finish the shots we’re here for,” |
say, but | already have a few compositions in my head, and | warm up to
the idea quickly.

“We’re here!” Owen shouts as he’s waiting with Audrey for us in front of
the bush.

We work our way through the foliage, and once we get to the other side,
I’'m impressed again with how unique this spot is. Audrey lays out the
swimsuits they need to wear in the proper order.

Moments later, I'm looking at three naked kids again. They’re chatting
and laughing, seemingly not caring about the nudity. But | can see them
stealing glances at each other, which isn’t strange, of course.

After I'm done with my camera, we start shooting mood shots with these
new swimsuits. It takes us longer than expected, but I’'m delighted with
the results. All planned swimwear sets look great as far as | can see on
the small camera screen.

As I’'m checking my camera, Audrey walks up to me and asks softly, “Can
we do a Pyntar shoot now, please? | love the atmosphere here, and
Owen and Evan want to do it too.”

| look at her, and her puppy eyes make my heart melt. But during the
shoot, | had already made up my mind to do this.

“Are you sure, Lil’ Bit?”
“Oh yeah! Will you do it?”

“Hey, guys! You wanna do that Pyntar shoot now?” | shout out at the
boys.

“Are you shitting me? Of course!” Owen says as his face lights up.

“Let’s doit,” | say and change the memory card in my camera.



The three of them look at me for directions. | smile at the nervous looks
on their faces and realize they need me to take the lead.

“Alright. First, spread out the big blanket on the sand,” | say to Audrey.

Owen and Evan immediately start helping her, glad to have something on
their hands. They first spread it out in the middle of the beach, but |
gently urge them to place it in the shadow of a palm tree.

“Now what?” Owen asks me, and | glance at his speedo, which has barely
enough room to hide his hard-on.

“Now... it’s naked time,” | say to the three of them and smile as they
waste no time getting undressed.

Audrey and | check out two boners while the boys’ eyes roam all over
Audrey’s body. | can almost feel the tension in the air. So | quickly direct
them to their first pose.

With the ocean in the background, | instruct the boys to stand with their
backs toward me, legs spread widely, and their feet touching. Audrey’s
body toward me, legs spread too with her body between the twins and
her feet in the middle between each boys’ feet. This way, there’s a lovely
tangle of legs where it’s difficult to see who’s who.

“Okay, Evan. You put your left arm in front of Audrey’s body to cover her
boobs. Owen, you use your left hand and cover her vagina. A little higher,
Evan...”

It takes me a while to get them in the correct position, but once
everything is in place and Audrey puts her head between her shoulders
and looks up at the sky, | start taking my pics. It takes me a few minutes
to get them appropriately aligned in the middle of the frame and with
the correct lighting, but the kids don’t move an inch, so the results are
promising.

The next shot is with Audrey on her knees, looking intensely at the
camera. The boys face each other, foreheads touching and their eyes
closed. Audrey’s head obscures the boy’s dicks from view, and with
Audrey covering her boobs with her hands, I've created another tasteful
pic with three nude kids.

“Do you care if it’s a bit more... intimate?” | ask, looking at Audrey.

“No. Definitely not. What do you have in mind?”



“Do you?” | ask, looking at the boys but already knowing the answer.

They look wickedly at me with smiles splattered across their faces and
wordlessly nod. | instruct Audrey to stand and face the camera with her
legs spread about forty inches apart. Next, | tell Owen to stand to her
left, facing her, with Evan on her other side.

“Owen?” | ask, and he looks at me. “Pussy or boob?”
“Huh?” he asks with a questioning face.

“Pussy!” Evan immediately responds.

“Evan gets pussy,” | chuckle.

“Think fast, Dude!” he laughs at his brother.

“Owen, you cup one of Audrey’s breasts,” | say, and his face turns into a
mix of excitement and fear.

“Is that okay with you,” he asks, looking at Audrey.

“Of course, silly!” she smiles, takes his hand, and places it directly on her
right boob.

| can almost hear Owen swallow, but his twitching dick shows he’s all too
happy to touch his first tit.

“Evan, you grab her vagina firmly.”

Evan looks nervously at Audrey, and her slight nod is all the
encouragement he needs. His hand slides down over her belly until his
fingers slide between her legs, and his hand is fully covering her pussy. |
see his fingers move as he starts gripping his first-ever pussy.

“Ooohhh,” Audrey moans softly, and both boys look anxiously at me as if
they did something wrong.

| just smile and wink, which puts them at ease. Then, seeing the
twitching boners, | decide to turn up the heat.

“Audrey, now you grab their penises and point them toward your hips. If
that’s okay with you guys, of course.”

“Uh-huh,” is all that comes out of Evan’s throat, which is more sound
than his brother can produce, who simply nods.



| see a slight hesitation in Audrey’s moves, but when she realizes the
opportunity she’s given, both her hands wrap around two similar dicks.
The look on her face is priceless, and judging by the two moans, the
twins like it a lot too.

“Perfect!” | say and start snapping away, and after a few moments, |
decide to turn it up a notch.

“Can you guys start moving your hands a little?” | ask, and I'm greeted by
three wide-eyed faces.

“I want it to look more natural. It’s way too static this way,” | smile and
wink at Audrey.

| feel pretty worked up from watching them, so | figure this is an excellent
way to push them a bit further. The faces turn to smiles, and Owen
massages Audrey’s boob and pinches her nipple before | know it. Evan is
working his hand up and down over Audrey’s pussy, and Audrey seems in
haven while she’s basically jacking two young cocks simultaneously.

“This is awesome, guys! Just a few more,” | encourage them as | walk
around to get the best pictures possible.

Soft, low moans and groans come from their throats. | am stiff as a board
from watching this, and | take as many pictures as possible.

“That’s it. The Pyntar shots are done for today,” | call out.

Not surprisingly, the kids are a bit disappointed by this, and the looks on
their faces say it all. Apparently, me calling quits is their cue to let go of
each other and step back.

“Really? It was just starting to get fun!” Audrey whines.
“Uhm... yeah!” Owen smirks.

“Well... If you want, you can do more... uhm... sexy stuff,” | say and
pretend I’'m blushing, “these just won’t be regular Pyntar shots.”

“What do you mean?” Evan asks, a drop of precum glistening in the sun
at the tip of his boner.

“Oh, I don’t know... Judging by your moans and looking at your faces, you
must be pretty horny by now. So why don’t you lay down on the blanket
and ‘do your thing’ there,” | say, emphasizing the last bit of the sentence.



Audrey looks at the boys, and not seeing them move makes her take the
lead this time. She lies down in the middle of the blanket and spreads
her legs a bit. Her hand immediately moves down to her pussy as she
looks at the boys.

“Come on! It’ll be fun doing this together,” she smiles with a flush
spreading across her face and upper chest.

This seems to snap Evan and Owen out of it. They quickly move over to
the blanket too, and they each lay down on one side of Audrey. Owen
looks down at Audrey’s hand between her legs and grips his boner. Evan
looks at both of them, then at me, and asks, “You sure about this?”

“Go for it! Pretend I’'m not here and do whatever feels natural.”

Owen didn’t wait for my confirmation and is slowly stroking his boner
with his eyes fixed on Audrey’s body. Evan starts going to town too, and
Audrey switches her gaze between the two identical boys in their
intimate act of self-pleasure.

After a few moments, their moans start to increase, and | can see Audrey
is entirely into it. I’'m standing between her legs and move a bit closer.
She doesn’t seem to notice, and | bring my camera within a few inches of
her probing fingers and spread pussy lips.

It’s an extremely lewd picture, but judging by the pressure inside my
pants, also a scorching hot one. Since I’'m down at their feet, | snap close-
up shots from both fist-wrapped boners, and no one seems to notice me
doing this.

| feel a steady flow of precum oozing out of my rock-hard boner and an
incredible urge to join their masturbation session. But the desire to
document all this is stronger, so | just keep on snapping away.

“Oohhh... oohhh... I'm...” Owen starts moaning.

| quickly get closer to him and make sure to have his midsection in the
frame. It starts just below his balls and ends around his belly button. In
the background, Audrey’s hand on her pussy is blurry but clearly visible.

“Aaahhh...” Owen moans and holds his dick firmly at the base.

| press the shutter button, and my camera starts taking shot after shot in
burst mode. The moment his cum starts shooting from his dick, | hear



Evan moan too, but | don’t want to miss anything of this hot boy’s
ejaculation.

Owen lets go of his dick, and | take a few more pics from his leaking
boner and the three small puddles of cum on his belly.

Evan’s moans increase, so | get to my feet, adjust the frame and focus,
and make sure | don’t miss his cum. This overview shot of the three
young bodies with one of the boys shooting his sperm, and the other
with traces of his own cum on his belly, is beyond hot. | notice Audrey
has stopped the action between her legs and is focused on both shooting
boys.

| know she must be horny as hell by now because | am too, and | haven’t
even touched myself. After Evan is done cumming, he lays there panting
like an old dog with his eyes shut. Audrey glances over to Owen, who lays
next to her with a big grin on his face but still enjoying the afterglow of
his orgasm.

Audrey winks at me, smirks, and moves her head down to Owen’s
midsection. | hold the camera in front of my face again, so | won’t miss a
thing about what Audrey is planning.

As she starts licking the cum from Owen’s body, he looks down at his
belly with a surprised look on his face. But when Audrey grabs his dick
and matter-of-factly slides her mouth over it, his eyes grow wide as
saucers, and my camera doesn’t stop shooting.

“There. All clean,” she says to Owen after his dick pops free from her
mouth.

When she moves over to Evan to do the same, Evan’s eyes fly open the
moment she licks around his belly button and moans loudly when his
dick enters her mouth.

After she’s done, she looks at me and asks, “Is it okay if | wanna do
more?”

“Of course, Lil’ Bit! But they have to agree too,” | say and nod my head
toward the two bronzed, naked and hard Adonises.

She doesn’t wait for an answer and throws herself at Owen. She gives
him a firm hug and crawls on top of him with her legs on each side of his
body and her wet pussy mere inches above his hard dick.



She leans down, looks him in the face, and starts kissing him pretty
hardcore. | stand at their feet, and seeing Owen’s boner so close to
Audrey’s pussy, makes me realize she’s not leaving this island as a virgin.

Evan is looking at the two, and he just smiles. There’s not even a hint of
jealousy on his face, just lust and affection. Then, moments later, | see
Audrey gripping her legs firmly around Owen’s hips, and she rolls to her
left, taking Owen with her.

Audrey is back at her initial spot, but now Owen is lying on top of herin a
traditional missionary position. The sexual tension in the air is palpable,
but none of the three kids seem to notice. Audrey gently directs Owen’s
face toward one of her tits, and once Owen gets the idea, his face moves
down, and he latches on to Audrey’s left boob.

Once his lips close around her hard, pointy nipples, a big moan escapes
her lips, and she pushes her chest forward. Encouraged by this, Owen
starts alternating between her left and right boob, and his whole body
wiggles on top of Audrey.

By now, Owen’s dick is a bit further away from Audrey’s pussy, but it’ll
only take a little movement to line him up. So | decide to keep standing
at their feet to have the best seat in the house. | keep snapping some
pictures, and as Evan starts moving too, | focus on his face.

Audrey looks to her right and sees Evan closing in. She grabs Owen’s
head to urge him to keep sucking her tits, and she turns her head toward
Evan, and they start kissing furiously.

Evan turns to his side and needs a place to put his arm. So he moves it on
top of his brother's back but pulls back the moment he realizes it’s his
brother. | laugh inwardly at this and figure we need to quickly do
something about this apprehension. It isn’t the time or place to do it
now, but | want to see these two get busy too at one time, but | know we
need to take it slowly at the moment.

After a few minutes of this hot action, Audrey and Evan stop kissing, and
she looks down at the tit-sucking boy. A sly smile appears in the corner of
her mouth, and she starts pulling at Owen’s hair. He looks up at her and
immediately gets the idea. He moves up on Audrey’s body to start kissing
her again.



| zoom in between their legs, and as his dick inches closer and closer to
her pussy, | feel a tingle in my balls and realize my precum is oozing out in
a steady flow. When Owen’s dick slides up over Audrey’s dripping pussy,
both kids moan loudly into each other’s mouths. Audrey’s hands grab
both his ass cheeks, and she squeezes them tightly.

Owen’s dick slides back down, and | can see its underside is coated with
Audrey’s juices. He instinctively slides back up, but the top of his dick
gets caught in Audrey’s entrance. The moment this happens, he stops
and immediately sits back on his feet, leaving Audrey with a questioning
look on her face.

Owen gets up, and | can see tears forming in his eyes, but | don’t have a
clue why. He steps back, and as a tear flows down his cheek, he
stammers, “I... | didn’t mean to... | wasn’t... I’'m sorry, Audrey!”

Audrey props herself up on her elbows and looks questionably at Owen. |
step in, put a hand around his shoulder, and hold him close to me.

“You didn’t do anything wrong,” | softly say to him.

III

“But... | was about to... fuck her!” he whispers back, already a bit calmer.
“Yeah. You were,” Audrey says and smiles at the troubled boy.
“See?” Owen responds and looks at me with big eyes.

“But | want you to fuck me!” Audrey continues, alternating her look
between the twins.

“You do?” Owen says as | feel his shoulders relax.

| let go of Owen and step a bit closer to Audrey. She smiles broadly, and
the look on the boys’ faces is one of disbelief.

“Yeah. Audrey and | talked about it, and as long as everyone is doing this
out of their free will and no one is forced, | don’t see why you guys
shouldn’t do it.”

“Really?” both boys reply simultaneously.

“Haha! Really!” Audrey laughs. “It’s my first time too, and | know you’ll
be careful and won’t hurt me.”

“Of course we won’t hurt you!” Owen exclaims, and | notice his dick has
gone soft.



“You're good. Don’t worry! And uh... | know | want to have sex with you!”
Evan says excitedly. “You, Dude?” he asks his brother.

'II

“I... uh... yeah. Me too!” Owen replies, a little more hesitant.

“You wanna continue, or do you want me to go first?” Evan asks, his
boner twitching with anticipation.

Owen looks down at his soft dick and then at his brother’s. Audrey has an
‘I don’t care’ look on her face and is beaming with anticipation.

“You do it, Dude. You're the oldest, so | guess it’s your birthright,” he
chuckles.

As Evan scoots over to Audrey and settles his body between her legs, she
extends her arms toward Owen and says, “Come here!”

Owen gets on his knees next to Audrey, and they hug tightly. Audrey
kisses him firmly on his lips while Evan has the decency to wait for them
to finish.

“Will you hold my hand? I’'m a bit nervous,” she softly asks Owen after
they break their kiss.

Owen grabs her hand as his brother lowers himself down on top of
Audrey’s body. | position myself in a spot where | can see the penetration
and keep a good look at Audrey’s face to check on how she’s doing.

“Now what?” Evan asks insecurely after laying his lower body down on
Audrey’s but keeping his torso away from her with his hands on the
blanket.

“Just hug, kiss, and rub your bodies against each other. You’ll both know
when you’re ready. Just take your time,” | say soothingly.

Evan lowers his face and starts kissing Audrey. She puts her free hand on
his back but quickly moves it down to cup his firm little ass.

As Evan’s dick slides up and down over Audrey’s soaking wet, slippery
pussy, they start moaning loudly. After a few moments of this, Audrey’s
hand leaves Evan’s ass and moves between them, where she grabs Evan’s
dick. | see her lining him up while Evan holds still and sucks in a breath
when his dickhead touches the entrance of Audrey’s pussy. | quickly take
a few pics before saying, “Push it in slowly, Evan. And try to relax, Lil’
Bit!”



| feel torn between two feelings. Watching these preteen kids lose their
virginities is extremely hot and sexy. But my inner caretaker wants to
protect Audrey from it. Thankfully, my mind tells me there’s no need to
worry. Audrey wants this, and the boy taking her virginity is lovely and
caring. So | keep telling myself there’s no need to worry.

As | watch Evan’s butt muscles tighten, his twelve-year-old cock slowly
slides inside Audrey’s equally preteen pussy.

“Oohhh!” | hear both kids moan.

Audrey’s hand is back on squeezing Evan’s ass, and Owen is watching
wide-eyed at what’s happening in front of him.

“I| feel you slide in... Ahhhh!” Audrey moans while panting heavily and
spreading her legs even further.

“Oohhhh... this... I... ohhh, Audrey!” Evan grunts.

| see he’s all the way inside Audrey’s pussy now, and he’s holding
perfectly still. | quickly take close-up shots from between their legs,
where their genitals are merged into one.

“I... oohhh...” Audrey pants.

As | get up to take pictures of their faces, Evan looks at me and asks
between pants, “Do | move it out now?”

“Yeah. But not completely out. Leave the tip inside. And then back in,” |
smile, glad to assist these wonderful kids during their first intercourse.

Owen is still holding on to Audrey’s hand, which is adorable, but | signal
with my head to let it go and softly say, “Let them enjoy this together.
I've got a feeling you’re next.”

Audrey’s look is a bit unfocused, and her mouth is slightly open, which

are both good signs. All the time, | kept one eye on Audrey’s face to see
how she’s doing, but it’s clear she’s enjoying every second of it up until
NOWw.

After hearing me talking to Owen, she looks at him and nods. But before
she can say anything, her eyes cross, and another loud moan escapes her

lips.

| look down and see Evan already pushed back and is all the way inside
her again. | watch him move and see he’s moving in and out very slowly.



The look on Audrey’s face is one of pure bliss, but | can also see a hint of
frustration.

“You can move faster. You won’t break her,” | say as | look at him,
following a drop of sweat from his forehead down his cheek.

“I can?” he asks, looking down at Audrey.
“OH YES! PLEASE!” she almost shouts.

Needing no more encouragement, Evan starts picking up the pace,
slapping his pelvis hard against Audrey’s. Seeing their bare pubes mash
together, | know | have to take shots of that too. So | put my camera in
front of my face, and | take a series of burst shots of three in-and-out
motions from Evan.

But hearing him moan, | know he won’t last much longer, so | take my
position to take shots of both their faces when he cums inside a girl for
the very first time.

“Oh... oh... oh... AAHHH!” Evan shouts and pushes firmly inside Audrey
for one last time, where he holds perfectly still.

It doesn’t take a genius to realize what’s happening, and I’'m recording it
all with my camera. Audrey looks up at Evan with a big grin across her
face, but | see she isn’t cumming yet. As Evan’s ass cheeks relax, | see him
catching his breath, and as he opens his eyes, a huge grin spreads across
his face too.

“That was AWESOME!” he exclaims and gives Audrey a tender kiss on her
lips.

“Yeah! This is amazing!” Audrey says and looks all hyped at me.
“You gotta try it too, Dude!” Evan says while looking at his brother.

When he realizes what he’s saying, he glances down at Audrey with a
guilty look on his face and stammers, “I mean... if that’s okay with you, of
course...”

“Yeah! Of course! Move over, Evan!” Audrey says, nodding furiously.

| look at Owen, and I’'m glad to see he’s ready for it. His young dick stands
up proudly from his groin, and his nervousness seems to be gone. Evan
slides back on the blanket, and his glistening dick has gone a little soft,
but not by much.



As Owen crawls between Audrey’s spread legs, she extends her arms to
give him another firm hug. Owen gets the hint, lays himself down on her,
and they passionately kiss each other. His hips are grinding again, and his
hard dick is inches away from Audrey’s opening.

This time, he doesn’t waste any time and starts humping against her. |
see Audrey’s flushed face, and within seconds, she reaches down
between their bodies to line up the second dick within minutes that’s
ready to enter her.

“Ready?” she asks with a hoarse voice while placing her hands on his
butt.

Evan sits down next to me, and his glistening, half-hard dick looks
delicious. It takes me a bit of willpower to prevent me from licking it
clean, but the spectacle in front of us is enough to keep me from
molesting this wonderful boy.

“Just do it, Dude!” Evan says with a comforting voice.
“Oooohhhhh!!” Owen moans as he starts sliding in.

His tight butt pushes down, and | scoot over to get another pic of young,
joined genitals. Since Owen paid attention when his brother lost his
virginity, he starts pulling back once he’s completely inside. This makes
for another great series of pics. Right then and there, | realize that
watching preteen kids fuck for the first time in their lives is something I'll
never grow tired of. Despite this realization, | know that my main focus is
documenting how another young boy loses his virginity.

Before | know it, he’s pistoning in and out of Audrey’s pussy, and as their
bare pubes slap against each other, loud moans come from both their
throats. Owen lasts a bit longer than his brother, but after a little over a
minute, | hear low grunts coming from his throat, and the force of his
thrusts increases.

But when | look at Audrey, | see a familiar look on her face. As Owen
pushes in firmly for his last thrust, | see her eyes cross, and her body
shakes.

“AAAHHHH!!” she practically screams and digs her fingertips firmly in
Owen’s ass cheeks.

“HUHHH...” is the low groan coming from Owen’s throat.



| take close-up shots of Owen’s face as his orgasm hits him. The look on
his face is absolutely priceless, and | feel a sense of pride and gratitude
for being able to witness and document this.

“This is hot!” Evan whispers beside me, and | notice he’s hard again,
wishing | was still his age.

“Yeah!” | whisper back and continue taking pictures.

Owen buries his head between Audrey’s neck and shoulder, and they
both lay there panting heavily as they try to regain their breaths.

“Oh! | feel some sperm leaking out!” Audrey giggles.

| quickly move between their legs and take the best pictures of the entire
session. Owen’s dick is buried inside Audrey’s pussy. Above his tight
ballsack and around his dick, some sperm leaks out, dribbling toward
Audrey’s ass, and some drip on the blanket.

“Are you okay?” Owen asks after a few moments.

“I’m more than okay!” Audrey exclaims, hugs Owen, and indicates Evan
to join them.

As the three of them hug each other, | make sure to capture this
affectionate moment of joy between them. After a few moments, Owen
pulls back and lies down next to Audrey. Evan joins him on her other
side, and as they lay there relaxing in the shade, | snap the last pic of the
session and sit down on the blanket.

“How was it, Lil’ Bit?”

“It’s absolutely amazing! It didn’t hurt AT ALL! They were careful. | do feel
a bit stretched down there, but in a good way. And it’s even better than
when you eat me out!” she blabbers on, holding her hand in front of her
mouth the moment she realizes what she said.

| glance over at both boys, and they just smile. Then, Owen winks at me
and says, “We figured you did some of this together. And | get it... she’s
just too cute.”

“Yeah... uhm... we'll... you know you can’t talk about all this, right?” | ask,
feeling a bit of panic about it.

”
!

“Of course! Don’t worry, Mr. H. Your secret is safe with us
reassuringly.

Evan says



“Yeah. You’re the coolest guy we know, so just chill, okay?” Owen adds.

“Thanks, guys! Who's hungry?” | ask, trying to change the subject and
not make a big fuss about their first fucks.

The kids get dressed as | put my camera gear in my bag, and we grab our
stuff. The three of them are chatting excitedly about how it felt and how
much they liked it. But once we clear the line of trees and walk toward
the cabin, their conversation is back to video games and movies they like,
as if nothing weird has happened.

“The shower is free,” Audrey says, walking in while drying her hair.

Evan gets up, and as he walks by Audrey, he openly checks out her naked
body, which causes Audrey to smile seductively.

We're sitting on the porch with a table filled with dirty dishes. We’ve had
an excellent spaghetti and meatball dinner, which was gratefully
devoured by the four of us. | drank almost four glasses of white wine
during dinner, which is more than | usually drink. But figuring it’s a sort of
holiday and the chill vibe I'm getting from the kids and the island, |
figured | could do this for once. I’'m feeling relaxed, and as | watch the
beach, the ocean, and the setting sun, | feel privileged to be here with
these three amazing kids.

I’'m in my swimming trunks and a shirt, Owen puts on his underwear
after his shower, but | think he’s regretting it when he sees Audrey
staying naked. Surprisingly, there’s absolutely no one on the beach at this
time of day, so | don’t care how the kids are dressed.

“So00... you ate her out...” Owen says out of the blue, and a big grin is
plastered across his face.

| feel a slight panic building up inside, but luckily, Audrey comes to the
rescue.

“Yeah. He did. And | gave him a blowjob. It’s fantastic!” she says without
any expression other than compassion for me on her face.

“I thought so... | want to learn how to do that too,” Owen responds.



| simply smile, but Audrey sees an opportunity, so she says, “If you want
to learn how to do more sex stuff, you can try it with me. Scott can help
us if we have questions.” she says extremely enthusiastically.

“Really! Can I?” Owen says surprised, and looks at me.

“Like | said earlier, as long as everyone involved is okay with it, | don’t see
a problem,” | respond, glad we’re not talking about me eating out Audrey
anymore.

“I want to learn everything!” Owen says like an absolute stud with the
emphasis on everything and asks, “What else can we do?”

| see him looking at me and see Audrey’s questioning expression too. So |
figure | might as well be honest and name it all.

“There’s intercourse, or fucking, obviously. There’s oral like a blowjob or
eating out a girl. Anal, of course. You can do a threesome...” | say and see
Evan coming onto the porch, naked as the day he was born.

“Or foursome...” he simply says, looking at me as he sits down at the
table with his damp hair.

“Of course!” Audrey says as if she just had an epiphany.
“Yeah!” Owen adds. “You should join us!”

“Uhm... | can’t... | mean... you are... uhm...” | stammer.
“Oh! You promised you’d think about it!” Audrey whines.

“Look,” | say seriously to all three of them, “I'm basically Audrey's parent
in the eyes of the law. And you guys are at an age where no judge will
have mercy on me. So | just can’t,” | say as | try to be as serious as
possible.

Owen looks questionably at me, and after a few moments, he says, “But
no one but the four of us will know.”

“Yeah!” Evan chips in, “I think it’ll be fun, and you can teach us a whole
lot! I'd love to do all the stuff you just said!”

“See?” Audrey says with a big smirk across her face.

“I don’t know...” | try, but my straining boner is betraying me as these
three kids are practically begging me to have sex with them.



| know | should say no. My mind tells me | shouldn’t do it. But my heart
tells me something else. | glance over at Audrey and realize | can still
protect her, even when we’ve had sex. It feels like a wall crumbling down
around my inhibitions, and as more of that wall goes down, the more |
feel the excitement of joining these three kids' sexual development.

| remember the joys I've had with Glenn and how it helped me become
the person | am today. And when that realization hits me, | make a deal
with myself to keep everything as safe, pleasant, and open as Glenn did
with me. With that promise in the back of my mind, | can practically hear
the last bit of the wall crumble, and a smile forms around my mouth.

As Audrey sees this, she gets up, and as she straddles my waist, both
boys get up too and stand on either side of me. | see Owen dropping his
boxers as Evan gently guides my right hand and lays it on his semi-hard
dick.

| feel his dick grow to full mast in my hand, and | can’t help but squeeze
it. As | look up at his face, he just smiles hornily down at me. While
Audrey presses her pussy down on my now rock-hard boner, Owen grabs
my hand and guides it to his boner. Once | realize the situation I'min,
with two preteen boners in my hands, and a naked girl squirming in my
lap, | feel the very last of my inhibitions float away.

“Alright. But not here out in the open,” | hear myself whisper.
“YEAH!” both boys say simultaneously and high-five each other.

“YESSS!” Audrey says loudly and kisses me hard on my lips, grinding
herself firmly against my mid-section.

| can’t stop fiddling with the two boners in my hands, and for a moment,
nobody moves. Then, reluctantly let go of Evan and Owen’s rock-hard
and amazing dicks, and gently push the naked preteen girl from my lap.
The moment | get to my feet, Audrey and Owen start working on my
trunks, but | push them away long enough so that we can all get inside
the cabin and close the door behind us. Small hands attack me again, and
my swimsuit lies crumbled at my feet within seconds. Meanwhile, Evan is
taking off my shirt, and as he throws it into a corner, I’'m as naked as the
kids, and another boner joins the team.

Audrey starts walking toward our bedroom but is quickly chased by the
twins who run by her. And as they round the corner, | see their boners



flopping around, which causes Audrey to giggle.

They jump on the bed, and as | enter the bedroom, they turn around and
sit on the bed on their knees, looking expectantly at me.

“What can we do?” Owen asks.
“I wanna do everything!” Audrey says, eyeing the boners around her.
“Can we do anal?” Evan asks practically at the same time.

Owen looks questionably at his brother, who blushes once he realizes
what he said. But he keeps looking at me, and | can see he isn’t kidding
and seems interested in it.

“We’ll do it all. Don’t worry,” | respond with a warm smile and wink
toward Evan. “Probably anal too, and | promise you’ll love it! I’'m not sure
if it’ll fit, but just the trying will be fun!”

“Okay...” is Owen’s tentative response, but | see him already opening up
to the idea.

“Let’s do blowjobs!” Audrey exclaims after a few moments, drops to her
knees in front of Evan, and motions me to do the same with his brother.

This is it. I'm going to do it, and | can’t wait to have this hard, young cock
in my mouth. So | drop to my knees too, sit shoulder to shoulder with
Audrey, and look at the throbbing boner in front of my eyes. Then,
without hesitation and without counting down, Audrey and | dive in at
the exact same moment.

| grab Owen’s boner by its base, open my mouth and let it slide in
between my lips. The moment my tongue hits the underside of his glans,
| instinctively know | did the right thing. The low moans above us bring a
smile to my face. | glance over at Audrey, and | can see her smiling as
she’s checking me out from the corner of her eyes. This only lasts a few
moments, and as I’'m getting into blowing this young, hot boy, | want
nothing more than to feel his cum shoot in my mouth and swallow
everything he has to give to me.

I’'m really getting into it, and as my lips rub over the stiff shaft with low
moans and grunts coming from the boy above me, Audrey lets go of
Evan’s cock. The smacking sound of her mouth leaving his cock, and the
deep sigh coming from Evan makes me glance over at the two kids to my



left. I'm not ready to let this young, tasty cock leave my mouth, so |
slightly turn my head and let my tongue caress his glans.

“Time to switch!” Audrey exclaims excitedly and gets to her feet.

Only because | know I'll have another hard cock in my mouth within
seconds, | let Owen’s dick slip from my mouth. | scoot over to my left,
where | see my bag standing against the wall and within reach.

“Lie down on your back,” | say to Evan as | reach inside.

After a bit of probing around, | find what I’'m looking for. | pull out the can
of coconut oil and put it down on the floor between Evan’s feet, who's
oblivious to my actions.

| don’t want to waste any time, so | grab his spit-covered glistening boner
and slip my mouth around it. Then, with my free hand, | quietly pop off
the cap from the can of oil and scoop up a glob of it on my fingers.

As my head bobs up and down, | slowly move my finger toward Evan’s
anus. | increase my tongue action to distract him a bit. The moment my
slick finger touches his anus, it immediately slides in a little, which causes
Evan to moan loudly, and his boner twitches furiously in my mouth.

“Ooohhhh!!” he moans and presses his ass down on my slippery finger.

“More?” | simply ask as | take my mouth off his dick just long enough to
ask this and immediately put my mouth around it again.

n
!

“Yessss. Oooohhh yesss!” Evan groans.

Judging by how relaxed his sphincter already is, | figure | can use two
fingers easily. So | quickly extract my finger to scoop up another glob but
with two fingers this time, which causes Evan to groan from emptiness.

The moment | press my two fingers against him, he’s basically begging
me to stick them inside. So | keep my tongue action active and slowly but
steadily slide two fingers inside this angelic boy.

“Hhmmm...” he groans, and | feel his muscles relax under my probing
fingers.

This boy is a natural! I don’t have to tell him to relax or push back. I slide
in easily, and before | know it, I'm all the way inside. As | start moving
them in and out, his hard dick twitches in my mouth each time | hit his



prostate. So | focus on that and keep lapping away under and over his
glans.

When his hands grab my hair and his moans turn into high-pitched
grunts, | know he’s cumming. | can’t wait to taste him, so | increase both
speed and intensity as he starts lifting his ass off the mattress.

There’s one last loud grunt, and as his fingers dig into my skull, | feel his
hard cock fatten even more, and the moment his ass muscles clench
tightly around my fingers, | feel the sweet, young boy nectar fill my
mouth.

Four spurts of watery cum fill my mouth. It isn’t too much to handle, and
| let the sweet and light fluid go through my mouth as | savor its taste.
Moments later, his body starts relaxing, and as his ass hits the mattress
again, only a slow dribble of cum comes out of his cock, which | eagerly

lap up.

| reluctantly swallow it and retract my fingers from his ass, making sure
to stimulate his prostate as much as | can. Evan isn’t entirely with us yet,
so | glance over at the action to my right.

Audrey’s head is bobbing up and down on Owen, and judging by his
moans and the similar way he lifts his ass off the bed, | realize he’s close.
| move over, kneel behind Audrey and start pinching her nipple while my
other hand searches for her sopping pussy.

Audrey doesn’t react and just keeps on sucking Owen. | rub my dick
between her ass cheeks as | start fingering her while looking over her
shoulder at one heck of an erotic sight. After a few more seconds,
Owen’s hands dig into Audrey’s hair, and as his high-pitched moan fills
the room, it’s clear he’s cumming too.

| let Audrey suck him dry, and | slow down my action on her pussy and
tits. | glance over at Evan and see him looking at his brother’s orgasm,
with a sheepish grin all over his face. | get up and lie down on the bed
between the twins, thinking about what to do next. I'm still uncertain if |
should fuck Audrey, but judging by how easy Evan opened up his boy
pussy and how eager he is to do anal, | make up my mind to at least fuck
him, and maybe his brother too.

| feel a hand wrap around my boner as I'm contemplating this. | glance
down and see Evan looking down at my dick and sizing it up. | look at him



and smile.

“Are you sure it'll fit?” he asks with a bit of uncertainty as he squeezes
my boner.

“Yeah. It’ll definitely fit. | had the same doubts when Glenn and | did it
for the first time.”

| feel the bed move, and Audrey squeezes herself between Owen and
me. Owen clearly recovered from his orgasm minutes ago because he
wastes no time and starts feeling up Audrey’s tits, which causes her to
purr softly.

“Why don’t you try it, Evan?” she asks with an eager grin across her face.
“You sure?” he asks quietly, looking me in the face.

“You'll love it! And if it hurts, we’ll just stop and do something else. No
worries!” | soothingly say.

“Uhm... can I... uhh...” Owen stammers with a blush spreading out over
his face and upper chest.

Audrey looks at him and immediately gives him a tight hug. “Of course
you can!” she chirps, “right, Scott?”

“Sure! We just need to lube you up too!”
“But... isn’t it... gay?” he stammers again.

“So?” Audrey asks as if Owen just asked the stupidest question ever. “You
can always stick it in me again later, so | doubt it being too gay!”

That seems to do the trick. Owen simply nods and asks, “How do | lube
up?ll

Without answering, | drop to my knees and grab the can of coconut oil. A
few loud moans and a couple of minutes later, | think he’s lubed up
enough. | glance over at Audrey and Evan and see they decided to kill
time by Frenching and groping around. As they’re occupied, | figure |
might as well lube Evan up even more, which he, judging by his moans,
doesn’t mind too much.

“Get on all fours. It’ll be easier that way,” | say to Evan, who immediately
breaks the kiss and gets on his hands and knees.

“Can | watch?” Audrey asks as she gets to her knees.



“Of course, Lil’ Bit,” | say, as | realize I'm tremendously turned by both the
audience as devirginizing the twins’ asses.

“And what do | do?” Owen asks, and he wants to be fucked badly, too,
judging by how he looks.

“Why don’t you do it too? I'll switch between you two.” | turn to Audrey.
“Lil’ Bit?”

“What is it?”

“Sit between them on the bed, and... uhm... make sure their... dicks get
some attention,” | smile, knowing how much she likes to handle a dick,
let alone two at once.

She sits between the boys and has a great view of what I’'m about to do.
Her hands reach down and, judging by the moans, she grips their dicks
and starts toying with them. As she’s smiling from ear to ear, | grab the
oil and lube up my rock-hard and twitching dick.

“Ready?” | ask, and after a timid nod from Evan, | press my glans against
his rosebud and whisper, “Try to relax and push back a little. If you want
me to stop, just say the word, okay?”

After another wordless nod, | start applying more pressure. With some
effort, my dickhead slips in and is engulfed by his warm rectum. | know
the worst part is already over, so | ask, “You okay?”

“Ohhh... yeah! This is... hmmm...” he moans, and | see Audrey’s eyes
wide open, and her hands stop moving.

A simple nod from my head gets her moving again, and | can see Owen
glancing at his brother to size him up. Seeing him smile is all the
encouragement | need to push and slide in further. | grab his boyish hips
to steady myself and feel his ass muscles clench and relax as | move in.
This boy is a pro, and | almost can’t believe he’s never done this before.

It takes me a few in and out motions during my entrance, but before
long, I’'ve got no more dick left to slide in and feel my balls rest against
his small, hairless sack.

“This isit,” | hear myself pant. “Still good?”

“Oohhh... yeah! This is... hmm...” he moans, clearly enjoying it.



“This is so hot!” Audrey whispers as she is slowly jacking him off, and her
eyes focused on where our bodies merged.

“I’'m going to fuck you now,” | say to Evan as | gently squeeze his ass.
“Yessss... please!”

As | slide out, | feel my dickhead rub against something. His loud moan
and clenching muscles make me realize it’s his prostate. I've never felt it
so prominent before in my life, but it’s a big turn-on knowing how much
we both enjoy this.

As the boiling inside my balls is building, | realize | need to do something
to prevent myself from popping off insid