When Megan said that the guy that called her was Saul Epstein, I said, “Oh Shit!”

She asked. “Do you know him?”  
“Yes I do, he’s a perv! How did he get your number?”

“He said Nell gave it to him.”

“That can’t be right, I’m gonna call her.”
I grabbed my cell and she answered on the second ring with, “What took you so long?”

“W-What do you mean?”

“You want to know why I gave Epstein Megan’s number don’t you?”

“Yes, how did you know that I…”

“Megan just came home and told you, didn’t she?”

“Yes but,”

“I knew she would, is she there with you?”

“We’re in the exercise room, she’s right here.”

“Call me back on the wall phone and put me on speaker.”

I told Megan what she said and when I called her and hit the speaker button Megan said, “Mom, did you give that guy my cell number?”

“Yes I did. I talked to him this afternoon. Pete told you he was a scumbag, didn’t he?”

“Yes, he said the guy is a perv.”

“He is, but he’s also very rich and he has a lot of rich friends. But he’s also a pretty sharp art collector and he wants you to do some work for him. If you do the kind of job that I know you can, you can make a ton of money and get some fantastic contacts from his friends.”

“But he said he wants me to do a painting of him and some girl having sex.”

She chuckled, “He was just testing you to see how you would respond. That’s not going to happen. We’ll set those ground rules right away.” 

“But is it like umm, safe to be around him?”
“Don’t worry I’ll make sure of it.”
“If he’s such a perv, aren’t his friends that way too?”

“Probably, but their money is good.”
“So you think I should do it?”

“Yes I do.”

“B-But why? 

“Because you’re a wonderfully talented artist and you should start to capitalize on that right now. Where do you see yourself in the next five years?”

“I would like to go to college.”

“Okay, I’ll be glad to make that happen. What then?”

“What do you mean by ‘You’ll make that happen’?”
“College is expensive.”

“I can probably get a swimming scholarship.”

“You probably can, but swimming scholarships don’t have the clout that things like football and track do. They barely cover basic expenses. It’s not a problem, I’ll make sure you have everything you need, but what happens after that?”

“Uhh, maybe the Olympics.”

“I hope that’s true and if it is, I’ll be behind you all the way. But what happens if you get hurt or for some reason swimming doesn’t have the appeal it once did. What about then?”

“What are you saying?”

“I’m saying that you have a big talent and you have an opportunity to start making a name for yourself right now. This is a huge break, dear and if you play this correctly, fame and financial success are sure to follow.”
“You mean I can get all that just by doing a few paintings for a creepy guy like Epstein?”

“Yes you can. And it’s not just a few portraits. The one he wants for his office is a life-sized, seated likeness and the small ones are bust portraits of his staff and a few of his famous friends. If we do this right, and I say we, because in the beginning I’ll help you with the negotiations, you could net at least twenty five and maybe as much as fifty thousand dollars from him alone!” 

Megan’s eyes got big and I guess mine did too. Then Megan asked, “How did this all happen?”
Nell answered, “Epstein called me a week ago and wanted me to give him your number. When I asked him why, he said he saw your work. He likes your style and he wants you to do a formal painting for his office. I asked him where he saw your work and he said it was at Abe Cohen’s house. Abe told him that he had to get in touch with me because I had a connection with the artist. I know Saul Epstein; we’ve had some business dealings in the past. But knowing what Cohen’s painting is about I was concerned that he wanted more than a just formal likeness so I told him you were a family friend. I said that the painting he saw wasn’t a specialty of yours and I didn’t want you involved in anything kinky.  He said that he knows art and that your composition and shading were amazing and that’s why he wants you to do his portrait.”
“But why? If the only work he’s seen of mine is a nude of Pete, why does he think I can do a formal portrait of him?”

“Because earlier today I had a couple things emailed to him. One is a picture of a portrait I once did of John sitting at his desk at home and the other is a copy of that pencil sketch you did of me that hangs at the Inn. I told him that you did both of them.”

“MOM! Why did you do that?”

“Our styles are so similar he won’t be able to tell the difference. Especially from something seen on a computer screen.”

“But he’ll want the portrait done first, won’t he?”

“He probably will.”

“What if he doesn’t like it?”

“Will you rush through it or do sloppy work?”

“Of course not, but what if…”

Nell interrupted, “Quit worrying, he’ll love it. That kind of work is your thing, dear. I see it every day from the things you do here. You’re as good as any portrait artist working right now.”

“Mom, stop it! You’ve helped me with everything I’ve done so far. You made me start all over on the painting I did of Pete. You’re a much better artist than I am.”

“No I’m not. I just have more experience than you do. Your latest work has a flair to it I never had. You’ll do just fine. Plus I’ll be there to help if you need me. After seeing that pencil sketch he told me that along with the portraits he wants sketches of his entire staff, and when I pressed him about what else he said that he might ask you to do some renderings of the activities that went on at his house.”
I interrupted with, “You know what goes on at his house?”

“Sure I do, his parties are legendary.”

“H-Have you ever been to one?”

She laughed, “No dear, those things are not my style.” 

Megan asked, “What kind of parties are they?”

“They’re sex parties with lots of drugs and underage girls.”

Megan cried, “YUCK! And he wants me to paint them doing stuff?” 
Nell answered, “First off, I’ll make sure from the beginning that you are not to be involved in any way. His house is beautiful and so are the grounds around it. I’ll bet you can come up with some interesting pencil sketches depicting real or imagined activities without actually seeing them taking place.”
“I understand about the portraits but why not just have someone take photographs of the ‘activities’?”
“I asked him the same thing and his answer is what convinced me that you should take his commission for the portraits. He said, ‘Because anybody can do that’. You have to understand these people. He and his cronies are all big money people. ‘Wow’ factor is important to them and they think that doing what other people do is beneath them. In their warped minds, paying an artist for something a photographer could do at a fraction of the cost shows that they can afford anything and that’s supposed to prove to all their friends how rich they are.”
“Are all his friends like that?”

“Yup, and they are like Lemmings. If one of them has something they think is cool, they fall over themselves getting the same thing.”

“So I’ll get more commissions from what I do for Epstein.”

“I guarantee that you’ll be swamped with requests. Not for sex romps but everyone will want at least a portrait. You’ll be busy for the next year at least and it’s only the beginning. When the word gets out about your work, you’ll have tons of people wanting to hire you.”
Megan sighed, then she asked, “And you’re going to help with the negotiations?”
“In the beginning yes, but I just had an idea. I think you should hire Cindy to take care of things after that. As a matter of fact, she should be with you at least at the beginning of every session.”
“Okay, but why?”

“Because I can’t be with you all the time and you’re so nice they’ll try to take advantage of you.”
Megan looked shocked and asked, “You mean I’ll have to defend myself?”
Nell chuckled, “No dear, I mean financially. That’s just another game rich people play. They try to beat down the price on everything. If Cindy was with you she would never let them get away with it.”

I asked, “Is Cindy tough enough to do that?”

Nell cried, “Are you kidding, that girl is tough as nails. You don’t see that side of her because she’s in love with you.”

I got as far as, “She’s not in love with…” before Nell interrupted, “Pete, shut up, I know what I’m talking about!”
Megan surprised me by adding, “She’s right, Pete. You should hear how she talks about you when you’re not around.”

Then she asked Nell, ‘Where will I do this, I can’t bring him here?” 
Nell replied, “You know the dress shop next to the gallery where you work?”

“Yes?”

“That used to be a warehouse and the whole back end is vacant. We can rent that and turn it into a nice studio for you.”
Megan stared at the floor for a minute then she said, “I’d like, be in business, wouldn’t I?”
“That’s right you would. You’ll have a business license and everything.”
I was thinking about what was happening when suddenly I got a chill. It was cool in the room and my t-shirt and shorts were plastered to me from perspiration. So I interrupted, “This sounds great, guys, but I gotta get cleaned up.” 
Megan was explaining to Nell that I had been working out as I headed for the bathroom. A long hot shower to work the kinks out after my workout sounded good, but when I passed the hot tub, that looked even better. So after a rinse in the shower I went to the hot tub, turned the motors on high and got in. 
I went over to the side with the most powerful jets and I was letting them pummel my back when I saw a figure pass the door on the way to the bathroom and a minute later a very naked Megan was getting into the tub with me.
She seemed unconcerned about being naked and she started waving her arms around and chattering away about how excited she was. Her lower body wasn’t visible because of all the bubbles but her breasts were. She has a swimmer’s body and they aren’t very big but her nipples were standing straight out and she looked surprisingly sexy.  
I guess I was staring because she stopped in mid sentence and said, “What?”

“I was just looking at you. You are really pretty, why don’t you have a boyfriend?”
“I-I don’t have time.”

“C’mon, there’s more to it than that.”

“Its tough meeting guys when you can’t hear what they’re saying most of the time. Saying ‘what’s that?’ or ‘huh?’ gets old very quickly.”
“Really? I almost never notice that you have a hearing problem.”
“I’m getting better at reading lips.”
“It’s noisy in here; what’s it like to you?”

“I can’t hear what you’re saying. All I can hear is water rushing and I can feel the vibrations from the pump motors.”

“Well, you do a good job speaking. Some people with hearing problems talk kinda loud.”

“Thanks, I’m not completely deaf and my Mom used to yell at me when I talked loud, so I try to be careful. But umm, why were you staring at me?”
“Because you’re pretty and I like looking at you when you’re naked.”
“Why, I don’t have boobs?”
“Don’t be silly, your boobs are fine. None of the other girls on the swim team have big boobs. I bet you have more than almost any of them.”

“I-I guess so.”

“I bet you noticed other guys looking at them.”

“Yeah, but no guys have ever seen them in uhh, person before.”

“Well, I feel privileged because they are very nice.”
“Thank you.”

“You don’t mind showing them to me?”

“I like showing my body to you. I’ve never done that with a boy and I know it turns you on. It turns me on too.”
I pretended to stroke a moustache and I said, “What if I decided to grab you and have my way with you?”

She laughed, “You wouldn’t. You’re my brother and you wouldn’t do that.”
I yelled, “Oh yeah,” and I pretended to lunge at her. 
She was lightening fast. Before I knew it, she had me around the neck, laughing and giving me ‘nuggies’.
I struggled for a second but all I did was skate around on the slippery floor. 
Then something happened. 
She had a death-grip around my neck. My face was against her chest and one of her nipples was poking me in the eye. Before I realized it, I started getting a hard-on and while we were thrashing around my cock had ended up between her legs.

Suddenly she let go and stared at me. 

I started to apologize but she smiled and said, “Its okay, you told me it would happen.”

“I didn’t do it on purpose.”

“I know, and I’m flattered. I actually got the great Pete Baker excited.”
“I-I’m sorry.”

She reached over, turned off the pumps then she turned back and said, “I want you to show it to me.”

Shocked, I said, “You’ve already seen it; you even painted a picture of it.”
“Not when it was hard, that was through a one-way glass. I want to see it up close.”

“Why?”

“I never had a chance to really look at one. I’ve seen pictures on the net, I’ve seen the artist models at the gallery but they weren’t hard and I’ve seen yours at our house and when you’re with Nell. But I’ve never touched one. I want to know what it feels like.”
I thought I’d call her bluff, so I said, “Okay but you have to let me look at your vagina first.”

“Why? All that’s there is some hair and stuff and you’ve probably seen a million of them,”

I chuckled, “Not quite a million, but I’ve seen a few and some can be very pretty.”

“Well you wouldn’t like mine, there’s nothing to see.”
“What do you mean?”
“I’ve seen other ones. The girls swim team at school showers together. We all trim ourselves because of the swim suits and some of them shave it all off. A few of them have stuff that sort-of hangs out but with girls like me, everything is inside.”

“Everything?”
“Well, almost everything.”

“Some day you’ll have to show me.”

“If I do, will you let me see you?”

I smiled and shook my head, “Megan! How old are you?”

“I’ll be eighteen in January. Why?”

“Because ‘I’ll show you mine if I you show me yours’ is a conversation that usually happens in grammar school.”

“Well, it didn’t happen in the school I went to.”

“So no-one has ever seen you down there?”

“You and Nell have seen it and I guess that growing up my sisters probably did. But nobody but a doctor once and a nurse at school when I got my first period ever really looked at it.” 
I was sitting on an underwater bench across from her. It had taken a minute or so for the bubbles to dissipate and the water was now clear enough to see through. Megan’s eyes darted to my cock. She looked at it for a few seconds then she frowned, stood up and said, “Okay, go ahead and look.”
It caught me by surprise and I said, “Megan, you don’t have to do this, I was only kidding.”

“I’m not. A deal’s a deal and I want to see yours, so look as close as you want. You can even touch it if you want to.”

She seemed so determined that I thought, “What the heck,” and I said, “Okay, come closer to me.”
Still frowning, she came closer and when she was right in front of me she stopped. I was seated and she was standing so I was looking directly at her crotch. She was shaved clean close to the sides of her mound. The mound itself had some short hairs on it and just above it was a small triangular patch. But it had obviously been a while and she needed a touch up. Then I looked at her vagina. She was right, only a tiny bit of the outer edges of her lips were showing. I was thinking about other ones I’d seen and hers was actually kind of cute. But I noticed some nicks and red marks, especially below everything, so I asked, “Do you trim this yourself?”

“Uh-huh. Some of the girls pay to have it done or have someone else do it. But I do mine myself. Why?”

I said, “Put your foot on the side of the spa, I want to see something.”

She backed up and cried, “What for, what are you gonna do?”
“Quit worrying, you’ve got something going on down there and I want to see what it is.”

“Y-You mean an infection or something?”

“No, but you have a bunch of nicks and a few patches of hair. I promise I won’t do anything bad but I want to see what’s going on.”

She groaned, but she put her foot on the side and I took a close look. Under her vagina there were uneven patches of hair and quite a few nicks. One looked like it had been deep and it still had part of a scab on it.

I sat back and said, “I’ll tell you what. You need a trim. Let’s wash these chemicals off. Then let’s go upstairs and I’ll give you the world famous Pete Baker shave.”

Here eyes got big, “You’re gonna WHAT?”

“I’m gonna shave you. I’m good at it! Didn’t I tell you I went to barber school?”

“You did not!”

I grinned, “Okay I didn’t. But you really do need some attention down there and I do know what I’m doing.”

She shook her head, “I’m not surprised. My uhh…It’s been kind of itching lately, is it really bad down there?”
“No, but it could be if you let it go. Trust me, I’ll be careful and you’ll feel better when I’m finished.”

She stepped out and was reaching for a towel when I asked, “Do you want to shower down here?”
“What, with you?”

“Why not?”

“Maybe another time, I still have to get my head around what you want to do.”

She left and I stepped into the shower in the next room.”

When I finished I went upstairs. I put on shorts and a t-shirt then I got a new razor, some shaving cream a styptic pencil, a jar of lotion that Nell had and I went to Megan’s bathroom and asked, “Are you ready?”
She answered, “Yeah, I guess so.” 

I opened the door to find her naked, standing by the sink with a mirror in her hand. I guessed she’d been trying to look at herself. She didn’t look happy.

I put the stuff on the floor next to the bath mat, laid a towel on top of the mat and said, “Okay, come over here and lay down.”
While she was settling onto the towel I grabbed a washcloth and ran it under hot water. Then, without squeezing it out I put it on the edge of the bathtub next to her. 
She watched me, so I made every move deliberate like I did things like this all the time. Then I knelt next to her.

She was lying there with her legs pressed together, shaking slightly. 

She asked, “Are you sure you know what you’re doing?”

“Yes I do, open your legs.” 

She closed her eyes and made a face then she moved her legs apart.

I said, “Wider.” 

I helped her spread them as wide as they would go then I got between them and said, “Okay, now relax, this won’t take long. Do you want to leave the triangle?”

“I-I guess so.”

Trying to sound professional while I was trying to keep from laughing at how bizarre this was, I said, “Okay, but I recommend that we get rid of everything else. It’s pretty irregular down there and it’ll be easier to maintain if it all starts to grow evenly.”

I didn’t know if that was true but it sounded like a good idea.

She said to go ahead, so I put the warm washcloth on her to get things wet then I sprayed her with shaving cream. I recently bought a pack of the newest five blade razors. You don’t have to use much pressure and they almost magically make whiskers disappear.

She already had enough nicks and scrapes so I was very careful, especially around the delicate parts. It didn’t take long but it would have gone faster if I didn’t have to keep telling her to relax and quit trying to strain her neck trying to see what I was doing.
As soon as I finished I ran my fingers over her to check for anything I missed and when I didn’t find anything I took the washcloth, made a first pass to clean her up then I rinsed it with warm water and gave her a final wipe down. 

I was checking everything when she asked, “Are you finished?”

I had shaved the little scab off and a drop of blood was forming. But an inch away, next to her anus there was a tiny bump and it looked like it was starting to bleed. I looked close. An ingrown hair had caused the bump and the razor had taken the top off the bump along with part of the hair. But the part that was trying to grow inside was still there. It looked like there might be enough to get hold of, so I asked her, “Do you have tweezers?”

“Uh huh, they’re in the drawer next to the sink, why?”

“You have an ingrown hair. Hang on.”

I got the tweezers and I was trying to get to the hair but her body position was such that I couldn’t reach it, so I said, “I can’t get to this, you gotta raise your knees. Put them next to you head.”

She cried, “Pete no! T-That’s too embarrassing.”
“Not as embarrassing as going to a doctor to cure an infection. Just do it!”

She moaned, “Oh God,” but she did it.

Talk about being exposed, she was bent double! I’d seen girls in this position before but not in a brightly lighted room like this. I had to force myself not to stare and I quickly got down to business. I was able to find and remove the piece of hair and when I blotted the bump with a piece of toilet paper the bleeding stopped.

But the other place was starting to bleed more so I said to her, “I shaved off a scab. We can wait for it to stop bleeding and form another scab or I can touch it with a styptic pencil. It’ll stop right away but it’ll sting a little.”

“I know it will; I use styptic pencils all the time.”

“I can tell. You cut yourself a lot, don’t you?”

“Yeah, it’s hard to see down there.”

I grinned, “Well, I guess you’ll have to hire me full time to keep you in shape.”

She groaned, “Hurry up and do it. I’m embarrassed as I can be and the floor is starting to hurt my back.”
I wet the tip of the styptic pencil by putting it against the washcloth then I touched to her. She jerked a little but the bleeding stopped almost immediately. Then I touched it to the place where I had removed the ingrown hair and it stopped too. I was checking things and she asked, “Now are you finished?”

“Almost.”

“Can I put my legs down?”

“Hang on for just a minute.”

I took another towel and blotted her dry then I put some of Nell’s cream in my hand and I rubbed it over everything. When I finished I said, “All done. You can get up now.”

She put her legs down and was starting to get up when I noticed something. Everything down there was a nice shade of red. Her pussy lips had come out of hiding, so had the hood over her clit and I thought I could even see a bit of what was under it. I looked at her face and it was red too. She was blushing and it was obvious that she was turned on… a lot!
Suddenly I was too. But a split second later I was nearly overcome with a sense of guilt. I should never have done something that personal to an innocent girl like Megan. She had no defense against an asshole like me. I was ashamed of myself. I had definitely crossed a line. When Nell finds out what I did she’ll probably throw me out. And I deserve it. 
I turned away from Megan so she wouldn’t see the tent in my shorts, I gathered up the things I brought and dashed away to return them to my room.

I stood there for a minute or so, wondering what to say to Megan. 
I was trying to think of how to apologize when I looked up to see her standing in the doorway. She was dressed in shorts and a halter top and she was about to say something when I held up my hand to stop her. I got as far as, “I’m really sorry about what happened, I didn’t mean to,” when she interrupted me with, “Why are you trying to apologize?”

“Because I should never have talked you into letting me do something so personal to you and I don’t want you to be angry with me.”


She countered, “Are you nuts? I’m not mad at you and you didn’t talk me into anything. I know that I needed some help down there and I’ve been trying to figure a way to have it taken care of.”

“So you’re okay with everything?”

“I’m fine. You did a great job and I learned something.”

“What?”

“I saw that I turned you on. I’ve never turned anyone on before. It was fun.”

“I think you were a little turned on as well.”

“Are you joking, I was ready to climb the walls! Nobody ever touched me down there. It was really exciting.”
“Are you going to tell Nell about it?”

“Sure, why not?”

“I wouldn’t want her to be mad at me?”

She chuckled, “She won't be mad.”

“How do you know?”

“We discussed you moving in and when I told her that I knew who you were and that I had a crush on you, she told me I should go for it if I wanted you to be my first but I had to act quickly because when you found out how close she and I were you’d go all protective of me and I wouldn’t have a chance.”
Surprised, I asked, “She wanted us to have sex?”

“She said if I wanted to I could, but I think she was kidding.”
“You had a crush on me?”

“Sure I did, all the girls did. You were a legend around school last year. You were seen with both Molly what’s-her-name and Kristen Albertini, the two most gorgeous girls in school. And when Karen Gilroy told everybody how you flew her to Las Vegas in your own plane and spent the weekend with her in a fancy hotel, it pretty much put you over the top. It’s a good thing that you aren’t coming back to school next year. Every girl would be throwing herself at you and all the guys would hate you.”
“I-I didn’t know.”

She laughed, “Nell said you wouldn’t. You really don’t know how popular you are with girls, do you?”
“I guess I don’t, but I want to talk about us. Do you still have a crush on me?”

“Yes, but it’s more than that now. I really think of you as the brother I never had. You have no idea what it means to me to be a part of our little family.”

“I’m glad. I feel good about it too. But I‘m concerned about what just happened. Are you sure I wasn’t out of line?”

“Absolutely not! It was embarrassing as heck, but it needed to be done.”

“So I didn’t talk you into anything?”

“No, you said you knew what you were doing and I believed you. Why, are you sorry it happened?”

“No, I’m just worried that you might think badly of me.”

“Why would I think badly of you?”

“Well, I know that you’re a virgin and I don’t want you to get upset and think I talked you into something.”
First her eyes got big then she started laughing. 

It took her a while and when she stopped she came over to me, took my hands and said, “I trust you and I trust that you would never try to talk me into anything. You are a sweet guy and it’s no wonder that Nell is so crazy about you. Yes, I am a virgin. I don’t know if I would be if I wasn’t shy and didn’t have a hearing problem, but I am. But that doesn’t mean I don’t know about or think about sex. Sex is everywhere. It’s on TV, all over the internet and it’s all the girls in school ever talk about. I’ve wondered about it. I even wondered about having sex with you. But it won’t happen. You ruined that last night.”

I interrupted, “How did I ruin it?”

“You ruined it when I saw how you were with your family. You have the kind of family I always dreamed about. Your mom and dad really love you and so do your sisters. It was amazing. I didn’t know a family could be that close. I want it to be that way with you and me. I’m afraid if we had sex it would spoil that, so I think we should settle for you just being my brother.”

“I’ll be happy to be anything you want me to be. You’re an amazing girl. I love the fact that you trust me and I won’t betray that trust.”
She was still holding my hands when she continued, “I know you won’t, you proved it just now. You saw that I was excited and you were too but you didn’t try to take advantage of things.”
“You saw that I was turned on?”

“Of course I did. I thought that thing of yours was going to jump out of your shorts.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be, I’d be curious if you weren’t. And by the way, I still want to look at one that’s hard like that and see what it feels like.”

“Well, you have a date on Friday, I’ll tell him what you want to do and I’m sure he’ll let you feel his.”

She jumped back, “Pete, don’t you dare!”

I started laughing, so she put her hands on her hips, shook her head and said, “Okay, enough for now. Let’s go make dinner. It’s been an exciting day and I’m starved.”
