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CAMGIRL HAREM

Stan watched Reiko slide her right hand under the front of her panties. Pale for a Japanese girl, the frilly, nectarine orange lace made her complexion that much more exotic. Same with the fuck-me red lipstick.

He watched the twitch under the fabric force her eyes closed. The waistline eased down, threatening to reveal pubic hair any second. But she was one of those rare Japanese girls who shaved it all off.

Reiko Yoshida knew how to drive a man wild without even touching him. Stan was no exception. But there was a damn good reason she was his favorite cam-girl.

If this wasn’t a business meeting in an office, complete with a grand view of downtown Boston, Stan would have had his own hand in his boxers. He looked over to Roman. “So, you think my girlfriend’s got what it takes?”

Sitting with one foot propped on a knee, Roman pressed a couple of fingers against his cheekbone as he kept watching. Finally, as Reiko’s whimpers began coming through the speakers, he made his intentions clear. “Honestly, I’m starting a new site. I don’t want her to join as a regular model.”

Stan’s heart sank through the dozens of floors below him, right to ground level. “I guess I’ll stop wasting your time, then. Thanks anyway.”

“I want Reiko to be our fucking anchor model, and you to run the whole site.”

No damn way… “You’re joking.”

Roman’s expression cooled like the wind before a storm. “She has potential, and you can do the monkey-work on the website, right?”

Stan knew he was about to get kicked in the balls, just by the look on Roman’s face. “I get it, we need to drill down on our niche.”

“I’m not about to bullshit. She’s not hitting the bullseye on the target market, as she is now.” Roman leaned a bit harder into his seat. “The creeps who go nuts over Asian chicks want them to be as loud as they are vulnerable. As a talent manager, you’re total shit.”

Well, fuck you, too. “Reiko does what the fans seem to like. I don’t tell her how to run her own streams.”

“So long as you keep the site running and let me handle the talent direction, the job is yours. It wouldn’t hurt to tell Reiko she needs to sound like a squeaky-toy, though.”

“Is it a salaried position?”

Roman dropped his foot to the carpet and scooted forward. “The business itself takes one third of all the income from every girl, and your salary comes out of that. Does two-grand a week, plus free board in the apartment it’s gonna run out of, sound good for a start?”

From near-poverty, to a decent salary for Boston, just like that. And that was one hot-shit perk, to boot. “Hell yeah! I’ll let her know you’re up for it.” And any place had to be better than their current hovel.

Stan pulled his phone out of his back pocket. He had to give Reiko the news, even if she didn’t respond that often during the later parts of the morning.

Their lives were about to change. Stan assumed it would be for the better. That was his first mistake.


A low buzz came from Reiko’s purse. She knew it had to be Stan, but she wished he’d memorize her class schedule.

Doctor Lehane scanned the lecture hall as he closed his notebook. “Any questions?” He gave it a long enough pause for Reiko to bend down in her seat. “If not, I’m assigning the third section of chapter five”

Reiko pulled the phone out and tapped the screen. Not to catch Stan’s message, but to record her assignment. With a stellar GPA on the line, she couldn’t let her work or her boyfriend take the highest priority.

With that done, she let the rest of the class file out of the rows.

You got the spot :)

Another message pushed it up her screen.

And the guy wants me to run the site for him. 100k/yr!

Reiko was about to roll her eyes. Then she realized that last bit of culture shock was still with her. One-hundred-thousand yen wouldn’t pay their rent for a single month. But a Japanese yen was worth about a penny in the United States.

Letting herself slip at the realization, Reiko’s ‘I’m-totally-not-here-on-an-education-visa’ facade slipped. “Yokatta wa ne!”

The dozens of pairs of eyes still in the massive room all turned her way. The blush of happiness at being the center of attention overshadowed her reaction to the news. Not that her public face could show that she enjoyed it.

But the usual rush between classes made the other undergrads ignore her in short order. Reiko had to read the message again, just to make sure.

“Something important, Ms. Yoshida?”

Reiko looked up, realizing she had been staring at her phone long enough for Doctor Lehane to make his way over. After putting her mask back on, she only had a hint of accent. “I’m sorry, sir. My boyfriend just got a very nice job.” And Reiko wasn’t about to explain her own ‘promotion’ alongside him.

Lehane smiled just enough to put her at ease. “Well, congratulate him for me, even if we’ve never met. I remember when I heard about getting my position.” While the campus wasn’t exactly Harvard, it was still one of Boston’s premier research universities. So not far behind.

Reiko smiled broadly and nodded as she stood. Slinging her backpack over one shoulder, she kept the phone gripped in both hands. “He’s had a rough time lately, and he didn’t expect to get an offer.”

“Even better. It took me a while to find a teaching slot, but persistence got me a dream position. Take him out and celebrate.”

They turned from each other at the same time. Reiko took a quick look back and answered, “As soon as I don’t have a test to study for, I will!” It was the one part of her the mask couldn’t hide.


Having the keycards for the place after signing a few documents, Stan was ready to give the new digs a look. Getting that four-grand advance from Roman to start things out had him ready to treat Reiko out instead. After she’d studied for her Biology 415 test, of course.

It took a while to find one of the few non-Italian places in the North End that still had an open reservation. He knew Reiko couldn’t stand anything with tomato or alfredo sauce, but the packed, raucous seafood bar was there to save his ass.

Reiko backed the clam away as soon as it touched her lips. “It’s raw.”

Stan took one of his own and squeezed a lemon wedge on it. Still alive, the creamy-tan lump twitched from the acid. “My dad still goes digging for clams and oyster picking every chance he gets. I’ll see if he’ll take us.”

The look on Reiko’s face told Stan that she knew it’d involve mud. As his girl of two years at that point, Stan already knew she hated getting dirty, to the point of showering twice a day. Reiko held the shell up again. “I owe it a try, I guess.”

Holding off until Reiko stopped wincing, Stan began forking his scallops and crab legs onto a plate for her. He knew he was in for more raw clam than any sane Bostonian should eat. “It’s alright. They’re an acquired taste if you didn’t grow up on them.” He wasn’t giving up that grilled corn, though.

Reiko dropped the shell in the metal bucket at the center of the table. “It tastes like sweet fish and tap water. Why don’t they steam them in sake here?”

Stan already knew a week in Japan would drive him up a rice-paper wall, which he assumed every building was full of. The mandatory politeness would set his Boston-Irish blood, straight out of Dorchester, to boiling over. As in, he’d crack and blurt out, “Ari-gah-toe, ya’ muthafucka’!” And you wouldn’t have wanted to get him started on the public bath houses that would turn him away for his tattoos.

But this was a happy night for him, so far, despite another one of Reiko’s cultural hangups. No more radiator that sounded like someone was beating it with a hammer at three AM, and no more worrying about bills… Best of all, he wouldn’t be leeching off Reiko’s cam-girl money anymore.

How she’d put up with him through two years of exactly that, he couldn’t figure out.


After walking almost a quarter-mile of Hanover Street, the sickly aroma of Italian restaurants and the memory of that one clam had Reiko on the verge of hurling. Plus, she hadn’t planned on walking several blocks. Otherwise, she’d have picked anything but open-toed heels, her need to be the center of attention be damned.

But she knew Stan couldn’t wait to show her the new place. Reiko wished he’d have shown her pictures already. Based on their current home, she didn’t expect much. Maybe fewer gunshots in the night.

Stan’s arm wrapped around the small of her waist as they waited for the signal to cross Commercial Street. The salty tang grew stronger than before, telling her they were headed for the waterfront.

As he kept his arm wound behind her, Reiko knew Stan was trying to make up for all his short-falls. Not that her boyfriend had any lack of them. If her mother discovered how low Stan was in society, Reiko knew she’d get years of shaming over it. Not to mention, the even darker hell she’d catch over her own gig as a cam-girl.

“Stan, is it close?”

He pointed at the very building they were in front of. “Yeah, but I don’t know where the residential entrance is.” The bottom floors, all shops and offices, didn’t give any clue.

A recessed entryway caught her eye. “Here, maybe?”

She watched as Stan punched at the keypad. 6-8-4-9 made something inside the door frame slap metal against metal. It did beat the front door of their place that couldn’t stand up to a credit card slide or a good kick.

Expecting the reek of mold and old carpet like always, Reiko’s eyebrows perked as breathed in the clean, filtered air of the building. “It smells… good in here.” And this was just the main hallway.

Getting into the elevator, Stan’s arm lingering around her torso, Reiko watched him punch the button for the top floor. And in Boston, five stories is tall.

Reiko felt Stan’s fingertips dip beneath the waist of her skirt as the doors opened. By that point, she didn’t mind. He’d done well, for once.

A few steps down an even fresher-smelling hallway was all that was left. She waited as he slid a card through the lock. One more clack of steel had it easing open.


Complete with hardwood floors, granite counters, and fully-furnished… The place was everything Roman had promised. And best of all, it was rent-free. Or so Stan thought.

As he opened the door to what he figured was the main suite, Stan noticed Roman sitting at the foot of the bed, one foot over a knee, just like before.

“Nice, isn’t it? I knew you’d swing by tonight.”

Stan gripped his arm even tighter around Reiko’s waist. Too many guys, and not just college neckbeards, saw her as easy prey. “Yeah, it’s more than what I thought. Is this two or three condos merged into one?”

“Well, it’s got six bedrooms and four bathrooms, plus a dedicated office space. I think it all used to be three units.”

On the North End waterfront of Boston, the mortgage on a condo like this had to flirt with eight-digits. “You’re gambling a lot on one model and the guy who runs her streams.”

“She’s a rare catch for someone in my business.” The way Roman eye-fucked Reiko made Stan pull her a little closer. “Asian, shaved, and able to chat in perfect English… Reiko, you’re one hell of an anchor model for me.”

Stan waited for Reiko to answer. The fact that she put her own hand over his own gracing the top of her stomach sent ice cubes down Stan’s back. Not waiting for her to take charge, he had to answer, “Well, let Reiko do her thing, and let me do mine.”

“I will.” Roman dropped that loafered foot on the floor again. “But as the guy signing checks, it’s only fair I get a live audition.”


Reiko didn’t understand the whole context of Roman’s demand, but she knew her clothes weren’t staying on. It didn’t matter that much. A live audience of one wasn’t any worse than an online crowd of hundreds. And after all, this apartment was the kind of place she could only dream of, even if she got into and aced medical school, and then landed a prestigious position.

The fact that Stan had pulled this off meant something to her. Reiko snuggled a little closer in Stan’s arms before she asked, “So, can I set my hours? I won’t drop my education for this.” Ever the focused academic.

Stan patted against her stomach. “Not one bit, baby-girl.”

She knew it was a lie, on some level. Stan didn’t use terms of affection, after all. “This is our home?”

Roman caught Reiko’s words before Stan could. “That depends. A deal like this needs side-benefits.”

Reiko drew back into herself, knowing exactly what Roman was asking, even if Stan didn’t. “Urusai, fuzaketa yarichin...”

The broad grin on Roman’s face only made Reiko’s eyes narrow a little more. “She’s got a little fight in her. I like it, and the viewers will too.”

Like every gust of Boston’s last winter hit her back at once, Reiko backed into Stan even harder as Roman stood up. “He’ll take the job, but I won’t fuck you.”

“I never planned on asking you to.” Stan and Reiko eased in unison as Roman turned his head and looked over the harbor. “But I do expect something in return for my generosity.”

Reiko felt Stan’s fingers grip around her wrists. Before she could throw out another string of insults, her boyfriend already had their answer primed and ready to go.

“She’s not putting out for you. Sorry, but that’s the line we draw.”

“Which is fine. Can you blame me for trying, though?” Roman planted his hand against the window, putting all his weight into leaving a mark. Reaching into a pocket with the other, Roman tapped a spot on his phone’s screen like it was instinct. “Ulyana, bring me the contract.”


Behind them, a door Stan hadn’t even been aware of opened. He kept his arms tight around Reiko’s waist as they turned.

With a Slavic accent, thick as concrete, Roman’s secretary handed him a thin stack of papers. “They will agree to it?”

“I guess we’ll see.” Roman turned around and held the sheets out, stiff enough that the pen in the middle of them didn’t fall. “Unless both of you sign, we can’t do shit.”

Ulyana was pretty cute in her own right, but Stan knew she was at least a few years older than himself. Thirty, at the very most.

“What’s my job? We haven’t talked about what I’m supposed to do, assuming we agree to everything.”

“Make sure the feeds keep running, recruit at least one new model a month to make up for turnover, and make sure the viewership grows. Your job is fool-proof, assuming you can do it.”

Everything but the recruitment was well within Stan’s expertise. “There aren’t many girls willing to do this. You know that, right?”

“Two hours of cam sessions will make more than two weeks as a barista. Run the numbers, and then tell me why it’d be hard to find new talent. I dare you.”

Money was there for the taking, assuming a girl was totally shameless. Reiko certainly was, for the right price.

“So what’s our niche? That’ll give me a starting point to work from.”

Roman flashed teeth that were too damn white to trust. “Youth and being down for anything are what our ideal customers want. Look for worried chicks near any college’s financial aid office, if you’re that damn clueless.” It was the same motivation that got Reiko to start camming, months before Stan had even asked for her number, after all.

“I get it, but that’s a little scummy, don’t you think?”

“They could work a drive-thru and still end up in debt, if that’d make you feel better about yourself.”

“Fine.” Stan jerked the papers from Roman’s hand and started eyeing the first page over Reiko’s shoulder. “Give us until morning to read this and think it over. If we agree, I can have this back by noon.”

The hint of victory in Roman’s grin sent the basic, reptilian instincts in Stan’s brain on high alert. But this apartment, the income, and breaking out of the endless cycle of too little money to get them through too much month…

Unless there’s something either of us can’t agree to, we’ve gotta take this shot. “Go ahead and expect me here at twelve, sharp.”


Reading the contract at the folding card table, Reiko had one part she didn’t quite understand. Marking it with a highlighter, she knew she had to get the full context. Finally giving up on trying to parse it out, Reiko stood up. Stan would know what it really meant. Hopefully.

Tapping her knuckles against the hollow door to their bedroom, she gave the proper couple of seconds before entering. “Stan, I have a question.”

“Performer parties shall agree to physical acts which involve other performers and partners.” He already knew the line. The crease on Stan’s forehead didn’t hide his own worry about it.

Reiko would agree to a threesome in a heartbeat, so long as it got her what she wanted. Outright violating that agreement she had with Stan wasn’t it, though. “Roman only mentioned finding other girls for cam-shows. I don’t mind that.”

“...and partners...”

Reiko knew Stan would have more trouble with it than she would. “Does it mean performing partners, or business partners?”

“Hell if I know.” He tried to look confident and defiant. Tried. “But we can’t turn the money down.”

“You should have an attorney look at this.”

“With what cash? I already took an advance from Roman, and if we don’t sign, I have to reimburse him.” Reiko watched Stan jam his fist against the bed. “I guess I got too excited, but we can’t afford to spend what we’ll have to pay back, just to find out this is a terrible idea.”

It was rare of her, but Reiko knew she’d have to hold off studying until she had her man at ease. “Whatever happens, I want this to work.” By that, she meant the new income stream, but she was fine if Stan mistook it to mean what they had together. ‘Undying love’ was a bit of a stretch for Reiko’s definition of it, but her eyes weren’t prone to wandering.

Reaching down to put his shoes back on, Stan didn’t even look her way. “I can’t tell you what it means, exactly.”

She knew where he was headed. “So you want me to decide...”

“What else can I do? I won’t force you into something.” Reiko didn’t know how to interpret it. Either Stan was leaving her own agency up to herself, or he was an indecisive, trapped fool.

She already had an idea of which way Stan was going with it. Taking enough steps forward to get his attention, Reiko eased the straps of her dress off her shoulders. “O’Rourke’s isn’t the best place to think it over.”

“There’s always some low-rent attorney working on killing his liver this time of night, though. I figure a draft isn’t much to pay to get one line clarified.”

The apartment’s air that was always a little too cold made Reiko suck in a breath. But it accomplished the other thing she wanted. Rubbing her breasts as the top hem of fabric dropped, Reiko knew she was about to get her way.

Stan wasn’t having it, though. “I’m not joking. I’ve gotta figure this out before we do something stupid.”

She knew he was street-wise enough to stay cautious, but Reiko didn’t want him stumbling in, drunk and horny as hell at the ass-crack of dawn. “Give me ten minutes. Then you can go out.”

At the very least, it’d get him off ahead of time.


Dock workers and the usual regulars were all Stan found. After his third pint, he knew the folded sheets in his pocket would be his own to interpret. Raising one finger toward the bartender, he knew what the night was gonna be about. “Two more.”

After getting his drinks and watching the heads dissipate, Stan felt a heavy presence take up the stool to his right.

An accent greeted his lack of attention. Scandinavian as all hell. “What hides in the snow, emerges in spring’s thaw.”

Stan’s tolerance wasn’t without practice, at least when it came to booze. “So, how long is your ship docked in the harbor?” His bullshit tolerance still needed work though.

“Would you believe I already know why you drink tonight?”

“This is lower Boston, fella. You’ll get run outta town pulling shit like this on a Thursday night, fast.”

“Then I will see you in North End again.”

As the stranger got up to leave, Stan nearly toppled both mugs as he grabbed at the stranger’s arm. “Hold the fuck up. How’d you know I was there earlier?” Taking hold of a shoulder instead, Stan realized the guy wasn’t the monster type of Swede he was used to.

With a quick smile and a swoop back into his seat, whoever this guy was, he wasn’t fucking about. “Ernst Rasmus Kjellson. Stanley John Flaherty. These two men should get acquainted.”

Instead of running the second stein upside Ernst’s temple, Stan eased it over. “Well, get to talking.”

Ernst flipped Stan a cigarette. “I know you do when you’re here, and this bar pays off the code enforcer. Reiko won’t mind, I think.”

Stan couldn’t help grinning as he tilted his first sip. Setting the heavy glass back down, he figured it was time to probe the guy’s limits. “You know a lot for a meatball-gargler I’ve never met.”

“Don’t try. I know enough not to get in a fight with a townie.”

“Smart.” Stan had grown up close enough to Dudley Square to know more than enough of the usual drunks to count on backup. “Now, tell me what the hell you’re getting at.”

“If you sign that contract, you will get your money and that apartment.” Before Stan could swallow the next mouthful of lager, Ernst carried on, “But Roman isn’t being completely honest with you.”

Forcing down the gulp, Stan felt his chest expand as he put the cigarette between his lips. With a quick glance to his side, he had to ask, “How do you know so damn much?”

Ernst reached into his own pocket and drew out a business card. “I don’t expect you to sign a contract.”

Fucking INTERPOL? “What kind of shit is this?” Stan reached across the bar and grabbed an ashtray, still processing what he’d just seen. “You’re fucking with me.”

“If you tell Roman about this, that secretary of his won’t see the next day, and you will get charged with witness tampering. Understand?”

Now Stan needed that cigarette, along with another right after. “I guess I’m not signing my name. Fuck that.”

“No, you should. As the secondary business partner, Roman wants to set you up as the fall-guy after he disappears. But if he is arrested, you control the assets.”

Another urge to slam a glass against Ernst’s head welled up. “Reiko’s not just a piece of ass to me.”

“I know, but does she feel the same way about you?”

Stan put his feet on the floor as he slid down. “Say what now?”

Ernst didn’t seem bothered by the mass of heads turning their way. “Calm down. I’m giving you an opportunity to take Roman’s place as the head of his ‘business,’ and a chance to help put away a man with warrants across four continents, with charges he won’t crawl out of.”

“I need proof.” Stan waved his hand to defuse the gathering crowd. “You tell me what this is, or you’re about to have every pool cue in this bar up your ass.”

Pulling a folder out of his wool peacoat, Ernst sat it on the bar top in front of Stan. “Sign the contract, or don’t. I couldn’t care less, because I can always find Roman’s next rube.”

“But I can’t tell anyone about this.”

“Not even Reiko. But you have to admit, every new voice in this conversation makes it deeper.” Ernst slammed back the last half of his pint in one go. After wiping his mouth, he handed the bartender a card. “His tab’s on me. Hold the card and let him keep drinking, if he wants.”

What the fuck is with this guy? Stan caught up, downing the rest of his own pint. But when he looked around, the front door had just finished closing.

Waving his finger as the bartender caught his eye, Stan passed the empty mug away. “No, I’m keeping my brains about me tonight.”

Taking the fiver from between Stan’s fingers, the old bastard couldn’t help smiling back. “He’s been around here a few times, but nobody’s took him up on that offer. I think you should, because those other guys never showed up again.”

Pulling the bill away right before the tender could snatch it, Stan asked, “So you know something I don’t?”

“Just who stops showing up after talking with the fucker.” The bartender’s glace at the INTERPOL card in front of Stan sealed the knowledge. “I don’t know the real story here, but you might as well try doing something different from everyone else who fucked up before you.”


Reiko heard the bedroom door shut. Expecting the yeasty reek of one of Stan’s semi-regular binges, she pretended she was out cold.

But the sad, drunken attempt at cuddling never came.

As much as she wanted to turn around and ask what had happened, she figured Stan had worked his own problems out. That is, until she felt him tossing well into morning.

Hoping for the best and expecting a text right in the middle of her classes later, she wasn’t ready to ask Stan what had been keeping him awake. For her, it was supposed to be another day in a foreign country. At worst, Reiko assumed she’d hear they’d have to pack up their things the following weekend, if only to move into a better place.


Less than a minute after the lecture ended, Doctor Lehane was right up Reiko’s ass again. As great as the new apartment had to be, she knew better than to think the contract she’d signed that morning would have consequences. “More good news, Ms. Yoshida?”

It was better than that. The furnishings came with the place, so at most, they’d have to move their closet, pantry, and personal items. The slumlord who owned their current place could worry about their old shit. Still, that kind of question was downright rude, in Reiko’s mind.

The customary kindness welled up, as much as she wanted to tell her professor to fuck off. “We might be moving this weekend, so I’m sorry, I have a lot to do right now.”

“I don’t think the rest of the class will throw a fit if I push the test back another week.” Lehane stepped into the row of seats behind Reiko, massaging her shoulders in a way that stopped her pulse. “Right?”

Reiko knew Stan would take up for her, like always, but Lehane did hold sway over her future.

“You’ve been so stressed ever since this semester began, and—”

“Stop!” Breaking the biology professor’s hands away from her own body, Reiko stood up, whipping herself around to face him. “I know you think I expect perfect grades, but letting you touch me isn’t part of that.”

“You never talk like that when you’re streaming.” Lehane’s fingers laid back upon and then tightened around Reiko’s shoulders. “I get that your job is an act, but don’t pretend that your boyfriend can give you everything. Otherwise, you wouldn’t shove a piece of plastic up your cunt to get by.”

A little pulse of anger swelled in Reiko’s throat. “Stan just got us an apartment better than what you could ever get, adjunct professor.”

It threw Lehane back, for a second, anyway. “So you’re that kind of bitch?” Meanwhile, his fingers never stopped trying to slip under Reiko’s layers of wardrobe.

She already knew everyone else had left, and the next class wouldn’t start filing in for at least long enough for Doctor Lehane to take it too damn far. “You’re not paying for a private show, right now.”

“Do I have to? Grades matter when you’re aiming for medical school.”

Onore was the first word that came to her mind, but the English version came out of her lips instead. “Motherfucker.”

The fingers suddenly left her. “That’s fine. Just know who tips you well.”

That hint of laughter in Lehane’s voice gutted Reiko’s soul more than the very idea of telling her parents about her job. Suddenly, even moving into a luxury apartment didn’t matter. For her, a pound of pride couldn’t outweigh an ounce of shame.

The son of a bitch hadn’t just demeaned all of her effort so far. He was aiming a gun right at it’s head. And even worse, Lehane knew.


Stan pushed the contract across Roman’s bare desk. “Here. Both of us signed it.”

Flipping the first couple of pages back, Roman leaned against his chair. “Good. You’re both on-board, and you even had your ID’s photocopied. That gets a few minutes of bullshit out of the way.”

“So what now?” Stan was up for anything on his own end, but he wasn’t dropping trou himself for any paying perv to watch. And no other guy was taking his place in Reiko’s feed, either.

“I’m one of the business partners, so of course I get to share the talent pool.” Roman flashed those bleached teeth again. “Or will that be a problem?”

Asshole…

Pushing a few stray hairs back from his forehead, Roman almost leaned across the desk. “Well?”

As much as Stan wanted to shove the framed bat on Roman’s wall down the guy’s throat, he knew it would cost himself and Reiko everything. Ernst had better be telling me the damn truth. “Do I get anything, in return?”

One clap of Roman’s hands summoned his assistant after just a few seconds. “Even though you’ve already met, Ulyana, this is Stan. Stan, this is Ulyana.” Roman didn’t bother with anymore pleasantries. “You’ll get to know each other, well.”

Watching Roman stand up to leave, it was kind of a blessing Stan wasn’t paranoid enough to pack heat.  As the door shut behind him, as far away as it was, Stan couldn’t help thinking it was still slammed in his face.

Pulling a crumpled business card from his wallet, Stan scribbled out, ‘So, you know Ernst?’

Ulyana nodded and passed the card back.

‘How hard did I just fuck myself?’

Snatching the pen from Stan’s fingers, Ulyana then grabbed the card back and wrote just below his own handwriting, ‘Thoroughly.’ Stan waited as Ulyana scrawled out a longer set. ‘But cooperate, and you’ll get your revenge.’

Which would be great, on it’s own. But Reiko was involved. ‘I can’t let him fuck my girl.’

Ulyana smiled, almost in the same way Roman had. ‘Under actual law, the contract won’t hold. But under the law we operate on, right now? You don’t have a choice.’

Fuck! Stan pulled a sheet from the printer on the corner of Roman’s desk. ‘So how full of shit is Ernst? Can I trust him, or do we need to bail, right now?’

It didn’t take Ulyana long to jot out everything Stan needed to know. ‘At this point, INTERPOL is closing in on Roman. If you two back out now, he’ll know something is playing out. This shell company is yours, though, once we take him into custody.’

As much as Roman had already thrown at him, Stan knew he couldn’t turn it down. A luxury suite on the waterfront of North End, rent free… Not to mention the revenue a premium cam-girl network could take in.

Stan tried pushing the thought of Reiko’s face taking Roman’s dick back to the furthest reaches of his nightmares. The thought of his new boss outright fucking her was too much to conjure up. ‘I hate myself for it, but I’m game. Hopefully Reiko is too.’

Ulyana tapped at the face of what Stan thought was just a snazzy wrist-watch. As the glass flared into a screen, he knew Ernst had more than a bit of truth to his words. After a few swipes at the hidden smartwatch, Ulyana leaned into his ear. “Don’t worry. She will have sex with him, but it serves a greater cause.”

Not that it made Stan want to hurl any less. As Ulyana tossed their written messages in the paper shredder, he wondered how Reiko would take it. It wasn’t like she was as devoted as a wife to him, but even her solo shows bothered Stan, on some level.

And here he was, knowing his girlfriend was bound to fuck a wanted criminal. The worst part was, she hadn’t agreed to it.


Reiko still had a few blocks of walking ahead of her. Stan’s last text mentioned a ‘complication’ to the whole deal, but he hadn’t gone into specifics.

The trip from the new apartment to her university, and back, wouldn’t need all of the change-overs and blocks to hoof. That alone would save her hours every week.

As she heard the phone ding in her purse, she knew Stan was up to his usual indecisiveness. Pulling it out and swiping across the screen, she read, ‘I’ll be out front when you get there. We need to talk something over.’

As much as she wanted to avoid getting too slutty on her streams, Reiko had already resigned herself to it. Sex toys that shot fake cum were all the rage now, and Stan would just have to get over it.

‘You know it’s not real. I still don’t get why you’re so tore up about that.’

As another block passed, she stopped at the next crosswalk. Being the only person to wait for the signal, it gave her time to check his reply. ‘It’s not that. Roman wants the feed to go beyond all the way.’

It made her pause for a moment, almost missing the crossing light. Tapping her next message out, she was too caught up in her reply to register the shoulder giving her a passive-aggressive bump. ‘Then you’ll get to have some fun too. What’s the problem?’

Reiko dashed across as the countdown started. Safe on the other side, she kept going.

Her phone buzzed in her hand before she cleared the corner. ‘You don’t get it. Just meet me out front.’

‘Whatever.’

If Stan was about to blow this whole deal because of his insecurities, Reiko knew it’d be time to find her way out. Her parents couldn’t fund her rent and living expenses, even with her stream’s income pulling most of the weight. But surely there’d be some sugar-daddy, or at least a nerd who could run her feed, waiting to scoop her up.

At that point in her academic career, it wasn’t like she could back out. Medical schools expected solid records of performance, both in the United States, and especially in Japan, with their tilt toward admitting men over women with the same qualifications.

Plus, there was no way Lehane would know about the new feed. Just getting that lecher to drop his shit started to make the whole deal seem worth it.

I’ll listen, but Stan’s close to asking too much of me.


Stan watched the crowd pass by on Commercial Street, expecting Reiko to be the next to round the corner for a while by that point. Whether she fucks him or not, I guess that’s gotta be her choice. But he knew his acceptance of it was another matter.

Trying to frame it in a way that’d at least get him hard, Stan felt his prick shrink even more. A proud Irish hoodrat like himself wasn’t exactly the cuckolding type.

With too much grace for a girl who’d just transferred buses and walked all over Boston, the straps of Reiko’s milky-pink backpack framed her tits just right. While they weren’t the giant orbs Stan had always told himself he liked, he knew there wasn’t anything wrong with a good handful. That is, if he was the only guy enjoying them.

The look on her face told him everything he needed to know. Reiko had always been moody, but that hint of a scowl felt different. Fuck it. Might as well tell her the whole truth.

Before Reiko got close enough to avoid raising her voice, she asked, “Well, what problem have you got now?”

Stan grabbed a strap and pulled her into the alley. “Roman expects you to fuck him, during the first stream.” And probably for a lot of others.

He knew Reiko finally got the point text messages couldn’t get across on their own. Searching for words, she finally settled on, “Tonight?”

“If we’re launching right now… Yeah.”

Reiko dropped the pack from her right shoulder. “If he uses a condom, fine.”

Fucking WHAT? Stan got that Reiko’s arrangement with him had always been at least a little mercenary, but he couldn’t help balling up his fists. “Aren’t you gonna ask if I’m okay with it?”

“Stan, you know we can’t afford to fuck this up.” Reiko’s irises circled around. “Besides, when I get into medical school, do you think what we’ve already got can keep us going?”

The hard roll in her eyes gave him the last bit of context. “We’re either doing this, or you’re gone, right?”

“I never said that.” Not that she had to. The point was clear enough.

Ernst and Ulyana’s words drove him to the point of madness, the second he realized Reiko was about to dive right in. “I’m serious. Blink three times, and I’ll stop anything you’re not up for.”

She walked away, leaving him in the dim light of the alley. Stan wanted to punch the brick facade of the building, but he knew a shattered wrist wouldn’t do him any good.

Fucking damn it!


The previous night’s grand view of one of Boston’s premier waterfront neighborhoods had been blocked by curtains. Reiko knew why, and she was ready to get to work.

Stan followed in right behind her. If he doesn’t have a better way to pay the bills, and still wants to back out… Still, she eased herself back into Stan, if only to keep him shut up.

Roman’s voice echoed from a doorway. “You made it! Ready to start drawing in fans? I’ve got dozens of guys watching a countdown timer, as I speak.”

Reiko dropped her backpack by the door, assuming this already was her new home. Whether Stan tagged along or not would be up to him. “Yeah. Where’s my cam?”

Gesturing with both arms toward the room he’d just stepped out of, Roman got out of her way. “I’ve gotta say, after getting hold of your fan list, I think I saw at least half of their usernames waiting already.”

Fuck. GRider78 and Longquentin would be present as always, and very generous with the tips. Reiko only hoped the new level to her show would get the stingy viewers to pay up for once. It wasn’t like she wanted to show herself for free. Especially now that she knew getting away from Lehane’s eyes wasn’t likely.

Stan’s fingers clamped around her forearms as they entered the small, plain bedroom. The modern wood paneling of the rest of the apartment gave way to white walls and lights that felt like they’d cause a tan. If anything, it was clinical and isolating.

Walking toward the bed, Reiko eyed the monitor and dedicated video camera hooked right up to the computer. With the wireless keyboard and mouse sitting on the foot of the mattress, she admired how the setup was far from amateur-hour.

The chat had already flooded. With only two minutes left, she knew it was time to make some money. “You have toys?”

Roman stepped forward with a little too much enthusiasm. “Later. You won’t need any for this session.”

“So you really do plan on fucking me. Is that it?”

He answered by pulling his zipper down and waving Stan over. “He did well by not telling you the whole truth. It’s always better when it’s a surprise.”

The way Roman put his emphasis on that part made her skin crawl. As fine as she’d have felt about the idea, on her own, Stan had to be shitting bricks. “Protection.”

Roman tried to pass the oversight off as he began stroking his dick with one hand, reaching into his pocket with the other. Ripping the condom wrapper with his teeth, he spit out the shred of the foil-wrap before saying, “Of course.”

Dressed well enough for the ‘innocent, naive Asian girlfriend of your dreams’ angle, Reiko lied down on her stomach and then typed out her arrival to the chat. Within seconds, replies streamed in, pushing her own message past the top of the screen.

A few minor tips of five and ten dollars trickled in. She’d get pre-game money like that every now and then, but it kept coming. As the countdown ticked its final seconds, Reiko noticed the total on her dashboard. Triple-digits already, and the show hadn’t even started.

Giving Stan a crosswise glance, she noticed the mix of awe and fear in him. You always knew what we had between us. Or rather, what they didn’t have, aside from enough money to get by.


Sweating everything out in his palms, Stan couldn’t help being impressed with the constant chirp of tip notifications.

More chimes flooded the air as Reiko stripped from her top. Shit, Roman wasn’t just filling my ass with sunshine. By the time she had her jeans around her ankles, the noise was constant.

As she did the usual flirty chat thing, Stan glared at Roman. Not that his new boss was paying him any mind. Roman had hunger in his eyes, for money and Reiko herself.

Stan leaned close to the guy’s ear to keep from interfering with the show. “Just this one session will draw in what she gets in a week. I’m fucking impressed.”

Roman’s breath was almost too hot and dripping as he responded, “I know. She’s perfect for what my clients want.”

Watching the waistband of Reiko’s panties lift only enough to get her fingers in, now the tip noises couldn’t finish playing before another one started. All it did was drive Reiko into a frenzy Stan had never seen from her.

Jesus. If she doesn’t clear four-figures in the next ten minutes, just for herself, I don’t know what the hell to think.

Reiko stopped to tap a few words out. Even more money rushed in. At least a few of the fans knew exactly what they wanted.

As she aimed a digit right between them, Stan hoped his girlfriend had meant to point his way. But as Roman joined him in stepping forward, her finger gave that ‘come-hither’ curl. As yet even more pay announcements rang out.

Roman’s words almost burned against Stan’s ear. “They want to see her with two guys. That means we’re up.”

Stan felt the urge to scream, ‘Hold the fuck up!’ Casting his eyes back to Reiko, she wasn’t easing off the throttle one bit.

With the guy’s dick already out, shit had already gotten out of hand. But Stan had to give in and do it. Making his debut on the feed by reaching over to work the back hem of Reiko’s pink underwear with one hand, Stan fumbled with the front of his jeans with the other.

She rolled onto her back, opening herself up for a new kind of show. Even if the camera wouldn’t get the best angle, ding after ding toned out. It was either a batch of viewers who paid well for the hardcore stuff, or Reiko’s long-time fans were finally getting the show they’d been hoping for.

As Reiko slid the pair of panties toward her knees, Stan hesitated. She cast him a look that dared him to back out, with a heavy cost. “Well, I’m wet enough already. Do it.”

Roman taking position on the opposite side of the twin-sized bed and pulling his own cock out took years off of Stan’s life, right then and there.

Is she really about to—

She was. Staring in horror as she wrapped every finger around Roman’s shaft, Reiko forced Stan to ease forward. As his own tip went a little past her entrance, he knew exactly how worked up his main squeeze had gotten.

Sinking in, the heat and copious wetness took him in like a hot bath. The occasional wax-job Reiko gave herself had to have taken place that morning. There was no other way the skin around her pussy could have been that dangerously smooth.

Getting into the spirit, Reiko jerked enough to force Roman out of her mouth and then whimpered, “Just like that...”

Stan complied, whipping his hips back and then deep at her core again.

But as she rocked her head to the right position, Stan watched in a mixture of awe and jealousy when Reiko took every inch of Roman into her mouth again.


Stan’s jolting thrusts could have been a good sign, or a terrible one. Reiko wasn’t that worried about it, though. The constant ding of tips pouring in told her that this one show would equal a month of what she’d made before.

If he doesn’t like it, he can pay the bills himself. It had been her work that made Stan’s replaceable contributions possible. Not that he had a degree to earn on top of that, either.

Feeling Roman shove himself to the back of her throat, Reiko gave in to all four hands gripping different parts of her hair. Stan’s fingers held her by the end of her strands, as Roman pulled in the opposite direction, just above the roots around her temples.

Lapping up the hardness of their new boss, her tongue flicked along as she began moaning against every inch. She like to be used. But something about this differed from that fantasy she’d never revealed.

A jealous push from Stan’s hips got her to start grinding herself against him. Far from being apologetic about the whole mess, Reiko just wanted him to make her come. Any uncertainty either of them had about the new partner, they’d deal with later.

Punishing slaps at her face shocked her out of the growing bliss. Trying to scream and force back a gag at the same time, Reiko tried her best to keep it going.

Now totally demeaned, even more chimes of payment rushed in to reward her. The cocks pushing toward each other inside Reiko’s own body made her feel like she was a battleground. Not that it detracted from how great it felt, one bit.

Finally, she had to take a deep breath. Pulling her face away, Reiko glanced at the camera. Managing a slight grin as she jerked Roman’s entire length, an extra burst of payments rolled in like a storm.

It sparked a new drive in her.

Pulling her thighs toward her tits until her boyfriend was out as well, Reiko planted her hands against Roman’s thighs. Without saying a word, the new boss got the message.


Trading places with Roman, Stan wondered if he was about to hurl. There was no way in hell he’d let Reiko have a round with even his best friends. But there he was, about to watch his girl take another guy’s cock, right in the pussy and with zero reluctance.

Reiko looked up and smiled at him, having rolled onto knees and elbows dead-center in the twin-sized bed.

The constant buzz of tips rolling in had to be the cause. Or at least, that’s what Stan tried telling himself.

An even thicker cloud of fear and disbelief washed over him as Reiko asked, “You will let him?”

Fucking shit…

As Reiko surged forward and tried devouring his entire cock, Stan closed his eyes.

The sound of fabric whipping around pulled him out of it. Roman had torn the case right off one of the pillows. As Roman bridled the white fabric under Reiko’s hips, Stan wished he could have stroked out, right then and there.

Sucking in a pull of air as Reiko’s mouth whimpered into his member, Stan almost forgot that Roman was working his girl’s cunt from behind. The chak of a bottle of lube snapping open shot him out of it.

“You might wanna take her hands.” Roman massaged the clear liquid up and down his shaft, making damn certain Stan knew about it. “And don’t worry about a thing. It’s just business, right?”

Reiko’s teeth barely scraped around his girth, a clear effect of Roman diving right in. Like it or not, Stan was getting cucked. The fact that hundreds were watching him go through it wouldn’t sink in until it was over.


The cotton pillowcase drew tight in the crook between Reiko’s hips and thighs She couldn’t help trying to scream when the new dick filled her up over and over. Or at least, as best she could manage through Stan’s cock.

One particularly shattering jar of Roman’s body against her own made her try whimpering again. The unspoken boundary she’d just let fall apart made it that much better.

Another plunge of cocks pushed Reiko into the right territory. As much as she tried dancing her tongue around Stan, whatever the hell Roman was doing back there felt like a cheat code had been entered.

Merciless and acting like he meant it, the barely shorter, girthier shaft of Roman’s erection split her walls like an invading horde. Reiko couldn’t help jamming her eyelids together.

Then Stan grabbed both of her wrists, placing her hands against his stomach. As he forced himself even further into her throat than Roman had, the gag reflex finally caught up with her.

Arching her entire back, Reiko felt her cunt tighten. As the feeling crackled down her legs, every toe clenched at once.

Pushing her fingers against Stan’s abs, the force of Roman’s pounding inside herself forced Reiko to spit out her boyfriend’s dick. A raw scream that would make her throat sore until the next day filled the air.

Reiko’s entire body shivered and then collapsed onto the bed. The feeling of Roman’s cock sliding out forced another round of shakes. And deep inside, she knew there was no going back to what she used to have with Stan.


Shock had stepped aside, making way for jealous rage to barge in. Stan crushed his fingertips into his palms. But once he began storming around the foot of the bed, he wanted nothing more than to punch Roman out cold.

A last shred of composure stopped him from doing exactly that as he pushed the new boss out of his way. It wasn’t like he was about to high-five the guy. The girl panting on the mattress wasn’t just some bar chick, and the guy who’d helped spit-roast her wasn’t one of his old drinking buddies.

Stan couldn’t erase what had just happened, but he could prove himself the stronger man. Not in the ‘nobler-than-thou’ way, but in that ‘fuck-you-and-go-die’ manner Boston’s Irish-blooded townies were so fond of.

He reached down and forced Reiko onto her back again. Directing it at Reiko more than Roman, he stared in her eyes as he said, “You’re just gonna watch.”

Wrapping an arm around each of her bare, silken thighs, he had Reiko’s ankles on his shoulders before the sound of tips got a chance to slow down.

Right before driving his shaft in, Stan heard Roman’s mocking tone. “Go right ahead. Teach the little slut a lesson. But don’t go breaking the talent.”

Stan gripped hard on Reiko’s forearms. A reckless plunge drove him harder than he ever had before. It wasn’t until he gave the seventh or eighth slam that Reiko’s pussy even tried to grip.

While furious wasn’t exactly the word to describe Stan’s frame of mind any longer, it was only a click or two away on the emotional dial. But it wasn’t directed at Reiko, or even Roman, by that point.

Jamming his cock hard enough to make a stinging pop as their bodies met, the thought that this was all his own fault invaded every corner of Stan’s mind. Reiko’s passage eased the tension as he slowed down.

The dark chocolate of Reiko’s eyes looked back as Stan eased up even further. Hell, she probably hates me for all of this.

Feeling her legs drop and then wrap around his back, Stan’s mind fried like onion rings as Reiko begged, “More...”

He’d have to work the confusion out later. Roman, at least, had settled on jerking himself at the other side of the bed.


Reiko’s entire body wanted to twist clockwise as Stan took her bean between a couple of fingertips. Whatever weirdness had washed over his face drifted away as he parted her walls again.

Her muscles went taut as he rammed deep. Reiko couldn’t help belting out a rough scream, on the receiving end of the kind of fucking that would make her forget about how intense Roman had just been.

Even after coming that hard, she was already starving for more. Another jerk of Stan’s hips plunged him to her limit. Exactly what she needed.

The potent rub on her clit sent all parts of her into a wiggling tantrum. She couldn’t help pleading out one last beg. “That’s it! Make me come...”

Squeals and whimpers flowed out with every pump. Vaguely aware that Roman was standing over her head, she hoped he wasn’t expecting another blowjob. She had to get the tension out, and screaming was the only avenue Reiko had left.

Total determination passed from Stan and into Reiko. Her fingers folded into his own after he quit toying with her easy-button and then leaned over her. Deeper and faster was exactly what she needed.

Filled to the brim and wailing like a police siren, she knew Stan wouldn’t let up until he was ready to explode. A little more hardness forced her head to toss side-to-side. Even the hair whipping around her face, shoulders, and neck helped push her closer.

The unrelenting crash of Stan’s waist against her own competed with Reiko’s own noises. Right as it picked up enough to sting, she was falling right into that perfect state of zen. Anything against or inside her body felt like part of the whole, pushing Reiko further into herself and shutting off her mind.

All the blunt ramming made her break both hands away from Stan’s. She had to dig her nails against his chest. A little bit of pain had always brought out the best in him.

That little bit of encouragement paid off. Stan planted both hands on her shoulders, pushing Reiko’s petite frame into the bed as he slammed away.

“Fucking come!” Reiko’s thighs started to ache as she did all she could to trap him deep. “Please!”

A final slap of their bodies pushed her over that heavenly edge. The burn in the deepest parts of her body pulsed out, hitting further reaches and a higher intensity with each wave.  Stan forcing himself all the way into her pussy only made it that much better.

Reiko’s whole self went into chaotic jerks all at once. Every nerve stood on end, relaxing and then firing with constant throbs of energy. If it weren’t for Stan’s weight holding her down, she’d have been writhing all over that damn bed.

One last pump of the shaft forced a cry out of her. As she failed to notice the ropes of cum Roman was throwing onto her face and chest, the pure heat rippling down her body made no sense. But does any orgasm, as it’s happening?

Stan emptied himself inside her as Reiko tremored out the last waves. As casual as their arrangement was, after two years of throwing their libidos at each other, something about the way he came always teased at something more. Letting him finish as her mind started picking up pieces of itself always forced a compulsion she couldn’t explain, within inches of breaking the surface.

An exasperated sigh rushed out of Reiko’s lungs as Stan collapsed on top. Even when it had happened in that shitty apartment, and despite her own uncertainty about the future… Something about this exact feeling made her feel safe.


I can’t believe I fucking let that happen. Stan had waited until Reiko had a good twenty minutes of sleep before he got dressed. O’Rourke’s was calling his name again, even if it’d take three times as long to ride the buses there from the new place.

The empty street between the last stop and his sanctuary, lined with brick row houses that made everyone bitch about Boston being ugly as hell, passed like a blur. Stan knew he’d have to find another bar, but the feeling from earlier had tied a rope around his guts. Now that he’d had time to process it a little, someone had hooked that line up to a truck and stomped the gas.

Love and devotion weren’t quite the feelings he had for Reiko, but something had snapped in his head. Did she enjoy it? And why does it piss me off so much, thinking she could have? He kept going and stewing until the glitchy neon tubes from the Samuel Adams sign in window irritated him for the thousandth time.

Like he’d escaped into a different reality, the noise and chaos of the place on a Friday night took over. At last, something could take Stan’s mind off the way Reiko moaned into his cock as Roman took things too far.

And sure enough, Ernst was sitting in the same damned seat.

Stan barely ambled to the stool to Ernst’s left. “You had a lot of good points last night. What else can you tell me?”

“Ulyana confirmed what we talked about, yes?”

“In her own way.” Stan rubbed the combination of fatigue and irritation from his eyes. He raised a finger at the bartender for his usual drink before adding, “Shit’s fucked.”

Ernst was about to get straightforward, for once. “What you just went through might have been difficult, but six other men have died in your place. Many more women in Reiko’s place disappeared for good.”

Say what now? “I don’t get it. Why, and how?”

“No matter what, don’t let Reiko spend a second alone with Roman, or any of his ‘business associates.’ The same goes for other girls you end up recruiting.”

Stan couldn’t help grinning, despite his own feelings of regret. “Don’t worry about that. Fucking horn-dog already proved what he was.”

The bartender handed Stan his pint, but turned down his credit card. Before he could even ask why, the old bastard explained, “Your tab’s covered again. Not even gonna ask what you two have going on.”

Ernst had his next line cocked and loaded. “Men like Roman follow their own version of ‘the golden rule.’ Those with the gold make up the rules as they go.”

“So he’s got me by the balls.”

Ernst nodded at the bartender as he got his own drink. Some dark mix loaded with ice cubes. “And so do I.”

“You’re not fucking me.”

Without skipping a beat, Ernst shot back, “Why would I want to? I’m happily married. Plus, I like the small-breasted, short-haired type. Women, of course.”

“So why us?” A cam model with her own site-admin wasn’t exactly a winning business model in and of itself. “Reiko’s hot-shit with her own customers, but any dipshit could run a feed after a week of research. And there’s no way she could pull in that many one-handed viewers by herself.”

“Roman’s client base extends beyond webcam perverts.” Ernst clacked his glass against Stan’s beer without lifting it off the table. “Take a peek at which countries the viewers are from, sometime when Roman isn’t looking over your shoulder.”

“Why does it matter where the money comes from?”

Ernst lit a cigarette. Clove, from the first hint of smoke that hit Stan’s nose. “Look at the new customer base, and don’t let her or any other models board a plane bound for those countries. As I’ve said, you’d end up charged as an accessory, if you do.”

“If he’s planning on whoring my girl out, fuck it, I’ll kill the guy tomorrow.”

“So I can arrest you now for making criminal threats?”

Shit. “Easy, he’d have to try doing it, first.” Stan knew that much about the law, courtesy of his old man. A quick grin from his Swedish friend dropped the new tension from Stan’s shoulders.

“Just do your job, for Roman and myself, and everything will fall into place. He knows nothing about the investigation so far. Make sure that doesn’t change.”

One last twinge of concern made Stan’s fingers grip the glass handle in his right hand. “How do I know I’m more than just your next stool pigeon?”

“Read this over when you get home. Whether you agree or not, come back and let me know tomorrow night.”

Before Ernst was fully out of his seat. Stan had his hand around they guy’s upper-arm. “Hold up! If I’m signing up for something else, I deserve to know the real game here.”

“Coincidence usually requires a good deal of planning ahead of time.” Ernst slammed back the remaining majority in his glass and then got up to leave again. “If any of this starts to come together in your head, I’ll be here every night for the next week.”

“You only talk in riddles, and I don’t think you’re gonna stop any time soon.”

“One last one: Think about how Roman makes his money. And I mean, really dig into his numbers. When you assume a certain parts are meant to make zero sense, could every other part of his plan fall into place?”

The fuck? “I don’t get it.”

“That’s what he’s counting on. Pay attention. Reiko’s life will probably depend on you watching exactly what’s happening.”

“Which tells me nothing.”

“There is what we want to do, and then there is what we have to do.” The nights previous events only drove the idea home. “And between those two points, there is what we would prefer to do, given the consequences. Dwell on that.”

Stan couldn’t help drifting into his own head-space. Before the shitty bell over the door chimed with Ernst’s exit, Stan realized he was already in leagues over his own head.
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“The subscriber list has already doubled. There’s no telling how much she’ll make with the next stream.” Roman gave a quick wink to drive the point home. “Think about it. Recruit at least four other chicks, while we seed their audience with Reiko’s draw. Do you even know how much money this whole thing could draw in?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Who the hell’s Audra?”

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

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

* * * 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

* * * 


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

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

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

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

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

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

Stan gave a nod without looking away from Reiko.

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

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

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