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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


Another series wrapped up! I had two directions I could have gone with the ending, but I’m not ruining it for you by dropping hints. Picking between the two ate at my brain for a couple of weeks, but I’m positive I made the right choice after finishing it.


With this wrap-up, I’m left with two just ongoing projects on my plate now. That’s a neat feeling when you’re used to sitting on a half dozen or so. It also means July’s increase in my release schedule can keep going up. So keep expecting more from me as we roll into August.






CAMGIRL HAREM 5

Stan tried keeping himself somewhere between stabby and losing his shit. Victor grabbed the remote from Roman’s hand. “This Japanese girl,” he winked, “in your opinion, how much do you think she is worth?”
Piss off... “Based on what Reiko’s earned in the past month, at least eigthy-grand.”
“Then I will ask the man who wants to buy her for twice that. You get a quarter of it. Do we have an understanding now?”
Stan wished like hell he’d been recording this shit on his phone. “So what about the other three?”
He couldn’t exactly trust Vera to back up his story.
Victor pressed a few buttons until Nell’s ‘audition’ video started. “For the sad clown girl, you get fifteen-thousand. I can get you five for the redhead since she is older than our clients want.”
Which told Stan Audra wasn’t his to profit from at all. Not that he wanted the honor.
“Is something wrong?”
Stan fought the urge to see if Vera was reacting to any of this. Instead, he faked a shit-eating grin and raised his glass. “We have a deal.”
“Roman was right about you.” Victor turned the TV off and then tugged one side of his jacket, revealing the pistol nestled in one of the inside pockets with a smirk. “Most men lose their minds when he fucks their women, but you? I appreciate having another partner who understands this business.”
Ulyana had better not fuck this up. Stan leaned closer to the real boss. “So, what’s the rundown on the kinds of girls that makes us money?”
“Young, unspoiled as you can get them, and above all, healthy.” The pig of a man didn’t hint that he saw any irony there. “Drug habits, missing teeth, and STDs that can’t be cured rule them out. You already know what else to look for.”
“The all-American dreamgirl, then.”
Victor snorted and almost choked on his liquor. “There is a market for that, but it is its own fetish. Our customers hail from all over the world, and demand every sort of woman. Broke perverts jerking themselves to camera feeds are a good predictor of how much we can ask for each.”
“Two a month, huh?” Stan feigned not wanting to kill the guy as best he could. Not that he was dumb enough to fight a man with a gun. “Between the website and commissions for them, I think I can make a good living.”




The Back Bay neighborhood was nice, but Reiko still didn’t know why Stan had told her to show up at the address. She’d worn the dressy outfit he’d asked her to, and the walk from the metro line was killing her. The humidity off the Charles River didn’t help either.
He tells me to do too much. Perhaps her mother was right about these American men. Sometimes, they could make the old Japanese patriarchy seem egalitarian.
What looked like a familiar face rounded the corner as she got two doors down from the Victorian brownstone. The ditzy blonde had shown up as well, for some reason.
“Reiko?”
She tried not to acknowledge Audra until she was ready to head inside. “You got the same text from Stan this morning?”
“No, Roman did. What the hell’s going on?”
Puzzle pieces fell together, but enough pieces were still missing. Whatever was going on, though, it didn’t smell right. “I don’t know. Are the other two supposed to be here?”
“Hell if I know.” Audra stopped and pulled the cigarettes from her purse. She lit the end of one and asked in a cloud of smoke, “Why don’t you head in and text me what’s going on?”
Knowing better, Reiko leaned against the brick wall next alongside Audra. “No, we go in together, in case something happens.”
“Like what?”
Reiko's unease turned to dread. “This isn’t something Stan would have put together. I don’t like it.”
Audra rolled her eyes and took another puff. “I’ve been doing this for five years, girly. Every time they’ve made me go somewhere new, it’s been to show the new talent how it’s done. From what Roman told me, the boss has been knocking it out of the park.”
That’s what doesn’t make sense right now.




With Vera in tow and feeling like punching every inch of drywall as he left down the hallway, Stan put all his weight behind the finger pressing the elevator’s call button.
When the doors opened, he wasn’t that surprised to see Ulyana.
“I have contacted Ernst. Interpol and the Boston Police Department are on their way to the auction house now.”
“What about these two shits?”
“Ernst will be here in moments to help me arrest them. You two should leave, now.”
“Right, but I know Victor has a gun on him. It’s pretty safe to assume Roman does too.”
“We will worry about that.” Ulyana passed a slip of paper to Stan. “I have my personal car running in front of the door. Drive here, and see to your people.”
“Come out of this alive, alright?”
Ulyana didn’t answer, carrying on down the hall without her sultry walk for once.
Stan noticed Vera trying to sneak a text message in as the doors closed. He snatched the phone from Vera’s hands and looked at the screen. She’d been trying to warn Victor.
“Are fucking daft?”
Stan didn’t expect the thickness of her Latin accent. “They’ll kill us, you know.”
“Hard to do that from a maximum-security cell. Their whole operation is about to go to shit.”
“Victor’s own boss is relentless. They will find us.”
“How?”
“Boston is full of Russian mafia, like most of the eastern seaboard.”
Perhaps the sweetheart racket was about to end, but it beat being dredged up as a bloated corpse in the harbor. “Listen, they plan on selling you off as soon as that turned into the best way to make money. No matter how long you kept yourself useful to them, it’d just delay the inevitable for little bit longer.”
“And now that we won’t be useful, they’ll send their goons after us. They never leave witnesses alive.”
Slamming the car door shut, Stan hoped like hell the hammer was dropping as hard as Ernst had promised. “If we’re fated to end up in a shallow grave somewhere, I’d rather take the bastards out with us. These Interpol goons have had the operation figured out for a while. I’d trust them long before I’d trust the Russian mob.”
Stan pulled onto the street. As he hit the gas, he could tell out of the corner of his eye that Vera knew more than she was letting on.
“Listen, these people knew how the Rooskies tried recruiting myself and my father, down to the guy and what he promised. The fuckers who started this are all gonna burn.”
Running a red light, Stan noticed Vera had fallen silent.
“Or do you know something I don’t?”
“Roman and Victor only have pistols, but the guards at the auction house could fight any military division.”
Stan looked away from the road long enough to realize Vera wasn’t joking. He steered with his knees, hoping the message could get to Ernst before it’s too late.




Reiko felt the air getting heavier as she followed Audra down the final hallway. A banging noise from where they’d entered a keycode and then entered the building made her stop in place.
Audra turned around at the same time. “What the fuck is this?”
Shouting from what sounds like at least five languages erupted from behind the door they were about to enter. As it opened, Reiko saw the barrel of an AK-47 first. She grabbed Audra by the arm, dragging her to the floor with herself.
Slow-motion kicked in as they ducked into the corner between the wall and floor, opposite from the doorway.
The elevator dinged as she braces herself for what had to be inevitable death. From the other direction, Reiko heard the first gunshot. Warmth and wetness covered her face as she opened her eyes and saw nothing but smoke and dust.
Audra’s scream told her that they were still alive. Just covered in blood. The smell of gunpowder filled the corridor as boots ran by.




He hadn’t driven in years, and never that recklessly, but Stan had made it in the nick of too late. Parking in front of where his phone told him to stop, the real destination had to be where the SWAT team was still pouring in. His voice wavered, knowing the two people he cared about most were probably inside. “Fuck, let’s go.”
Vera looked whiter than himself as he glanced over at her.
“Don’t act like you didn’t know what this business was all about.”
“Roman told me the other girls moved on to other kinds of ‘acting.’”
Stan realized Vera was probably dumb as a post, but he knew he couldn’t be mad at her for it. “Hey, the only reason I knew what was going on before today was because Interpol drafted me as an informant.” But he knew the signs would have been clear by then, even without the early tips.
Ambulances rushed by and stopped in the middle of the street. Stan’s heart fell into his stomach as he got out of the car and rushed forward.
A cop grabbed him by the collar, jerking Stan off his feet.
“My fucking girlfriend’s in there!” As well as the ex he still had feelings for.
The cop didn’t care. “Wait across the street. It’s not like you’ll help anything by rushing in.”
Vera walked up behind him, still shaken. “Hey, come on, there’s nothing we can do right now.”
Helpless, waiting for his four models to come out, and hopefully not in body bags… The ridges on his fist were raw from grinding them against the sidewalk before the gunshots ended.




Ulyana felt Ernst’s hand grip her shoulder from behind. She slapped the charges on the door with one hand while keeping her Glock trained in case either of the targets came out.
Ernst pulled her back to duck. “Do it.”
From behind the door, she heard Victor shouting, “Vy tupitsa! My byli sozhzehny!”
Splinters and gunshots blasted from the doorway. She hit the switch, blowing the entire slab of wood from it’s from.
Ernst kept his hand on her shoulder, tossing a flash grenade. A square of light and another pkop filled the hall. With her partner’s tap, Ulyana knew it was time to handle her old ‘bosses.’ Hopefully with a double-shot between the eyes for each of them.
Roman and Victor were already on their asses, forearms in front of their eyes. They wouldn’t be hitting anything, unless luck was on their side. Ulyana stepped toward Roman, her pistol still drawn. “Drop the gun, Roman. You’ve lost.”
Ernst already had a knee in Victor’s waddled throat. The Russian lieutenant’s pistol had already fallen feet from his hand.
Roman looked up at her through dust-covered eyelids. Before he could motion his gun her way, Ulyana pulled the trigger.
His shoulder jerked. Before the shot stopped echoing, he was grasping his right arm. “You fucking bitch!”
“Hope like Hell nobody dies at the auction house. Not that there’s a hole deep enough for you.”
A pool of crimson spread under him, soaking into his suit. “Three years, we’ve worked together. You were a snitch from the beginning, weren’t you?”
Ulyana pulled the cuffs out of the rear waistband of her skirt. “Forged travel documents, records of women bought and sold, and the front operation. We’ve got it all documented.”
He looked defeated, but not enough. “That house is probably a bloodbath by now. Those deaths are on you, Pussycat.”
A shudder took over her entire body. He’d been calling her that in private ever since she’d had to break down and fuck him.
Tossing her cuffs to Ernst and still keeping her barrel aimed at the center of Roman’s mass, she heard the local reinforcements pile into the room. “Two suspects. One injured seriously. Don’t get in a hurry on his account, though.”
One of the Boston cops pushed her right arm down. “Easy, they’re neutralized.”
“Any word on the other op?”
“We cut all radio traffic on our channel before getting in here, but it didn’t sound pretty.”
Static and gunfire filled her head. “Six down, we need medics! West-most block on Marlborough Street!”




Glass rained from a second story window as Stan ducked Vera behind Ulyana’s Volkswagen. The last of SWAT detail poured in as every other person standing around took shelter.
Jesus! The sound of explosions, shots fired, and vague screaming filled the street. Between the cries of agony and barked orders, Stan couldn’t tell which side would come out on top.
Leagues out of his own element, he almost tried to call Reiko.
But what if she’s hiding and I just give her location away? The total powerlessness felt worse than imagining what might be happening less than a hundred feet away.
Stan looked over the hood as the pandemonium eased up. She was covered in all kinds of dust and the usual makeup job had smeared to mud, but Nell had made it out, at least.
He left Vera behind, rushing the perimeter and breaking through with no trouble. His youngest model had made it outside, but she was still far from safety. Officers limping out sure weren’t helping the girl out.
Stan took her by the hand. “Come on!” Nell’s feet dragged down the first stair. Fuck this…
Cradling her behind the knees and shoulders, Stan felt Nell tremble in his arms like a scared child. He made it over to the first ambulance that didn’t have a shot cop behind it.
One of the EMT’s took her from his grasp and eased Nell down. Stan crouched to eye level. “What about the others?”
Nell sobbed back what she could. “Kaitlyn, she’s...”
“She’s what?”
“…still in there.”
He felt a little relief, at least knowing she was alive. But another round of rapid-fire shots brought him back to reality.
“And Reiko? Audra?”
One gloved hand tried getting Stan out of her face. “I don’t know, I never saw them in there.” Uncontrollable shaking took her over again. “Stan, what happened?”
He told her the only thing he could truthfully say. “I fucked up.”




Strike team members kept piling out in various states of injury and shock.
Stan watched from the nearest point in the barricade until the body bags started coming out on stretchers. He didn’t even hear the car doors slam behind him.
He feared the worst, knowing Reiko, Audra, and Kaitlyn should have been taken out for medical attention already. Fuck. I let this happen.
Ernst’s voice tightened Stan’s fists where he stood. “Eleven dead, eight wounded. All casualties from gunshots, save for one sprained ankle.”
He turned around to see Ulyana even closer. “Well?”
“You can breathe. All the girls are alive.”
Enough weight lifted that Stan felt like he could float. “How badly are they hurt?”
“They’re still trying to talk Kaitlyn out of a closet. Reiko probably saved Audra’s life, though. Outside of a few scratches and blood exposure, they’re fine.”
Stan almost broke his tailbone falling onto the pavement. “Roman? Victor?”
Ernst hung up his call. “In custody. Ulyana put a round in the bastard’s arm for you.”
It wasn’t the torturous execution he’d hoped for, but it would do. “I guess I’ll be busy testifying for a while.”
Ulyana shoved a manila folder in Stan’s face. “And getting your business back on track. Nobody involved in your operation is getting charged, so it’s immune from the racketeering investigation. Congratulations.”
It didn’t matter. Especially once he saw Reiko emerge from the doorway.




O’Rourke’s seemed empty without his usual drinking buddy, but Stan was glad it was all over. The funds Roman had claimed as his own finally hit Bedroom Stream Productions’ account. That meant Stan could comp the girls for the weeks off he’d made all of them take.
Stan held his finger up. “One more, but I’m calling my tab.”
“A pitcher instead, and I’m paying it.”
He was still pissed at Ernst, but damn glad to hear his voice again at the same time. Ulyana by his side made the reunion even better. “Ballsy of you to show up again.”
“That’s why I brought back-up.” Ernst and Ulyana took the stools on either side of him. “How many have quit?”
Stan couldn’t help grinning to himself. “None of them, actually. After the whole mess got explained to them, every single girl promised to come back.”
Ulyana nudged his side. “I’m sure three weeks of paid vacation had something to do with it.”
Maybe. “Nell had the worst time of it, but she’s doing alright. A bullet hitting the floor inches from her head made her grow up all of a sudden.”
Ulyana grabbed the pitcher’s handle from the bartender. “And Vera?”
“Willing to join the team, first thing when we start working again next week.”
“Good.” She filled Stan’s pint-glass and passed it his way. “From all the testimony she’s given, an armed guard around the clock was the least we could arrange.”
“And two at the door of the apartment. How long do we have them?”
Ernst reached around for the glass Ulyana poured him. “Until the whole ring is in custody. Give it a few months. Some of these bastards think they’re still flying under the radar.”
“Now I know why you two are still in Boston.”
Ulyana started filling her own glass. “The investigation and trials will carry on for at least two years. We’re not going anywhere for a while.”
“Good to know.” Stan slammed back a third of his beer and then pulled a cigarette out. But he didn’t light it. “Here you go.”
Audra snatched it from between his fingers. “Ernst, it’ll be about twice the tab you’re used to.”
Sitting next to Ulyana, Audra wasn’t keeping her buzzed honesty on the down-low. “Stan told me about how you saved our asses. Thanks, I guess.”
Between the reserve funds, transfer of the studio’s ownership to Stan, and the complementary security detail… It looked like the upcoming return to business-as-usual was inevitable.




Stan blew his smoke toward the vent fan he’d had put in his office’s window. It kept the rest of the condo smelling normal enough, assuming Audra and Nell didn’t pile in for a smoke break at the same time.
A knock on the door pulled Stan away from the upcoming ad budget. Every single girl would resume streaming the next night, but he could spare a couple of minutes. “What is it?”
Reiko entered, waving the secondhand smoke away from her nose like it hadn’t spread through the air already. The yellow top and black skirt weren’t any pieces he recognized from her wardrobe, but that tends to happen when you’ve got girls who take it all off for money living in your place. “We’re all here.”
“Shit, I almost forgot.” Team meetings were the kind of management bullshit he’d only seen at dead-end jobs, but Stan knew everyone had to be checked on and placed on the same page. “Alright, give me a minute and I’ll see everyone in the living room.”
Smiling as she backed out of the door, Reiko had one last bit of news. “The good news is, all five of us are still onboard.”
Nell and Audra had taken it worse than the others, only getting back to something like their ‘normal’ selves in the past week. Stan wouldn’t have blamed any of them for ducking out.
But that was the difference between himself and Roman. These girls weren’t a means to an end, or just employees. Without them, he’d have no studio. And without him, they’d have had no freedom at that point.
To hell with it. Stan closed his browser window and spreadsheet. The back-end stuff could wait.
Stepping into the hall, it sounded like a couple of them were running across the apartment. It sounded like Kaitlyn was trying to whisper, “Sit it down, he’s coming!”
Like he’d been lulled into complacency by the time off, Stan didn’t expect what was around the corner.
All five of them were scattered around the living room. Matching yellow tanks with the studio’s logo and black miniskirts made it seem like a goofy publicity shot was about to happen.
And even Vera was there, answering the open invitation Stan had offered to keep her old job under ‘his’ banner.
“I’m not mad, but you all shouldn’t have spent the money on this.”
Kaitlyn marched to the kitchen as Stan took it all in. She came back seconds later with a cake sitting atop one hand, two pitchers of beer held in the other.
Audra spouted up first. “You made sure we kept getting paid, so it’s the least we could do.”
The fact that none of them called him Boss since that incident settled in. “I mean, I’m happy we’re all on the same page here, but I’m still your employer.”
Reiko trotted forward. “No, you’re more like our agent and caretaker. That’s the opposite of a glorified pimp.”
He knew it was true, blushing to himself. “I guess it’s back to business as usual, without the mafia drama.”
Kaitlyn set the ‘offerings’ on the coffee table. “Even when shit hit the fan, you were only worried about everyone else. I mean, you could have kept all that extra money and ran this place like Roman had. We know you’re looking out for us.”
He’d done exactly that with Kaitlyn, but the looks on every other face confirmed it. “It’s what I’m supposed to do. Don’t thank me for it.”
Vera rose from the couch, almost hiding her lack of panties. “Actions matter. You proved you’re worth trusting in a couple of hours, far more than Roman and Victor had in a few years.”
Reiko stands back up, leaning against his arm. “We all agreed to one rule Roman had.”
“And that is?”
“The boss gets to use all the talent.”
For her to say that, after all the turmoil and hell it caused between them…
“No, I won’t make anyone do it.”
Reiko wraps her arm around his. “But what if we all agreed to it, on our own?”
Stan wants to act modest, but he knows what’s about to happen. What the fuck am I doing? Even someone who’d actually grown a moral spine like he had couldn’t turn down a Letters to Penthouse situation, in his own damn penthouse.
It was time for some fun.
“Starting tomorrow, I’m doing a VIP bonus for whoever pulls in the highest percentage of new subscribers every month. Since we haven’t been working, and a new month starts tomorrow...” Every eye in the room hung on his words. “Whoever makes me finish gets it for this month.”
The fact that he only had enough funds left to make it a shadow of the planned reward didn’t matter. Stan almost felt the urge to run as each one of them got ready to pounce.
Audra and Vera closed in first, being all about the business-end. Reiko wasn’t far behind them, shoving herself between those two.
But the sneak attack from behind proved who the true mercenary was. Nell’s PVC boots tangled around his legs like a bola chain. Kaitlyn rushed forward and landed in his lap before he’d stopped rebounding on the cushions beside Nell.
Reiko wasn’t about to stay left out, and she knew what Stan liked to see. Putting and arm around Vera and Audra’s waists, she made a point of holding eye contact with him until those two were blocking her face with their own.
She wants me to think about her the whole time Nell and Kaitlyn are on my dick. Nobody said camgirls had to be dumb to do their job.
Stan tried to level the playing field, focusing on the redhead and bratty goth writhing all over his body. Nell bit his earlobe from the side as Kaitlyn rocked herself on top of his zipper.
Fingers eased down to his belt. He couldn’t tell which one of them was doing it, but someone had already undone the buckle and started on the button.
A few moans and giggles from the loveseat across the table almost tempted him to look around Kaitlyn.
Kaitlyn invaded his mouth as Nell wrapped her own over his cock. Something about getting shared by a barely-legal goth chick and a redhead with just the right amount of seasoning struck him just right.
Knuckles pressed against Stan’s chest and then shot upward. The sound of Kaitlyn’s tank top whipping over her head came through clear enough.
Stan couldn’t help taking hold of her tits with all of both hands. The heat and effort on his shaft wasn’t coming from her, but it didn’t matter. Two pleasing him at once, with all the benefits of one giving her entire self to him, washed over Stan.
He squeezed Kaitlyn on the verge of too hard as Kaitlyn tore her mouth away from his. “You were moaning. Is she that good at it?”
Nodding, he expected Kaitlyn to respond.
Instead, she got right to ducking behind Nell, pulling the black, pleated skirt down from the youngest model’s hips.
Nell started to hum into his dick as he watched Reiko and Vera go to town on Audra. A light whimper forced him to look down. Kaitlyn was already working Nell from behind, at least two fingers strong.
A Japanese girl and a Latina going to town on a blonde… Redhead, goth, lesbian, brat… He knew the little party going on was kinky keyword heaven. It was just a crying shame he wasn’t recording it. For the clicks and for his own enjoyment later.
The goth pounding the back of her throat with himself hit critical mass Especially once Kaitlyn had Nell squealing, vibrating his cock from base to tip.
Kaitlyn worked herself harder between Nell’s legs as Reiko and Vera used one of their hands on Audra, the other on themselves.
A grand six-way would pull in one hell of an audience, or at least get us featured. Stan was sold on making this a thing at least once or twice a year. And it’d have to get even better if he could recruit more girls later.
Nell sucked even harder, cradling his sack with one hand as the other gripped the base of his shaft.
Stan leaned back, taking it all in. Moments like this were meant to be savored. Or at the very least, committed to memory with all a man has.
His attempt to lock in the feeling to relive on his deathbed got cut short. Nell couldn’t hide how close she was to coming as Audra started going apeshit on the other side of the coffee table.
The breaking point finally hit Nell. Her voice buzzed against his skin, forcing the back of Stan’s head against the cushions.
Riding it out as silently as he could, Stan knew she trying her best with that pierced tongue to finish him off. But he was nowhere near finished. He was too jaded and used to this kind of shit.
He expected Kaitlyn to take over as Nell’s cries trailed off. Instead, his former girlfriend stepped away and pulled Vera over. Audra came under Reiko’s effort alone, well before Vera could even get to him.
Stan hadn’t even touched the new girl yet, having seen her past work. It had made for some lively ‘research’ breaks.
Vera dropped her panties from under the black skirt. The equally dark silk glided down her legs until she stepped out of them. Her choice of socks and sneakers was less formal than the others’ choices, but Stan kinda liked the cheer practice look on her.
Her knees hit the couch around Stan. With his cock already out and rigid, her slit pressed against the underside. Her lips split, upper and lower, giving him the kind of private dance men really wish strippers could give.
The light scratch on his tip reminded Stan of the trimmed racing stripe she’d had in her videos. Our fans hate any kind of decoration down there. But he knew it wasn’t the time for that discussion.
Vera’s arms wrapped around the back of his neck. Pulling herself up, it let her prime Stan’s tip for its premiere entry.
Stan believed he could predict how a pussy could feel, but Vera’s soft, ribbed texture inside took him off his guard. Mother of God.
Even with her ‘experience,’ Vera felt every bit as tight and fresh as a sheltered coed freshman. As she sank herself lower, he felt the first half of his cock pass through the narrow passage and into the roomier bit where the deep, grinding magic happens.
And Vera knew exactly what to do with it. One shift of her hips slid him around in her, grinding the sensitive head. Stan felt like he was ready to melt within seconds.
Her riding game was as strong with a man as it was with a toy. Using her arms to pull, legs to push, and hips to swerve, Vera knew how to drain bank accounts and balls.
Stan knew he wouldn’t last long. With every dip and weave, Vera had herself wetter on the inside than a water balloon.
He didn’t know how to take it, especially once her voice dipped into the accent Vera had always tried to hide until then.
“That’s it, Papi.”
Fucking shit! It was clear she knew the end-game, and being the only one he hadn’t fucked yet had given her the clear advantage.
She hugged tighter, swirling herself in an orbit that gave him a case of diamond dick.
Stan couldn’t help groaning, but it was time for a switch. Not that he wanted it to end, then or ever.
Vera had to know he was trying to push her off. Dropping one of her arms, she tried reaching for her clit.
Grabbing the wrist, Stan forced her to stop. “Don’t think you can go swooping in here and win, just like that.”
She gave him a forward jolt of her pussy. “You’re an ass.”
“And you’re a good lay.” He let go and moved his own hand down her stomach. He locked eyes with her after a few good rubs that made her shiver from hips to neck. “You won’t need the damned bonus to live like a queen.”
Vera shot her head back. “Oh fuck!”
One-on-one, she’d be fucking dangerous. Like she could tame any man she wanted to dig her claws into. Quite the asset for his own stable.
Vera kept getting louder and tried to catch him up to herself. Changing it up with a motion Stan could only call ‘the sidewinder,’ she almost pulled the stunt off.
“Sorry, this would have worked a few weeks ago.”
Stan had gotten used to having a buffet of whatever kind of girl matched his taste on any given night. And in any combination. Vera would add one hell of a spicy kick he wasn’t complaining about.
“If I last until it’s your turn again, you’ll win, no doubt.”
Vera didn’t seem capable of giving a damn. Another hard pass at her clit had her on the cliff’s edge. Which is where Stan wanted her to get stuck.
His fingers stopped, forcing her to mutter at the ceiling, “Vete el demonio, puta madre...”
Stan knew it was something like “Go to hell, motherfucker.”
But he also spoke enough Spanish to get by here. “Cabrear, perra.”
Vera looked down smirk back at him before her eyes rolled up.
We’re gonna get along just fine. Like she’s Nell rolled into Kaitlyn, with the toned body of a sex deity.
Feeling like he’d given Vera as much, if not more of a chance than the brat had, Stan forced his ass against the cushions until he pulled himself out of her.
“Alright, switch!”
Vera stared back at him. “This really is a game to you, isn’t it?”
“Yeah, and you just got too cocky.”
She grinned back. “Promising a bonus for making you come… Now that is how you motivate a sex worker.” Vera kept looking at him crossways. “But it doesn’t make you any less of a cabron.”
Stan knew exactly what it meant, but it didn’t matter. He was more than happy to see Audra line up for the next shot.
After Vera rejoined mini lesbian orgy, Audra stood with her arms on her waist and leaned into his ear. “I guess you noticed already, but she’s kind of a bitch.”
Stan couldn’t keep himself from smiling as he got up. He gave Audra a light tap to the face before pushing her onto all fours, Stan says, “You’re not wrong.”
He was ready to dive straight in. The smallest bit of alignment and a nudge to the side on that strip of blue fabric set the table. All Stan had to do was barge in.
Audra jerked her head back, barely meeting her eyes with Stan’s. She’d turned into Stan’s closest adviser, despite her past ties to Roman. Something like a friendship, with one hell of a benefits package.
Stan heard Nell going insane behind him, like Reiko and Kaitlyn had been going at her for a while. The ambiance wasn’t hurting Audra’s chances.
The curve of Audra’s ass narrowing into the small of her hips. It gave him the ideal place to put one hand. Stan reached around her body with the other,  hooking her lip with a finger.
Both of their bodies crashed with a pop even louder than Nell’s usually grating voice. When she wasn’t bitching, the girl’s voice could pop boners by default. Infinitely more so when she’s on the verge of coming herself into a stupor.
Stan matched his own speed to the wailing. Audra’s cries joined in, warbling in and out of pitch with Nell’s.
Feeling her waist tense up, Stan pushed himself deep, grinding his cock to hit as much of her cunt as he could. Then he planted one foot on the couch, rising himself until his shaft aimed for the roof of Audra’s pussy.
Her shoulders trembled as he lets go of her lip. Grabbing the back strap of her bra under the tank top for leverage, Stan pulled back until he accidentally loosened the clips.
Stan let go and pushed down on her ass instead, letting himself thrust harder, even if a little slower. The new positioning hit all of Audra’s buttons just right, like her own cheat code.
Taking hold of the heels of her pumps, Stan kept hammering until Audra’s buried her face in the corner between the arm and backrests. Now that her body was locked in place, in that ideal pose for her own bliss, Stan cracked himself into her.
Audra’s whimpers made it through the upholstery, driving him to jam himself as deep as possible again. It’d have been plenty to make him come in minutes, but Stan wanted to get inside all of them within the same night, more than anything.
One of her platform heels loosened. Stan pushed it upward until it clattered against the floor. Gripping harder around the arch of her foot, his knuckles pressed into her ass.
The sublime glide of her passage along his dick made his breath come out in grunts. Sweat beaded and nerves tingled.
He barely made out when she tried to say, “That—” Audra trailed off for a second before belting out, “Right fucking there! God!”
Audra had demanded Stan rough her up like a discount whore every time. Not in the BDSM way. Just in the grand tradition of aggressive, makeup smearing sex.
The true cruelty was yet to come, though. Feeling her draw up, Stan pulled out of his personal blonde mid-scream.
“Next!”
Stan admired the broken mess he’d made her. Lifting the skirt, he caught Audra bracing for the slap. Instead of whipping it against her rear, he put his hand between her thighs.
The smack at her cunt forced another cry. The flurry of encores kept Audra teetering on the edge for a couple more seconds.
Hands pressed around his sides from behind. Stan didn’t know who it was. Not that he cared too much.
Backing up until a forehead presses against the center of his shoulders, he knew it was Reiko by height alone.
She knows I can’t make it obvious and let her win. Not that he intended to toss her the game. “You get the same time as everyone else. Sorry.”
Reiko pouted a little as he turned around. Her chin ducked and her eyes blinked with that ‘use me’ look.
“Not gonna work.”
She pulled the yellow tank over her head and then dropped the skirt. As her hands danced up his shirt, Reiko barely asked, “Even if I’m the first one to take it all off?”
Stan knew he had four other girls, including the returned flame he hadn’t even put his dick in that day. “Whether you pull it off or not, it’s all on you.” He drops himself onto the couch, ass-first next to Audra, who was still recovering.
Reiko slid the bottom of the Barbie pink, matching set halfway down her thighs. She eased into his lap sidesaddle. Stan wondered if Reiko would face him or turn her back. She knew her way around both means of riding a dick.
Her feet rose together, inviting him to slide the fabric the rest of the way off. Stan took the chance as Reiko undid her bra. Same with her arms, she let it rest partway down until Stan took control.
Her hand grasped his cock and pressed him inside, still facing sideways.
It wasn’t the most creative position, but he had to give her points for it. Fucking her as she lied on her side had always been a favorite of his, but a ride in the same orientation was letting her grind is pelvis to nothing.
She’s always been the kind of bitch who holds something back. Not that he didn’t admire that about her.
Audra finally got up from her favorite kind of abuse. Reiko stood at the same time, leaving Stan with the bitterness of his own medicine. “That’s all you get for now.”
Kaitlyn took Reiko’s place before Stan could realize she was there. Sitting in his lap and crossing her legs, she pressed her hands against the top of her thighs and shrugged. It was clear she wasn’t in a hurry to begin her turn.
Stan couldn’t figure out what she was playing at. “The fuck is this?”
Reiko’s hands drifted down his shins. Once she got to the cuff of his pants, she went inside and coursed them back up as Kaitlyn twisted herself around until her back was facing him.
One lick at his sack revealed the truth. “Working together and splitting the bonus?” He saw the other three whip their heads his way. “Smart.”
Nell was far more pissed than Audra or Vera. “You fucking traitor!”
Stan laughed as Kaitlyn guided him inside. Reiko kept lapping her tongue around his nuts and hilt. “A double-cross and a swerve. I’m not even mad.”
Kaitlyn leaned back as hard as she could, nuzzling her lips against his jaw. “When it’s you, we’ve kinda got the home field advantage.”
Stan wrapped his arms around her chest as Reiko moved to Kaitlyn’s slit, making sure to keep herself flicking against Stan’s dick the whole time. He took hold of both tits, admiring the natural heft compared to Audra and Vera’s fakes. Not that he saw anything wrong with quality implants.
The underside of Reiko’s tongue kept patting against the bottom of his shaft. Judging by the way Kaitlyn writhed in place as she ground herself into him, Reiko had gotten some practice at eating a girl out. Yet another thing he couldn’t get mad about.
Kaitlyn craned her neck back until she bit into his earlobe. A hand traced his jawline from the other side. “Did you ever fantasize about this before I came back?”
Nightly. Including Reiko’s part. “Yeah.”
Her voice dipped a little lower. “Then why were you so awkward about it that one time?”
Kaitlyn had to be talking about his reluctance to do what came naturally, that first time she’d entered the apartment. She moaned against his ear a couple of times, daring him to fight the urge.
Stan closed his eyes as the licking down below stopped. More weight pressed against his ribs.
The sound of lips and tongues dancing it out next to his ear stripped what little resistance he had left. It kept picking up as he felt Reiko’s hands pass through Kaitlyn’s hair. A final smack of their mouths and a slow dip of the redhead’s hips opened his eyes.
Then his ‘official’ girlfriend’s voice delivered the killing blow. “Can we make the three of us a steady thing?”
Camgirls would come and go, even if he had a loyal bunch. “Like, permanently?”
Kaitlyn danced her entire body to each side like she had turned into a wave. “Mm-hmm.”
The Catholic remnants in his mind shot to reciting a fragment of a memorized prayer to a God he was up in the air about. We praise you and give you glory, for the wonderful things you do for us…
Reiko got in his face, smiling in that adorable way only a Japanese girl could pull off. “Well?”
A chuckle from deep in Stan’s core interrupted him. “Why not?”
Perhaps it was his reward for doing the right thing, even as a professional scumbag. Not that Reiko dropping back down to Kaitlyn’s slit wasn’t enough.
Her tongue followed the seam of his nuts, back to front. The juicy embrace of Kaitlyn’s pussy took in all of his cock at the same time, settling around the hilt.
Reiko cupped his package with one hand, massaging gently enough that even those expensive nails felt amazing. Her voice floated up, “You’ll come in her?”
Kaitlyn didn’t give him any quarter. She moaned out the tension from what Reiko’s tongue was driving through her body. “Pretty please?”
Stan didn’t care that he was fucking the one who still had every stitch of clothing on. What mattered was how she felt on the inside. And in that moment, she was begging him to come as if he hadn’t in months.
He wanted to announce it. With his mind frayed into millions of threads, Stan could only moan against Kaitlyn’s neck.
Reiko’s tongue almost vibrated against the clit and base of cock. It drove Kaitlyn onward, making her trap Stan in her deepest part. Her voice ramped up, picking up half an octave. “You wanna come with me?”
Stan nodded as best he could. Every breath was a fight.
Words from the other side of the coffee table didn’t register in his brain. Stan couldn’t process anything more than the heat and texture working themselves against his shaft and the dance of fingers just below.
Reiko gave him a light squeeze as Kaitlyn’s voice cracked. The lingering whimper snapped his will to hold back like a cheap pencil.
The first pulse where mouth and cunt met on his body spread through his loins. Holy hell!
Kaitlyn forced her mouth against his cheek. “Come in it!”
His jaw dropped open. A fresh grip on his sack matched up with its first twitch. “Fu-huck!”
The voice inches from his ear whimpered, “Baby, please...”
Stan’s legs tensed, lifting himself and Kaitlyn up by a fraction of an inch. Fully buried inside her, the first wave of climax jolted his system.
His voice shot out in a groan, matching the burst of the gift she had been begging him for.
Kaitlyn’s upper body pressed against Stan’s own as her feet came up. “I’m—”
Her pussy gripped like trap, locking him in for the second rope. Cream filtered down her passage, creeping between her walls and the shaft planted inside.
The last of Stan’s endurance joined the third shot. His arms went lip as his hands barely kept hold of her tits.
Shivering like a ball of tension, Kaitlyn wasn’t done moaning as Reiko left both of them to their moment. Stan felt her entire body jerk as she hit her peak on top of him.
Like she was begging for more, the slick tightness coaxed more eruptions until Stan felt like an empty husk.
Gasping and staring at the back of his eyelids, he felt the raw heat of Kaitlyn’s cheek rest on his own. Both of her hands tangled in his atop her breasts. He could tell she wanted to talk as much as he did, but neither of them had the sense or breath to yet.
Audra’s voice was barely comprehensible through the haze. “Now that’s how you make a guy come.”
You’re goddamned right it is… He started to shrink inside Kaitlyn as his pulse slowed to a semi-normal rate.
Reiko’s hands rubbed along his inner thighs as she said, “He’s always moaned and whispered both of our names in his sleep.”
I have? Not that he could dispute it. It had worked out in the end, after all.
Stan felt Kaitlyn’s body slack. When she finally got her feet off the couch, she kept her back and the side of her face pressed against him. “Tell me when you want to wake up in the morning.”
It was one hell of a curveball. “Why?”
“Reiko wants her chance.” Nell flicked the tip of her tongue behind his ear. “And when it’s time for lunch, which one do you want to join in?”
Fuck having done the right thing. I must have been a saint in a past life. Stan eased up with her, getting his first look at the rest of his girls. Vera, Nell, and Audra sat crammed on the loveseat, flabbergasted.
Kaitlyn let out her suggestion like it was poetry in his ear. “I think it’d be fun if you tied up the little goth girl again. Reiko’s got the hots for her, and I wanna see you fuck the bitch out of her.”
Stan began to make the sign of the cross on his forehead, finishing it on Kaitlyn’s breasts.
Between the money-machine of a camgirl studio, a luxury apartment he technically owned, and now this…
Not bad for one of Boston’s Irish, hoodrat townies.




LIKED THIS SERIES? I’VE ALREADY GOT ANOTHER WELL UNDERWAY.

HAREM PROJECT ALPHA

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 around his sister’s head. Between Janus and Cynthia, Holly stood bolt-straight with both hands to her side. Whatever they’d done to the carefree, casual girl he’d fallen for, he didn’t like it.
“So what’s up with Holly? She never acts like this.” In fact, Wes had expected her to do the diving into the elevator instead.
Ava backed away enough to make him nervous. “It’s not what Dad was taking, but they’ve had me give her these pills for a week. It’s been gradual, but she’s acted different ever since it started.”
And that was the one line Wes didn’t want to cross. “Old man! What the shit is this?”
The three of them turned in unison. “You knew both of them were coming. What’s the problem, mate?”
Staring Holly down, Wes noticed even more attentive discipline in his girlfriend. She wasn’t facing him out of confusion. Her stance was one of pure duty.
“She’s the least formal person I’ve ever met.” And for Wes, that was exactly what got him to fall madly in love with Holly. “If I knew you’d lobotomize my girlfriend, I’d have told you to go fuck yourself.”
Cynthia put a hand up, snapping her fingers in front of Holly’s eyes. And just like that, the girl Wes knew was back.
...Kinda.
* * *
And if his half-brother had, Wes knew he’d blab about it. “Then why don’t you tell me what I don’t know already? Six men with six women apiece, each giving them three children. Within a few centuries, humanity will be remolded. Anything important Mom hasn’t told me?”
As Janus stared daggers at Elena, she responded with nothing but a cold smirk. The mechanical chair drew closer. “It’s probably news to your mother, but based on our testing, she’s likely to live for hundreds of years. That goes for yourself, your sister, and any other children of Queen-Types.”
“So you wanted people running the project who’d live long enough to see it through. Is that it?”
“Exactly.” Janus motored himself to the edge of the metal lip between the room and the elevator. “And I’m sure you know why this ‘fountain of youth’ we’ve discovered can’t become known to the public. Imagine how much worse overpopulation would get if people lived for centuries instead of decades.”
“Roughly one year of aging after puberty, every ten years.” The implication almost slapped Wes’ jaw loose from his skull. “I can’t imagine living to be nearly a thousand years old, even though it’s possible for me.”
Janus wasn’t finished dumping more weight on his shoulders. “That’s the unintended consequence of the Patrem program and the resulting Queen-Types. Even though it was a genetic guidance program, we accidentally created several hundred demigods instead.”
* * *
“Ava told me what you signed up for. Now that you’re here, do you really plan on backing out?”
“Then I need to hear it from you, directly.” He backed away and folded his arms together. “Did you agree to play along with this, before Ava started dosing you with Succuba Gamma?”
Pure elation came over her face. “I didn’t believe her at first, and I was pretty nervous… But yeah, I knew I couldn’t risk losing you.”
“Even knowing all of the details?”
“Like having to share my man?” Holly didn’t lose a shred of that sparkle. “After a few days of the medicine, every doubt I had went away. If I’m your top girl out of six, wouldn’t that mean I’m that much more special to you?”
She’s fucking warped. Holly had always known about the kinds of parties tech executives held, and Wes was fully aware. Compared to the debauchery and playboy lifestyle untold fortunes could afford a guy like himself, he knew Holly was too good to throw away on a yacht orgy or anything else in that vein.
One more punch to his gut flew out of her mouth. “And we both know why we were even born in the first place.”
“Breeding stock.” Wes hated saying it outright, at least as much as knowing it sickened him.
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