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CAMGIRL HAREM 4

Another video played on Roman’s mammoth screen. Nell’s performance brought a smile to the bossman’s face.

“I don’t know where or how you found this chick,” Roman stood from his chair, heading for the mini-fridge to his right, “but she’s exactly what the clientele wants.”

Stan watched him pull out two crystal glasses from the cabinet. The forty year bottle of Glengoyne scotch followed, straight from the little freezer compartment. “She was just some random chick I caught attention-whoring for social media. Why wouldn’t I have handed her a card?”

The most expensive liquor Stan had ever seen, much less tasted, poured into each glass. When Roman came back, the aroma of the stuff was already tickling his functional alcoholism.

Stan clinked his own serving against Roman’s, the high note lingering in the air. Only real crystal could make that tone. And only a pleased boss would offer a dram that costs almost a grand. “You did good, and that video of you fucking her dumb shows me you’ve got the right mind for this business.”

Sharing his own girlfriend with him hadn’t stopped chapping Stan’s ass. But he knew playing the dumb and willing lackey was his only option. “Hey, as soon as I knew she had sugar-daddies, I knew a chance at hundreds of them would drop her shame as fast as her panties.”

Roman eased back into his chair as Stan took his first sniff at the fancy whiskey. Chocolate and acidic tang filled his nose. The first drop tasted like a rich honey and oak ambrosia.

“Find another model like her by the end of next week, and I’ll call in my real model trainer.” Roman tossed his own drink back like it was a shot of mid-shelf with lunch. A gulp had him leaning over again. “Vera brings the real money customers, but she costs about as much as what we’re drinking, per day.”

Between Reiko, Audra, and Nell, Stan’s new cam-girl empire had swelled the thousands. A few well-placed ads that blew half of his marketing budget had rolled him over the goal Roman had set by the start of the fourth week. And the second one still had a day left.

Driving his act as the loyal goon home, Stan tried to look as confident as Roman. “So, if I blow past the expectations that much, what does it get me?”

Something like a chuckle almost erupted from Roman. “Keep the site growing like this, and I won’t just forgive that advance on your pay, I’ll toss you the same amount again as a bonus.”

Fucker me! It was the kind of money that’d wipe out all of his outstanding bills, leaving Stan comfy as hell with the salary and rent-free apartment. “Sounds good.”

Roman dove right into the next steps. “So any leads on your next recruit?”

Lucking into another Nell, without Ulyana’s help, felt like betting his life savings on a bag of lotto tickets. He still had to keep up the facade, though. “Yeah, I’m chasing a redhead who could fuck a stump out of the ground.” Kaitlyn was very capable of exactly that, but wiping away their history and talking her into slutting it up on the internet? Also a fucking lottery drawing.

The hint of amusement on Roman’s face said more than his words ever could. “If she can work and draw like this other find, you’re golden.”

The alarm signal of his own bullshit getting called blared in Stan’s head. “Well, she’s an old girlfriend,” pulling up that old tactic of sweetening the lie with a bit of truth, Stan’s pulse calmed down, “and she’s pretty desperate for cash.”

Roman kept the heat on, locking eyes the same way a cobra tantalizes prey before the strike. “Call her in, and give her the payment records for the models you already have. She’ll sign on.”

Reiko was already putting cam money aside for medical school, and she’d only put on dozens of shows since the move. Knowing cash would hit the bank within the hour had it’s own draw, too. “I’ll get Kaitlyn on the phone as soon as I can. She can’t even pay the bills, much less her student loans, with what she’s doing now.”

“Good. Let me know as soon as you get her signed and she fills out the paperwork.”

Stan went ahead and slammed back his scotch. That, and a few more drinks at home, would finally give him the bravado to dial his ex’s number in.


With Reiko out of his hair and putting on a show, Stan reached in his pocket. His own reflection in the screen gazed back. She’ll fucking turn me down, I’m sure.

But he didn’t have the luxury of accepting that. No matter what it took… Stan had to talk, beg, or plead Kaitlyn into at least hearing out the earning potential.

The tap at every number felt like pressing the button to execute an innocent man. The final one had him shaking enough that he had to lay his phone on the desk and then press a second time. And he didn’t even know if Kaitlyn still had the same number.

Good, evil, and just saving his own ass had lost all meaning or distinction from each other. Every buzz from his speaker brought more guilt and butterflies. The sound of the last ring unclenched Stan’s asshole.

“Hello?”

Fuck. Stammered enough to forget what he was doing, Stan’s mouth dropped open for a second. “Uhh, hey, it’s me.”

“Tater Tot?” Background chaos filled Stan’s ear as he kept acting like a shy fool. “Listen, can I call you back?”

“I guess so.” Ending the torture was all he could think about. “Take your time and do your thing.”

Hanging up before he heard the response, Stan gazed down at his phone. The fuck am I doing, thinking she’d go along with it? His ex had the looks, and the moves. But Stan was doubting whether he had the balls to answer if she called back.


Reiko was on the verge of cutting the show off. Only two of her regulars bothered showing up in the chat, and none of the new guys were tipping. Despite all the extra money she’d cleared lately, not every stream was a blank check.

She looked up from the monitor. How long Stand had been in the doorway, she didn’t know. Far from of his usual brash way, he hadn’t made a sound to announce his presence.

‘Gotta go. Later guys.’ She hoped the quick wave and smile would be enough to keep the new viewers around. Not likely, but Stan never interrupted or watched over her work.

Cutting the feed with the click of her mouse, Reiko stared back at her guy. Pushing herself off her stomach, she knew the look on his face was deadly serious. “Something wrong?”

He didn’t hesitate. “I need to ask you something, and don’t think I’ll get mad, no matter how you answer.”

Reiko knew Stan was leading for the answer he wanted. What it was, she still didn’t know. “Then spit it out.”

“If I bring my ex in as a model, would you kill me?”

She blurted the honest response before it could temper itself in her mind. “How long have you been talking to her?”

The look on Stan’s face made her feel guilty, and suspicious, at the same time. “A week or so, since I ran into her when I was scouting talent. The same day Audra showed up, I think.” At least he was specific and direct.

“Stan, you know where I draw the line.” Even his confession about fucking Nell hadn’t bothered her much. “How you feel about people matters more than what you do with them.” Which was her way to rationalize the work and what had happened with Roman.

Stan’s shrug told her nothing. “Just running it by you.”

His reason why wouldn’t come until later, but Reiko wasn’t concerned about that as much as her upcoming finals. “Do what you want, as long as you know it won’t cause a problem.”

One side of his mouth smiled as the other frowned. “We’ll see what happens. You can tag along if you want, assuming she even wants to talk about the offer.”

Shows of good faith went a long way in Reiko’s home culture. “I know you wouldn’t ask if you plan on going behind my back. Thank you.”


Reiko actually thinks I’m being honest with her. Not that Stan had lied, outright. What he’d failed to share with her, if only for Reiko’s own sake, still chewed at his soul.

Kaitlyn had called back an hour after his attempt. Almost in tears, she sounded too willing to hear him out. Everything was mounting up to make Stan feel even worse, despite his reaches at clearing his mind.

Even in his new pair of cap toed Oxfords, every step felt like he was dragging lead boots. Kaitlyn had agreed to meet him for coffee, and nothing else, as she’d made abundantly clear… Stan couldn’t help feeling like total dogshit, either way.

He wasn’t just lying to Reiko, in his own mind. Stan knew he was also putting the only other woman he’d ever loved in the same danger. All because he had to act like Captain-Big-Swinging-Dick, in front of the boss.

The trendy sign for his destination, cedar planks coated in pastel colors, waved against the wind howling through Charter Street. For several blocks, air pressure had been the only thing dragging Stan forward. The lack of an alley before he reached the door cut off that last excuse to run away.

His father’s complete adoration of Kaitlyn pulled him back down for the first time in a decade. Stan pushed his shoulder against the door anyway. Not seeing her as he scanned the room clear to the far end, he hoped like hell she’d be a no-show.

“Tot!”

Damn it…

“You’re five minutes late. That’s never gonna change about you, is it?” And apparently, neither had her amazing tits, framed perfectly in that short, red dress.

Katilyn had always looked like every run to the store was date-night. Not that it took much to get her to turn heads. She was one of those exceedingly rare redheads who didn’t have to fuss over her complexion or face that much.

She grinned like a woman who knew she had his stomach turned into a butterfly dome. “Come on, sit down. We’ve got about ten years of catching up to do.”

A decade of total depravity caught up with Stan. That is, until he remembered what Katilyn did for a living. “So, how’s the ‘fuck you, got mine’ racket lately?”

“You know it’s not that simple.”

“Really?” Stan was about to flex his own uncle croaking, because he dared to inconvenience an insurance company. “Doug spent his last days fighting his ass off, just so my cousins wouldn’t have to cover bills.”

“He knew what he did. It’s amazing he made it to sixty at all.”

Stan waved for the nearest waiter. “If that’s the case, maybe his insurer could have promised what they’d pay for and then stood by it. I’m shocked he didn’t stroll into the corporate office, guns a’blazing, had he been able to.” Not that Uncle Doug could do so much as walk, at the point where the whites of his eyes had turned piss-yellow.

“Doug smoked and drank himself to death. You can’t blame the insurance company for that. Besides, I’m a pharma rep, not an insurance agent.”

“His kids blame them for fighting tooth and nail, for every procedure they could avoid paying for. It’s why I don’t give the bastards a dime.” Not that Stan could afford it, even then.

“Listen, a company has to make a profit. I hate it as much as you do. But what can I do to stop it?”

Something wicked almost drew across Stan’s face. “Stop pushing pharmaceuticals that insurance won’t pay for.” Right before he sunk the knife in, he remembered why he was even there. “If you have to borrow against your paycheck to get by, why bother with these assholes? Honesty used to mean something around here.”

Kaitlyn pretended to look away. “What the hell can you offer that’s any better? Your boss is a smut-lord.”

“But we do pay on time,” Stan couldn’t help putting his hand on top of her own, “without all the bullshit.”

A moment of skin contact had Kaitlyn pulling her arms back. “You’ve never changed, at all. I’m more than just some meat to parade around.”

Something about it pulled at Stan’s chords. “Yeah, you still mean something to me. Not as much as you did...” He wanted to punch himself for saying that. “But I’ve got my own reasons for looking after the girls who work my feeds.”

An even stronger urge to slug himself washed over.

“You can take it, or not. I don’t care. I’m just giving you the option to hear me out or walk away.” Expecting Kaitlyn to grab her shit and march out, Stan winced ahead of time. He also hoped she’d take the chance to run.

“If you’re done acting like a jerk, tell me about it. What do I have to do, and how soon can I get paid?”

You dumbass. “Hours are up to you, and I throw equal marketing behind all the girls, based on what they bring in.” Or at least, that was the plan for when the foundation would settle.

“And how far does it go?” Kaitlyn twisted the straw around her cup. “Would I be flashing my tits, or doing donkey shows?”

“If you’re that desperate for cash, just ask, and I’ll spare what I can.”

Something about her face changed. “Stan, I’m not joking, I’m fucking broke right now. A good quarter of my commissions are already being garnished, my car’s up for repo, and I haven’t paid my rent in two months.”

“So how bad is it, in dollar figures?” He took a few seconds to let the waitress know he just wanted a Pepsi. “As in, how much do you need, by the end of the month?” With that question, Stan wished like hell he had cash to loan out.

“Eight-grand, between my car and my apartment. If I pay the rent, I can’t drive for work. If I don’t pay that, I live out of my Honda.” Desperation itself stared back through her eyes.

Stan hated himself for even considering the idea, but he had a solution. “You had what it takes a decade ago, and I’ve got spare rooms to clear out your rent,” but he knew to give her a last chance to flee. “My boss would make the one you have now look like a saint, though.”

“I’ve been spending lunch breaks taking interviews, and everything I’ve found pays even less than the scam I help out with now.” As the waitress came back with Stan’s drink, she looked at Kaitlyn for her food order. “Thanks, but I’m fine for now.”

He knew where it was going. “Two ribeyes, baked potato and side-salad for both, medium-rare. And start us out with the calamari. I’ll take the bill.”

Kaitlyn stared back as the waitress refilled her glass and then sat a basket of rolls between them. “You don’t have to do this.”

“And you don’t have to take the offer I gave you. Honestly, it’d be better if you didn’t.”

“So why throw it at me?”

Stan didn’t have a true answer he could force out of his throat quite yet. “Even guys like me have their limits. I don’t want you getting hurt because of me again.”

“I can take care of myself,” Kaitlyn reached for the first roll and the butter, “and trust me, no boss can be as demeaning or bad as the one I’ve got now.”

“Maybe, and maybe not. The guy cutting my checks is the biggest sonuvabitch I’ve ever met.”

“Assuming his paychecks clear when he writes them, it’s better than what I’ve got.”

Roman’s payments were always timely and in-full, but Stan knew even that came with a price. “Seriously, I wouldn’t try talking you out of this if I didn’t still have feelings on my end.”

Kaitlyn stirred the ice in her drink. “Such as?”

Honesty seemed like the best route. “Regret, concern, and even more regret. If it’s cash you need, I’ll see what I can pull off.”

“I would take it, but I know you wouldn’t expect me to pay it back on-time. I have to get on my feet, on my own terms.”

“I’m not joking.” Or telling the complete truth. “Roman’s so crooked, he’s gotta screw his socks on in the morning. I’m just the middleman between himself and the models.”

“Then you’ll make sure I get paid.” One jab of her straw at the bottom of Kaitlyn’s glass punctuated the qualifier. “I’m game for a tryout, so long as your girlfriend doesn’t care that I hang around all the time.”

“How did you know I’ve got one?”

“It’s all over your face. I know she’s in on the business, too.” After she took a greedy bite out of that first roll, Kaitlyn looked back at him. “You either learn how to read expressions in my job, or you don’t last the first week.”

Stan couldn’t help grinning back. “You’d think they’d pay their aces better, if that’s the case.” He never could bullshit Kaitlyn, even back when they dated.

Reaching for a second roll, she’d cut the thing in half with one stroke of her knife before it could hit her plate. “Well, there’s something else you’re not telling me. But that’s okay. I know you haven’t tried lying to me.”

Spot-on, which had made her dangerously confident in him. “Then you get why I’m trying to talk you out of it.”

“You want what’s best for everyone.” The drape of her fingers over the back of his hand sent a chill down Stan’s back. “Schedule a time so I can show what I’ve got, and I’m there. Fuck this dead job.”

As much as he knew Reiko had cleared the idea, nothing other than a total shit-show would come of having Kaitlyn around. “Five, tomorrow evening, unless that’s in the way.”

“Dr. Parentau won’t miss me telling him about the benefits of the latest cholesterol med. Consider me there.”

Stan knew he was about to call Ernst, from the nearest payphone, and waste another hour in O’Rourke’s.


Ernst had a full pitcher in front of him when Stan wandered in. From the color of the beer, he knew it was his favorite.

Before Stan even pulled his stool up to the bar, Ernst dug in. “You wanted me here. Now tell me, what is so important.”

A frog as big as one of Kaitlyn’s tits lumped in his throat. Still, he knew shit had gotten real. “I think I just pulled someone else I care about into this mess. Any advice?”

“More than Reiko?”

A part of Stan knew, but he couldn’t admit it to himself. “I don’t know, but I don’t want her in the path when shit hits the fan.”

Ernst said the last thing Stan wanted to hear. “If you do, who better to keep track of her safety than you?” The full pint Ernst finished pouring wasn’t making Stan feel any better. “Besides, if you hint at how much you care about the girl, he won’t suspect that you have turned on him.”

He wasn’t sure proving his loyalty beyond sharing Reiko could drive the point home even harder. “You ask a lot, you know that?”

“After that show you gave him with the goth girl’s tryout, he knows you’ve dropped that monogamy thing already. Think about it.”

“It doesn’t mean I have to like it.”

“Nobody ever said you had to. Keep your mouth shut, watch the models the best you can, and wait for more instructions. It will work out.”

The one thing Stan had done well since everything began welled up in his mind. “Care to prove you shits know where every girl is?”

Ernst pulled his phone out and tapped the screen. Three flags on a map of Boston spread further than he’d have liked. He pointed to each marker. “Reiko, Audra, and Nell. As of fifteen seconds ago, this is where they are. If the situation changes, we will know, that minute.” Reiko’s signal came from their waterfront apartment, Nell’s indicated she was giving a rich customer in West Roxbury a bit of service, and Audra’s pin-pointed her at the closest roach motel to the studio.

“Fine, but when it all goes south, I have to know you’ll take care of them.”

With a quick shove of the glass Stan’s way, Ernst stopped bullshitting. “If I could guarantee it, I’d be lying. You have to trust me.”

Which comforted Stan as much as the snap of a proctologist’s glove behind him. “Then tell me why I shouldn’t take everyone and run, tonight.”

“Every one of you would be dead by next week. And even if you lived, our investigation would be shot. Don’t expect help from us, assuming you make it that long. Roman’s employer would know he’s been burnt, and who did it to him.”

“You could have told me the entire set of stakes, you know.”

“And you never would have agreed. I’m sorry, but you should be kissing my ass for telling you what I already have.”

This motherfucker… As much as Stan wanted to slam Ernst against the bar, with all of his old haunt’s clientele behind him, he knew better. “I feel bad enough for what I did to Kaitlyn in the past. Make me feel even worse for dragging her into this, and I will make sure you disappear.”

Ernst cast him a ‘fuck-you-and-die’ smile. “I’m sure you could pay the right people for that. They’d cut off my fingers, bust my teeth out with a hammer, and drop me in at least five pieces all around Boston Harbor. I know the men your father cozied up to.”

Stan had always tried being as clean as he could manage, but his fallback strategy of last-resort being called out like that made him pause. “How much would I have to fork over for that service, smartass?”

“Five-grand, a favor owed to Panhead’s son when the time comes, and a guarantee that you’d be a pall-bearer for the guy. Or am I off the mark, at all?”

Ernst had nailed the offer made over a decade ago, passed from Stan’s father, down to himself. “And if I let the guy know that you people have him on the record pushing that deal, I’m beyond screwed.”

“Panhead’s been one of our operatives since the eighties. If either of you took him up on it, we’d have had you in cuffs.” Ernst poured a pint for himself. “But your good friend, Dumpster? He’s been working for the Russian mafia for years. Same as Roman.”

That name put Stan in a tail-spin he couldn’t pull out of, alone. Mike ‘Dumpster’ McGreggor had been the most loyal Catholic hard-ass he’d ever known. “You’re shitting me. Mike would never turn on his own townies.”

“Go ahead and ask how him how he can afford to live in Jamaica Plain these days. It wasn’t because of his father’s deli, or his mother’s pension from the sewing factory. You know that as well as I do.”

Stan knew the Russians had been sniffing for their own rats for years. After the Berlin Wall fell, beefy Slavs had taken over every corner, recruiting and promising ‘bitches and gold.’ Stan hadn’t even gotten out of diapers at the time, so he was exempt from their pitches. Barely.

“Am I wrong, or have I made my point?”

Stan couldn’t help grinning back at his reflection in the polished wood of the bar. “You know more than I thought about this place.” But one thing still tickled Stan’s street-sense the wrong way. “Before I go turning down my old friends, without throwing up red flags for your targets, tell me how I can know who they work for.”

“The Russians offer influence. We offer immunity from prosecution.” Ernst tapped Stan on the arm a couple of times. “Just remember who will keep you out of prison.”

“And I’m sure I’d have no idea what I was set up to take the fall for, right?”

“Exactly.” The way Ernst flashed his teeth told Stan everything. “Russian mobsters never let their crimes fall on themselves, or their immediate underlings. Stooges always take the rap instead.”

“So I’m Roman’s dumbass, in his mind.”

“You get it now. I’m actually proud of you.”

Stan chugged half of his pint in one go. After slamming the glass down, he had one more question. “Then tell me, how do I burn this fucker’s hide?”

Ernst leaned back in his chair, supporting his neck with both hands. “Don’t get cocky, brave, or foolish. Do your part, and keep your head low.”

The burning need to put his own signature on Roman’s downfall couldn’t be contained. “I can’t just let him get away with what he’s already done.”

Like a silent gunshot had just hit him, Stan keeled over, resting his head on the bar and gritting his teeth. The fingertip digging between two of his ribs shut the notion up at the speed of pain.

Threatening and dangerous for the first time, Ernst’s voice had turned into a growl. “Do not compromise this operation… Otherwise, I will see to it that you are charged as an accessory.”


The time for answers had passed. Stan reached out and hugged at Kaitlyn. This time, he was just out to measure where he stood by her reaction alone.

Returning the gesture, while making sure her hands stayed in respectable areas, the squeeze was undeniable. “You know, I was pretty creeped out when you gave me that business card. But now? I think it’s just what both of us need.”

Which means what? Stan pretended it was all normal on his end. “Come in. We might as well get the hard shit out of the way.”

Kaitlyn breezed through the doorway and then right past him. Even in that long, khaki trenchcoat, her figure teased its glory. “Judging by the look of the place, you’re doing well.”

“I’m not doing good, but I’ll be fine.” The lingering pain of Ernst’s last warning the night before ached in the right side of his torso. “You know how I make my money, and what I’d need you to do. So why are you here?”

Without hesitating, Kaitlyn handed Stan a piece of paper. The numbers scrawled down it led to a final figure. “I need five-grand a month, just to get by. If you can guarantee that much, I’ll do whatever it takes.”

Reiko and Nell had cleared that much in the past week. “If you bust your ass to cover the eight you need ASAP, and settle into a decent schedule after that, it won’t be hard,” one last appraisal of his ex’s shape made Stan want to vomit, “but are you positive you’re okay with this?”

“It’s easier than losing my apartment, my car, and finding whatever job happens along. Besides, student loans will always eat my pay, no matter what I dig up.”

Not that he had firsthand experience, but Stan knew the road out of student-debt hell was long, winding, and steep as a wall. “You pass the audition and get right to work, I can have money in your account by midnight.”

Something like that cool-white twinkle he remembered from her eyes came back. “Not gonna lie, that’d be amazing. Any way I could clear a grand before noon, tomorrow?”

As sure as hidden fees in Kaitlyn’s payment terms, Stan knew he could provide what she needed. “Yeah, but if you’re that hard-up, I can float some cash your way. No need to rush in so fast.”

Relief Stan didn’t see coming invaded Kaitlyn’s face. “You’re all business right now. That’s more than I expected, coming over here.”

His own interests pushed away the unimaginable danger to everyone else, but something about throwing Kaitlyn to Roman’s mercy twisted his guts. Swallowing it like a lump of pills on a dry throat, Stan barely kept his face straight. “I’m not proud of what I’m doing, but I don’t mind the benefits. Leave your private life at the door, do what the viewers want, and we’ll all get along fine.”

Kaitlyn’s superhuman read of context slapped the relief out of him. “And that girlfriend we talked about... What does she really think of me joining in?”

“She gets the drill.” Not knowing it, Stan took a pace back. “This is strictly about work.”

Red brows furrowed at him as Kaitlyn leaned closer. “Like I said before, you’re not telling me everything.”

This is all a front to sell girls into sex-slavery, and I can’t say a thing about it. I know, I’m a piece of trash, but damn. The desperation that got Kaitlyn to even play along was weighing on him, in a part of Stan’s mind he couldn’t acknowledge yet. “Her name’s Reiko. We’ve been dating for a couple of years. I don’t know if it’d make it easier if you two met, though.”

That same face she’d made right before Kaitlyn had been introduced to Stan’s father came back, like it had never left. “You know the right thing to do. I can wait until I meet her, if it’ll stop drama in the future.”

It made him pause for a moment. The new dynamic between himself, Reiko, and the job hadn’t fucked life up as much as he’d expected. But Stan knew the issues raging in the background couldn’t stay pent up forever.

Words he didn’t plan to say leaked out. “Even before all of this crap started, I was amazed she’d put up with me this long.”

“So you think she’s looking for a chance to get out… Is that it?”

Stan couldn’t deny the obvious truth, no matter how many barriers he’d put between himself and the facts written on the wall. “Yeah, if Reiko gets into medical school, I’m the first thing she’ll dump. I can’t say I’d blame her, either.”

Like a fire under his ass Stan didn’t know was there, Kaitlyn had the right thing to say, loaded and cocked. “She’s hung on so far. If she really didn’t care, Reiko would have left already.”

Roman planting his dick in her still roiled Stan’s mind. “I get what you’re saying, but it’s not that simple.”

“Alright, then.” Kaityln did the last thing he expected. Whipping her hand out, she cocked an eye at him. “Call her, and we’ll talk about it.”

The idea of it twisted Stan into a loop. “She barely answers when I call her. Reiko would just hang up.”

Kaitlyn pushed Stan toward the leather couch. “Then let me do the talking. If she’s one of those medical hard-asses, I know how to dig my claws in.”

Fuck. “Let me text her first. Otherwise, there’s no way she’ll do it.” Not that he wanted it all to go down over the phone, anyway.


The metro line still had ten minutes before the next train. Reiko decided she’d check her e-mail before dropping under the sidewalk.

Pling!

A message from Stan wasn’t out of the ordinary, but the preview of the message put her on guard.

A friend wants to talk to you. When are you getting back home?

Backing herself against the corner building behind her, Reiko started tapping out the response. Thirty minutes or so. Who is it?

Five minutes of waiting for the response passed. Fed up and running at just a few percent on her phone’s battery, Reiko frowned at Stan’s last message. Either this would be a waste of her time, or he was dodging the subject.


Stan had lost track of how long they’d been chatting. Reconnecting with Kaitlyn felt like they were picking up where they had left off. The yellow off-shoulder blouse and white, pleated skirt she’d worn under that khaki duster gave him something to admire as well. But there was still that matter.

Twiddling his thumbs until Kaitlyn knew something was wrong, Stan debated even saying it. Finally, he gave in. “Sorry about that mess with Stacy.”

Like Kaitlyn’s gears had been turned into dust, she wasn’t ready for his ultimate point. “’Sorry’ doesn’t even begin to make up for that. I trusted you two.”

Since he’d brought it up in the first place, Stan knew there was no dancing around it anymore. “Listen, I was an idiot, and hornier than a three-balled tomcat. It’s not like I’m about to make excuses for what I did.”

“At least you’re that smart.” Kaitlyn uncrossed her legs, sliding both hands down her thighs until they reached the bottom of her skirt. “Still, don’t even try pulling that shit on me again.”

“Fuck, we’re not dating anymore.” The sound of the apartment door opening didn’t even register in his head. “Excuse me if I learned from my mistakes, but I didn’t ask you over here to get in your panties.”

“I know.” The sculpted lines of Kaitlyn’s legs crossed again. “But if that girlfriend of yours walks in, what would she say?”

The most familiar voice Stan knew butted in. “Nothing, because he’s keeping his hands to himself.”

Reiko’s entry jarred Stan out of the conversation, but he couldn’t let it show. “I guess you two should get acquainted. Reiko, Kaitlyn. Kaitlyn, Reiko.”

Not even bothering with the guest, Reiko dropped her backpack on the breakfast table just inside the kitchen. “You know I don’t mind her working with us. Stop acting like you’ve done anything wrong.”

The pause after that felt like it was grinding Stan’s balls to mush. Thankfully, Kaitlyn spoke up before it got too heavy.

“So he’s told you about me.”

Reiko didn’t bother glancing their way. “Before he left yesterday.” And cutting off the assumption she was just being an unfeeling bitch, Reiko turned with a smile. “He’s learned from his mistakes since you two broke up.”

Stan panicked in the awkward silence. “Then sit down with us. Might as well get to know each other if you’ll be working together.”

“I have a show lined up,” Reiko was already at the start of the hallway, “and she has an audition, right?”

Whether it was permission or a trap, even Stan couldn’t tell with Reiko.


Stan was perched on the corner of the bed, clicking the mouse a few times until he had the camera recording the tryout to his hard drive. He turned to Kaitlyn, who was finishing up a text message, and put it in the most basic terms. “The job’s simple as can be. Flirt with the audience in the chat, talk them into private shows, and don’t show anymore skin than you have to.”

Lounging near the pillows across the width of the mattress, Kaitlyn turned her head a few degrees away from him. “So I don’t have to get dirty unless they offer to pay?”

“Exactly. Find out what they want to pony up for, and don’t do a thing until you get notified about the money clearing. It’s the same noise coming from the next room over.” Which meant Reiko was hauling it in.

Kaitlyn seemed almost too naive about the whole deal. “Am I supposed to finger myself, use a dildo, or act like I’m fucking them?”

“All of the above, if that’s what you’re comfortable with.” Stan pointed at the webcam. “But make sure you pay attention to that thing, and always tease that you could do more.”

“Even if I’m not going to?”

“Make it clear at the start with any guy who wants to pay. Otherwise, promising and not delivering loses you a customer for good.” A little of his inner scumbag came out. “Telling a new guy you won’t do something at first, and offering it for a shit-load of money later can pay off, though.”

Leaning forward, Kaitlyn dropped both hands onto the sheets between them. “I get the gist of it.”

“Good.” But there was a final catch he had to make clear. “Highlights of the private shows get uploaded to draw in new viewers. I keep the profits from those to pay for the advertising.”

“Aren’t the uploads themselves advertising?”

“Kinda, but promoting them to get more eyes costs money. I split it evenly between all the girls, but the new ones get priority.”

Moving his way on all four limbs, Kaitlyn wasn’t trying to hide what she was packing under that tiny amount of clothing. “So you’re not just tossing me in the pool and waiting for me to sink or swim. That’s better than what my current job did.”

“Well, you in or out?” Say ‘no,’ for fuck’s sake.

Putting one hand in front of the other, she was already close enough to reach out and touch. “Alright, I’m in. Now what?”

Stan wanted to say, ‘Let me create your profile, and you can start taking your clothes off within the hour.’

She’d already reached him before he could gather the balls to speak it out. “Well?”

One more pace of her arms had Kaitlyn’s hand on top of his crotch. “What the fuck are you doing?”

“Reiko’s busy, and she gave us permission, right?”

Despite the chub developing in his boxers, Stan knew that wasn’t the context. “I didn’t invite you here to sleep around behind her back.”

“But you already are. I can tell.”

Not that Kaitlyn was wrong.

Stan fought back the urge to give in and let it happen. “Talk her into letting you join in some night. Like I said, I’ve learned my lesson.”

Reaching for the purse at the corner of the bed, Kaitlyn snatched her phone and put the lit screen in his face. “See for yourself.”

Reiko’s number in the exchange between them wasn’t enough. “Screenshots are easy to fake.”

“And?”

“I’m not doing it. Sorry.”

Smiling like Stan had absolved himself of all prior sin, which meant a lot to a Catholic like himself, Kaitlyn eased back. “Come on, then. She wanted me to test you like this.”

“What the fuck?”

“I crossed the line first.” Kaitlyn held the look on her face. “She contacted me after you and I met last night, and Reiko dared me to test how faithful you are.”

Stan knew there was still a trap in all of this, somewhere. “You said I was fucking one of the other models behind her back. What was that about?”

“To throw you off.” Kaitlyn leaned close enough that the microphone wouldn’t pick her up. “And you are.”

Stan had figured out what she was trying to pull. Acting like nothing had happened, he asked, “Why?”

Still whispering close to his ear, Kaitlyn answered, “To settle the score.”

Getting up felt like the right way to make himself look good, no matter the context. “C’mon, her show’s over.” Even as payment tones filtered through the wall.

Cries of ‘Abort! Eject! Eject!’ screamed from the back of Stan’s head. “Hold the hell up, how do I know—”

Kaityln put one finger over his lips. “Shut your mouth, follow me, and watch what happens.”

Before he could protest, Kaitlyn had already crawled past him. He watched her head for the door.

“Well? If you don’t believe, me, I can go get her, but you know which room’s paying out right now.”

Stan had no shame about stripping down on-camera. And even if it was a set-up, he had evidence that he was trying to behave. “Fine, but if it’s a trick, your ass is out before you start.”


More than six-hundred dollars made so far in the half-hour, Reiko was in her zone. The unyielding buzz against her clit had twisted her face into something that looked like beautiful agony almost a full minute ago.

Between the sound of perv money rolling in, two knocks at the door broke her concentration.

Stan’s ex had picked the worst possible time to get her shit together and drag him over.

Twisting her fingers against the plastic cylinder, Reiko felt the sudden absence on her bean. But she couldn’t help raising her eyebrows at the audience. Ducking her chin against her shoulder, Reiko pointed at the door and grinned.

The slight pause in tips rushed her off the bed. But she knew all three of them were about to go mad from the constant noise before long.

Swinging the door open, Reiko grabbed both of them by a wrist. Before she got to the edge of the ‘stage,’ she flung Stan and Kaitlyn into the frame. Better to throw them for a loop than lose a viewer in the middle of his jerk session.

Far from ready to kill him, Reiko stayed just out of the audience’s view. “Now show us how it’s done,” one clap of her hands echoed through the tiny room, “boss.”

Waiting for Kaitlyn and Stan to do something to each other turned into waiting for them to do anything. The usual racket of tones trickled out into nothing as they kept staring between themselves.

“Come on, you two have done this before.”

Stan cracked first. “What the hell do either of you think this is?”

Desperation was all Reiko saw in his blue eyes, but not the kind that she wanted out of him. “You really were trying to keep your promise, weren’t you?”

“That’s what I fucking said!”

Kaitlyn wasn’t helping matters either. The sudden freeze up like that, after so much enthusiasm for the plan they’d concocted behind Stan’s back, made zero sense.

Reiko finally had enough. Staring right at Kaitlyn, she couldn’t help letting some of the venom drip with every word. “You’re backing out now?”

The meddling bitch didn’t even have anything to say for herself.

I can’t believe this… Reiko knew this wasn’t supposed to be a soap opera. But even when taking it all off for an audience, she couldn’t help acting like a true Japanese professional.

Stan was making a show of his reluctance as Kaitlyn tried easing his way. The fact that she’d barely moved told Reiko how much he’d intended on keeping his word.

The awkwardness was fucking up her money, as well. “That’s enough.” Reiko bolted for the mouse sitting at the foot of the bed and then shut off the feed.

Like she’d pulled the plug on grandma, Stan looked at her in disbelief. “What the hell did you do that for?”

“So I don’t lose subscribers.” The palms of both hands screamed to whip across his face. “You have my permission.”

“For what?”

Idiot. “Take your new model in some other room and figure it out. I have to get paid.”

Both of them realized it a few seconds too late for Reiko to trust their intelligence any longer. Once the consent trickled through his brain, she could tell that he was trying to act like it wasn’t a fantasy come true. “You sure?”

Dragging up one of his own canned sayings, Reiko pointed at the door. “Did I fucking stutter?”


Stan couldn’t believe what Reiko had just volun-told him to do. Between his current girlfriend and his ex, none of this made sense. Especially considering his own past with Kaitlyn.

He sat on the corner of the bed as Kaitlyn shut the door behind her. The blush in her face said more than any number of words could.

Waiting until she sat next to him, Stan pulled up the gall to ask, “So, she wasn’t joking?”

“Not a bit. We’ve got her permission to fool around.”

Fooling around is what I did your your former best friend. “You’ve changed.”

Kaitlyn leaned in, but not enough to let him know that she’d dropped that nervousness. “How so?”

“In a way I don’t like. Desperation never was your thing.”

“It’s not desperation.” Kaitlyn slid a hand from his knee, almost to his crotch. “I just know what’s best for me, right now.”

Stan couldn’t help frowning, and not just to himself. “It’s all business, then.”

“You look like that disappoints you. Why?”

“I don’t want to start what we used to have all over again, but I don’t have to like how mercenary you’re being about it.”

“Nobody said you had to, on either front. Maybe you should get over yourself and enjoy what life throws in your lap.”

If he hadn’t known the whole cam-girl operation was a front for something else, and that he was the rat meant to rip the whole thing apart, he would have about everything. “Listen, just do a test show by yourself. We’ll tell Reiko whatever she wants to hear afterward.”

Kaitlyn wasn’t letting him off that easily. She slid off the bed, turning around as she dropped to her knees. Once she was fighting with the zipper of his jeans, he realized how far she was about to go.

Not fighting back at all, he shrugged and debated inside himself. Sure, he could let whatever was about to happen… happen. But could he look himself in the eye the next time he was in front of a mirror?/

Kaitlyn had already snaked her hand inside Stan’s pants. The light grip and soothing rub of her fingers dusted off memories from a decade prior.

His hand reached out to stop Kaitlyn. The press of her lips against the bottom of his shaft diverted him, forcing every finger to glide through the flowing red of her hair.

Cocking her head as she looked up, Kaitlyn gave him a quick jerk. “See? You were getting all tore up about nothing.” Even dry, the light pressure kept her skin flying smoothly against his own.

What the fuck am I doing? Part of him knew exactly what he wanted. Physically, at least.

Kaitlyn’s mouth parted just enough. She eased herself down to take his entire tip in. Not in any hurry, the flickering action of her tongue forced him to grab the same copper hair.

Even the wishful thinking of memories couldn’t dull how talented she’d always been at sucking cock. Like every lash of her tongue was deliberate and with absolute purpose, Kaitlyn had his erection standing at full attention already.

Stan couldn’t help grinning at the unashamed action going on downstairs. Still as beautiful as ever, if only more refined, Kaitlyn hadn’t been out of practice since they’d broken up.

Kaitlyn returned the smile as she quit slobbering on his staff and glared up. “You okay with taking it a little further?”

He wanted to respond, but those full lips took him back in. All Stan could do was cradle the back of her head with both hands.

Backing off again, Kaitlyn wrapped a hand around his cock. With a couple of strokes, she had Stan exactly where she needed him.

Fighting back the urge to strip her clothes off and wreck the entire room with just their bodies, Stan huffed in a breath as he felt her palm slide against the bottom of his shaft. “Fuck yeah, let’s tear each other up like back in the day.”

“That’s what I wanted to hear.” Going right back to it, Kaitlyn’s mouth took in every inch.

Letting her blow as much as she wanted, Stan felt the warm fuzzies like he had when they’d first started dating. He thrusted himself just enough to get the point across. Sometimes even a guy’s manhood longs for its past stomping grounds.

Kaitlyn responded in kind, easing herself back and forth like she was trying to make him come early. A faint giggle buzzed from her throat, driving him close to throwing the entire promise of what might lay ahead away.

But this wasn’t about getting himself off quickly. There was work to do.

Stan patted at her cheek, making Kaitlyn stop about halfway down on another rush of her mouth. “You’ve still got it, but I wanna know what else you’ve learned since I’ve been gone.”

Almost spitting him out, she looked up. The eyeshadow just a few shades darker than the gunmetal blue of her eyes made her seem that much more into it. “I could say the same thing. We’re not teenagers anymore, so hopefully you’re still able to go as long and show me something new the whole time.”

The slight dig only made him want it more. Replaying his memories of her splayed upon his former bed at his parents’ house had forced him to jerk it in the bathroom on countless nights. Now, he’d get to play out the revisionist history he’d fantasized about for so long.

“Get your ass up. We’ve got some catching up to do.”

When she stood, the top came flying off. Every ruffle on the skirt danced down her legs seconds later.

Stan was just as awestruck as he’d been before. The incredible lines of her body hadn’t softened a bit.

“I take it you like what you see. Care to let me see if I’m remembering you correctly?”

Not that he was a gym rat, but plenty of jobs in warehouses and at the docks had kept Stan presentable. “Yeah, I guess.”

“Now come on! Act like you’re excited or something.” Kaitlyn dropped onto the bed, her red bra and panty set complimenting her tanned skin and red hair like they’d been expertly picked.

Reiko’s permission ran through his head again. Popping a few buttons loose on his shirt, Stan was too busy admiring the scenery in front of him to ramp up the pace.

He couldn’t help dropping to his knees and leaning against the foot of the bed. One brush of Kaitlyn’s hand through Stan’s hair was all it took to set him off.

Fuck, I never thought I’d get this chance. Both of her thighs draped over his shoulders.

“Go ahead, do whatever you want down there. Show me what you’ve learned since the last time.”

The layer of nylon in his way be damned, Stan was ready to return the worship Kaitlyn had shown him. Hooking a finger and pulling the bit aside, her pussy still looked like it had never grown a strand of hair. “Still waxing it yourself?”

“I’ve been broke, and Brazillians cost a fortune. You do the math.”

He wanted to keep talking, but his mouth had other duties. Pulling her to the edge of the bed, the full buffet sitting in front of him screamed for attention.

One easy dive of his tongue at the top of her slit forced her legs to close around his head. Wrapping his arms around, he forced them back apart. Kaitlyn had always been easy to get off with her clit.

He leaned harder in and teased around the edges. Kaitlyn’s gasp as she cradled the back of his head made him keep the momentum building.

“Shit, don’t even think of stopping until I come...”

Not that he could argue back. The tip of his tongue danced lower until the flavor of heaven almost jerked him out of the trance. Reliving sex from the past with all of his senses was the kind of nostalgia that could make poets weep.

“Mhmm, no need to rush it.”

If she was so willing to be toyed with, Stan wasn’t about to stand in Kaitlyn’s way. He pulled on hand in front of him, easing the strip of panty aside a little further. Finally, one fingertip parted her folds until he was buried a few knuckles deep.

Hot and dripping inside, he knew exactly where her best spot was. Like nothing had changed in a decade, a few strokes from back to front at the roof had her whimpering.

The grip on his hair seized up until Stan felt the vibration in her hand. Knowing it was time to strike while her iron was glowing, he took a deep breath and glided his tongue back up to her pearl.

“Fuck!” Like her entire body was trying to collapse into itself, she rolled her entire self around like she was trying to get away.

Stan wasn’t having it. He let go of the final leg, planting his hand on her stomach.

“That, right there...”

One more finger shoved alongside his first. Alternating the motion and lashing away with his mouth, he felt the limits of how fast he could go slam into himself.

The high scream from her forced Stan to keep it up, if only for a couple more seconds. The shaking fit taking over Kaitlyn’s entire body turned into a hard lock. With one last burst of will, Stan found his breaking point, and hers.

Backing off, Stan got all the way up. He could tell she needed a moment. Writhing and shaking where he’d left her on the bed, his ex had turned into a mumbling disaster.

Stan leaned back down to unhook her bra as she rolled over. One flick had all three clasps undone.

She didn’t waste time after that. Still unsteady in her own body, Kaitlyn tried to rise up.

As her bra fell from her shoulders, Stan worked on getting his clothing off. By the time she was coherent again, Stan only had his socks left. He pulled the first, and then the second away from his feet.

Kaitlyn was done rattling and gasping. That meant it was time for her next round.

With one light shove, Stan had her face-down on the bed. He snaked his hands in front of her hips, pulling her ass up until she was on hands and knees.

Ten-fucking-years. Yet he still remembered what she felt like inside. With a swift push in, he knew his memory hadn’t failed.

Kaitlyn eased into him until her ass met his lap. Far from wanting it to go too fast, she kept forcing herself backward as Stan tried to lean back for the next thrust.

It hit him. “Hey, you safe?” Which Stan knew he should have asked before he even got inside her.

“Yeah, seducing a doctor was kinda my emergency plan, but I’m not low enough to go the child-support route.” Her pause gave Stan enough time to rear himself and shove in again. She moaned before adding, “And don’t you fucking judge me for it.”

Given how Reiko had kept him afloat for two years, Stan knew he couldn’t say a word. “Gotta do whatever it takes to get by.” Even if Stan’s arrangement with his current girlfriend hadn’t been mercenary, until now.

Still, he knew his sense of morality had warped beyond recognition in the past weeks. Between putting everyone at risk, letting Roman go about his business unfettered, and even cooperating instead of running… Shit had gotten deep, but it was the slow rise that let it get so bad without him realizing it until he couldn’t pull himself out.

Kaitlyn interrupted his moment of thought. Pushing herself against his body and sliding her cunt along his dick, she asked, “Hey, what’s the hold up?”

Stan couldn’t help smiling to himself. “Nothing I need to worry about right now, I guess.”

Shaking her ass like some obscene high school dance that would give chaperones heart attacks, Kaitlyn wiggled herself in just the right way on his shaft. “Good.”

The mass of red hair draped across her back called Stan’s name. One good handful and a tug was all it took to make Kaitlyn ramp up the pace.

Letting the hair run through his palm until he reached the ends of every curl, Stan then planted the fistful on the small of Kaitlyn’s back. It gave him more than enough leverage to almost run her through.

Her voice reciprocated in kind. Kaitlyn had stopped wagging her own body, letting Stan do as he pleased with her.

About the time her shoulders tensed, Stan forced himself almost out of her. The outright slam of his hips against Kaitlyn’s rear had to be audible in Reiko’s room. And her scream, even more so.

Not even fifteen seconds and about twice as many pumps had him riding the edge. The hollow pit growing in his lower stomach and the tingle in his sack spelled it out cleary.

Backing off before the festivities had to end prematurely, Stan pulled out and let go of her body. His cock throbbed in the draft, turning into an ache within an instant.

Kaitlyn whipped herself around, reaching for his shaft. Batting her hand away, Stan was still trying to catch his breath. He panted for a moment as she looked up.

One more reach of her fingers made him respond. “No, I almost fucking came.”

She grinned and eased herself into a sitting position. “Good call. It’d be a shame to kill the mood so soon. Take your time.”

“You act like you’re being generous, but I know why you’re being patient.”

“Why’s that?” She curled her shoulders and leaned her head to the right. “Maybe I just wanna take things slow.”

Stan knew. “Bullshit. You just want to come again.” She’d always been an orgasm-hound, right up to making him sneak fingerbangs in at the most inopportune times.

“I’m glad you remember.” Kaitlyn started crawling toward him again. “But I could always get myself off, later.”

Her game wasn’t as slick as Kaitlyn always thought. Stan reached out, pushing her sideways until she crashed into the mattress. Wrapping both arms around her waist, he pulled Kaitlyn to the edge again.

Stan pushed her top thigh down. With both of her legs forced together, she wasn’t being compliant out of submissiveness. A good sideways fuck from behind had always gotten her going.

Not even giving her the courtesy of a warning or spit-lube, Stan forced himself in that tight passage again. As her arms wrapped around the backs of her knees, the mewling had commenced.

One of Kaitlyn’s arms shifted. The pressure on the top of his cock told Stan that she was going to town on her clit. The way she went straight from moaning to screaming as he popped their bodies together only made him put every ounce of piss and gumption he had into it.

Stan’s eyes slammed shut as Kaitlyn’s legs clamped harder together. The bright lighting made the back of his lids fade from an orange haze, to total blackness. Only the sound of their bodies slapping together kept him grounded against the feeling coursing over his entire length.

Reiko had to be able to hear Kaitlyn’s wailing, as well as her audience. But that didn’t matter. It only sucked that they had to know what they missing right about then.

Keeping the momentum going, Stan felt the muscles in his lower back start to ache. Easing off just a little, it gave him enough time and sanity back to think one thing. I’ve really gotta ask Roman to pay for some soundproofing.

Kaitlyn belted out a throat-sanding scream as the motion of her fingers picked up. Feeling himself reach almost the same limit, Stan had to back off and let her do the work. Again, he didn’t want to end it so soon.

Easing himself in and out, he waited until the was tipping over the last of the cliff. Then, with as much warning as a shot to the back of the head, he pulled out.

He reached down to pull her hand away. Kaitlyn fought back, but his strength was more than enough.

When he finally had his ex giving in, Stan crashed himself into the bed next to her. Putting himself in just the right position, he reached over and pulled her on top of him.

Kaitlyn got the idea, mounting him like a prize horse. The folds of her pussy tried guiding him back inside, every bit of insane wetness and warmth making a damn fine case in their favor.

Giving in, Stan eased himself a few inches downward. The comforting slip of her entry over his tip stole his breath. But nowhere near as much as the slow, sensual glide of herself over every bit of his dick.

Rocking and bobbing like her hips were mounted to an elliptical, Kaitlyn orbited herself around an imaginary point that drove Stan insane. His eyes closed again, the red haze of the overhead light through his eyelids turning into static.

Not stopping, even to catch her breath, Kaitlyn’s motions kept driving him closer to the ultimate goal. Stan gripped the sheets with both hands, trying to hold on to himself, if only for a few more seconds.

Then it hit. A hard vibration in her cunt emanated down her thighs. By the time Stan felt her toes curl against his upper thighs, he knew she’d given in before he could.

Gritting his teeth until the muscles over his temples hurt, Stan held on by a thread. She’d gotten what she wanted, and he was almost gone. It felt too good to be true, and a fucking waste at the same time.

Kaitlyn dove into his personal space, nuzzling her mouth between his jawline and ear. Every stuttering breath and sigh as she rode it out made it that much harder for Stan to hold himself back. Finally, he had to wrap his arms around her back to stop the train before it was too late.

One last gasp filled his ear like the noise of a microphone in the wind. Once it stopped, Kaitlyn hugged herself deeper into his chest. “Remember when we had to sneak this kind of stuff in? Dad would have killed you if we ever got caught.”

Too many close calls had happened. When a girl demands at least two climaxes, even during a quickie, it’s impossible to keep her quiet. But now getting didn’t matter at all.

The gentle ride and expert knowledge of what Stan liked worked its magic on him. Kaitlyn eased herself down to his base, rolling side-to-side now. “And you know what? That was part of the fun of it.”

She wasn’t wrong. Something about the risk of getting caught, balls-deep in a guy’s daughter, made it seem like he was chasing something forbidden.

A quick bite at his earlobe made Stan forget about what was missing. As her teeth released, Kaitlyn whispered, “But now we can get as loud as we want.”

Another slide of her cunt’s interior down his shaft forced Stan’s mouth open. He gripped with arms and fingers against her skin.

“So go on. If you’re this close, just say ‘fuck it’ and let me throw everything I’ve got left at you.”

An offer like that came once in a relationship. Stan wasn’t passing up the chance he had at it, ten years later. With one push of his hands against her back, he agreed.

“Good choice.”

Kaitlyn’s walls slid against skin. The rub of bare flesh along the shaft forced him to tense up. Whatever had gotten into her since their breakup, Stan didn’t have the comprehension left to ponder it.

Taking him in like a seasoned pro, Kaitlyn took Stan’s breath away like a wrecking ball to the chest. Both of his arms went limp just long enough for them to drop back onto the sheets. It freed her up to do her worst, for his benefit.

The cotton surface of the comforter wrinkled between his fingers as they tightened. He fought every urge to just let go with every drop he never knew he’d spill in her again.

And she knew it. “That’s what I want.” Kaitlyn started toying with her clit again. “So let it happen.”

Stan’s mind frazzled into a million threads shooting in every direction. The only things he knew for certain were how great it felt, and how easily stopping would have killed him.

Kaitlyn had her own throttle floored again. Feeling her dripping down his inner thighs and her whimpers buzzing his eardrum… If she hadn’t been on birth control, it would have been more than enough to make Stan think this was a perfectly good chance to throw his future away.

With the promise of tons lifting from his shoulders, emotionally and carnally, it was time. As his knuckles ached from his grip on the sheets, Stan uttered, “Fuck yeah...”

Kaitlyn drove him deep. Stan knew he was the weak link now, feeling her drive in for the kill. Something about this new predatory attitude she had in bed blew any fantasy he’d dreamt up out of the water.

Every muscle in his body tensed at once. The pain in his fingers spread to his wrists, up his arms, and finally hit hardest in his neck.

Trying to hold on for a precious instant longer, Stan thrust his hips upward as Kaitlyn smashed into him. It had the opposite effect of what he wanted, tripping that sensitive well of pre-cum to spurt out.

He heard Kaitlyn’s voice again, barely making out the words. “Don’t even think about pulling out of me...”

Like his skull was shrinking, the pressure in Stan’s head built up as both nuts fizzed. When your ‘I can’t sleep’ fantasy comes true out of nowhere, weird shit happens.

One more slip of her inner reaches along his cock did Stan in. The flash flood surged through him, shooting out of him with enough force that he felt the splashback. It took the last ounce out of him just to grunt.

Two, three, and then four shots. Each one felt stronger than the last. In both volume and mind-shattering bliss.

Stan’s lungs stopped working as he felt Kaitlyn’s walls grip like a vice. The sudden release and even harder clamp right after signaled her own limit.

Holding on to consciousness with bare nerves, the slick mixture of themselves overloaded his cock. Even his own moaning had to be reaching the show next door now. Not that he had the mental capacity left to think about that sort of thing.

All he could process was how her scent and the breath on his neck was still too familiar.


Luckily, Stan had kept the stream going to his own computer when he’d lapsed with Kaitlyn. Judging by the urgent text from Roman for another meeting, promising ‘good news,’ the scumbag liked what he saw.

Stan watched the last couple of floors light up on the panel above the elevator’s door. I’d love to see Roman lose his ass after getting arrested, have a rage stroke, and spend decades drooling and shitting himself in a prison cell. But Stan didn’t know that someone more worthy of that punishment was about to enter his life.

The slowdown ended just before the pleasant bell tone. As the doors parted with equal speed, Stan wondered how many more meetings he could keep his fist out of the guy’s face.

Knocking twice, he waited until he saw Ulyana’s face peer out from the entry. She looked too worried.

Keeping his voice as low as he could, Stan asked, “What the fuck?”

“Victor Petrov is here.” She pulled at the cuff of his shirt. “Smile and play along, while I call Ernst.”

Stan did his best to act like nothing had just happened. “You called?”

The door behind him closed. Roman looked just past him a second or too longer than Stan liked. “Our real boss graced us with his presence. Sit down, I’ve told Victor many good things about you.”

Glancing over, he saw an overweight man who felt no shame in tossing money around. Despite the thousands of dollars Victor’s suit had to cost, he still looked like he had the physique of a gummy bear that’d been left on the dashboard of a hot car.

His Russian accent, with some of the harder edges knocked off, called out. “Sit! If you are as good as Roman says, we will have a long, bountiful partnership.”

Stan wanted to slug the real brains behind the operation even harder. But Ernst’s jab at a pressure point still hurt like a motherfucker. Playing dumb felt like the best way to throw Roman off Ulyana’s trail. “Should I feel honored, or shit my pants right about now?”

Roman handed Victor a glass of clear liquid without ice. By the time Stan had his ass in the chair, one was sitting in front of him as well. “We have an agreement. Let’s drink.”

An agreement about what, exactly?

“Stan, I need all of your current girls, including Audra and Kaitlyn...” He winked at the real honcho. “To show up at this address, three hours from now. I’ve got replacement talent lined up to fill the gaps while they’re gone.”

If he’d been holding glass instead of crystal, Stan would have needed stitches in all five fingers. He brought the drink up, smelling vodka. Maybe a quick toss at Roman’s eye would have given him enough time to tell Reiko, Audra, Nell, and Kaitlyn to run like unholy hell was nipping at their heels.

But no, he knew Ulyana was on it. “What for? I can’t let the paying customers log in to a whole new roster tonight.”

Victor cut in before Roman could speak. “Very powerful men want to see these women in their prime. One night that will pay for a new car on your end is surely worth a minor setback.”

“Doing what, exactly?”

Smirking like he should have known already, Victor took his entire glass in like a single shot. “They have talents my customers seek. I know you are fond of the Japanese girl. So we will ask most for her time.”

And by ‘time,’ Stan knew that premium was to keep his mouth shut about Reiko’s disappearance. “I know I let things get too far during my audition, but even I’ve got my limits.”

Pulling a satchel from the other side of his chair, Victor tossed it squarely in Stan’s lap. “Go ahead and count. Twenty-thousand U.S. dollars. I will wait.”

“For what?”

Roman took his own drink in one gulp. “One of the Saudi princes offered it, in exchange for keeping your mouth shut. As good as you are at finding these girls, you’ll dig up another toy who hates you less, before you even get blue balls.”

For the first time in his life, Stan wished he’d been paranoid enough to pack a gun somewhere. But he couldn’t let his total disgust and hatred show. “I kinda figured this was the end-game. Be glad I’m not that attached to any of them.”

“I didn’t think you were.” Roman sat his empty crystal on the table in front of him. “Now, let’s talk numbers. Victor, how many candidates do we have to bring in every month?”

Motherfuckers.

“Two per month. Our clients pay well, and I can even throw my best model in, to sweeten the pot for the new recruits who think this is just a cam-girl setup.”

Victor whistled and whipped an index finger down.

“Vera! Now!”

Stan looked back at where the boss’ voice had been directed. Beautiful, curvier than the track at Laguna Seca, and outright defeated… Stan knew she’d seen more shit that any of his current models were about to face.

That is, if his allies were as helpless as he feared.
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Wes locked eyes with every one of the dozen or so suits and IT managers. “Something’s come up.” Nodding leftward at his Chief Operating Officer, Wes finally added, “Brett, come on, we’ve got something to talk about. Now.”

Every face stayed locked-on, and he knew it. After Wes closed the door behind them, it was time break the news he knew he should have given months ago, had he known when this would happen. “It’s time to find a new CEO.”

Brett had been competent, and more importantly, loyal from the start. “Why? If it’s legal problems, we can have a squad of attorneys on it before lunch.”

Wes didn’t bother explaining any further. “Follow me.”

The rounded sconces and hanging plants gave way to the raised catwalk in the hangaresque lobby. Why did she have to show up now, of all fucking times?

Pointing down at the reception area, Wes’ finger aimed right at a blonde showing a little too much cleavage in her white cocktail dress. Her red lips and blonde hair, like a priceless ruby set in platinum, would have caught a blind man’s attention. “She’s why.”

Brett razzed Wes’ hair. “Buddy, sexual harassment suits settle for pennies on the dollar. You know that as well as I do.”

“It’d be really bad if that was why she’s here.” Wes feigned a smile as he leaned against the clear barrier and looked at Brett. “Because she’s my mother.”

***

Wes looked out the window at the mid-century modern compound on the edge of the sea bluff. The central building was surrounded on every other side by hillsides covered in green fields, six prairie-style mansions, and a smattering of greenhouses and outbuildings. “Someone realized the oceans would rise. What about it?”

One crooked digit tapped at the camera, like it could touch Wes through the stream. Wes’ benefactor glowed with pride as he responded, “Our whole base of operations is here on the north island of New Zealand now. The first woman your father bred already has your first candidate on her way.”

The fact that Grant had knocked up Dr. Cynthia Clare-Rickard before his own mother never sat right with him. “I get it, Jareth’s my dad’s oldest kid. Stop reminding me.”

“And he’s here to help.” Janus’ twisted grin faded into the look of a man who realized shit was getting close to the fan. “Sorry if that’s a problem.”

If getting his half-brother out of drug charges in Thailand hadn’t been so easy, Wes would have panicked. “I’ll agree, but only if he keeps his nose clean and stays out of our way.” Bribes in the six-digits had saved Jareth from execution or life in prison, under Thailand’s batshit laws.

The way Janus pulled his shawl closer didn’t make it any better. “I know you’ll keep looking after him, but he has to start taking responsibility for himself, someday.”

Elena’s unmistakable voice flooded Wes’ head.

Janus is dying. You know it as well as I do.

***

Janus was already gliding along the slate tiles again. “The children of the Donors and Prime Recipients contains enough willing candidates for our work to proceed. The problem when you tinker with human evolution is, it takes at least twenty years to move onto the next stage.”

“So you want me to direct the second generation of your work.” It was an honor Wes had known about for years already, but it still gave him the warm fuzzies. “I’m still up for it, but I need to know everything.”

Halfway across the room, Janus asked, “Did you ever find a girl who meets our criteria?”

For the ninth time in a year, Wes answered, “Yeah, her name’s Holly.”

Not so far gone that a reminder couldn’t get him back on the rails, Janus picked up where he’d left off. “Oh yeah, how could I forget her?”

Fucking Alzheimer’s. Which Janus himself forgot he had, every now and then.

“She’s on her way with Ava. Can’t have you getting too lonely here.”

It was breaking news to Wes. “She doesn’t even know about the arrangement we’ve got. I wish you’d have let me break it to her, myself.”

“So she doesn’t even know her father was one of our Donors?”

Wes didn’t either. “Who?”

“Steve Michaels, one of the first we trialed with Patrem Theta. As a matter of fact, he was the last man your father trained, personally.”

“But I’ve met her dad a few times already, and—” It hit Wes out of nowhere. “Fuck, now I’ve got even more to explain to her.”

***

Wet and burning like a rolling pot, the petite mess he called a girlfriend was already arching her back. Both of her hands left Wes’ scalp and then slammed against the cotton sheets.

“Don’t you fucking stop!”

But he wasn’t even going that hard. Succuba Gamma does this too?

Acting like a hysterical firework of moans and trembles, Holly’s voice seethed like she was trying to keep her lips shut. The vibrations from her throat were making it all the way through her body, passing into Wes.

Without a second of warning, her entire frame tried drawing into a knot. Her mind wasn’t the only thing that had changed. She was acting like a bike ride on a bumpy road would get her off.

Not knowing if it was a seizure, or if the meds were working as intended, Wes broke his mouth away. As his fingers stilled against her g-spot, he looked at the thigh to his right. Even that part of her was blushing.

“Think you’ll make it?”

By the time Wes paid attention to her face again, reams of sweat had already started coursing down her forehead. Every one of her pants sounded raw.

“Don’t tell me you already came.”

Holly barely had the wherewithal to shake her head. With both cheeks closing in the color of blood, the denial had to be killing her.

One dance of his finger along Holly’s pussy forced the rest her to shake like a cold chill in human form. “You were always sensitive, but this is insane.”

Finally getting the air to talk, she whimpered, “It’s already hurting not to come.”

He’d have to let Cynthia and Ava know that part of the pharmaceutical cocktail was too much for a girl Holly’s size. With her barely clocking in at half his weight, Wes had to ponder if he’d end up shattering her to pieces.

By the time he’d gathered his thoughts, Holly was already up on her knees. As she scooted closer, what she wanted next was already plain as day.
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