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CAMGIRL HAREM 3 




Reiko’s shoulders jerked when Audra’s tongue hit. This show had to roll over into four-digits, both in viewers and income, for both of them. But that wasn’t what was making her feel this good, at the moment.

She glanced over at Stan, grinning a little at the erection pushing against his slacks. He wasn’t about to join them, since Roman’s secretary had business to talk over with him. And knowing him, Stan would try recruiting her as a guest model.

The sudden breath that almost burst her lungs stayed inside Reiko until Audra licked her way down. That roll around her entrance primed her for the couple of fingers about to dive in.

“Good, there’s some shit we need to talk about.” Stan’s words perked her ears, but the sound of the door closing brought Reiko back into the fold. Or at least, made her focus on what was going on between her own.


Just a week of North End’s infinite Italian places for lunch had already worn on Stan. He wasn’t out to impress Ulyana, anyway. Seven blocks to the closest Chinese buffet at least gave him time to hear the gist of what Ernst hadn’t shared.

And Ulyana’s eastern-European accent was almost as cute as her ass in that pencil skirt. “Roman does run a legitimate network, with many sites, but it is only a front for his real business.”

Stan at least had the tact to hold the door for her. “And that is?”

“Let us just say, he has clients who will pay large sums for their own private concubines.”

He held two fingers up for the girl at the booth just past the door. As they followed her to a table facing the street, he asked Ulyana, “The kinds of girls who drop their clothes for money would jump at a chance for a sugar daddy, so what’s wrong with that?”

“It is not always voluntary.” Ulyana went ahead and tried getting the extra set of years out of the way. “Tea, for both of us.”

Stan almost wrapped his head around it. “So Roman acts as the go-between.”

“If that was all, it would be legal.” Ulyana sat her purse down in a chair on the side of the table she’d claimed. “These girls are sold to the highest bidder, the second they cross him or drop earnings with their streams.”

Holy shit! The full impact of the danger he’d put Reiko in felt like a steel-toe right in the balls. “You’re fucking with me, right?”

“Not at all,” Ulyana took a few steps toward the buffet, “but cooperate, and he will no longer make that happen to her or any other girl.”

His appetite had already gone screaming down Fleet Street. What the hell have I gotten us into? Ernst and Ulyana, Stan felt he could trust, outside of what they failed to share.

But now he had already put Reiko in danger, and Stan knew he had to put other innocent women in the same kind of dire straits. Roman asking him to prey on desperation was bad enough. And now Stan knew the full, awful truth of his role. 


‘All-you-can-eat’ was half a plate for Stan, and even that much threatened to come back up. How Ulyana could pack that much food away, with both what she knew and that killer figure, he couldn’t figure out. “I don’t know how I can go out recruiting anymore. My job felt scummy enough to begin with.”

“But you must.” Ulyana bit off another half-piece of breaded pork, drenched in red sauce. After swallowing, she pointed out the window. “That girl is perfect.”

On the other side of the street, mall goth as hell, some chick was busy taking her next selfie. If schools weren’t in, Stan would have assumed she was too young.

Ulyana already had the reasons why loaded in the chamber. “Self-centered, desperate for attention, and does everything to spite her parents.”

Every part of the outfit had to cost a fortune, though. “I don’t think she’s broke enough.”

“Roman didn’t give you the best advice, for finding cam-girls, anyway. He just wants you to find women desperate enough to believe anything. Why they are isn’t that important.”

As the girl turned around, the silver ring in her bottom lip flashed in the sunlight. Skin that almost glared as bright as the piercing and black pigtails marked her as a walking stereotype. Which meant she’d draw viewers with an alt-girl fetish.

Despite all that, Stan recognized something innocent about her, even if he couldn’t recognize it. “Why this chick?”

Ulyana finished swallowing the other half of her sweet-and-sour pork chunk. “Think about it. She has people who see her every day. That’s not just good for a starting out with plenty of fans.”

“You mean, if she goes missing, tons of people will worry about her.”

“Maybe not ‘worry,’ but even if our sting goes off the rails, somebody would miss her.”

Stan couldn’t believe how casual she was about the idea of girls outright vanishing. “That’s depressing as fuck, you know?”

“Why? It is the truth. Other than you, nobody would notice Reiko has disappeared until she is halfway across the world.” Ulyana nodded her head toward the new prospect. “Come on, let us pay the bill and catch her before she runs off.”


As much as Stan wanted to let the new girl get away, he knew Ulyana understood the game. Still, he tried his best to follow the program. “The money’s easy as hell, and you’ve got the right look.”

That pair of dark eyes rolled for the umpteenth time. “You really think I’d do porn?”

Ulyana stepped forward, patting Stan hard enough on the balls to keep him from saying anything stupid. “Hundreds of dollars, for two hours of what is not really work. Every night.”

“I’m not fucking him.”

Well, you eat shit and die too, bitch. Stan was about to pass the girl a card, but Ulyana beat him to it.

“Imagine every follower you have now, throwing money and gifts at you.” Ulyana grabbed Stan by the upper-arm. “I know you will call us tonight.”

Us? That’s my fucking number on the cards.

Not even a quarter of a block passed before he had to ask, “You’re positive she’ll follow up?”

“I know she will.”

“How?”

Ulyana leaned into him a little too much for comfort. “If she will not, I will fuck you the next time we are alone.”

A chub developed in his pants within a few steps. “And if she does?”

“Lucky you.”


A few more ad campaigns had been placed. Stan didn’t know if they’d pay off with new subscribers, but that was always the risk. Still, he wasn’t blowing anywhere near the month’s advertising budget until he knew what worked.

The buzz against Stan’s leg felt like another one of those pointless notifications. Ever since he’d taken this job, he regretted every addition to the subscriber counts showing up on his phone. But then it buzzed again.

He swiped right and then realized someone was calling him. There’s no way it’s her. Still, he had to make sure. “Hello?”

“Oh, it’s you again.” The same bratty voice from earlier grated on his nerves as much as before. “How much money can I make, really?”

Stan already knew her eyes would roll again, no matter what he said. “If you hit the average for our models, several hundred, on a slow night.”

“Fine.” The sigh on the other end told him that she wasn’t asking about the paperwork. “What do I have to do?”

If anything could scare the girl off, for her own good, a link to an archived show would do the trick. “I’ll text you a link. If you can’t do this kind of stuff, don’t call back.” If that damn stream Reiko had done with himself and Roman couldn’t do it, nothing could.

“And if I’m fine with it?”

The whole gothic lolita thing wasn’t Stan’s fetish, but he appreciated it for what it was. “There’s an audition. If you pass that, how much you make is up to you. But I wouldn’t go quitting your current job right now.”

“When do I get the money?”

Unlike Reiko’s old agency, at least Roman divvied out his cut and had the tips in accounts within the hour. “Same day.” Waiting until the end of every month didn’t help when the regular financial emergencies popped up halfway through.

“Well,” the kinda snotty, kinda bitchy voice on the other end trailed off for a moment, “I guess I need to show up at the place on your card. When?”

Audra would be around the next day, almost the whole time Reiko would be in class. “Two, sharp. One of our other models can score how you do better than I could. And bring ID.”

“So it’s not that kind of audition, I guess.”

I don’t know if I can put up with you long enough to stick my dick in. “Dress like you’re trying to please your fans. I’ll see you here, tomorrow.”


Reiko’s final show for the night had wrapped up nearly an hour before. Even across town, O’Rourke’s lyred its siren song even more than usual. If only to convince Stan he needed to follow up with Ernst.

The slap of a hand on his shoulder almost put Stan through the ceiling. “You’re here. So you talked with my colleague?”

Stan was already halfway through his third cigarette that night. “And you didn’t tell me what all of this shit was really about. I oughtta kick your ass, right fucking now.”

“Easy, friend.” Ernst laid a dozen generic-looking gift cards in front of Stan, each from a different retailer. “These all have GPS trackers and recording devices in them. Slip them in each girls’ purse or whatever they carry. If Roman tries to do the worst, we will at least have a warning.”

“And if they use them?”

Ernst tapped on the gas station card. “Reiko would never buy petrol. Audra would never shop for office supplies. Use common sense.”

“Is there any way I can listen, and get hold of you if something turns up?” Stan ashed his cigarette and then took a few giant gulps of his beer.

Before he even had the glass down, Ernst was already holding his hand out. “Give me your phone.”

Not ready to doubt everything he’d learned so far, while still hating the idea of going along further, Stan knew he had no choice. Unlocking the screen with a swipe, he passed it along. “Not that I want to know where everyone is all the time, but Reiko’s been hinting at one of her fans being local, and really damn creepy.”

Ernst didn’t bother looking up from the screen until Stan noticed a new, innoncent-looking icon on his home screen. Finally, he slid it back and said, “Roman’s location and recording device is on here as well. You know to keep your mouth shut and play along. Do not make me revoke this privilege.”

Some hint of a smile hit Stan’s mouth about the same time as his cigarette. “I get it. Thanks.”

“This isn’t because I want to be kind or test our working relationship. My higher-ups asked me to do this, even though I have reservations.”

“As in?”

Ernst held a finger up for the bartender. “The usual.” As he glanced at Stan again, Ernst finally looked like he’d seen some serious shit in his day. “We are closer than ever to having enough evidence and a corroborating witness against him. I only worry about how hot-headed you are.”

Stan knew it was on the mark. “Hey, you’re the motherfucker who hid the whole purpose of this cloak and dagger stuff from me, and my foot’s still not a yard or two up your ass.”

“One mistake would destroy more than three years of investigations. Roman is many things, few of them good. But stupid is not one of them.”

It was a fair point. Roman had pulled a couple of fast ones on him so far. “So, what next?”

“Place these bugs on every model, wait for more instructions, and do what he expects of you.”

“Any idea when I can start to trust Audra?” Accomplice as she might be, Stan couldn’t help feeling sorry for her. If she didn’t know the true nature of her work, the risk she was in was more than Stan could tolerate for any innocent person.

Ernst went ahead and drew it all to a close. “I would not risk it, just like us speaking any further tonight. Roman and his people know who I am, so unnecessary talk is dangerous.”

Stan turned in his seat. “Ulyana will give the next order, I guess.”

Passing his card to the bartender, Ernst looked like he couldn’t get out fast enough. “Once you get the basics, you catch on fast. Now I know how a man like you learned to code.”

“You know, I used to take something like that as an insult, but I guess it makes sense.” Stan lit his final cigarette for the night. “But I guess I do look and act like I should work the docks or some meat-packing plant.”

“Your history led me to believe my superiors had made a terrible mistake.” Ernst began signing the credit card stub. “I won’t underestimate Boston’s Irish again. You know when to throw a punch, and when to keep your hands in your pockets.”

“That’s kinda our thing. Otherwise, it’s daily ass-beatings.” When Stan looked to his side, Ernst was already heading out the door.

The bartender leaned in. “Must be going well. He closed out his tab, just now, though.”

Stan’s grin felt too natural. “You might not see me here for a while, but I’ll be back after things settle down.”

“Those other guys who disappeared just up and vanished, so I guess you know what you’re getting yourself into.”

“Too late for that. I’m already balls-deep.” Stan pulled a twenty out of his wallet. “Take care of this place until I’m back, ol’ man.”

The bartender slid the money back to Stan. “Save it for next time, and don’t do anything too stupid until then.”


Audra had only bothered wrapping a cotton robe around herself, the hem stopping right under the magical place between her legs. “She’d better not be late. I’m only giving her an hour to impress me.”

Stan leaned back in his swivel chair, the kind of executive getup that felt better than lying on an expensive mattress. “Even if she passes, I still need three more by the end of the month.”

“Roman said you only need five models, total.”

Business-minded as Audra was, Stan already knew she wasn’t a math-wiz. “Someone has to take your slot. I’m not gonna count on you sticking around.”

“If the money is right,” Audra scooted forward and uncrossed her legs, “you could talk me into it.”

Even if he could only draw a few more weeks out of her, any chance to lure more of Audra’s high-rolling fans to the other models couldn’t be passed up. And then the door chime rang out.

Stan got up, feeling the usual aches and pains come roaring back. “How you wanna do this? Give her a room without a live feed and see what she does?”

“You said she’s a mall goth, right? If her getup costs as much as you say, she already knows how to sweet talk and lead guys on.”

Stan didn’t even look back as he left his office. Or she’s just a spoiled brat.


Nell Calhoun, as her driver’s license called her. But ‘Luna,’ as she wanted to be called, had enough skill to pass the test She wasn’t the cam-goddess Audra had already proven herself to be, and a fair amount behind Reiko. Still, the raw talent was there.

Stan had already muted his speakers as he watched with Audra. He looked back at her, already knowing the biggest flaw. “She can’t be that loud if other girls are streaming.” Even though Nell’s enthusiasm for the work was greatly appreciated.

Audra wrapped her arms around Stan’s neck from behind, leaning his chair back for him. “No, but give me a couple of shows with the fresh meat, and she’ll have the basics down.”

“You have any other concerns?” Another one of Nell’s bombastic climaxes rippled from toe to scalp on the screen. “As of right now, all I know is to tell the girl to edge herself until end.”

“Stan, that does take a little practice.” Even though it was one of the basics of teasing, ruining the whole buildup hit Reiko every now and then, still. “Maybe take away the stronger toys from her room, at first.”

An echoing scream filtered through the walls as Nell’s head jerked back. Stan had seen enough, and he didn’t want the police showing up. “Go let her know she’s passed, and then get your next show going.”

“You mean, you don’t want help getting her to put out?”

“I want a second permanent model, not a fuck-buddy.”

Audra patted his shoulders and then headed for the door. Right before leaving, she untied the string on her terry robe. “I guess Reiko’s lucky. You at least try being more faithful to her than she is to you.”

Stan didn’t even take his eyes off the feed. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Well, anyone who does sex-work for a living kinda assumes they’ll fuck outside of whatever relationship they’ve got. Otherwise, they’ll just end up broke. That goes for you, too.”

“How?” Still not averting his attention, Stan hoped he wouldn’t have to kick Audra out of his office. “I don’t need to sleep around behind Reiko’s back to run the site.”

“She already knows what it takes to keep the talent in line. Power dynamics are everything in this business.” Audra almost shut the door behind her before adding. “At least, if you don’t want the brat thinking she’s in control here.”

Stan waited until he knew he Audra was in her room. If everything went according to Roman’s timeframe, solitude would be damn near impossible, even in Stan’s own home. And with the pushy, attention-whoring type the work required, being a pushover wasn’t an option.

Fuck it. Channeling a bit of Roman’s character wasn’t his favorite choice, but Stan knew Audra wasn’t bullshitting. A smart-assed hellion like ‘Luna’ would be one problem after another.

That is, unless Stan could make her place in the operation loud and clear. She’d either accept her role as the bottom bitch, or get the fuck out, for her own good.


Reiko’s noon advanced genetics class had been canceled, but she still had a 200-level organic chemistry lecture a few hours later. About the time her phone buzzed within her purse, she was settling into her usual hideaway in the university library. Seeing to whatever it was about would clear her mind for a quick round of studying, giving her time for a second cam-show that night.

Until she realized Stan had texted her a link. The .mp4 extension at the end told her earbuds would be wise. Especially when the message was ‘hey, tell me what you think of the potential new girl.’

So much for using the bonus time productively. ‘Fine, but I’ll need quiet later.’

Waiting for the video to buffer on the school’s spotty wi-fi, Reiko had to wonder how much crossover, or competition, the new talent would present.

Staring down at her phone with a bud in one ear, she recognized opportunity within the first couple of seconds. Alt-girls like this one tended to draw guys who went nuts over Asians, as well as the ones who appreciated the ‘innocent, but not really, and you fucking know it’ vibe Reiko tried to put across.

About the time fingers dropped between the girls legs, Reiko couldn’t mash the volume controls on her phone quick enough.

Over-sensitive as Reiko tried to act, whoever this chick was, she wasn’t faking it. Within the first couple of minutes, the kind of jarring orgasm nobody could fake had her in awe. Not jealous, exactly. But maybe a little.

As the girl smiled a little with lips deep-red as merlot and clenched teeth, Reiko knew every release was total. By the time mascara rained down both cheeks, whoever this absolute prodigy was, she had found her calling.


The raging boner in Stan’s pants hadn’t faded a single bit. Rewatching Nell’s audition felt as natural as pissing after waking up from a beer binge.

Right before the urge to unzip his pants took hold, two knocks made him jump. He scrambled to click the right buttons to get the cam on his own monitor to start recording. If things were about to happen, Stan wanted a record for himself.

“Hey!” ‘Luna’ was already primed to bitch and moan about something. A few more beats on the door drummed out. “If you’re jerking off, don’t bother hiding it.”

As the handle turned and the door opened, Stan was thankful as fuck he’d held off as long as he had. “What’s up?”

Even through all that makeup, Nell’s cheeks blushed almost as rosy as her lips. “Maybe you werent.” She took a few steps forward, disarmed already. “So, do I have a shot?”

As much as Stan wanted to sign her up, right that second, the obvious problem had to be dealt with. “I’m not bitching at all, so don’t take it the wrong way...”

The piercing in the center of Nell’s bottom lip tucked behind her front teeth. “I get it. Fuck off, I’m out.”

“Woah!” Stan whipped out of his chair fast enough to leave it spinning. “That’s not what I’m getting at, one bit.”

Nell’s head cocked, both pigtails waving from the motion. “What do you mean?”

The age on her ID explained everything. “You got caught having sex all the time, didn’t you?”

“How did you know?” The lip ring flashed out of her mouth. “If you’re gonna narc to my parents, fuck you.”

Seeing she’d become legal only a few months before made the whole riddle come together in Stan’s head. “You’re loud, but that’s actually a good thing.” That is, until he remembered the romp that got him in trouble with Kaitlyn, and why.

Nell already had a barb dug against his skin. “It’s why I had to move out, but not that it’s any of your business.”

Stan also remembered putting his hand over Kate’s mouth when they lost their virginity together. “You like sex, because it feels that damn good to you. The problem was, parents always heard what was going on.”

“And mine think it’s the worst thing I could do.” A hint of southern accent leaked into Nell’s voice. “Like I’m supposed to clamp my legs until it’s time to fire babies out, one after the other.”

Now the puzzle hadn't just come together. The whole damn thing had flipped over to reveal the printed side. “I don’t blame you for getting the hell out.”

Nell took a seat on the opposite side of his desk. “I’ve seen a lot of fucked up fetishes, but abstinence is the most unnatural of them all.”

Fuck. Whether it was about rebellion, or release after so much repression, Nell’s lunatic parents had unknowingly turned her into a nymphomaniac from Hell. Or at least from the accessory rack at Hot Topic.

Her skepticism at his understanding wasn’t the biggest surprise. “So you want me to keep getting loud. I can do it, but I’m not fucking multiple guys.”

Stan eased back into his seat. “I don’t expect it of you.”

“Then what do you want?”

Reaching into the bottom drawer of his desk, way too fancy for any operation’s IT ape, he pulled a ball-gag out of the stash of spare toys and then slid it to Nell. “You’re gonna need this. BDSM and the whole goth thing are like chocolate and peanut butter.”

Nell backed into her chair. “Is it because you think I’m too loud, or because you wanna take advantage of me?”

It was time to be honest, even if Stan knew he might kick himself for it later. “My own boss laid out the rules a little more clearly than I thought he would. The video I sent you should explain that well enough.”

“Yeah, he fucked that little Japanese chick good. The look on your face was priceless.” Nell eased up, just enough. “I’m cool with it. I’ve done worse for a few hundred bucks since I showed up in Boston.”

Why doesn’t that surprise me? “I get why you want to sign on, and why you do what you do.” Stan scooted his throne forward a bit. “But I won’t take you on if you think you’ll regret the work here later.”

Nell shrugged, jostling both pigtails. “Whatever. Even if I do, I’ve got a couple of sugar-daddies I can’t wait to drop. It can’t be any worse than fucking around with their creepy asses.”

The slight cock of her head to the right, combined with that grin, told Stan everything. “Well, congrats. You’re hired, and you don’t have to deal with them again.”

“So this bondage thing… Is it every show, and who does it to me?”

The very basics of it, Stan understood. Reiko’s early interest led to a night of researching and practicing knots. Stuff like that was unforgettable as how to ride a bike. “I guess it’s on me. Whether you want me taking part in your streams is up to you.”

“If it pays more, I don’t mind you showing your face. What skin is it off of my ass?”

“And if another model wants to split the feed and profits?”

Nell uncrossed her legs, the hem of her black skirt dropping before too much of a show happened. “Again, only if the money’s there. Hell, she could go totally dominatrix on me, assuming it pays enough.”

The urge to test the limits of his power beat against Stan’s better instincts. “I can do it until we find the right girl.” Something like a flush of heat almost raged onto his cheeks. “That is, if it’s something you’re up for.”

Like she was looming over a toddler acting like an adult, Nell stood up and then leaned over the desk, both fists against her hips. “That’s cute. You really think I don’t know who writes the checks here?”

Not me, but go on telling yourself that I do. Stan looked up, grinning like a fucking fool. “So, it’s a deal?”

If Reiko’s final class had been canceled, she’d have texted him already. Two or three hours was plenty of time. “Yeah, we’re on the same page here.”

Clunky boots whipped across the top of his desk as the skin of Nell’s thighs screamed against the polished surface. “Well then, let’s talk benefits... Boss.”

Knowing she expected some kind of reward, Stan almost held back from making a promise. Again, almost.

“You get your first hundred subscribers before two weeks are up, and I throw half of my advertising budget at you. Make enough, and I’ll try making you a household name in the fetish community.” Not that Stan knew how to do exactly that like the true pros. “Hell, I’ll even put a couple of your best shows on streaming sites.”

“If you can link my wish-lists in the videos, you’re on.”

Stan had seen it done before. “I can, but promising it’d turn out new sugar daddies isn’t guaranteed.”

“Every fuck’s a gamble.” Nell scooted forward, just enough that the faint outline of her bald slit came out of the shadows of her pleated skirt.

The muscles in Stan’s arms ached from not reaching forward. Fighting to lean further back in his chair, Stan barely kept a straight face. “You might as well put your absolute limit on the table, right now. And don’t blow smoke up my ass. I will hold you to it.”

Like she’d rehearsed the line, Nell blurted it out. “No ass stuff, giving or receiving, and I don’t need a condom for clean guys. I guess you are, if the whole testing thing is policy here.”

Fuckin’ hell. From what little he’d read from Ulyana’s private messages to him, Roman’s clients demanded a clean bill of health out of the girls they wanted to buy. Knowing he was clean, himself, Stan had no issue making a promise.

“You’re up for that kind of test yourself, first thing in the morning.”

Nell pulled a sheet of paper out of a cup of her vinyl corset. “One of my guys pays for it every month. Is yesterday recent enough?”

Stan unfolded the damp sheet. Even through the blur of sweat, he recognized the signature. “Dr. McElwee? I know him.” If only from helping his dad through that bout of diabetic complications the year prior.

“So,” Nell propped a boot on each arm of Stan’s chair, “no more bumps in the road? As soon as my account’s ready for bank deposits, I’ll do shows that day.”

The temperature in front of Stan rose a couple of degrees. He knew where it came from. “Maybe as soon as tonight, if you give me your account and routing numbers.”

Nell dragged another sheet from the same cup of her outfit. “Here.” She leaned both shoulders back as soon as Stan took it from her. “If you need high school transcripts too, it’ll take a while.”

“I think we’re just fine on records now.”

A pale hand jerked the bottom of the skirt right up. Hairless, moon-white perfection stared back from where black cotton had been before. “I get it done every two weeks. Can I write it off on taxes now?”

She could, among other things. “Report what you make here on your W-9, subtract what you can’t pay hard cash for, and spend almost all of the rest on your looks. I don’t think I have to tell you to save receipts.”

Questions about health insurance were almost a decade beyond the girl’s maturity. Still, the next line jerked Stan’s head back.

“Do I get a copyright on my image? The cosmetic companies I’m talking with aren’t opposed to this kind of work, but I want ownership of my own brand. You’re gonna need to put up a deposit.”

Fucker me! Stan didn’t have an answer, right then and there. Pulling out his own wallet, he knew the girl was too good to let go. Thumbing through his money, Stan pulled some bills out as he said, “Let me talk with my business partner. I’m sure it’s something we can do, but I can’t let you stream until we hammer this out.”

Nell snatched all five Benjamins from between his fingers. “Good enough to keep me interested.”

Ramen and oatmeal it was, for the next week. But a find like ‘Luna’ didn’t just waltz into his path, at the places Stan knew to recruit from. “Any other surprises you wanna spring on me?”

“Yeah, one more.” Nell clamped the sole of a boot over his left hand. “You gonna prove you’re the boss… Or not?”

The bloody, metallic taste of seeing a cop at the wrong time filled Stan’s mouth. “Get that Doc Martin off my goddamned fingers, and we’ll talk.”

“Huh.” Nell did as he merely suggested, at that point. “You’re not the kind of creep I figured you were. One trip to the emergency room, a story about how you forced yourself on me, and boom. Instant payday.”

“Don’t do shit like that.” He’d known enough bitter drunks who assumed all women tried pulling the same stunt. “It gives shitty guys ammo when they raise a stink about false rape accusations. Besides,” he pointed at the circle of lighter gray at the top of his primary monitor, “I’ve got a record of everything we’ve said, and a second copy uploading to the cloud.”

The radiant fire between Nell’s thighs drew even closer. “If you really are the boss, then, it’s time to prove it.”

Reiko never had let Stan put what he’d tried learning to good use. Consent, safe-words, and rope discipline? None of that mattered, compared to leaving her skin free from marks.

He reached for the drawer again, thankful as hell that he’d tucked that abandoned wish in his own spare drawer of accessories. A thirty-foot coil of rope, bound in its own loops, had been neglected long enough.

Nell closed her legs, just enough. “It’s cotton. My dates get mad if they think I’ve already been out, and Richard notices that kind of shit.”

“You just took five-hundred-fucking-bucks from me.” A hint of Roman couldn’t hurt. “Tell the guy something came up, and you’ll see him tomorrow. I’ll push your start date back.”

Hesitation was the last thing Stan expected from the girl, but there it was. “I get it. You know the tricks, and if I play by the rules, I get rewards.”

Stan untied the loops of rope from themselves, running the length against his fingers until he found the middle of the hank. “Be thankful it’s not hemp or jute.”

“You know, the last time a guy wanted to tie me up, the stuff he bought was almost four dollars a foot.”

That kind of luxury was for wannabe-billionaire doms. “He brags about how much money he has… A lot... Right?”

“It bought me this outfit, and a dozen others.” Nell tried pulling Stan’s chair closer by the treads of her boots. “If you can’t do better, piss off.” That horrible impressions of a British accent at the end reminded Stan of why he didn’t like Nell to begin with. “Talking like that gets royalty like him off.”

“Stop right there. Are you dumb enough to think he buys that act, and what’s his family name and title?”

“Why is it any of your business?”

Hating the British Royal Family was an official hobby in most parts of Boston. Almost on par with taking the piss out of people who claimed royal blood themselves. “And on top of that, what’s his opinion of the Irish marrying into his family?”

“O’Keefe, ‘Second Count of Wales,’ and fine with the Irish.”

“Bull-fucking-shit!” Aside from the imaginary title, O’Keefe’s only had oddly vaginal paintings to their name, and not from anyone born in Wales. “Guy’s grandad probably fell off the same boat mine did.”

“His money is as good as anyone elses. Who cares if he’s lying?”

“You will, the second the bank account runs dry.” Stan kept running the kinks out of the rope as he leaned back. “Nobody who actually has money needs to lie about it. You know that as well as I do.”

“But he wants to keep a low-profile, because of his title, and...” Like dawn had spread across Nell’s common-sense, it hit her. “Motherfucker!”

“I told your ass.” Boston was full of people who claimed heritage, but the recent advent of genealogy and genetic tests anyone could look up had been fucking them hard. “Besides, you already took hundreds of dollars from me without my consent, and I haven’t called the police. “

The inky pools of black Nell pretended were her irises stared back. But Stan already knew, by the dark outline, that she had contacts in.

“So, drop the dumb fucker already. He’s full’a shit. You’ve already run him broke, most likely.”

Nell tried dropping plucked eyebrows, for whatever reason. “And you’re any better, why?”

Who fucking cares? Stan pulled the end of a boot lace, unraveling the knot on one of Nell’s leather statement pieces. “Like I said, guaranteed money here, or more bull-butter. Your choice.”

“And that is?”

Enough was enough. “Sad, middle-aged men buying you stuff for letting them fall asleep on top of your ass, or real money. I won’t offer it a third time, or even bother telling you why the rest of them are full of it.”

“Jesus fuck! Fine!” Nell held both of her arms out, ready for whatever Stan planned to wrap them in.

“Nuh-uh.” Stan shook his head at her. “We’re finding your limit. Get this other fucking boot off.”

As both of them got the pair off in record time, Nell couldn’t help pissing and moaning even more. “I already told you, no butt stuff.”

Alright by me. “Shut the hell up if you wanna get paid.”

“And if this is gonna be part of the job, don’t come in me without a heads-up.”

Sheer, bald, willing perfection. Without any of that pesky shame to deal with, either. “Go ahead and count on it.”

Nell brought her legs up. The synthetic greenish-brown of her boots’ soles reminded Stan of axle grease. Fuckers have gotta go!

White socks that ended just before the tops of the things would have been a problem later. Sliding them down, calf to ankle, and then ankle to toes… Stan wondered when Nell would pick up her next round of bitching.

When she didn’t, he knew the game was laid out for him. As much as she’d never admit it, Nell was out to please, for the right price.

The stiff loop of rope tugged against his fingers. He pulled it around, tucking the tail in and then reversing the direction. A quick jerk had Nell’s ankles pressed together.

If she wasn’t throwing a fit, Stan wanted to see how much she’d put up with. A few loops wrapped around her legs. Then he pulled. Tight.

“Jesus Christ!” Nell tried kicking free, only bobbing her feet around. “What the fuck?”

Three lashes around the middle stopped that little bit of resistance. He backed off, giving her enough slack to get comfy. “That feel better?”

“Yeah, but what the hell?”

Stan rolled his eyes. “If you can get out, it defeats the purpose, right?”

“Take it fucking easy or—”

The ball-gag was in Nell’s mouth already. He’d keep the general idea of ‘easy’ in mind, but at that point, she just need to shut the hell up.

“Mmmph, nn-hnng!” They hadn’t bothered discussing a signal, and the gag ruled out a safe-word.

Easing Nell onto her right side, Stan forced both of her arms in front of her. The classic hogtie would have been fun as hell to put her in, but getting his cock wet would have been damn near impossible.

Holding both of her wrists with one hand, Stan reached for two more lengths of rope in his drawer. Lashing Nell’s arms as tightly as her ankles, he knew she wasn’t going anywhere quickly. From the edgy brat out of hell, to a helpless fuck-toy, just like that.

Stan dropped the spare length in front of her face and then picked his five hundred dollar bills off the top of the desk. “Try that again, and I’ll cram both of those clod-stompers up your ass, sideways.”

Nell struggled against her bonds as Stan reclaimed money he still hadn’t paid back.

“That’s bill money for me.” He stuck it back in his wallet and tucked the whole fold into the back pocket of his jeans. “Any money you get from here, you’re earning, not taking.”

Like the defiant teenager she technically still was, if only for another year, Nell tried cussing through the plastic strapped to her mouth.

Stan looked at the camera running on the top of one of his monitors and then shrugged. Sending a copy to Roman would at least prove that Stan had the mind for handling the talent. Financially, and physically.

Making sure he lifted the skirt all the way, one quick scoot of Nell’s entire body had her girly bits peeking out of her thighs, in full view of the recording. The slick gloss on her waxed skin said more about her personality than a room full of head-shrinkers could. “And you just know you like it when someone else tames that bitchy attitude.”

Looking around the room for anything to drive the point home, Stan remembered that fancy keyboard to his right. For whatever reason, the over-engineered thing had a plastic ruler in-place of the usual footbar.

A little pull broke the magnetic hold. Whipping sixteen flexible inches against his palm, Stan made sure Nell saw and heard the impact.

Her eyes didn’t open hard enough for his liking, though. Giving Nell a few light taps on the ass, Stan knew the back was the side to hit with. With a hollowed-out recess in the middle, it’d give twice the sting, without leaving a bruise. Stan’s wrist turned into a blur as he brought it down.

Snap!

A few more licks on the same place had Nell trying to squeal. Not convinced that his point had been made, Stan doubled the number until the streaks across both of her cheeks were red as her lipstick.

He watched her toes clench as he drew his arm back again. “I’m not doing this to fuck you up. It’s all about showing you who calls the shots. Got it?”

Nell tried to look away from his gaze, failing miserably. She had to know it, too. The half-assed nod she finally gave was plenty for Stan.

Unzipping himself, Stan knew he was about to give the new girl more than Reiko would ever consent to. The irony in Nell going from a total bitch on wheels, to the vulnerable thing in front of him, made his dick harden up that last bit he needed.

Stan pushed Nell from behind the knees, pressing her thighs against her stomach. That white peach of an ass and the gate to her cunty wonderland were at the perfect height.

Not even bothering with a quick spit at his palm, Stan pulled his member out. Reiko would know something had happened when she would get home, whether it was from the perfume of sex on his jeans, or the fresh pair he’d put on later. Not that Stan gave a single fuck anymore.

That fine separation between the pink set of lips down there guaranteed a close squeeze. Nell’s thighs pressing together wouldn’t hurt matters either. Even if she had some experience, a body that age always kept the path narrow and ready.

Barely grazing his tip along the entire set of folds, Stan tried imagining what she’d feel like inside. Soft and supple, or a grip like a pair of channel-locks… They all had their merits.

He thought about slipping his way in. But why show mercy at this point? Slamming himself all the way through wouldn’t have made his point, either.

Firm and steady, with all the weight he could muster, Stan leaned his hips forward. Nell’s warmth swallowed him completely. Finally, he’d discovered the right mix of discipline and certainty that could put Nell in her place.

As the skin of her ass and thighs met his pelvis, Stan knew she had more depth to give him. It’d have to wait until he was ready to spread her wide, though. He let himself rest as far in as he could push.

Going for the clit right away gnawed on a corner of his mind. Then the spare coil of rope in front of Nell caught his eye.

Still planted like a five dollar tree in a fifty dollar hole, he reached down and uncoiled the loops that had kept the whole bundle tight for over a year. One wrap around the braided cuffs on Nell’s wrists and ankles held in his fingers until he tucked the excess through the bight.

Repeating his beginner knot, Stan pulled it all into a cinch and then looped the other way around. The way Nell struggled, totally in vain, coursed her walls against his shaft in a way that’d make Stan come in minutes.

“Easy. You keep fighting it like this, and I’ll come too early.” Stan finished the tie that had his new model locked into an inescapable fetal position. “I get to have the fun I’m after, and you’re staying like this until I do.”

The way Nell turned her face at him, frightened shitless that he’d tuck her into the closet to use later, spoke more than a TV preacher who wouldn’t shut hell up. Bumping into the edge of his limits was fine, as far as Stan was concerned, but the points of no return had to be scorched into her mind.

Bundling the whole mess of rope into one final, tidy knot, Stan tried forcing himself a little deeper. His hips wouldn’t do it alone, so he pulled against her thighs. Jerking Nell an inch or so closer, over the edge of his desk, Stan knew she’d have to take whatever he was about to lay on her.

White rope kept biting onto creamy skin as he dove back. Even the slight pull of his hand against the bundle changed the bound parts of her body. Ivory darkened to rouge, almost too fast to notice.

Stan kept watching as he slammed back in. Nell’s hands and feet gradually drifted closer to a faint shade purple as he kept his grip tight. Letting go, he was satisfied at how quickly the natural tone of her skin came back. Actually hurting her, outside of that fucking ego, was out of the question.

Pushing against Nell’s forehead and locking eyes with her, Stan couldn’t help driving the knife in a little deeper. Same with his cock. “It’s kinda funny how you don’t mind being degraded and used, once you drop the brat act.”

The way Nell stopped tensing herself said it all.

“I get it.” He reared back and then crammed himself as far inside her as he could. “That bitchy attitude is your mask. You actually wanna be used like this.”

Stan noticed her fingers balling up.

“Give in and admit it.” He knew the only thing hotter than a fighting sub, was a broken one who’d dropped her act. “Sell that kind of defeat, and you’ll make both of us rich.”

Two good slams into Nell punctuated the sentiment. Fighting against what he really wanted to do kept getting harder.

Nnnngh-mhmmph! Nell’s hands and feet tinged red again, even though Stan wasn’t pulling on the ropes. Either something was wrong, or everything was just as it should have been.

Stan didn’t care which side the coin fell on. Another brutal jab made her stop trying to bitch through the plastic ball.

After just enough thrusts in for the little skank on his desk to settle in and enjoy it, Stan pulled out. He put both of his hands under Nell’s arms, forcing her upright and then down on the floor. She was too low and immobile to suck his dick, but in just the right place for realizing her position on the totem pole.

He unstrapped the gag and then pushed up against her chin with two fingers. The line of spittle running to her jaw had been dyed with lipstick.

“If you think this isn’t what our guys want, nod, and I’ll let your ass go home.”

On the verge of coughing and weezing for breath, Nell looked up at him the best she could. Even from feet below Stan’s own face, he saw that stroke of defiance come back.

The little shrug sealed Nell’s fate. “I’ve done worse, for a lot less.”

Nell wincing after she shut her mouth brought a smile to his face. “Don’t worry, I’m not into beating the hell out of women and calling it foreplay.” He leaned over to his computer and pulled up Audra’s running stream.

Abusing his admin privileges, the chat’s word of God invaded. If you fellas like it loud, you’re about to hear a preview of the model premiering tomorrow, from two rooms over.

He didn’t bother reading the flood of responses. They’d either go for it, or Stan would end up having the time of his life anyway.

“Get your ass up.”

After just a fraction of a second pushing against the rope, Nell pointed out the obvious. “I can’t, dipshit.”

“Too bad.” Stan reached down, pulling her back on top of the desk. He spun her around, both of her ass cheeks screaming against the polished wood. Placing his own hand in front of her face as he forced Nell to land on her knees and shoulders, Stan at least kept her from busting her nose or lip.

And with that, his mercy tank only had fumes left. “You squirt?”

“No, and fucking why?”

It wasn’t any of her business, but it let Stan guve up worrying about the Xerox machine behind him getting wet. “That kinda sucks, but whatever.” Stan kinda broke his rule against hitting women by rocking Nell’s entire body with a hard slap on the ass, packing enough force to make his hand go numb.

“Fuck!”

His hand stung against the remaining porcelain side of her ass. “Well, shit. I went and fucked it up by putting my handprints all over the damn thing.” A picture of an ass that tight and without marks, until then, could have been the centerpiece of any museum’s special display on form.

Nell had already figured out the game, kinda. The fact that she hadn’t screamed out again laid out the rest of the plan.

Which was fine with Stan. He loved the fuck out of that thing Reiko did, when she tried pretending he couldn’t finger a pussy worth a damn. And Nell was in the easiest position to force magic to happen.

Burning red as her ass had gotten, the little wings on her pussy lips and the skin around them stayed pale as ever. Dipping his right index and middle fingers in his mouth, Stan couldn’t wait to make her go apeshit again.

Pressing his face into the raw heat of it all, he gave Nell one last hit against her rump. The fact that she screamed louder than before told him everything he needed to know about her tolerance for too much pain or pleasure: It barely fucking existed.

Ready to fuck her world up, without even fucking her this time, he plunged both digits in as deep as he could. The plush mound of G-spot took all of a second to locate.

Nell sucking in a breathe like she was about to dive for pearls didn’t slow him down at all. In fact, he knew it was time to root around for her own with his other hand. Letting his right thumb take over clit duty, he pressed against the soft mound of nerves.

Nell didn’t hold back. “Holy fuck!” Her ass rose another inch as she fought against the restraints. “Right th—”

“There.” Stan finished it for her, twiddling even harder from both in and out of her body. If Nell didn’t know her own secret combo before, she sure as fuck had to now.

Wiggling his fingers in tandem, Stan knew that makeup would be a complete mess before the poor thing could even come. Bonus points for the viewers, but nobody was watching this shit live. They’d only get to hear the noise from down the main hallway. For now.

Nell tried to spread out, twisting herself against the rope. Even with her face pressed against the desktop, she managed to wail like an air raid siren. The growing tremor in her ass and thighs spoke even louder about the eruption ahead.

Stan reached around with his free hand, working the knot keeping her wrists locked close to her ankles. He had permission to do what he wanted with her, but not seeing Nell’s face as he pushed her limit would be a waste.

He gave Nell one final dig, making sure of the angle. If he was gonna come inside this fussy wannabe, she’d at least have to scream like she wanted it. Otherwise, it really would be into-the-closet with her, until he felt randy again, sometime after midnight.

The last coil unwound as he pulled his fingers out of her. Nell moaned out the exasperation, having the ride end just before the station.

He watched her straighten out until Nell had her stomach against the wood. As arms and legs hung over both sides of the desk, he forced her to roll onto her back.

Scooping an arm around both of thighs, Stan jerked her to the very edge of the surface. With her ass floating in mid-air, Nell’s pink, needy cunt was at the best possible height for the way Stan wanted to invade.

Shoving her feet and ankles to the left of his face, Stan looked down at those black pigtails screaming for his attention. Taking one in each hand, Stan had Nell locked in place, ready to get fucked into next week.

Bucking his hips forward, Stan watched Nell’s eyes shoot open as he stabbed at rock-bottom. Something volatile and ready to cook off stewed right behind her face.

He pulled back, barely a split-second before cracking their bodies against each other. The shock of it forced Nell’s lips into an open circle, with that silver ring in the middle of the bottom.

Drinking in the euphoria, Stan forgot all about the pigtails, throat, and rope. The defiant curves of her petite bod writhed too much for him to ignore.

Running his hands down both sides of her body, he stopped just before her thighs started. That crook just over Nell’s hips was the perfect crease to tuck both thumbs into.

The overwhelming reek and chaos of sex flooded every bit of his mind. The fact that he had total control of what she could do, feel, and respond with filled him with even more heat. A particularly throaty moan from the bratty skank didn’t talk him into slowing down, either.

Both hands locked onto the hips too wide for a girl that damn small. Braided cotton scraped against his cheek a dozen times as he kept piling in.

The idea of wasting his last chance to enjoy this kind of pre-drinking-age libido finally caught up to Stan. Sliding his right hand along her waist, grazing against her ribs, and the to her face… The straight thumb was a dare without words.

Nell twisted her neck, leaning just enough to get his thumb between her lips. Clamping her teeth just before his knuckle, she began to suck like she was trying to pull the entire digit off.

It calmed his shaft down about as well as an explosion going off feet away. Stan was content with letting himself drown in the feeling and Nell’s shrieking chorus.

Bringing his left arm up to pull her thighs close, Stan filled her harder than before. His blood caught fire as Nell’s voice cracked.

Gritting his teeth as he popped himself against the back of those thighs, he whipped his thumb out of her mouth and then snatched at her bound wrists. With a violent tug, her forced her body an inch further to his side of the desk.

Even through the strangulation, Nell managed to whimper out, “Fucking make me come!”

Before her eyes slammed shut again, Stan had to fight against the urge to do what came naturally. If he could hold on just a bit longer, the tiny bitch would know who kept in iron grip on the reins.

Like any good slave who knew her place, Nell screamed out how thankful she was for the honor of finally getting pushed to her limit. He gave up on her hands, reaching for that ivory throat again. The buzz of her voice fighting through the choke felt white-hot on Stan’s palm.

The full strength of her cunt spasmed around his dick, with as much warning as a sniper’s first bullet. Melting and weakening where he stood, it forced Stan to gasp loud enough to cut through Nell’s insane caterwauling.

Barely pulling himself back far enough for another pump, Stan realized he’d just slammed into his own maximum. Settling into the deep, softest reach of Nell’s pussy, the tingling relief swelled until it’d taken over his entire body.

Coming inside her with a total flood, Stan grunted out the last of his thrusts. Warmth like a smirk crept along Stan’s face. Pushing both of Nell’s legs back, he pulled out almost enough to turn her pink slit white. Just watching himself swell, pulse, and then relax was more than enough.

Like every shot was a full marathon behind him, the spare energy he had left drained once every couple of seconds. Even if he didn’t know this was a safe pussy, keeping himself under control wouldn’t have happened.


Stan had just finished cleaning himself up well enough. Watching the sun drift under the skyline of downtown, he lit his first cigarette in close to twenty hours.

A familiar accent came out from the opening of the alley. “Did you get her to sign?”

Ulyana could be pushy when she wanted, Stan figured. “I guess so, and you’re probably here for a reason.”

“Ernst has another request, and it is important. Meet him at eleven tonight. You know where.” Her full mane of dirty blonde flowed in the wind as she turned to walk away.

Shit’s moving fast now. Stan took the initial drag and billowed it out. I guess I’m drinking tonight after all.

Even if it was supposedly on behalf of a human-trafficking scumbag, the afterglow Stan’s victory hadn’t faded. Getting Nell to even show up was a job in and of itself. Breaking her and proving his dominance, with video evidence to prove the effort, tickled that blue-collar pride woven into his bones.

Ulyana pulled Stan out of the moment of joy. “So, are you able to meet him?”

“Eleven, yeah...” One issue still had a bundle of splinters up his ass, though. “When Roman comes back, how do I explain tripping over the perfect model for this shit?” Meanwhile, Stan dropped an CVS gift-card from Ernst into Ulyana’s purse.

Bleached teeth flashed his way as Ulyana started walking out of the alley. “Worry that hard about finding the next one, and it won’t be a problem. You still have a couple of days before the fucker comes back to Boston.”


Stan passed a few dollars at the same bartender as ever. Three dollar drafts in honor of the Red Sox’s first win of the season had him cozied up in his usual drinking haunt early. Not that he had time to fall asleep in the fourth inning of yet another game. Even die-hard baseball fans will admit it’s as exciting as watching pro golf.

Broad fingers patted on Stan’s left shoulder, making him look that way. Realizing he’d fallen for the oldest trick in the book, he looked far more pissed as he glanced to his right.

Ernst was already smiling like a fool. “This new girl has promise, yes?”

Stan picked up his glass and made the second quarter of his Sam Adams disappear. Pulling his phone out of his pocket as he gulped, a few swipes at the screen had his personal copy of the video ready to play. “You can watch, if you’re that damn interested.”

A hint of red filled Ernst’s cheeks. “I already know the details.”

What a fucking job he’s got. “Audra’s feed heard it all after my announcement, I guess.”

Trying to steer the conversation into any other trajectory, Ernst pointed one finger against the beer-soaked walnut of the bar. “Did you put a tracker on this girl yet?”

“Yeah. Got Audra, Reiko, and your own buddy when she butted in, too.” If you learned to pick pockets in fourth grade, putting shit in a purse is no problem. “The only person I can’t track yet is Roman himself.”

“Which is too risky. Any hint, and he will bolt.”

“Good to know before I try it.” Stan tried crushing the glass handle of his stein, only giving himself the start of a blister on his palm. “But now that I’m in too deep to think of turning back, you’d better tell me the real stakes we’re playing for.”

“Roman will have you shot, and then sell Reiko and the rest of the models off to the highest bidder.”

It was nothing new to Stan. “Enough of the cryptic shit. Can I trust Audra, or not?”

For the first time, Ernst looked like he didn’t have an answer cocked and primed in the chamber. “She is in as much danger as the others, but she is not innocent in this mess.”

The code starting making sense. “Well, if she’s just as vulnerable, is she gonna be charged when Roman gets well and truly fucked?”

“That depends on how much she cooperates with the investigation. If Audra obstructs, even in the slightest, she will not walk free until her fifties, at least.”

Not dumb enough to show his hand, or new enough to trust anyone, Stan tested the one card he might still have against his vest. “Assume I manage to turn her. How much would you yell at me for trying?”

“If you actually manage it, not a bit.” Fingers gripped Stan’s wrist as a thumb tried to crush the pressure point between all of those delicate bones and tendons. “But it risks too much work, and too many lives. Do you understand?”

That shred of empathy he’d gained for Audra hugged that last heart-string tight. “I get it, but what if she’s just another dupe like Roman thinks I’m supposed to be?”

“Then the bug you slipped into her purse will prove her innocence.” Ernst signaled for a drink of his own. “Until then, play as ignorant and clueless as you sound, right now.”

Then fuck you too, fella. “In my world, ratting gets your ass beat. How do you know she’d fare any better?”

“Witness protection.” Ernst’s wink at the bartender as he said it finally gave up the arrangement between the two. “A new name, a new life, and all charges cleared. If she tells the whole truth.”

“Same goes for me.” Stan pulled another chug of lager. “I don’t like the sound of it.”

Ernst reached over and tapped Stan’s phone. Before he could get the volume down to silence, Nell’s voice got a few heads turning.

“Hey, living in Japan would drive me batshit, even if they don’t care how drunk you get in public over there.”

“Then consider how much you expose yourself. If Roman’s employers catch wind of your cooperation, they will make it necessary to relocate you.”

Fuck. “Human trafficking’s involved, so let me guess...” Stan had always kept his nose clean, but the odor of Boston’s underbelly never lost its tang. “Russian mob?”

“INTERPOL sending a Scandinavian to handle the case wasn’t enough of a clue?”

“Ulyana was. Eastern Europeans either hate Russia, or they’re more afraid of some Russki. Doesn’t take long in Boston to figure that out.”

Ernst clacked the thick glass of his beer against Stan’s. “I’ll leave it on you to figure the rest out.”

Before Stan even realized the bartender was nodding at the door, Ernst had snuck away again. But this time, he was taking advantage. With fingers raised, he called out, “Three more pints, on the usual asshole’s tab.”


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.
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