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CAMGIRL HAREM 2 

The urge to punch Roman hard enough to put his jaw in orbit around the rest of his skull was all Stan felt. Returning the bullshit handshake, firm as he could, Stan knew this was his limit of staying cool.

Bleached teeth glared from between Roman’s lips. “Don’t worry, last night was a one-time thing. You get why we need a strong fanbase to spread the word this early, right?”

Not that Roman was wrong. But it didn’t make Stan feel better about watching the boss fuck his girlfriend. The time for bullshit was over.

Stan lost his fake composure. Taking Roman by the collar, he backed the guy into the nearest corner of the downtown skyline office. “If you ever pull shit like that again, I won’t cut your dick off... I’ll saw your goddamned hands off instead.”

Too calm for the situation, Roman looked scared enough, but the expression told Stan the guy still had a leverage. “Listen, you’re gonna have to make sure the other models know their shit, if you know what I mean. It’s only fair I put Reiko through the same thing. At least I didn’t do it behind your back.”

Right before the urge to punch through Roman’s skull, and then a hole in the drywall behind it hit, Stan calmed his nerves. Barely. We need this fucking money... Damn it!

“Let me go and listen.” Roman’s posture slacked as Stan let go of his business shirt. “How many shows would it have taken for Reiko to clear six-grand? Five, ten, or fifteen?”

More like forty. Not that Stan was about to let it out that easily. “Keep talking.”

“The subscriber list has already doubled. There’s no telling how much she’ll make with the next stream.” Roman gave a quick wink to drive the point home. “Think about it. Recruit at least four other chicks, while we seed their audience with Reiko’s draw. Do you even know how much money this whole thing could draw in?”

Estimated figures ran through Stan’s head. With roughly fifty weeks in a year, assuming five girls pull six grand a-piece, with only one show per week… “Seven figures, easily.”

“Thanks for realizing that.” Roman tried wiping the wrinkles from his shirt as Stan backed away. “If you had to ask why I’m being so generous after explaining all of that, I’d have fired your ass as of five seconds ago.”

Like a 406mm naval artillery shell against the hull of Ernst’s warning, the whole idea of turning against Roman was breached and taking on water. As much as he’d done to reduce Stan to a servant and an unwilling cuck, money carried a bullhorn for when it wanted to talk.

“So, you told me I need to scout new talent. I don’t mind if we tag-team them,” Stan’s ass was still chapped from the previous night, “but I’m not sharing Reiko again.”

“You sound like you’re ready to marry the girl.”

Stan wasn’t, especially after all that shit, but the idea wouldn’t have bothered him, long-term. “I bring in new models, and they’re fair game. Do what you want with them.”

“Same goes for you.” One last flash of teeth made something in Stan’s core raise the alarm. “If they can’t fuck worth a damn, you’re wasting my time bringing them for a final audition.”

“That’s gonna narrow down the pool. Every wanna-be actress or girl with bills piling up is ready to fuck somebody... But two guys, for a slot on a cam-site?”

Roman didn’t bother looking back before he opened the door to leave. “Ulyana! Set up a visit from Audra. He’ll get what we’re looking for after he meets her.”

“Who the hell’s Audra?”

Roman already had the question answered. Whipping out his phone, he pulled up an archived video. Passing it to Stan, Roman said, “She’s done work with us in the past. We can’t use her long-term because she’s busy as hell, but calling her in should make your job a lot easier.”

Stan hit random points in the hour-long timeline. The big-titted, platinum blonde bombshell knew her shit, and how to use every bit of herself for maximum effect. “She’s good. Like, really good.”

“It’ll cost a few grand, but that money will come back within a month.” One final grin sealed the point. “That is, assuming you pull in at least two new models to ride her subscriber base’s coattails.”

Phone numbers were hard enough to get. Now Stan had to convince two strangers to bare it all on the internet. “I’ll do my best. Just let me know when Audra wants to start.”

“Your best had better make what I’ll have to pay her worth it. Otherwise, it’s coming out of your pay.”

Stan got up to leave, ready to try scouting before procrastination fucked him over. After opening the door, he turned back to the boss. “This is me being nosy, but how much will she cost us?”

“Three weeks of your pay, and you’re already two weeks in the hole.” Roman flashed his grin. “Get to fucking work.”


Reiko tried to take her mind off what she’d done. As Lehane kept droning on about the effects of fat soluble tocopherols on mitochondrial oxidation, just the sight of the man kept the sins and his threat front and center. For the first time, she’d only taken half a page of notes for an entire lecture.

“For those of you looking forward to medical school, this effect is notably prominent in hepatic cells. Long story short, patients with cirrhosis risk completely trashing what’s left of their livers if they take vitamin E or fish oil supplements.”

It was Lehane’s clue that it would be a major question on a test, but Reiko didn’t even notice. The memory of Roman’s cum on her face, and the disgust in Stan’s expression, were all she could focus on.

“And with that,” a quick pause noted the end of the class, “I’ll see you all Friday.”

Commotion erupted all around Reiko as she kept crushing the head of her pen against the same spot on her page. Ink had already bled through a dozen pages.

From the bottom of the lecture hall, Lehane’s voice pulled her out of it. “Ms. Yoshida, can I speak with you for a moment?”

Kuso… She looked up, brushing the hair from her face like nothing had been wrong. But she knew what this was about.

She tried perking her head and shoulders up as she descended the steps. The sound of the doors shutting told her they were alone together. Exactly what she wanted to avoid.

Lehane smiled a little too much. “I’m glad our last conversation didn’t make things awkward. Your show on that new channel made me jealous as hell, though.”

“If my grade for the semester doesn’t match my work, I will go to the Dean.”

As he tried reaching a hand out, Reiko stepped back. Not that it was enough to shut Lehane down. “Easy. I just want to know how much it’ll cost to take part in the next feed.”

Fighting back tears, Reiko finally caught on to how little control she had left. “Our new boss doesn’t allow guest talent. I’m sorry.” Spreading her legs for him was out of the question, no matter the price.

“I get it. Guess I’ll just email the guy directly and find out.”

All Reiko could do was turn and start walking away. Letting her hair drape over her face, it hid the streaks of mascara well enough until she could duck into the closest ladies’ room.

If she knew how much worse things were going to get, Reiko would have dropped out and booked a flight back to Japan, hopefully taking off that same day.


Stan didn’t like it, but this was the least scummy way to throw the opportunity at new talent. If the mob fucked a coven of vampires, payday lenders like the place he was standing in front of had to be the bastard children. At least his promise wasn’t built on outrageous interest and lies.

A few girls seemed interested, but he knew they weren’t the kind of lookers Roman and the audience wanted.  Figuring it was time to drift off to stand in front of the next legalized loan-shark, Stan got ready to move along before someone called the police on him. One glance over his shoulder made him drop every plan for the rest of the afternoon, though.

There’s no way it’s her. Every flash of long, red hair had made Stan wonder if it was his old flame for almost a decade.

Those blue eyes, bouncing tits, and the fake veneer of confidence told him who it was within seconds. Kaitlyn Wayne had stolen his virginity and his heart, once upon a time.

Stan watched, hoping like hell she wouldn’t notice him. But then he saw her turn for the door he’d been scouting.

Every instinct to walk away dropped the instant her fingers wrapped around the handle. Stan remembered them doing the same with his dick. “Kate?”

She turned to look about the time Stan thought it was a mistake. “It’s been a while... Tater Tot.” Even though Kaitlyn could pass as Irish, she always gave Stan hell for his heritage.

“You still look the part more than I do, so piss off, you tosser slut.”

Like they’d never broken up in the first place, Stan and Kaitlyn wrapped their arms around each other. Trading insults based on their ancestries was just their way of greeting each other.

Kaitlyn dropped her hands almost to Stan’s ass. “You have a family yet, or are you still fucking around like a dog with two dicks?”

It stung like a belt across the face. But Stan knew it had been his fault. “Aiming for the balls, already? That’s harsh.”

Letting go to make sure he knew the wound was still fresh, Kaitlyn dropped every hint of joy at running into Stan. “You fuck my best friend behind my back, and you still don’t get why it pissed me off?”

“No, I totally do.” And more than she could know, after the night he’d just suffered. “That was all on me.”

Warmth and vindication swept over her face. Moving her hands up to drape them over Stan’s shoulders, Kaitlyn tried to look away as she said, “Well, at least you know what you did.”

Ready to move on to any other topic, Stan pulled her away from the door. “So, how you doin’ these days?”

The fact that they were standing in front of a loan-trough made Kaitlyn honest enough. With more shame than Stan had ever seen in the girl, she answered, “Good enough, but not great.”

She’d gone off to college, and Stan had taken a job working the docks after the breakup. Thanks to his old man’s advice, that trap of debt was one Stan had always avoided. Even if it meant borrowing from friends, bumming smokes, or plain old going without several things for a while. “Sorry to hear it.”

“No, it’s fine. I’ve got interviews lined up. I just can’t keep working the same job and expect to get anywhere.”

Stan had to know. “Which is?”

Kaitlyn’s cheeks turned red as her hair. “Pharmaceutical rep.”

Not that his own job was anything to brag about. “Hey, we all have bills. Gotta do what you gotta do.”

“I’d be fine with the work,” Kaitlyn glanced at the place they were standing in front of, “if I didn’t have to borrow from these fucking scumbags to scrape by.”

The way she angled herself gave Stan a clear view of Kaitlyn’s figure. Still hourglass as all hell, exactly as he remembered her. “I’d hand a little off to you, if I had any extra myself.”

“Sorry, but even if you could, I know what you’d want for it.” Kaitlyn darted her eyes at the bullshit, vinyl-lettered promise of ‘borrow $200, pay back $203.’

At that point, Stan had nothing left to lose. “Well, my boss is looking for people like you.” It wasn’t like he had any reservations left about Kaitlyn fucking other guys.

The hint of hope in Kaitlyn’s face still had plenty of skepticism to go with it. “What kind of work?”

“It’s legal, and the pay has to be more than what you’re making now.” He passed one of Roman’s business cards her way. “Give him a call if nothing else works out.”

One corner of her mouth scrunched up. “Putting it that way makes it sound even worse. It’s not porn, right?”

“Well,” Stan barely kept himself from looking down, “that’s a pretty good summary.”

The blue of her eyes flashed white instead as she rolled them toward the sky. “You’re the same asshole you were ten years ago.”

Stan watched for a good fifteen seconds after the door closed behind her. He knew Kaitlyn was right.

But changing his ways now wasn’t going to earn money. Shame would have to wait.


Reiko tried focusing on her notes. Having lost the usual heels and the kind of modestly provocative outfit she normally wore to class, even the comfort of tiny, slate gym shorts and sunny yellow tank top couldn’t get her to settle in. As easy as that had been in their old rowhouse, this new place seemed haunted already. And it couldn’t have been more than a decade old.

What she’d done, of her own free will, gnawed at the core of her mind. As much as Stan always fucked up and fell short, he had always been faithful and protective. Maybe seeing her in the laundry-day ensemble that drove him wild, for some reason, would make up for a small part of it.

A few knocks at the door shocked Reiko out of it. She waited, hoping it was some random apartment noise. Two more knocks ruined that hope a couple of seconds later.

Reiko stood up from the glass table. If Stan had forgotten his card, he’d have been pounding far harder by then. But one look through the peephole scrapped all that sympathy for her boyfriend. The khaki trench coat didn’t keep her from seeing the giant earrings and red fishnets.

Who is this slut?


Stan had given up on his scouting run. All of four cards had been kept by the girls he’d given them to. The only saving grace was that he’d left the closest spot to home for last.

But after standing and hawking all day, even three blocks felt like a marathon. A quick stop for a sandwich halfway through brought enough life back to him. Since neither of them really cooked, he knew Reiko would take care of feeding herself.

Swiping his card, Stan actually hoped he’d get a little time alone. But that dream was already as shot as a duck in a flak range. That girl Roman had showed him was sitting in the main parlor, trying to get Reiko’s attention.

“Audra, I guess?”

She pulled the hem of the short, red dress over the top of her garters as she got up. “Roman’s already paid my advance, but your girlfriend won’t show me which room I’ve got.”

Reiko didn’t bother looking up. Stan knew why. “If Reiko’s in study-mode, a mandatory evacuation won’t pull her out of it until she’s done.”

The dainty hand in front of Stan had its palm facing the wooden floor. But he wasn’t tactful enough to take the gesture for what it was. He grabbed it for a shake and said, “Name’s Stan. Come on, I’ll get you started.”

Opening the door next to Reiko’s cam-room, Stan hoped it was the same setup. He hadn’t even explored the whole place, having just brought a few bags of stuff from their old townhouse.

Audra looked in, grinning just enough. “Same setup as always with Roman. He’s got the formula down.”

“Yeah, I noticed. He basically handed me a turnkey operation to run for him.”

The drop of Audra’s hand on his shoulder almost put Stan through the roof. She leaned in close and whispered, “As Roman’s business partner, you get your own share of the talent too.”

It took a few seconds for it all to click in Stan’s head. “Listen, I get it, but I’m committed over here.” Even if you are wicked hot.

Audra walked into the room, stopping right in front of him. “Well, you’re gonna have one hell of a time judging models if you won’t even touch them. It takes more than just looks in this business.”

“Yeah, going down on yourself and flirting dollars out of guys matter even more. It’s not my first time running one of these things.”

“Talk her into doing a three-way with us, and half of my fans will be hers, too.”

Stan already knew why the cross-pollination idea was so tempting for these girls. “And you’ll get half of hers as well. Don’t act like it’s out of the goodness of your heart.”

Audra turned around, walking backward until her legs hit the foot of the bed. After the quick drop of her ass onto the mattress, she didn’t bother crossing her thighs. “Doing favors for nothing is a quick way to get taken advantage of. You’d best remember you’re the one with the power here, not the models or the viewers.”

“Does Roman send you around to all of his new sites, kinda like a coach for cam-girl wranglers?”

Her thighs spread a little more, revealing a patch of ruby silk over the goods. “That, and to seed every new site with a fan base. He’s got a dozen or so now, all of them operating independently of each other.”

If I could talk to one of these people, I might learn how much of what Ernst warned me about is true. “Care to tell me which sites?”

“Roman doesn’t want his webmasters collaborating. Everyone catering to a different niche and drawing in separate batches of new subscribers is the only way to keep them all profitable. Sorry.”

It was worth a shot. “That’s fair, I guess.” But one thing still bothered him. “Roman never gave me a solid idea of what our niche is supposed to be.”

Audra’s legs finally split wide open as she kept sitting there, daring Stan to make a move. “You’ll figure that out on your own. Some girls will make more than others, so you keep them, and replace the ones who don’t rake in the cash.”

“That’s mercenary as hell.” But maybe Reiko was safe from getting shitcanned, so long as he stayed on as the manager.

Lifting her hands and reaching behind her back, Audra had the snaps on the back of her dress undone before she warned, “Run this place like a safe-space kind of boarding house instead of a business, and you’ll be out on your ass too. They do what the audience wants, and what you want, or they’re not even worth the electricity to run their feed.”

“So, until I get more models, what’s the next step?”

Audra let the red tube of fabric slide down, revealing the kind of red lingerie that guaranteed a sore dick on the lucky bastard it was meant for. “You run more shows, idiot. That girl’s not making any money if she’s not streaming, and neither am I.”

“Well,” Stan tried to back out of the room, “I’ll leave you to it.”

“When she’s done staring at that damn book, bring her in here. I’ll get a decent audience going and promise them a special surprise.”

Stan’s heart skipped ten beats as he felt his boxers get tighter in the front. He wasn’t for chasing strange during relationships after that disaster with Kaitlyn’s former best friend. But Reiko had shattered that boundary already.

Every argument he could imagine to talk himself out of it hit one unstoppable foe. Fair’s fucking fair, after all. Not that there was any choice to begin with.


Reiko’s mind had gone fuzzy already. Running over the same chemical formulas again wasn’t likely to make them stick any better. Now that her hopeful career was seen to, it was time for the damn dayjob.

She noticed the office’s door was open as she walked to her cam room. Peeking her head in, she saw Stan’s face was lit up with the ghostly light of monitors. “I’m doing a show, so make sure everything works, okay?”

He backed his chair away from the lines of code nobody would assume he could write by looking at him. “Actually, we’ve got something else to take care of,” he hemmed for a second, “in a way.”

Reiko already knew what it was. “If she wanted that, she shouldn’t have bothered me earlier.”

“You need to cross fan bases with her, though. We stand to gain a lot more than she does, which is why Roman’s paying her to stick around for a month.”

I can’t wait until she’s fucking gone. “I’ll do it once. She has to settle for the other girls, once you find them.”

“Audra talked it over with me already. This time, I get the extra fun.”

So maybe he did hold the past night against her. Reiko had hoped Stan would see it as something she just had to do. “You’re asking me for a threesome with a girl I don’t even like?”

Stan’s eyes narrowed a little too much. “You knew what I wasn’t okay with, but you fucking did it anyway!”

“The next time you tell me something, I should assume you mean the opposite. I’ll keep that in mind.”

It threw Stan for a couple of loops. He took a moment to pinch the bridge of his nose. “That’s not what I meant.”

“Then what do you really want to say?”

Reiko waited for an answer that didn’t come. Stan braced himself against the wall with a forearm. Not drunk, but definitely without anything to say for himself.

More fed up than ever, Reiko slammed the door as she set off for Audra’s room. He never liked the work, he finds a way to make more money doing it, and now he wants to get mad at me for what he signed us up for?

Even with all the patience her mother had instilled, Stan’s hypocritical bullshit had to stop. As much as she thought he could be a good husband, despite being a bum, the edges of that idea were unraveling to the center of the damn rug.


Stan noticed Audra had already set up a break on the feed when he stepped in with Reiko. “We’re here, but she’s not jumping at the chance.”

“If she won’t do it, tell her to go back home to China.”

“She’s Japanese, and here legally, you dingbat. Student visas are a thing for a reason.”

“And what’s that?”

“Well, I don’t see you or me acing a biology degree earned in a second language. Feel free to prove me wrong, though.”

Audra put the tips of her index fingers against the tips of her thumbs, inverting her hands like they were glasses. “She work all the time ‘cause she no fun! Sha-da-da-da-da-dong!”

Stan already knew Reiko was about to rear a hand back for a world-ending slap across Audra’s jaw. “Careful. If she can earn a degree neither of us could, at a top school, Reiko knows exactly how hard you’re shitting on her.”

Like it wasn’t an issue, Audra chucked one of the pillows at Stan. “So what’s she gonna do about it? Outscore me on a test?”

Before Stan could even try answering, Reiko shot in, “Kuso kurae, yariman!”

Audra cocked her head at Stan. “And what does that mean?”

“I’m not completely sure, but something along the lines of ‘Eat shit, slut.’”

Reiko’s hand rested on his shoulder as she uttered, “Good job. You’ve been paying attention.”

The quick laugh defused shit enough. Stan tried keeping it going. “She uses her tongue better than you, in two languages.”

Audra wrapped her hand around his sack, squeezing with every finger through his pants. “Lucky me. Nobody wants to see two girls on one guy in a cam session, if they’re not going down on each other.”

Just to save his own ass, Stan knew how to order the night. “She’s gonna be the middle here. Sorry.”

Audra gave one hell of a shrug and replied, “We’ll see how it goes. Why not let her live through the role you had to last night?”

“Just get the fucking show running again. This little intermission’s dropping viewers like flies.”

Audra did as she was told, bending over to click the mouse a couple of times. When she got back up, she was already back at it. “You don’t get how it works, do you?” Stan knew Audra was whispering close enough to his ear that the feed wouldn’t pick it up. “Every girl keep getting dirtier, or the clientele dries up. You know that as well as I do.”

He tried to hold back, but that little bit of teasing forced him to grab onto the blonde slut’s waist. Even a wannabe straight-shooter like him had to give it up for a pro in that situation.

Audra leaned her face in a little closer. “You really do wanna fuck me, don’t you?”

Reiko would just have to deal with it. Fresh wounds didn’t convince him to stop, either. “If you make it happen, she can’t bitch too much, after what’s already happened.”

One swish of Audra’s body had Stan falling onto the bed, flat on his back. Addressing Reiko more than Stan, the damn whore buried the knife. “See? He can give it up just as easy as you can.”

Stan waited for Reiko to say something. Anything.

Audra twisted the knife even more. “See? Loyalty cuts both ways.”

Not that Stan was about to push Audra off of himself.

Reiko’s voice finally cut the silence, almost breaking into a sob. “So, it hurt him that much...”

Stan’s guts emptied out in an instant. That’s not what I meant… Even if it was the truth.

Audra had the next slap at Reiko wound up. “He paid attention to you the whole time, didn’t he? Wonder why he’s not even looking your way now?”

Reiko backed against the wall, not wanting her shame broadcast all over the world.

Bending in again, Audra had one last thing thing to say. “Viewers love drama in the feeds. That’s my first secret to fill you in on.”


Reiko watched as her flesh chilled. Audra spreading those excessively long legs and mounting Stan like that clenched her fists. But anything she could think to say rang hollow in her own mind.

Goosebumps spread as the blonde competition forced Stan’s arms against the sheets. Jealousy cored Reiko out like a future jack-o-lantern.

Golden locks draping over Stan’s face told her they were going at it with their mouths. Barely showing her man affection was her mother’s way, and Reiko knew it would come back to haunt her. Maybe at the hands some bar slut. But not like this...

Fresh pangs of regret made Reiko try melting into the drywall, safe from the webcam’s uncaring lens. Crippling shocks forced her stomach to try purging a lunch she hadn’t bothered eating.

The shame was her fault, though, and she knew it. Not even twenty-four hours prior, Stan wouldn’t have dreamed of carrying through with this. But now? Some new girl already had him stripped bare.

It still didn’t mean Reiko had to ignore Audra’s role. Rumbles of hate forced her to swallow a lump of pride, far beyond the racist shit Audra had said about her. Intolerable as the sight was, Stan was giving in to the exact same thing Reiko had.

One last attempt at a plea welled up in her throat, dieing right before it landed on Reiko’s tongue. Begging wouldn’t do anything but give the bitch even more satisfaction.

Still, every nerve chafed to shout, “I’m sorry, okay!”

Watching Audra crush her body against Stan’s even harder, the all-out attack on their relationship was about to commence. To let that kind of skank treat her like some pathetic doormat chapped every square inch of Reiko’s ass. And in her mind, Stan had to be enjoying how it did exactly that.

I got too complacent. And after putting Stan through something just as bad, Reiko believed she deserved every moan from his throat. And he’s not even fucking her yet.

The whole room shifted and blurred as Reiko stopped fighting the urge to wipe a couple of tears away. If she didn’t want to lose him, right as life was about to get easier, she was obligated to suffer through it. The atonement would have to run itself through her mind after his act of revenge was done and over with.


Stan’s eyes locked with Audra’s as she crushed herself against him. The way she urged him to accept Reiko’s half-hearted consent gnawed the edges of his willpower. Even though his girlfriend had given him permission to fuck the new piece, there was an unspoken hang-up that he couldn’t bother caring about anymore.

Audra was satisfied as soon as Stan knew he was pinned. As she grabbed his cock from between her thighs, the spark bloomed into a fever. The way her fingers barely grazed the shaft could have made an atheist a devout believer.

Proving she was a goddess even more, Audra bent over, stroking him rigid within seconds. Whispering low enough to get avoid the microphone, her words steamed through his ear. “Just let me do all the work here.”

For a first threesome with a second girl, the whole thing was living up to its promise. Shameless and ready, Stan only grinned and nodded.

Expecting the rush of cunt to take him all the way in, Audra’s teasing spread the need to thrust himself upward. He was one the verge of coming undone, and probably ready to come without any convincing.

Audra leaned even closer. As her rich lips pressed against his neck, Stan felt her hands drift down his arms. That, and the slit pressing against his lower abs, made him want to wrap around her and slam away from below.

Her mouth reached his left shoulder. A flick of tongue made Stan gasp.

Another whisper tempted him to push everything forward. “I fuck you, she gets the middle as consolation, and then we scare the hell out of her.”

How? Stan didn’t know, and he wasn’t able to care. The juicy mess of panties sliding down his abdomen already had every vein and artery coursing like a firehose. When the final layer moved aside, his fists balled up.

The slight give to her pussy lips let them spread over the bottom of his staff. Heat and wetness invited Stan to drop himself and dive right in. But he was too desperate to see how much Audra could force out of the tease.


Audra’s gasp shocked Reiko out of the stupor. When she looked at the bed again, Reiko knew it was just to make her witness the first penetration.

“That’s fucking it!” Two pairs of shoulders jerked toward each other. “Don’t make me do all the work.”

Stan’s fingers gripping onto that narrow waist, just above the panties that had only been pushed to the side, told Reiko everything. He’d only forced the issue with her like that a couple of times.

Hips slammed together. Audra jerked her head back and whimpered, “God, it’s almost too much...”

A rosy blush spread down Stan’s arms as he crushed Audra’s hips into his own. The way he pushed and pulled with every grind and whip of her ass didn’t help matters for Reiko. He was loving it, and wasn’t even attempting to hide that fact.

Thrusting herself into him like she had the cock, Audra grabbed a fistful of Stan’s hair and took charge. The constant noise of tips shouldn’t have surprised Reiko. Lingerie, a body like that, and taking control with dirty talk meant to prove the point… Reiko knew she had as much to learn as she was about to suffer through.

Every scream felt like a boot to her ribs. When Stan’s own voice made it a duet, the whole situation was too damn much to handle.

The commotion tailed off within seconds. Audra gasped for breath before asking, “Wanna do to her what I just did to you?” She moaned a little before adding, “You know, to show her who’s boss here?”

Not that it made Reiko feel any better. Her chance to join in was just another insult, like it’d been planned from the start.

A deep moan preceded Stan’s answer. “That’s not her style.”

“That’s the fun thing about taking control. It only takes one of you to make it work.”

The stark white of the room leaked from between Reiko’s fingers. Wiping the tears as best she could, she knew her mascara was still a tell-tale fucking mess. And it was about to get even worse.


Tight walls slid up the length of Stan’s cock. Frigid air took over, all of that heat from Audra’s cunt making it feel like ice.

“Well,” Audra had already slid her pussy up to his chest, “your girlfriend’s the submissive Asian in this group. Go ahead prove you’re the boss.”

The idea of letting Roman keep that title over his head drove Stan to madness, even if it wasn’t in the forefront of his mind anymore. Insecurities make people easy to play, after all.

She’s fucking right… Stan rose as soon as Audra was off of him, not even bothering to rest before getting on his feet.

From a damn stranger in garters and lace fit for Valentine’s Day, to Reiko in that bedtime outfit that drove him wild… Maybe it was seeing a hard-ass brainiac like Reiko dress like any other basic bitch in Boston.

But that wasn’t it. If Stan had been thinking at the moment, he’d have realized it was how reaching for normalcy behind closed doors showed Reiko’s hidden vulnerabilities. As strong as she tried to act, Reiko could only keep it up as long as anyone else could live a fake persona.

Audra’s breath steamed against his earlobe again. “She thinks she’s the strong type, right?”

Stan gave a nod without looking away from Reiko.

“It’s torture to act like that. Let her know she doesn’t have to do it all the time.” Fingernails scraped down his upper arm. “She looks afraid, but you know it’s what she wants.”

In Reiko’s most fragile moments, that was exactly the hidden side she let out. But Stan wasn’t in any frame of mind to realize that the cuddly, snuggly side of Reiko hadn’t shown up. He only remembered vague fragments of how submissive she could get when her security perimeter was down.

Stan wasn’t out for blood, but he was past ready to reassert himself. Beyond just the difference in what they earned, Stan was calling the shots for the first time. After all, he was Reiko’s boss now.


Stan’s eyes had changed. Every step he made told Reiko something had either snapped or died in him.

Reiko failed to put forth a stoic face. She wasn’t afraid of what he might do. Rather, what he might become scared the hell out of her.

His voice wasn’t any harsher than usual, but she knew things had changed between them. The way he said it low enough to barely hear made it even worse.“Come on. It’s business.”

Expecting the kind of rough treatment Roman had given her, Reiko braced for whatever Stan was about to do.

“I fuck you into a crying mess, and then we both make a show of getting Audra off.”

Reiko wasn’t ready for the kind smile on his face. Or the back of his fingers brushing against her cheek. “So it’s a business relationship, between the three of us?”

“Between you, me, and every other girl here, but what the two of us had still stands.” Reiko forced herself to believe him. Which was enough, for the moment.

Stan hadn’t tossed her aside, so Reiko felt that he was giving her the benefit of the doubt. True or not, she couldn’t assume the worst. Otherwise, the entire arrangement would go to shit, right as it promised to turn for the better. Even if it wasn’t outright forgiveness, it wasn’t cruelty, either.

Fingers tightened around Reiko’s arm and pulled her to the bed. Stan lifted the bottom of her top until Reiko’s midriff was fully exposed. Then he kept going, not stopping until her breasts perked at the cold air.

Chimes flooded in, marking tips that Reiko hoped Stan would force Audra to share. After all, that was the custom among cam-girls.

Stan guided her to lie on top of him on the bed, whipping the tank-top from her arms. Reiko put her own down, easing the gym shorts and panties along her thighs. Making sure her ass stuck out for the viewers, both knees hit the edge of the bed as she locked their lips together.

And then it happened. Not fighting back, but not ready to be a prop either, Reiko gasped as her shorts and panties flew past her ankles.

Feeling her entire body spin until she was on her left side, Reiko felt the crisp sheets against her skin, and Stan’s body forcing one leg straight up. Before she could even take it all in, another set of hands grabbed her wrists from the opposite side of the bed.

Audra’s voice wasn’t even trying to bring her guy back to his old self. “Go on, fuck all the hate out.”

She watched Stan pitch her underwear at Audra, and then felt the waistband coil around her wrists a few times. A loop between both arms and a quick knot had her bound.

Barely audible through the sound of money pouring in, Audra sounded too excited as she said, “Now, fuck her.”

Tied, overpowered, and spread open for the camera, Reiko knew it was going to happen. No amount of fight, in a frame as light as hers, could have stopped it. But she wasn’t trying to get out, either.


That hint of a smile in Reiko’s face had told him that she was willing to play along. This time.

Stan looked down at the familiar, bald slit as Audra’s hand covered Reiko’s mouth. Some amount of light bondage wasn’t outside of their repertoire, even on Reiko’s feeds, but this was different. For the first time, Stan had the poor girl at his total mercy, with nothing to stop him.

Spitting into his palm, Stan rubbed it along his cock, making sure to drench his tip. She was already past wet enough, but the audience didn’t have to know that.

And even if they did, Reiko’s fans were about to see their dream-girl get ravaged.

Perfectly round C-cups jiggled as Audra pulled the pair of panties even tighter. “Well, you gonna reclaim that pussy, or not?”

After more than two years, minus the couple of weeks it had taken Stan to get Reiko to put out, she was his. Or so he thought. Now it was time to restake his claim.

Fully spit-shined and with an audience of hundreds, Stan braced himself with a hand against Reiko’s upright thigh. His other whipped the head of his cock between her bottom lips. Every time he hit that little bump of clit, Reiko tried whimpering and curling up against Audra’s hold.

He pressed himself against the verge of her entrance. The tight border fought back like always, making Stan put his weight into getting through. The whole slide in emptied his lungs and his mind. That kind of wet would have put a flood to shame.

Reiko’s voice tried breaking through Audra’s palm. Deep and now pushing her from behind the knee, Stan forced Reiko’s leg closer to her side until she couldn’t stretch any further.

He jerked back, and then forced himself through again. Stan watched Reiko’s tits push outward with the sudden breath.

Motioning for Audra to take the leg, he reached his free hand down to Reiko’s cunt. The easy massage on both sides of her clit did the job as well as always. Without so much as another thrust, Stan had her locked into a coming orgasm within seconds.


The hard parts of Stan’s fingers kept rolling her bean around. Pressing just enough, every twist forced Reiko to shove her entire body in the same direction. As much as she could against the hold, anyway.

A sharp push toward her core forced her to try flexing both legs. Audra kept hold of her hands and right leg, leaving her mouth free to scream. But all Reiko could do was open her mouth without a sound, her calves tensing as her feet try folding in on themselves.

Unable to reach up, break away, or even vocalize the tension… She tried to break the restraint, feeling it all build until every nerve threatened to pop.

Then they kept pushing her futher.

Watashi wa… Shini sodesu!

Not that she actually was about to die, but the idea of feeling even more didn’t seem possible. Either way, she had no more say in the matter. Reiko’s hands tingled as her pussy hit the point of overload.

Stan’s girth plunged again. One last, frantic attempt to bust loose almost got her free.

After that, Reiko’s jaw quivered until the world stopped making sense.


Stan was ready to come at least a pint. Reiko’s pussy seizing and begging for it like that didn’t break him of that urge, either.

But the show still had to go on. The flood of money rolling in would dry up the second the action slowed down, and this hardcore three-way was what the audience wanted. Pulling out before he fucked it all up went against everything in his psyche.

Audra had already let go, giving Reiko the chance to drop her leg against Stan and curl her upper body inward. He couldn’t help rubbing both hands along the inner part of the thigh against his abs. The slightest touch could always keep her going for a bit longer.

Reiko finally let out that sharp cry. Stan dropped the leg, giving her the chance to shake and whimper the whole thing out. He knew her fans loved the way she came as much as he did, and Audra’s would too.

He almost had to shout over the constant noise. “Alright, you’re next!”

Audra looked up at him as she untied Reiko, only one of her blue eyes peeking out from all that platinum blonde hair. She got up from the edge of the bed, slowly revealing her entire figure again. Reiko’s sky blue panties flew past him.

Stan watched in awe as the crimson bra loosened after Audra reached behind her back. He couldn’t help admiring her tits as it fell away. Copious, round, and somehow still perky. The kind you can’t really judge as real or not, without playing with them for yourself.

He couldn’t wait to give them a try, and Audra pranced around the bed like she was just as excited. As she lied on her back between Reiko and the webcam, they moved like they were all natural. Stan reached down, squeezing to confirm what his eyes were telling him.

Bending her over the corner of the mattress had been his thought the next position, but Audra was already guiding Reiko to sit on her face. Thinking about how it’d look on the stream, he realized why Audra was wrapping her legs around his back. These guys won’t tip for hairy, bobbing man-ass, I guess.

Pushing the red silk out of the way again, the hot, soaked fabric eased back into place. One quick tug got pair halfway down Audra’s thighs. One more had it on the floor, next to Reiko’s.

His hands fell on the giant mounds. They gave under the pressure of his squeeze. The only thing likely fake about the girl was her hair color.

Reiko was already on top, writhing above Audra’s head as she faced him. The way she moaned told him she’d already forgotten about everything. Or at least, Reiko was taking the new feeling between her legs for what it was.

More cash rained in, giving Stan an idea. “Who wants me to come in her?”

The speakers let out non-stop torrent of ching after ching.

Fucking right, all of you want me to. The tip history on the past night’s show had a strong peak about that time. “No?”

A faster set rolled in. That kind of tease had to be worth triple-digits, by itself.

Stan laughed internally, thinking he had the audience figured out. But Audra knew the game better than he did. One clamp of her legs around Stan’s ass planted him all the way inside her.

Fuck…

Audra’s hips rolled in place, proving she could top just as well from the bottom. She wasn’t being used for Stan and Reiko’s pleasure. Audra had total control of the situation.

Stan felt Reiko’s hands wrap around his own, right on top of the set of trophy tits. One high squeal from Reiko forced him to start using their new ‘friend’ like he should. Not that feeling the inside of two cunts in one romp wasn’t doing it for him already.

Reiko’s voice barely made it through the chaos. “Don’t just stand there, make her come.” Her shoulders bunched up as Audra rewarded the order from below.

Both of Audra’s hands shot up to Reiko’s waist as Stan thrusted every inch of himself. Her knuckles turned white as she left reddening marks on Reiko’s sides.

Resting as deep as he could, Stan wondered how long he’d last. Every bit of his pull back emptied his lungs, and those two going at it wasn’t helping his endurance.

His next jolt shot Audra back enough to prime him for another. Her pussy clamped every time he shot deep, begging him to lose it.

Stan could tell Reiko was getting just as close, again. She pressed her chin against one of her shoulders, slamming both eyes shut. Muttering something in Japanese he recognized, but didn’t know the meaning of, Reiko had already gotten within sight of the finish line.

Two real orgasms were her limit, and they show couldn’t end with a whimper like that. He had to give it one hard burst, leaving it all on the field. The audience would take nothing less.

A pop of his hips jarred Audra’s entire body. The clamp of her walls and legs tried to keep him buried deep. Exactly the kind of bottom-action from a girl that meant she wanted him to leave a gift in her.

Muffled screams from between Reiko’s thighs started leaking out. Stan pushed himself even harder, abandoning Audra’s tits and taking hold of the small of her torso. Even those fucking earrings moved every time he tried running himself clear through her.

He wasn’t hearing the speakers anymore. Reiko’s screams drowned out everything else but Audra’s and the pop of bodies ramming together. Stan had to let out his own gasps as the sweat began pouring down his face. Stinging drops in his eyes drove him even further.

“Oh shit!” Reiko was losing it in front of him.

Stan knew he had to bring it all home. A thumb on Audra’s clit was all he could muster. But the way she jerked at the slightest rub told him it was more than plenty.

Hints of alpha in his character roared to the surface as he fucked hard enough to scoot the whole bed. Catching Reiko opening her eyes to watch, with that last bit of sense she had left, was more of a compliment than she could ever give with words. He’d have to give her a slamming like this in her own shows, by himself from now on.

All four girly legs tried to close at the same time. Reiko almost crushed Audra, and Audra damn near cut him in two. It took every muscle in Stan’s body to keep himself moving.

Fingers scraped against his abs. Audra had reached up, tempting him into joining them in the climax. Stan grabbed both of her wrists, using the leverage it gave him to force out that thrust. The trigger had just been pulled, and whether he got out of her in time or not, he was going to come.

Holy fucking hell!

One more pump weakened his legs. The boiling pressure in his sack traveled up, welling right behind his cock. The two in front of him almost screamed it into firing out.

His jaw clenched, grinding Stan’s teeth. All ten of his fingers gripped Audra’s forearms until both of his hands ached to the wrist. It had bought him a few more seconds of that feeling.

Reiko’s sudden jerk and Audra’s desperate attempt to cry out painted the scene for him, beautifully. Stan used the last fumes in his tank, feeling himself gush midway through his last push.

His breath and seed exploded out of Stan at the same time, each one erupting in hard bursts. The warmth and slick feeling inside Audra spread to surround his dick. That extra bit of feeling had his knees on the verge of buckling out from under him.


Reiko had barely made it out of the daze, but it was clear she was the first one to manage it. Starting to roll over, she heard the gasps from between her legs. Audra’s ridiculous boobs rose and fell, blushed and sweaty like the bitch had just ran a few miles.

Stan didn’t look any better. His head twitched as he pulled out.

This skank had better be on the pill or something. Not that she’d stick around long enough to make it her own problem, if the worst happened.

As Stan pulled out and then backed away, the same realization hit him like a runaway boulder. Watching his face twist in panic forced a smirk in Reiko’s lips.

“What the fuck, Stan?” Audra shot up, running her fingers through that line of cum dripping onto the sheets. “I thought you knew to pull out!”

His eyes darted between the two of them. Reiko wasn’t about to say a word, though. He’d dug his own grave, and she wasn’t saving him from it.

Pale as moonlight, Stan tried to get words out, but nothing came. He just stood there, thinking he might end up a father.

Audra got all the way up and then stormed over to the webcam. She pointed it toward the ceiling and then waved for them to follow her.

Rolling her eyes back, Reiko had already figured out what was going on. He’s always been this gullible.

Stan couldn’t dart out of the room fast enough. Audra had already pinned him against the side of the hallway when Reiko caught up.

“It’s all for the show, don’t worry.”

But he wasn’t on to it just yet. “’Don’t worry?’ I just fucking came inside you!”

Audra smiled at Reiko, mockingly. “Maybe you should have asked if I was on birth control before you stuck your prick in.”

Reiko just wanted to make it worse. “He can’t think about what could go wrong when he gets excited.”

Stan gulped a lump down his throat that should have choked him.

Audra booped his nose with a fingertip before turning away. Just about to get back in the room to wrap up the feed, she whispered to Reiko, “Tell him I’m on birth control. Or don’t. Your call.”

Suddenly, Reiko appreciated Audra for the bitch she was.


Stan’s pulse rate finally settled back under a hundred, after Reiko got tired of watching him pace for an hour. ‘She’s on the pill, you gullible moron,’ was the best news he’d heard in his life. Even if it did mean it was a joke at his expense.

Now he couldn’t stop shaking to light his cigarette. Audra flicked her lighter and held it up for him. “So about what we were talking about on the way down...”

“You mean, that’s the whole secret to being a consultant? Be good enough to bullshit your way into getting paid for even more bullshit?”

“Pretty much.” Audra lit her own and almost filled the alley with her first puff. All she’d put on over the lingerie was a long, khaki trench coat. “Not gonna lie, if I don’t find a trophy husband in the next five years, I’m capital-F-fucked.”

“So merit doesn’t count as much as talking up your merit.”

“Not at all. Roman’s full of shit, and nobody ever got rich working for him.”

Stan wasn’t ready to reveal how much of the same story he’d heard. “Good to know. What made you start being honest?”

“This fucking Saudi guy he introduced me to. Creepy as hell, and handsy as a Catholic priest.” Stan knew Audra was blushing from realizing what city she was in. “No offense.”

“Don’t worry about it. No Catholic who actually likes their kids trusts them with a Holy Father anyway. And that was before everyone else heard about that shit.”

Audra blasted out another cloud of blue smoke before resting the back of her head against the wall. “You know, it’s weird, but I had some guy with an accent mention your name last night. Know a man named Ernst?”

Stan wanted to nod, but he knew it could still be an act. “Can’t say I do. Sorry.”

“I guess he was full of shit, then. Said Roman was out to sell me and every other girl to the highest bidder.” Stan’s own smoke drifted through the alley now, having finally taken his first draw. “After that creepy fucker Roman told me to spend a weekend with, I wonder if it’s true.”

I know she’s not lying, and Ernst wasn’t bullshitting, either. Yet risking it was a step too far. “Who knows. Roman’s checks clear when I cash them. That’s all that matters to me.”

Audra pulled the tan coat tighter around herself and snugged the belt. “True. Maybe he was just trying to find said trophy husband. But I’d rather marry a guy who speaks my language.”

Every right instinct in his brain wanted to borrow his dad’s spare car, grab Audra and Reiko, and run like hell. To where, he didn’t know. Just away from Boston and Roman.


“Does it make sense now? Roman can’t help himself from picking fights with arguments that he’s already had killed.”

“What do you mean by that?”

Ernst slid an envelope to Stan. “Read these, and try not to end up just as dead as these men did. From what I’ve gathered, the last one who died had a girlfriend who’s serving a Saudi prince right about now.”

No fucking way. “Is he selling the models?”

“To the highest bidders, yes. That’s why I told you to keep an eye on Reiko. He scoped you two out for a reason.”

Roman had to die, or at least suffer as much as possible. “Tell me what I’ve gotta do.”

Ernst smiled just enough. “Good, you understand.” As the Swede got up from his stool, Stan almost grabbed him by the throat. “And by the way, do trust that we have a trap ready for him. Grin, nod, and do what he says. Otherwise, Roman will know.”

“You’re asking me to trust you, even if everyone else who has turned up dead. What kind of bullshit is this supposed to be?”

“They didn’t trust me enough. Roman found out, and had them ‘dealt with.’ Don’t be that stupid.” Ernst stood to leave again.

Stan got up at the same time. Grabbing a shoulder from behind, he said, “Wait. Audra told me about meeting you, and what you said.”

“You played dumb, correct?”

“Yeah,” Stan already knew paranoia would keep Reiko and himself alive, “but did you actually talk to her?”

“To save her from being trafficked,” Ernst pulled Stan along to O’Rourke’s entryway, “but she’s the type who would sell you out. Ask Ulyana how to handle this.”

Stan knew he’d have to pull her away from Roman, if only long enough to actually have a conversation. “Easier said than done.”

Ernst walked out onto the sidewalk. “We should part ways here, but she tells me Roman will be out of town in a few days. That is your chance.”

“You promise she won’t turn on us either?”

“I do.” Ernst walked away a few steps before turning around. “But tell me one thing. Is Ms. Audra as fun as she looks?”

Stan couldn’t help grinning. “She sure as hell is.”

Maybe Ernst wasn’t all about business, himself.


ENJOY THESE COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPTS FROM: 

MY CLUB, MY HAREM 


Strippers aren't usually bright, and Dara was no exception. But she didn't have to be smart to make a killing. Just good at her job. I grinned to myself and asked, “Think we could make this place a titty bar?”

“They're 'gentlemen's clubs,' asshole.”

“No, that'd be something like The Yale Club for snooty pricks. I'm talking about the kind of place you dance at.” I shined my phone's light around. Nothing much had changed, other than the decade of neglect and dust. At the very least, I could sell some of the arcade cabinets for some easy cash.

Dara grabbed my arm and hugged tighter the further in we got. “For a place I loved coming to as a kid, it's creepy as fuck now.”

“It's weird, because this was the only place I ever saw my dad. He wasn't exactly around. At all...” He'd never married my mom, but he did pay child support on time. His idea of weekend visitation was letting me go nuts with all the tokens I wanted, though.

“He only had one kid he never had much to do with, but he entertained every other child in town.” Dara had come from a similar background, which was what turned a lap dance into a number swap. We kinda fell in together after that, and things were still going just fine, eight months later.

“Yeah, telling the other kids that my dad owned Joey Roo's always one-upped the dweeb who lied about his uncle working for Nintendo.” And it wasn't even a fib.

The way Dara squeezed my arm a little tighter reminded me of why she went out of her way to try being my dream girl. We both wanted whatever future kids we might bring into the world to have both parents there for them, always. Not that we were at the point of deciding whether we'd have any yet.

I shined the beam at the back end of the dining area. The frameless door that looked like a random wall panel hid in plain sight. But I knew exactly where it was.

Two easy pushes against the left side disengaged the lock. The hidden door swung into the wall as I forced my shoulder against it. “This is gonna be the weird part.”

Dara clamped even tighter on my bicep. “Why?”

One swipe of the light answered her question. “Joey Roo's pretty damn scary without his skin.” Bobo Bear, Ollie Owl, and Tiger Tom weren't any less disturbing.

“Jesus Christ!”

Plastic, lifeless eyes stared back at us, mounted on skeletons of pneumatic pistons and servo motors. “Hey, it freaked me out the first time I walked in here, too. Imagine seeing this when you were five.”

* * * 


Dara stopped grinning at me and looked up and across the room. “Even when I was little, I always wondered why there were mirrors up there.” She pointed at the line of them taking up the top half of the far wall.

“Maybe they’re to reflect the stage lighting.”

“No, that's what disco balls and floor mirrors are for.”

The only thing behind that wall was the kitchen and walk-in coolers. “I never got to look around too much behind the scenes. Wanna see what we could sell in the kitchen?” Commercial ovens and counters seemed like they'd turn into cash easy enough.

Dara was already over the idea. “You can look.” I knew she wanted to fantasize about being the top bitch in a dressing room for a while longer.

“Whatever.” I left her to dream about what wasn't gonna happen. Dad's abandoned legacy needed my own incompetent appraisal.

I hopped over the order counter and checked out the food prep area. Standard for any pizza place that offered a few other things. Nothing but stainless steel and state-mandated signs everywhere. You'd think people who work in food hadn't heard of washing their hands before walking in for their first shift.

The industrial dough mixer looked promising enough, but the real question was how many of the walk-in coolers were in working order. Those refrigeration pumps had to be worth a shit-ton, compared to the work it'd take to remove them.

All but one worked. Or at least, all but one that I could get open. The last door in the corner of the kitchen felt like it had been welded shut.

I gave it one more tug. It moved a little, but something else was stopping it. “Is it fucking locked from the inside?”

If it was, I couldn't think of any good reason for that to even be a thing. If I walk into an old sex dungeon or cannibal meat locker, I actually will burn this fucking place down. But dad did have a small office connected to the backstage area. He might have had a key hidden away somewhere.

* * * 


Dara opened the kitchen cabinets to snoop around some more. “He lived a pretty basic life. Two bowls, two plates, two cups...”

“Which means he had a guest every now and then.” I turned around and examined the dated furniture. The plaid couch and wicker armchair looked like they'd fetch a bit, from the right buyer into that kind of thing.

“So, you think you were conceived up here?”

“That's fucking gross.” I tried to ignore her, failing completely. “But probably.”

Dara snuck up behind me, closing her hands on both of my shoulders. “So if there's a full apartment up here, what's to stop us from fixing up this place and going with my idea?”

Visiting her at Shorty's Cabaret was fun and all, but I lasted all of an hour every time. When you're dating one of the girls, you get pulled into all that fucking drama. “You really think I'd put up with being in strip club twenty-four-seven?”

“Six PM to two AM. It's not that bad after you know what bullshit to avoid.”

“And if we decide to have kids?”

Dara walked around me where I stood, grinning like a fool by the time she was in front. “With as much money as the club owners I've worked for haul in, you'd think that house you inherited from your mom is a tool shed.”

It got the ball rolling in my head, but I had no idea what the hell she was trying to get me into. “I'd need batenders, a DJ, security... And shit, who's gonna manage the dancers?”

“Uh, you've got the perfect house mama right in front of you. How many girls would give me shit if they knew I was fucking the club owner?” Which sounded like a horrible idea.

In some ways, later, it would be.

OTHER TITLES BY JEN EASTWOOD 


cover.jpeg





