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"So," Rebecca stared at me from her bed. "Just you and Candy today, huh?"

"Yeah," I smiled as I got changed.

I decided it was time to start taking things a little more seriously with the girls. Sure, it was fun just having sex and being carefree about things, but it was getting to the point that I knew feelings were becoming a thing.

The other day, Fiona pointed out that I spent more time with Lilian than the others. I didn't like that, as I didn't want them to think I had favorites, even though Lilian and I had hit it off well. We were even on a first-name basis.

Lilian's real name was Beth, she had told the others, but she had gone by Lilian for so long that it had become second nature. I told all of them my real name, even though Fiona knew it already.

Going by screen names while we were off the internet was something new to all of us. Our sex work, or as we called it, our second lives, had made us feel insecure using real names. I even started using my online name as an introduction to people I met.

"What are you two going to do?" Chelsea asked.

I preferred Rebecca's real name. She didn't like it. Chelsea said she looked more like Rebecca and not Chelsea.

"Going to pick her up from a photo shoot, and then she wants to check out that new movie," I shrugged.

"Oh," Chelsea grinned. "The male lead is hot!"

"You would think that," I shook my head as I went back to the bed and kissed Chelsea on the lips. "Are you sure you want to go, you still have time to meet her."

Chelsea took my hand and put it on her chest.

I was tempted to go another round with Chelsea, but I wanted to go to the gym before meeting with Candy.

Candy's real name was Morgan, but like the others, she preferred to be called Candy.

"I would love to, but let's be honest," I reluctantly pulled my hand away from Chelsea's chest. "When it's your turn, would you want me to be late and exhausted, or early and refreshed."

"Damn your honesty," Chelsea shook her head.

"Thought so," I grinned and got up off the bed and walked to the door.

"When it's my time we might not leave the bed," Chelsea winked at me as I left her bedroom.

The drive to my house was short, but the time I spent in the gym was much longer than my usual, as one of the new guys there wanted help with some of his exercises and asked me questions.

I liked helping people on their journeys, and that's what it was when someone wanted to improve their way of life, their bodies, or anything about themselves.

Mike had just got out of a toxic relationship; his girlfriend had body shamed him throughout the relationship, and he finally broke it off with her and wanted to improve the way he looked.

Mike admitted to eating too much fast food. I told him it was an easy thing to get addicted to, pull up to the drive-thru, order what you wanted, and bam, no cooking, no mess, no thought into what was going into your stomach and your body.

A lot of people fell for the convenience of fast-food restaurants, and deliveries to the house made it easy to get addicted.

It was much harder to prepare and make your dinner, lunch, or anything else; there was the thought of what you wanted, the time to prepare it, and the cooking time.

I pointed Mike to my secret; it was a food delivery program. They sent random dinner dishes to the house; they were easy to prepare and took little time to cook. A large box came every week, complete with breakfast, lunch, and dinner for the whole week.

Mike loved the idea of sending in an idea of what he wanted to eat for the week and have someone else make it, plus it was made with real ingredients, and it was healthier than going to the drive-through and ordering grease and other terrible foods.

After the gym, I went home and got ready to meet Morgan at her photoshoot.

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I pulled up to the studio with plenty of time left.

I had used this same studio to take some of my earlier pictures. It was amazing to remember how scared I was to come into this studio to take pictures and have them all over the internet.

Back then, I was scared to get naked. Now, over a year and a half later, I could get nude in front of total strangers and not feel any type of way about it.

The time had flown by, and I remembered how it all started.

I was much more comfortable with the nude body now. Before, I thought sex was something to be treasured and didn't want to sleep around or just have one-night stands.

Sex wasn't what it used to be in my mind anymore. Now it was just that, sex, nothing more or less.

Sure, I still loved it, and I wouldn't change anything about the sex that I had with any of my toys, but I started to feel like I wanted more than just the physical attraction, and that's why I wanted to spend more time with all of them, one on one, to see if there was more there than just sex.

I watched Morgan pose for the pictures. She was wearing all yellow, her second favorite color, her first being pink.

She waved at me as she posed for the camera.

I loved seeing Morgan behind the camera; she was a natural. The camera really loved her; it showed all of her features.

Morgan was what people would call the perfect Barbie doll, but that was just the exterior. Morgan hid her true personality under layers of Barbie doll and dumb blonde antics. She didn't trust people with her true persona; she was quick to get hurt and had been hurt many times by many different people.

"That's all Candy," the photographer smiled.

"Thanks Andy," Morgan waved at him.

Morgan strutted over to me, her tight yellow suit fitted her like a second skin, her gigantic fake tits poked forward and barely held inside the tight latex material.

"Aren't you going to get changed?" I asked as Morgan got close.

"No," Morgan smiled, tossing her waist-long blonde hair to the side, "I want people to stare," she put her arm in mine as we walked out of the studio. "I want them to look and want me, but know I belong to you."

My dick throbbed in my pants. 'Fuck!' I thought. I didn't want to be thinking about sex already, but when Morgan said those words, thoughts about fucking her right here in front of everyone came into my head.

The thing is, if I wanted to fuck her right now, she wouldn't mind.

I could bend her over one of these tables; she had a mini skirt on with yellow thigh boots, and I could only imagine how they would look locked behind my head as I fucked her.

"What are you thinking?" Morgan asked as we approached my car.

"Too many things," I grinned.

"Well keep them in mind," Morgan ducked and got into my sports car. "Later they will become a reality," Morgan said as I got in the driver's seat.

"I hope so," I winked as I started the car and drove off.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Morgan wasn't kidding when she said that she enjoyed watching people stare at her. I could only imagine what people thought as we walked up to the movie theatre. Luckily, it was getting close to nighttime, and there weren't that many children around; most of the people were going to the late movie.

I saw women slapping or smacking their husbands or boyfriends as they couldn't take their eyes off Morgan as she walked hand in hand with me.

Some guys tilted their heads to get a peek under Morgan's short skirt.

I put her in front of me as we entered the building.

"Such a gentleman," Morgan grinned.

"Or," I smiled. "I am getting tired of seeing guys trying to stare at what is mine."

"All of it is yours, and they can stare all they want," Morgan took my hand and kissed it. "None of them would get any part of it, not anymore."

There it went again. My dick throbbed.

I wanted her so bad. I knew Morgan better than any of the others, and for her to say something like what she had said meant more to me than anything.

Candy was Morgan's safety net; she used Candy to keep people at bay. The only way they talked to her was through Candy, the blonde bimbo, the dumb blonde who pretended that she didn't know people's true intentions.

Morgan had dated guys, like Candy, she kept dating them as Candy until they proved they could handle Morgan, the real her. The smart woman that most guys were threatened by, she knew a lot about money, about business, and could talk about financial law and other things that would make the usual man's head spin.

Morgan handled all our businesses and made sure we were making the most out of our investments. I hadn't done a video or photoshoot in months. I had investments in adult toys and other things to do with adult entertainment, so that I didn't have to do a thing, but show up, or sometimes show my face.

When I did do a video or pose for a new adult toy, it was for a high price. And all of that was because of Morgan and the others. My new venture was my own website called the toybox, and it was me and the others, no one else.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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The movie was all it was advertised to be it was a mind-numbing action movie. There was no plot or storyline to follow, just action with special effects.

"What are you doing?" I asked Morgan as we sat at the back of the movie theatre.

"What does it look like?" Morgan asked as her hand was on my groin.

"Someone is going to notice," I whispered.

"Who cares, we've done worse on video," Morgan smiled.

Somehow, she fished my cock out of my pants, and her hand gripped my cock.

Most of the people next to us had their eyes glued to the large screen.

"Fuck!" I gasped as her cold hands gripped my cock and worked its way up and down.

"Shh!" the person sitting next to me said without looking at me.

I tried to keep my mouth quiet. Morgan was good; her eyes never left the screen, but her hand was working its magic as it jerked off my cock.

I bit my tongue as Morgan increased the pace; her hand was like a blur going up and down.

There was no sign that anyone was looking at the busty blonde jerking off the black guy at the far back of the movie theatre, even the guy sitting right next to me hadn't looked in our direction, mainly because the action scene on the big screen had everyone's attention.

I was going to blow any second, as if she knew I was close to cumming. Morgan quickly lowered her head; her mouth wrapped around the head of my cock as her hand jerked me off faster.

I took a deep breath and held it as I came in her mouth.

Just like that, it was over. Morgan lifted her head and smiled at me as she swallowed.

"You're the fucking best," I smiled at her.

"You're just saying that because I swallowed," Morgan grinned as she lay her head on my shoulder.

"Wait until we get out of here," I said, kissing her forehead.

"Can't wait!" Morgan smiled.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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After the movie finished, I rushed down the stairs with Morgan in front of me. Morgan was smiling from ear to ear as we were practically running towards my car.

I didn't care about the guys that were staring at Morgan's bouncing tits, or her shapely ass as she rushed between the cars to get to mine.

"Take me home, big boy!" Morgan teased me as I put the car in gear and gunned it out of the parking lot.

I sped all the way, running through red lights when I could, and barely stopping at stop signs.

When I pulled up to my house, Morgan was giggling like a high school girl as she ran inside. I chased her up the stairs and into my bedroom.

"Now, what are you going to do with me?" Morgan turned to face me.

Her hands removed the yellow skin-tight clothing.

"Keep the boots on," I told her as I got undressed.

"Didn't plan on taking them off," Morgan backed up against the bed.

'Fuck she was so hot!' I thought as I climbed onto the bed with Morgan underneath me.

I would never think of her as a dumb blonde ever again.

"Do it!" Morgan stared up at me with her legs on my shoulders.

Her yellow boots wrapped around my neck as I slid my cock into her.

"Fuck me!" Morgan pulled me down close to her. "Fuck
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