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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 urge to punch Roman hard enough to put his jaw in orbit around the rest of his skull was all Stan felt. Returning the bullshit handshake, firm as he could, Stan knew this was his limit of staying cool.
Bleached teeth glared from between Roman’s lips. “Don’t worry, last night was a one-time thing. You get why we need a strong fanbase to spread the word this early, right?”
Not that Roman was wrong. But it didn’t make Stan feel better about watching the boss fuck his girlfriend. The time for bullshit was over.
Stan lost his fake composure. Taking Roman by the collar, he backed the guy into the nearest corner of the downtown skyline office. “If you ever pull shit like that again, I won’t cut your dick off... I’ll saw your goddamned hands off instead.”
Too calm for the situation, Roman looked scared enough, but the expression told Stan the guy still had a leverage. “Listen, you’re gonna have to make sure the other models know their shit, if you know what I mean. It’s only fair I put Reiko through the same thing. At least I didn’t do it behind your back.”
Right before the urge to punch through Roman’s skull, and then a hole in the drywall behind it hit, Stan calmed his nerves. Barely. We need this fucking money... Damn it!
“Let me go and listen.” Roman’s posture slacked as Stan let go of his business shirt. “How many shows would it have taken for Reiko to clear six-grand? Five, ten, or fifteen?”
More like forty. Not that Stan was about to let it out that easily. “Keep talking.”
“The subscriber list has already doubled. There’s no telling how much she’ll make with the next stream.” Roman gave a quick wink to drive the point home. “Think about it. Recruit at least four other chicks, while we seed their audience with Reiko’s draw. Do you even know how much money this whole thing could draw in?”
Estimated figures ran through Stan’s head. With roughly fifty weeks in a year, assuming five girls pull six grand a-piece, with only one show per week… “Seven figures, easily.”
“Thanks for realizing that.” Roman tried wiping the wrinkles from his shirt as Stan backed away. “If you had to ask why I’m being so generous after explaining all of that, I’d have fired your ass as of five seconds ago.”
Like a 406mm naval artillery shell against the hull of Ernst’s warning, the whole idea of turning against Roman was breached and taking on water. As much as he’d done to reduce Stan to a servant and an unwilling cuck, money carried a bullhorn for when it wanted to talk.
“So, you told me I need to scout new talent. I don’t mind if we tag-team them,” Stan’s ass was still chapped from the previous night, “but I’m not sharing Reiko again.”
“You sound like you’re ready to marry the girl.”
Stan wasn’t, especially after all that shit, but the idea wouldn’t have bothered him, long-term. “I bring in new models, and they’re fair game. Do what you want with them.”
“Same goes for you.” One last flash of teeth made something in Stan’s core raise the alarm. “If they can’t fuck worth a damn, you’re wasting my time bringing them for a final audition.”
“That’s gonna narrow down the pool. Every wanna-be actress or girl with bills piling up is ready to fuck somebody... But two guys, for a slot on a cam-site?”
Roman didn’t bother looking back before he opened the door to leave. “Ulyana! Set up a visit from Audra. He’ll get what we’re looking for after he meets her.”
“Who the hell’s Audra?”
Roman already had the question answered. Whipping out his phone, he pulled up an archived video. Passing it to Stan, Roman said, “She’s done work with us in the past. We can’t use her long-term because she’s busy as hell, but calling her in should make your job a lot easier.”
Stan hit random points in the hour-long timeline. The big-titted, platinum blonde bombshell knew her shit, and how to use every bit of herself for maximum effect. “She’s good. Like, really good.”
“It’ll cost a few grand, but that money will come back within a month.” One final grin sealed the point. “That is, assuming you pull in at least two new models to ride her subscriber base’s coattails.”
Phone numbers were hard enough to get. Now Stan had to convince two strangers to bare it all on the internet. “I’ll do my best. Just let me know when Audra wants to start.”
“Your best had better make what I’ll have to pay her worth it. Otherwise, it’s coming out of your pay.”
Stan got up to leave, ready to try scouting before procrastination fucked him over. After opening the door, he turned back to the boss. “This is me being nosy, but how much will she cost us?”
“Three weeks of your pay, and you’re already two weeks in the hole.” Roman flashed his grin. “Get to fucking work.”




Reiko tried to take her mind off what she’d done. As Lehane kept droning on about the effects of fat soluble tocopherols on mitochondrial oxidation, just the sight of the man kept the sins and his threat front and center. For the first time, she’d only taken half a page of notes for an entire lecture.
“For those of you looking forward to medical school, this effect is notably prominent in hepatic cells. Long story short, patients with cirrhosis risk completely trashing what’s left of their livers if they take vitamin E or fish oil supplements.”
It was Lehane’s clue that it would be a major question on a test, but Reiko didn’t even notice. The memory of Roman’s cum on her face, and the disgust in Stan’s expression, were all she could focus on.
“And with that,” a quick pause noted the end of the class, “I’ll see you all Friday.”
Commotion erupted all around Reiko as she kept crushing the head of her pen against the same spot on her page. Ink had already bled through a dozen pages.
From the bottom of the lecture hall, Lehane’s voice pulled her out of it. “Ms. Yoshida, can I speak with you for a moment?”
Kuso… She looked up, brushing the hair from her face like nothing had been wrong. But she knew what this was about.
She tried perking her head and shoulders up as she descended the steps. The sound of the doors shutting told her they were alone together. Exactly what she wanted to avoid.
Lehane smiled a little too much. “I’m glad our last conversation didn’t make things awkward. Your show on that new channel made me jealous as hell, though.”
“If my grade for the semester doesn’t match my work, I will go to the Dean.”
As he tried reaching a hand out, Reiko stepped back. Not that it was enough to shut Lehane down. “Easy. I just want to know how much it’ll cost to take part in the next feed.”
Fighting back tears, Reiko finally caught on to how little control she had left. “Our new boss doesn’t allow guest talent. I’m sorry.” Spreading her legs for him was out of the question, no matter the price.
“I get it. Guess I’ll just email the guy directly and find out.”
All Reiko could do was turn and start walking away. Letting her hair drape over her face, it hid the streaks of mascara well enough until she could duck into the closest ladies’ room.
If she knew how much worse things were going to get, Reiko would have dropped out and booked a flight back to Japan, hopefully taking off that same day.




Stan didn’t like it, but this was the least scummy way to throw the opportunity at new talent. If the mob fucked a coven of vampires, payday lenders like the place he was standing in front of had to be the bastard children. At least his promise wasn’t built on outrageous interest and lies.
A few girls seemed interested, but he knew they weren’t the kind of lookers Roman and the audience wanted.  Figuring it was time to drift off to stand in front of the next legalized loan-shark, Stan got ready to move along before someone called the police on him. One glance over his shoulder made him drop every plan for the rest of the afternoon, though.
There’s no way it’s her. Every flash of long, red hair had made Stan wonder if it was his old flame for almost a decade.
Those blue eyes, bouncing tits, and the fake veneer of confidence told him who it was within seconds. Kaitlyn Wayne had stolen his virginity and his heart, once upon a time.
Stan watched, hoping like hell she wouldn’t notice him. But then he saw her turn for the door he’d been scouting.
Every instinct to walk away dropped the instant her fingers wrapped around the handle. Stan remembered them doing the same with his dick. “Kate?”
She turned to look about the time Stan thought it was a mistake. “It’s been a while... Tater Tot.” Even though Kaitlyn could pass as Irish, she always gave Stan hell for his heritage.
“You still look the part more than I do, so piss off, you tosser slut.”
Like they’d never broken up in the first place, Stan and Kaitlyn wrapped their arms around each other. Trading insults based on their ancestries was just their way of greeting each other.
Kaitlyn dropped her hands almost to Stan’s ass. “You have a family yet, or are you still fucking around like a dog with two dicks?”
It stung like a belt across the face. But Stan knew it had been his fault. “Aiming for the balls, already? That’s harsh.”
Letting go to make sure he knew the wound was still fresh, Kaitlyn dropped every hint of joy at running into Stan. “You fuck my best friend behind my back, and you still don’t get why it pissed me off?”
“No, I totally do.” And more than she could know, after the night he’d just suffered. “That was all on me.”
Warmth and vindication swept over her face. Moving her hands up to drape them over Stan’s shoulders, Kaitlyn tried to look away as she said, “Well, at least you know what you did.”
Ready to move on to any other topic, Stan pulled her away from the door. “So, how you doin’ these days?”
The fact that they were standing in front of a loan-trough made Kaitlyn honest enough. With more shame than Stan had ever seen in the girl, she answered, “Good enough, but not great.”
She’d gone off to college, and Stan had taken a job working the docks after the breakup. Thanks to his old man’s advice, that trap of debt was one Stan had always avoided. Even if it meant borrowing from friends, bumming smokes, or plain old going without several things for a while. “Sorry to hear it.”
“No, it’s fine. I’ve got interviews lined up. I just can’t keep working the same job and expect to get anywhere.”
Stan had to know. “Which is?”
Kaitlyn’s cheeks turned red as her hair. “Pharmaceutical rep.”
Not that his own job was anything to brag about. “Hey, we all have bills. Gotta do what you gotta do.”
“I’d be fine with the work,” Kaitlyn glanced at the place they were standing in front of, “if I didn’t have to borrow from these fucking scumbags to scrape by.”
The way she angled herself gave Stan a clear view of Kaitlyn’s figure. Still hourglass as all hell, exactly as he remembered her. “I’d hand a little off to you, if I had any extra myself.”
“Sorry, but even if you could, I know what you’d want for it.” Kaitlyn darted her eyes at the bullshit, vinyl-lettered promise of ‘borrow $200, pay back $203.’
At that point, Stan had nothing left to lose. “Well, my boss is looking for people like you.” It wasn’t like he had any reservations left about Kaitlyn fucking other guys.
The hint of hope in Kaitlyn’s face still had plenty of skepticism to go with it. “What kind of work?”
“It’s legal, and the pay has to be more than what you’re making now.” He passed one of Roman’s business cards her way. “Give him a call if nothing else works out.”
One corner of her mouth scrunched up. “Putting it that way makes it sound even worse. It’s not porn, right?”
“Well,” Stan barely kept himself from looking down, “that’s a pretty good summary.”
The blue of her eyes flashed white instead as she rolled them toward the sky. “You’re the same asshole you were ten years ago.”
Stan watched for a good fifteen seconds after the door closed behind her. He knew Kaitlyn was right.
But changing his ways now wasn’t going to earn money. Shame would have to wait.




Reiko tried focusing on her notes. Having lost the usual heels and the kind of modestly provocative outfit she normally wore to class, even the comfort of tiny, slate gym shorts and sunny yellow tank top couldn’t get her to settle in. As easy as that had been in their old rowhouse, this new place seemed haunted already. And it couldn’t have been more than a decade old.
What she’d done, of her own free will, gnawed at the core of her mind. As much as Stan always fucked up and fell short, he had always been faithful and protective. Maybe seeing her in the laundry-day ensemble that drove him wild, for some reason, would make up for a small part of it.
A few knocks at the door shocked Reiko out of it. She waited, hoping it was some random apartment noise. Two more knocks ruined that hope a couple of seconds later.
Reiko stood up from the glass table. If Stan had forgotten his card, he’d have been pounding far harder by then. But one look through the peephole scrapped all that sympathy for her boyfriend. The khaki trench coat didn’t keep her from seeing the giant earrings and red fishnets.
Who is this slut?




Stan had given up on his scouting run. All of four cards had been kept by the girls he’d given them to. The only saving grace was that he’d left the closest spot to home for last.
But after standing and hawking all day, even three blocks felt like a marathon. A quick stop for a sandwich halfway through brought enough life back to him. Since neither of them really cooked, he knew Reiko would take care of feeding herself.
Swiping his card, Stan actually hoped he’d get a little time alone. But that dream was already as shot as a duck in a flak range. That girl Roman had showed him was sitting in the main parlor, trying to get Reiko’s attention.
“Audra, I guess?”
She pulled the hem of the short, red dress over the top of her garters as she got up. “Roman’s already paid my advance, but your girlfriend won’t show me which room I’ve got.”
Reiko didn’t bother looking up. Stan knew why. “If Reiko’s in study-mode, a mandatory evacuation won’t pull her out of it until she’s done.”
The dainty hand in front of Stan had its palm facing the wooden floor. But he wasn’t tactful enough to take the gesture for what it was. He grabbed it for a shake and said, “Name’s Stan. Come on, I’ll get you started.”
Opening the door next to Reiko’s cam-room, Stan hoped it was the same setup. He hadn’t even explored the whole place, having just brought a few bags of stuff from their old townhouse.
Audra looked in, grinning just enough. “Same setup as always with Roman. He’s got the formula down.”
“Yeah, I noticed. He basically handed me a turnkey operation to run for him.”
The drop of Audra’s hand on his shoulder almost put Stan through the roof. She leaned in close and whispered, “As Roman’s business partner, you get your own share of the talent too.”
It took a few seconds for it all to click in Stan’s head. “Listen, I get it, but I’m committed over here.” Even if you are wicked hot.
Audra walked into the room, stopping right in front of him. “Well, you’re gonna have one hell of a time judging models if you won’t even touch them. It takes more than just looks in this business.”
“Yeah, going down on yourself and flirting dollars out of guys matter even more. It’s not my first time running one of these things.”
“Talk her into doing a three-way with us, and half of my fans will be hers, too.”
Stan already knew why the cross-pollination idea was so tempting for these girls. “And you’ll get half of hers as well. Don’t act like it’s out of the goodness of your heart.”
Audra turned around, walking backward until her legs hit the foot of the bed. After the quick drop of her ass onto the mattress, she didn’t bother crossing her thighs. “Doing favors for nothing is a quick way to get taken advantage of. You’d best remember you’re the one with the power here, not the models or the viewers.”
“Does Roman send you around to all of his new sites, kinda like a coach for cam-girl wranglers?”
Her thighs spread a little more, revealing a patch of ruby silk over the goods. “That, and to seed every new site with a fan base. He’s got a dozen or so now, all of them operating independently of each other.”
If I could talk to one of these people, I might learn how much of what Ernst warned me about is true. “Care to tell me which sites?”
“Roman doesn’t want his webmasters collaborating. Everyone catering to a different niche and drawing in separate batches of new subscribers is the only way to keep them all profitable. Sorry.”
It was worth a shot. “That’s fair, I guess.” But one thing still bothered him. “Roman never gave me a solid idea of what our niche is supposed to be.”
Audra’s legs finally split wide open as she kept sitting there, daring Stan to make a move. “You’ll figure that out on your own. Some girls will make more than others, so you keep them, and replace the ones who don’t rake in the cash.”
“That’s mercenary as hell.” But maybe Reiko was safe from getting shitcanned, so long as he stayed on as the manager.
Lifting her hands and reaching behind her back, Audra had the snaps on the back of her dress undone before she warned, “Run this place like a safe-space kind of boarding house instead of a business, and you’ll be out on your ass too. They do what the audience wants, and what you want, or they’re not even worth the electricity to run their feed.”
“So, until I get more models, what’s the next step?”
Audra let the red tube of fabric slide down, revealing the kind of red lingerie that guaranteed a sore dick on the lucky bastard it was meant for. “You run more shows, idiot. That girl’s not making any money if she’s not streaming, and neither am I.”
“Well,” Stan tried to back out of the room, “I’ll leave you to it.”
“When she’s done staring at that damn book, bring her in here. I’ll get a decent audience going and promise them a special surprise.”
Stan’s heart skipped ten beats as he felt his boxers get tighter in the front. He wasn’t for chasing strange during relationships after that disaster with Kaitlyn’s former best friend. But Reiko had shattered that boundary already.
Every argument he could imagine to talk himself out of it hit one unstoppable foe. Fair’s fucking fair, after all. Not that there was any choice to begin with.




Reiko’s mind had gone fuzzy already. Running over the same chemical formulas again wasn’t likely to make them stick any better. Now that her hopeful career was seen to, it was time for the damn dayjob.
She noticed the office’s door was open as she walked to her cam room. Peeking her head in, she saw Stan’s face was lit up with the ghostly light of monitors. “I’m doing a show, so make sure everything works, okay?”
He backed his chair away from the lines of code nobody would assume he could write by looking at him. “Actually, we’ve got something else to take care of,” he hemmed for a second, “in a way.”
Reiko already knew what it was. “If she wanted that, she shouldn’t have bothered me earlier.”
“You need to cross fan bases with her, though. We stand to gain a lot more than she does, which is why Roman’s paying her to stick around for a month.”
I can’t wait until she’s fucking gone. “I’ll do it once. She has to settle for the other girls, once you find them.”
“Audra talked it over with me already. This time, I get the extra fun.”
So maybe he did hold the past night against her. Reiko had hoped Stan would see it as something she just had to do. “You’re asking me for a threesome with a girl I don’t even like?”
Stan’s eyes narrowed a little too much. “You knew what I wasn’t okay with, but you fucking did it anyway!”
“The next time you tell me something, I should assume you mean the opposite. I’ll keep that in mind.”
It threw Stan for a couple of loops. He took a moment to pinch the bridge of his nose. “That’s not what I meant.”
“Then what do you really want to say?”
Reiko waited for an answer that didn’t come. Stan braced himself against the wall with a forearm. Not drunk, but definitely without anything to say for himself.
More fed up than ever, Reiko slammed the door as she set off for Audra’s room. He never liked the work, he finds a way to make more money doing it, and now he wants to get mad at me for what he signed us up for?
Even with all the patience her mother had instilled, Stan’s hypocritical bullshit had to stop. As much as she thought he could be a good husband, despite being a bum, the edges of that idea were unraveling to the center of the damn rug.




Stan noticed Audra had already set up a break on the feed when he stepped in with Reiko. “We’re here, but she’s not jumping at the chance.”
“If she won’t do it, tell her to go back home to China.”
“She’s Japanese, and here legally, you dingbat. Student visas are a thing for a reason.”
“And what’s that?”
“Well, I don’t see you or me acing a biology degree earned in a second language. Feel free to prove me wrong, though.”
Audra put the tips of her index fingers against the tips of her thumbs, inverting her hands like they were glasses. “She work all the time ‘cause she no fun! Sha-da-da-da-da-dong!”
Stan already knew Reiko was about to rear a hand back for a world-ending slap across Audra’s jaw. “Careful. If she can earn a degree neither of us could, at a top school, Reiko knows exactly how hard you’re shitting on her.”
Like it wasn’t an issue, Audra chucked one of the pillows at Stan. “So what’s she gonna do about it? Outscore me on a test?”
Before Stan could even try answering, Reiko shot in, “Kuso kurae, yariman!”
Audra cocked her head at Stan. “And what does that mean?”
“I’m not completely sure, but something along the lines of ‘Eat shit, slut.’”
Reiko’s hand rested on his shoulder as she uttered, “Good job. You’ve been paying attention.”
The quick laugh defused shit enough. Stan tried keeping it going. “She uses her tongue better than you, in two languages.”
Audra wrapped her hand around his sack, squeezing with every finger through his pants. “Lucky me. Nobody wants to see two girls on one guy in a cam session, if they’re not going down on each other.”
Just to save his own ass, Stan knew how to order the night. “She’s gonna be the middle here. Sorry.”
Audra gave one hell of a shrug and replied, “We’ll see how it goes. Why not let her live through the role you had to last night?”
“Just get the fucking show running again. This little intermission’s dropping viewers like flies.”
Audra did as she was told, bending over to click the mouse a couple of times. When she got back up, she was already back at it. “You don’t get how it works, do you?” Stan knew Audra was whispering close enough to his ear that the feed wouldn’t pick it up. “Every girl keep getting dirtier, or the clientele dries up. You know that as well as I do.”
He tried to hold back, but that little bit of teasing forced him to grab onto the blonde slut’s waist. Even a wannabe straight-shooter like him had to give it up for a pro in that situation.
Audra leaned her face in a little closer. “You really do wanna fuck me, don’t you?”
Reiko would just have to deal with it. Fresh wounds didn’t convince him to stop, either. “If you make it happen, she can’t bitch too much, after what’s already happened.”
One swish of Audra’s body had Stan falling onto the bed, flat on his back. Addressing Reiko more than Stan, the damn whore buried the knife. “See? He can give it up just as easy as you can.”
Stan waited for Reiko to say something. Anything.
Audra twisted the knife even more. “See? Loyalty cuts both ways.”
Not that Stan was about to push Audra off of himself.
Reiko’s voice finally cut the silence, almost breaking into a sob. “So, it hurt him that much...”
Stan’s guts emptied out in an instant. That’s not what I meant… Even if it was the truth.
Audra had the next slap at Reiko wound up. “He paid attention to you the whole time, didn’t he? Wonder why he’s not even looking your way now?”
Reiko backed against the wall, not wanting her shame broadcast all over the world.
Bending in again, Audra had one last thing thing to say. “Viewers love drama in the feeds. That’s my first secret to fill you in on.”




Reiko watched as her flesh chilled. Audra spreading those excessively long legs and mounting Stan like that clenched her fists. But anything she could think to say rang hollow in her own mind.
Goosebumps spread as the blonde competition forced Stan’s arms against the sheets. Jealousy cored Reiko out like a future jack-o-lantern.
Golden locks draping over Stan’s face told her they were going at it with their mouths. Barely showing her man affection was her mother’s way, and Reiko knew it would come back to haunt her. Maybe at the hands some bar slut. But not like this...
Fresh pangs of regret made Reiko try melting into the drywall, safe from the webcam’s uncaring lens. Crippling shocks forced her stomach to try purging a lunch she hadn’t bothered eating.
The shame was her fault, though, and she knew it. Not even twenty-four hours prior, Stan wouldn’t have dreamed of carrying through with this. But now? Some new girl already had him stripped bare.
It still didn’t mean Reiko had to ignore Audra’s role. Rumbles of hate forced her to swallow a lump of pride, far beyond the racist shit Audra had said about her. Intolerable as the sight was, Stan was giving in to the exact same thing Reiko had.
One last attempt at a plea welled up in her throat, dieing right before it landed on Reiko’s tongue. Begging wouldn’t do anything but give the bitch even more satisfaction.
Still, every nerve chafed to shout, “I’m sorry, okay!”
Watching Audra crush her body against Stan’s even harder, the all-out attack on their relationship was about to commence. To let that kind of skank treat her like some pathetic doormat chapped every square inch of Reiko’s ass. And in her mind, Stan had to be enjoying how it did exactly that.
I got too complacent. And after putting Stan through something just as bad, Reiko believed she deserved every moan from his throat. And he’s not even fucking her yet.
The whole room shifted and blurred as Reiko stopped fighting the urge to wipe a couple of tears away. If she didn’t want to lose him, right as life was about to get easier, she was obligated to suffer through it. The atonement would have to run itself through her mind after his act of revenge was done and over with.




Stan’s eyes locked with Audra’s as she crushed herself against him. The way she urged him to accept Reiko’s half-hearted consent gnawed the edges of his willpower. Even though his girlfriend had given him permission to fuck the new piece, there was an unspoken hang-up that he couldn’t bother caring about anymore.
Audra was satisfied as soon as Stan knew he was pinned. As she grabbed his cock from between her thighs, the spark bloomed into a fever. The way her fingers barely grazed the shaft could have made an atheist a devout believer.
Proving she was a goddess even more, Audra bent over, stroking him rigid within seconds. Whispering low enough to get avoid the microphone, her words steamed through his ear. “Just let me do all the work here.”
For a first threesome with a second girl, the whole thing was living up to its promise. Shameless and ready, Stan only grinned and nodded.
Expecting the rush of cunt to take him all the way in, Audra’s teasing spread the need to thrust himself upward. He was one the verge of coming undone, and probably ready to come without any convincing.
Audra leaned even closer. As her rich lips pressed against his neck, Stan felt her hands drift down his arms. That, and the slit pressing against his lower abs, made him want to wrap around her and slam away from below.
Her mouth reached his left shoulder. A flick of tongue made Stan gasp.
Another whisper tempted him to push everything forward. “I fuck you, she gets the middle as consolation, and then we scare the hell out of her.”
How? Stan didn’t know, and he wasn’t able to care. The juicy mess of panties sliding down his abdomen already had every vein and artery coursing like a firehose. When the final layer moved aside, his fists balled up.
The slight give to her pussy lips let them spread over the bottom of his staff. Heat and wetness invited Stan to drop himself and dive right in. But he was too desperate to see how much Audra could force out of the tease.




Audra’s gasp shocked Reiko out of the stupor. When she looked at the bed again, Reiko knew it was just to make her witness the first penetration.
“That’s fucking it!” Two pairs of shoulders jerked toward each other. “Don’t make me do all the work.”
Stan’s fingers gripping onto that narrow waist, just above the panties that had only been pushed to the side, told Reiko everything. He’d only forced the issue with her like that a couple of times.
Hips slammed together. Audra jerked her head back and whimpered, “God, it’s almost too much...”
A rosy blush spread down Stan’s arms as he crushed Audra’s hips into his own. The way he pushed and pulled with every grind and whip of her ass didn’t help matters for Reiko. He was loving it, and wasn’t even attempting to hide that fact.
Thrusting herself into him like she had the cock, Audra grabbed a fistful of Stan’s hair and took charge. The constant noise of tips shouldn’t have surprised Reiko. Lingerie, a body like that, and taking control with dirty talk meant to prove the point… Reiko knew she had as much to learn as she was about to suffer through.
Every scream felt like a boot to her ribs. When Stan’s own voice made it a duet, the whole situation was too damn much to handle.
The commotion tailed off within seconds. Audra gasped for breath before asking, “Wanna do to her what I just did to you?” She moaned a little before adding, “You know, to show her who’s boss here?”
Not that it made Reiko feel any better. Her chance to join in was just another insult, like it’d been planned from the start.
A deep moan preceded Stan’s answer. “That’s not her style.”
“That’s the fun thing about taking control. It only takes one of you to make it work.”
The stark white of the room leaked from between Reiko’s fingers. Wiping the tears as best she could, she knew her mascara was still a tell-tale fucking mess. And it was about to get even worse.




Tight walls slid up the length of Stan’s cock. Frigid air took over, all of that heat from Audra’s cunt making it feel like ice.
“Well,” Audra had already slid her pussy up to his chest, “your girlfriend’s the submissive Asian in this group. Go ahead prove you’re the boss.”
The idea of letting Roman keep that title over his head drove Stan to madness, even if it wasn’t in the forefront of his mind anymore. Insecurities make people easy to play, after all.
She’s fucking right… Stan rose as soon as Audra was off of him, not even bothering to rest before getting on his feet.
From a damn stranger in garters and lace fit for Valentine’s Day, to Reiko in that bedtime outfit that drove him wild… Maybe it was seeing a hard-ass brainiac like Reiko dress like any other basic bitch in Boston.
But that wasn’t it. If Stan had been thinking at the moment, he’d have realized it was how reaching for normalcy behind closed doors showed Reiko’s hidden vulnerabilities. As strong as she tried to act, Reiko could only keep it up as long as anyone else could live a fake persona.
Audra’s breath steamed against his earlobe again. “She thinks she’s the strong type, right?”
Stan gave a nod without looking away from Reiko.
“It’s torture to act like that. Let her know she doesn’t have to do it all the time.” Fingernails scraped down his upper arm. “She looks afraid, but you know it’s what she wants.”
In Reiko’s most fragile moments, that was exactly the hidden side she let out. But Stan wasn’t in any frame of mind to realize that the cuddly, snuggly side of Reiko hadn’t shown up. He only remembered vague fragments of how submissive she could get when her security perimeter was down.
Stan wasn’t out for blood, but he was past ready to reassert himself. Beyond just the difference in what they earned, Stan was calling the shots for the first time. After all, he was Reiko’s boss now.




Stan’s eyes had changed. Every step he made told Reiko something had either snapped or died in him.
Reiko failed to put forth a stoic face. She wasn’t afraid of what he might do. Rather, what he might become scared the hell out of her.
His voice wasn’t any harsher than usual, but she knew things had changed between them. The way he said it low enough to barely hear made it even worse.“Come on. It’s business.”
Expecting the kind of rough treatment Roman had given her, Reiko braced for whatever Stan was about to do.
“I fuck you into a crying mess, and then we both make a show of getting Audra off.”
Reiko wasn’t ready for the kind smile on his face. Or the back of his fingers brushing against her cheek. “So it’s a business relationship, between the three of us?”
“Between you, me, and every other girl here, but what the two of us had still stands.” Reiko forced herself to believe him. Which was enough, for the moment.
Stan hadn’t tossed her aside, so Reiko felt that he was giving her the benefit of the doubt. True or not, she couldn’t assume the worst. Otherwise, the entire arrangement would go to shit, right as it promised to turn for the better. Even if it wasn’t outright forgiveness, it wasn’t cruelty, either.
Fingers tightened around Reiko’s arm and pulled her to the bed. Stan lifted the bottom of her top until Reiko’s midriff was fully exposed. Then he kept going, not stopping until her breasts perked at the cold air.
Chimes flooded in, marking tips that Reiko hoped Stan would force Audra to share. After all, that was the custom among cam-girls.
Stan guided her to lie on top of him on the bed, whipping the tank-top from her arms. Reiko put her own down, easing the gym shorts and panties along her thighs. Making sure her ass stuck out for the viewers, both knees hit the edge of the bed as she locked their lips together.
And then it happened. Not fighting back, but not ready to be a prop either, Reiko gasped as her shorts and panties flew past her ankles.
Feeling her entire body spin until she was on her left side, Reiko felt the crisp sheets against her skin, and Stan’s body forcing one leg straight up. Before she could even take it all in, another set of hands grabbed her wrists from the opposite side of the bed.
Audra’s voice wasn’t even trying to bring her guy back to his old self. “Go on, fuck all the hate out.”
She watched Stan pitch her underwear at Audra, and then felt the waistband coil around her wrists a few times. A loop between both arms and a quick knot had her bound.
Barely audible through the sound of money pouring in, Audra sounded too excited as she said, “Now, fuck her.”
Tied, overpowered, and spread open for the camera, Reiko knew it was going to happen. No amount of fight, in a frame as light as hers, could have stopped it. But she wasn’t trying to get out, either.




That hint of a smile in Reiko’s face had told him that she was willing to play along. This time.
Stan looked down at the familiar, bald slit as Audra’s hand covered Reiko’s mouth. Some amount of light bondage wasn’t outside of their repertoire, even on Reiko’s feeds, but this was different. For the first time, Stan had the poor girl at his total mercy, with nothing to stop him.
Spitting into his palm, Stan rubbed it along his cock, making sure to drench his tip. She was already past wet enough, but the audience didn’t have to know that.
And even if they did, Reiko’s fans were about to see their dream-girl get ravaged.
Perfectly round C-cups jiggled as Audra pulled the pair of panties even tighter. “Well, you gonna reclaim that pussy, or not?”
After more than two years, minus the couple of weeks it had taken Stan to get Reiko to put out, she was his. Or so he thought. Now it was time to restake his claim.
Fully spit-shined and with an audience of hundreds, Stan braced himself with a hand against Reiko’s upright thigh. His other whipped the head of his cock between her bottom lips. Every time he hit that little bump of clit, Reiko tried whimpering and curling up against Audra’s hold.
He pressed himself against the verge of her entrance. The tight border fought back like always, making Stan put his weight into getting through. The whole slide in emptied his lungs and his mind. That kind of wet would have put a flood to shame.
Reiko’s voice tried breaking through Audra’s palm. Deep and now pushing her from behind the knee, Stan forced Reiko’s leg closer to her side until she couldn’t stretch any further.
He jerked back, and then forced himself through again. Stan watched Reiko’s tits push outward with the sudden breath.
Motioning for Audra to take the leg, he reached his free hand down to Reiko’s cunt. The easy massage on both sides of her clit did the job as well as always. Without so much as another thrust, Stan had her locked into a coming orgasm within seconds.




The hard parts of Stan’s fingers kept rolling her bean around. Pressing just enough, every twist forced Reiko to shove her entire body in the same direction. As much as she could against the hold, anyway.
A sharp push toward her core forced her to try flexing both legs. Audra kept hold of her hands and right leg, leaving her mouth free to scream. But all Reiko could do was open her mouth without a sound, her calves tensing as her feet try folding in on themselves.
Unable to reach up, break away, or even vocalize the tension… She tried to break the restraint, feeling it all build until every nerve threatened to pop.
Then they kept pushing her futher.
Watashi wa… Shini sodesu!
Not that she actually was about to die, but the idea of feeling even more didn’t seem possible. Either way, she had no more say in the matter. Reiko’s hands tingled as her pussy hit the point of overload.
Stan’s girth plunged again. One last, frantic attempt to bust loose almost got her free.
After that, Reiko’s jaw quivered until the world stopped making sense.




Stan was ready to come at least a pint. Reiko’s pussy seizing and begging for it like that didn’t break him of that urge, either.
But the show still had to go on. The flood of money rolling in would dry up the second the action slowed down, and this hardcore three-way was what the audience wanted. Pulling out before he fucked it all up went against everything in his psyche.
Audra had already let go, giving Reiko the chance to drop her leg against Stan and curl her upper body inward. He couldn’t help rubbing both hands along the inner part of the thigh against his abs. The slightest touch could always keep her going for a bit longer.
Reiko finally let out that sharp cry. Stan dropped the leg, giving her the chance to shake and whimper the whole thing out. He knew her fans loved the way she came as much as he did, and Audra’s would too.
He almost had to shout over the constant noise. “Alright, you’re next!”
Audra looked up at him as she untied Reiko, only one of her blue eyes peeking out from all that platinum blonde hair. She got up from the edge of the bed, slowly revealing her entire figure again. Reiko’s sky blue panties flew past him.
Stan watched in awe as the crimson bra loosened after Audra reached behind her back. He couldn’t help admiring her tits as it fell away. Copious, round, and somehow still perky. The kind you can’t really judge as real or not, without playing with them for yourself.
He couldn’t wait to give them a try, and Audra pranced around the bed like she was just as excited. As she lied on her back between Reiko and the webcam, they moved like they were all natural. Stan reached down, squeezing to confirm what his eyes were telling him.
Bending her over the corner of the mattress had been his thought the next position, but Audra was already guiding Reiko to sit on her face. Thinking about how it’d look on the stream, he realized why Audra was wrapping her legs around his back. These guys won’t tip for hairy, bobbing man-ass, I guess.
Pushing the red silk out of the way again, the hot, soaked fabric eased back into place. One quick tug got pair halfway down Audra’s thighs. One more had it on the floor, next to Reiko’s.
His hands fell on the giant mounds. They gave under the pressure of his squeeze. The only thing likely fake about the girl was her hair color.
Reiko was already on top, writhing above Audra’s head as she faced him. The way she moaned told him she’d already forgotten about everything. Or at least, Reiko was taking the new feeling between her legs for what it was.
More cash rained in, giving Stan an idea. “Who wants me to come in her?”
The speakers let out non-stop torrent of ching after ching.
Fucking right, all of you want me to. The tip history on the past night’s show had a strong peak about that time. “No?”
A faster set rolled in. That kind of tease had to be worth triple-digits, by itself.
Stan laughed internally, thinking he had the audience figured out. But Audra knew the game better than he did. One clamp of her legs around Stan’s ass planted him all the way inside her.
Fuck…
Audra’s hips rolled in place, proving she could top just as well from the bottom. She wasn’t being used for Stan and Reiko’s pleasure. Audra had total control of the situation.
Stan felt Reiko’s hands wrap around his own, right on top of the set of trophy tits. One high squeal from Reiko forced him to start using their new ‘friend’ like he should. Not that feeling the inside of two cunts in one romp wasn’t doing it for him already.
Reiko’s voice barely made it through the chaos. “Don’t just stand there, make her come.” Her shoulders bunched up as Audra rewarded the order from below.
Both of Audra’s hands shot up to Reiko’s waist as Stan thrusted every inch of himself. Her knuckles turned white as she left reddening marks on Reiko’s sides.
Resting as deep as he could, Stan wondered how long he’d last. Every bit of his pull back emptied his lungs, and those two going at it wasn’t helping his endurance.
His next jolt shot Audra back enough to prime him for another. Her pussy clamped every time he shot deep, begging him to lose it.
Stan could tell Reiko was getting just as close, again. She pressed her chin against one of her shoulders, slamming both eyes shut. Muttering something in Japanese he recognized, but didn’t know the meaning of, Reiko had already gotten within sight of the finish line.
Two real orgasms were her limit, and they show couldn’t end with a whimper like that. He had to give it one hard burst, leaving it all on the field. The audience would take nothing less.
A pop of his hips jarred Audra’s entire body. The clamp of her walls and legs tried to keep him buried deep. Exactly the kind of bottom-action from a girl that meant she wanted him to leave a gift in her.
Muffled screams from between Reiko’s thighs started leaking out. Stan pushed himself even harder, abandoning Audra’s tits and taking hold of the small of her torso. Even those fucking earrings moved every time he tried running himself clear through her.
He wasn’t hearing the speakers anymore. Reiko’s screams drowned out everything else but Audra’s and the pop of bodies ramming together. Stan had to let out his own gasps as the sweat began pouring down his face. Stinging drops in his eyes drove him even further.
“Oh shit!” Reiko was losing it in front of him.
Stan knew he had to bring it all home. A thumb on Audra’s clit was all he could muster. But the way she jerked at the slightest rub told him it was more than plenty.
Hints of alpha in his character roared to the surface as he fucked hard enough to scoot the whole bed. Catching Reiko opening her eyes to watch, with that last bit of sense she had left, was more of a compliment than she could ever give with words. He’d have to give her a slamming like this in her own shows, by himself from now on.
All four girly legs tried to close at the same time. Reiko almost crushed Audra, and Audra damn near cut him in two. It took every muscle in Stan’s body to keep himself moving.
Fingers scraped against his abs. Audra had reached up, tempting him into joining them in the climax. Stan grabbed both of her wrists, using the leverage it gave him to force out that thrust. The trigger had just been pulled, and whether he got out of her in time or not, he was going to come.
Holy fucking hell!
One more pump weakened his legs. The boiling pressure in his sack traveled up, welling right behind his cock. The two in front of him almost screamed it into firing out.
His jaw clenched, grinding Stan’s teeth. All ten of his fingers gripped Audra’s forearms until both of his hands ached to the wrist. It had bought him a few more seconds of that feeling.
Reiko’s sudden jerk and Audra’s desperate attempt to cry out painted the scene for him, beautifully. Stan used the last fumes in his tank, feeling himself gush midway through his last push.
His breath and seed exploded out of Stan at the same time, each one erupting in hard bursts. The warmth and slick feeling inside Audra spread to surround his dick. That extra bit of feeling had his knees on the verge of buckling out from under him.




Reiko had barely made it out of the daze, but it was clear she was the first one to manage it. Starting to roll over, she heard the gasps from between her legs. Audra’s ridiculous boobs rose and fell, blushed and sweaty like the bitch had just ran a few miles.
Stan didn’t look any better. His head twitched as he pulled out.
This skank had better be on the pill or something. Not that she’d stick around long enough to make it her own problem, if the worst happened.
As Stan pulled out and then backed away, the same realization hit him like a runaway boulder. Watching his face twist in panic forced a smirk in Reiko’s lips.
“What the fuck, Stan?” Audra shot up, running her fingers through that line of cum dripping onto the sheets. “I thought you knew to pull out!”
His eyes darted between the two of them. Reiko wasn’t about to say a word, though. He’d dug his own grave, and she wasn’t saving him from it.
Pale as moonlight, Stan tried to get words out, but nothing came. He just stood there, thinking he might end up a father.
Audra got all the way up and then stormed over to the webcam. She pointed it toward the ceiling and then waved for them to follow her.
Rolling her eyes back, Reiko had already figured out what was going on. He’s always been this gullible.
Stan couldn’t dart out of the room fast enough. Audra had already pinned him against the side of the hallway when Reiko caught up.
“It’s all for the show, don’t worry.”
But he wasn’t on to it just yet. “’Don’t worry?’ I just fucking came inside you!”
Audra smiled at Reiko, mockingly. “Maybe you should have asked if I was on birth control before you stuck your prick in.”
Reiko just wanted to make it worse. “He can’t think about what could go wrong when he gets excited.”
Stan gulped a lump down his throat that should have choked him.
Audra booped his nose with a fingertip before turning away. Just about to get back in the room to wrap up the feed, she whispered to Reiko, “Tell him I’m on birth control. Or don’t. Your call.”
Suddenly, Reiko appreciated Audra for the bitch she was.




Stan’s pulse rate finally settled back under a hundred, after Reiko got tired of watching him pace for an hour. ‘She’s on the pill, you gullible moron,’ was the best news he’d heard in his life. Even if it did mean it was a joke at his expense.
Now he couldn’t stop shaking to light his cigarette. Audra flicked her lighter and held it up for him. “So about what we were talking about on the way down...”
“You mean, that’s the whole secret to being a consultant? Be good enough to bullshit your way into getting paid for even more bullshit?”
“Pretty much.” Audra lit her own and almost filled the alley with her first puff. All she’d put on over the lingerie was a long, khaki trench coat. “Not gonna lie, if I don’t find a trophy husband in the next five years, I’m capital-F-fucked.”
“So merit doesn’t count as much as talking up your merit.”
“Not at all. Roman’s full of shit, and nobody ever got rich working for him.”
Stan wasn’t ready to reveal how much of the same story he’d heard. “Good to know. What made you start being honest?”
“This fucking Saudi guy he introduced me to. Creepy as hell, and handsy as a Catholic priest.” Stan knew Audra was blushing from realizing what city she was in. “No offense.”
“Don’t worry about it. No Catholic who actually likes their kids trusts them with a Holy Father anyway. And that was before everyone else heard about that shit.”
Audra blasted out another cloud of blue smoke before resting the back of her head against the wall. “You know, it’s weird, but I had some guy with an accent mention your name last night. Know a man named Ernst?”
Stan wanted to nod, but he knew it could still be an act. “Can’t say I do. Sorry.”
“I guess he was full of shit, then. Said Roman was out to sell me and every other girl to the highest bidder.” Stan’s own smoke drifted through the alley now, having finally taken his first draw. “After that creepy fucker Roman told me to spend a weekend with, I wonder if it’s true.”
I know she’s not lying, and Ernst wasn’t bullshitting, either. Yet risking it was a step too far. “Who knows. Roman’s checks clear when I cash them. That’s all that matters to me.”
Audra pulled the tan coat tighter around herself and snugged the belt. “True. Maybe he was just trying to find said trophy husband. But I’d rather marry a guy who speaks my language.”
Every right instinct in his brain wanted to borrow his dad’s spare car, grab Audra and Reiko, and run like hell. To where, he didn’t know. Just away from Boston and Roman.




“Does it make sense now? Roman can’t help himself from picking fights with arguments that he’s already had killed.”
“What do you mean by that?”
Ernst slid an envelope to Stan. “Read these, and try not to end up just as dead as these men did. From what I’ve gathered, the last one who died had a girlfriend who’s serving a Saudi prince right about now.”
No fucking way. “Is he selling the models?”
“To the highest bidders, yes. That’s why I told you to keep an eye on Reiko. He scoped you two out for a reason.”
Roman had to die, or at least suffer as much as possible. “Tell me what I’ve gotta do.”
Ernst smiled just enough. “Good, you understand.” As the Swede got up from his stool, Stan almost grabbed him by the throat. “And by the way, do trust that we have a trap ready for him. Grin, nod, and do what he says. Otherwise, Roman will know.”
“You’re asking me to trust you, even if everyone else who has turned up dead. What kind of bullshit is this supposed to be?”
“They didn’t trust me enough. Roman found out, and had them ‘dealt with.’ Don’t be that stupid.” Ernst stood to leave again.
Stan got up at the same time. Grabbing a shoulder from behind, he said, “Wait. Audra told me about meeting you, and what you said.”
“You played dumb, correct?”
“Yeah,” Stan already knew paranoia would keep Reiko and himself alive, “but did you actually talk to her?”
“To save her from being trafficked,” Ernst pulled Stan along to O’Rourke’s entryway, “but she’s the type who would sell you out. Ask Ulyana how to handle this.”
Stan knew he’d have to pull her away from Roman, if only long enough to actually have a conversation. “Easier said than done.”
Ernst walked out onto the sidewalk. “We should part ways here, but she tells me Roman will be out of town in a few days. That is your chance.”
“You promise she won’t turn on us either?”
“I do.” Ernst walked away a few steps before turning around. “But tell me one thing. Is Ms. Audra as fun as she looks?”
Stan couldn’t help grinning. “She sure as hell is.”
Maybe Ernst wasn’t all about business, himself.





CAMGIRL HAREM 3 


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


She glanced over at Stan, grinning a little at the erection pushing against his slacks. He wasn’t about to join them, since Roman’s secretary had business to talk over with him. And knowing him, Stan would try recruiting her as a guest model.
The sudden breath that almost burst her lungs stayed inside Reiko until Audra licked her way down. That roll around her entrance primed her for the couple of fingers about to dive in.
“Good, there’s some shit we need to talk about.” Stan’s words perked her ears, but the sound of the door closing brought Reiko back into the fold. Or at least, made her focus on what was going on between her own.




Just a week of North End’s infinite Italian places for lunch had already worn on Stan. He wasn’t out to impress Ulyana, anyway. Seven blocks to the closest Chinese buffet at least gave him time to hear the gist of what Ernst hadn’t shared.
And Ulyana’s eastern-European accent was almost as cute as her ass in that pencil skirt. “Roman does run a legitimate network, with many sites, but it is only a front for his real business.”
Stan at least had the tact to hold the door for her. “And that is?”
“Let us just say, he has clients who will pay large sums for their own private concubines.”
He held two fingers up for the girl at the booth just past the door. As they followed her to a table facing the street, he asked Ulyana, “The kinds of girls who drop their clothes for money would jump at a chance for a sugar daddy, so what’s wrong with that?”
“It is not always voluntary.” Ulyana went ahead and tried getting the extra set of years out of the way. “Tea, for both of us.”
Stan almost wrapped his head around it. “So Roman acts as the go-between.”
“If that was all, it would be legal.” Ulyana sat her purse down in a chair on the side of the table she’d claimed. “These girls are sold to the highest bidder, the second they cross him or drop earnings with their streams.”
Holy shit! The full impact of the danger he’d put Reiko in felt like a steel-toe right in the balls. “You’re fucking with me, right?”
“Not at all,” Ulyana took a few steps toward the buffet, “but cooperate, and he will no longer make that happen to her or any other girl.”
His appetite had already gone screaming down Fleet Street. What the hell have I gotten us into? Ernst and Ulyana, Stan felt he could trust, outside of what they failed to share.
But now he had already put Reiko in danger, and Stan knew he had to put other innocent women in the same kind of dire straits. Roman asking him to prey on desperation was bad enough. And now Stan knew the full, awful truth of his role. 




‘All-you-can-eat’ was half a plate for Stan, and even that much threatened to come back up. How Ulyana could pack that much food away, with both what she knew and that killer figure, he couldn’t figure out. “I don’t know how I can go out recruiting anymore. My job felt scummy enough to begin with.”
“But you must.” Ulyana bit off another half-piece of breaded pork, drenched in red sauce. After swallowing, she pointed out the window. “That girl is perfect.”
On the other side of the street, mall goth as hell, some chick was busy taking her next selfie. If schools weren’t in, Stan would have assumed she was too young.
Ulyana already had the reasons why loaded in the chamber. “Self-centered, desperate for attention, and does everything to spite her parents.”
Every part of the outfit had to cost a fortune, though. “I don’t think she’s broke enough.”
“Roman didn’t give you the best advice, for finding cam-girls, anyway. He just wants you to find women desperate enough to believe anything. Why they are isn’t that important.”
As the girl turned around, the silver ring in her bottom lip flashed in the sunlight. Skin that almost glared as bright as the piercing and black pigtails marked her as a walking stereotype. Which meant she’d draw viewers with an alt-girl fetish.
Despite all that, Stan recognized something innocent about her, even if he couldn’t recognize it. “Why this chick?”
Ulyana finished swallowing the other half of her sweet-and-sour pork chunk. “Think about it. She has people who see her every day. That’s not just good for a starting out with plenty of fans.”
“You mean, if she goes missing, tons of people will worry about her.”
“Maybe not ‘worry,’ but even if our sting goes off the rails, somebody would miss her.”
Stan couldn’t believe how casual she was about the idea of girls outright vanishing. “That’s depressing as fuck, you know?”
“Why? It is the truth. Other than you, nobody would notice Reiko has disappeared until she is halfway across the world.” Ulyana nodded her head toward the new prospect. “Come on, let us pay the bill and catch her before she runs off.”




As much as Stan wanted to let the new girl get away, he knew Ulyana understood the game. Still, he tried his best to follow the program. “The money’s easy as hell, and you’ve got the right look.”
That pair of dark eyes rolled for the umpteenth time. “You really think I’d do porn?”
Ulyana stepped forward, patting Stan hard enough on the balls to keep him from saying anything stupid. “Hundreds of dollars, for two hours of what is not really work. Every night.”
“I’m not fucking him.”
Well, you eat shit and die too, bitch. Stan was about to pass the girl a card, but Ulyana beat him to it.
“Imagine every follower you have now, throwing money and gifts at you.” Ulyana grabbed Stan by the upper-arm. “I know you will call us tonight.”
Us? That’s my fucking number on the cards.
Not even a quarter of a block passed before he had to ask, “You’re positive she’ll follow up?”
“I know she will.”
“How?”
Ulyana leaned into him a little too much for comfort. “If she will not, I will fuck you the next time we are alone.”
A chub developed in his pants within a few steps. “And if she does?”
“Lucky you.”




A few more ad campaigns had been placed. Stan didn’t know if they’d pay off with new subscribers, but that was always the risk. Still, he wasn’t blowing anywhere near the month’s advertising budget until he knew what worked.
The buzz against Stan’s leg felt like another one of those pointless notifications. Ever since he’d taken this job, he regretted every addition to the subscriber counts showing up on his phone. But then it buzzed again.
He swiped right and then realized someone was calling him. There’s no way it’s her. Still, he had to make sure. “Hello?”
“Oh, it’s you again.” The same bratty voice from earlier grated on his nerves as much as before. “How much money can I make, really?”
Stan already knew her eyes would roll again, no matter what he said. “If you hit the average for our models, several hundred, on a slow night.”
“Fine.” The sigh on the other end told him that she wasn’t asking about the paperwork. “What do I have to do?”
If anything could scare the girl off, for her own good, a link to an archived show would do the trick. “I’ll text you a link. If you can’t do this kind of stuff, don’t call back.” If that damn stream Reiko had done with himself and Roman couldn’t do it, nothing could.
“And if I’m fine with it?”
The whole gothic lolita thing wasn’t Stan’s fetish, but he appreciated it for what it was. “There’s an audition. If you pass that, how much you make is up to you. But I wouldn’t go quitting your current job right now.”
“When do I get the money?”
Unlike Reiko’s old agency, at least Roman divvied out his cut and had the tips in accounts within the hour. “Same day.” Waiting until the end of every month didn’t help when the regular financial emergencies popped up halfway through.
“Well,” the kinda snotty, kinda bitchy voice on the other end trailed off for a moment, “I guess I need to show up at the place on your card. When?”
Audra would be around the next day, almost the whole time Reiko would be in class. “Two, sharp. One of our other models can score how you do better than I could. And bring ID.”
“So it’s not that kind of audition, I guess.”
I don’t know if I can put up with you long enough to stick my dick in. “Dress like you’re trying to please your fans. I’ll see you here, tomorrow.”




Reiko’s final show for the night had wrapped up nearly an hour before. Even across town, O’Rourke’s lyred its siren song even more than usual. If only to convince Stan he needed to follow up with Ernst.
The slap of a hand on his shoulder almost put Stan through the ceiling. “You’re here. So you talked with my colleague?”
Stan was already halfway through his third cigarette that night. “And you didn’t tell me what all of this shit was really about. I oughtta kick your ass, right fucking now.”
“Easy, friend.” Ernst laid a dozen generic-looking gift cards in front of Stan, each from a different retailer. “These all have GPS trackers and recording devices in them. Slip them in each girls’ purse or whatever they carry. If Roman tries to do the worst, we will at least have a warning.”
“And if they use them?”
Ernst tapped on the gas station card. “Reiko would never buy petrol. Audra would never shop for office supplies. Use common sense.”
“Is there any way I can listen, and get hold of you if something turns up?” Stan ashed his cigarette and then took a few giant gulps of his beer.
Before he even had the glass down, Ernst was already holding his hand out. “Give me your phone.”
Not ready to doubt everything he’d learned so far, while still hating the idea of going along further, Stan knew he had no choice. Unlocking the screen with a swipe, he passed it along. “Not that I want to know where everyone is all the time, but Reiko’s been hinting at one of her fans being local, and really damn creepy.”
Ernst didn’t bother looking up from the screen until Stan noticed a new, innoncent-looking icon on his home screen. Finally, he slid it back and said, “Roman’s location and recording device is on here as well. You know to keep your mouth shut and play along. Do not make me revoke this privilege.”
Some hint of a smile hit Stan’s mouth about the same time as his cigarette. “I get it. Thanks.”
“This isn’t because I want to be kind or test our working relationship. My higher-ups asked me to do this, even though I have reservations.”
“As in?”
Ernst held a finger up for the bartender. “The usual.” As he glanced at Stan again, Ernst finally looked like he’d seen some serious shit in his day. “We are closer than ever to having enough evidence and a corroborating witness against him. I only worry about how hot-headed you are.”
Stan knew it was on the mark. “Hey, you’re the motherfucker who hid the whole purpose of this cloak and dagger stuff from me, and my foot’s still not a yard or two up your ass.”
“One mistake would destroy more than three years of investigations. Roman is many things, few of them good. But stupid is not one of them.”
It was a fair point. Roman had pulled a couple of fast ones on him so far. “So, what next?”
“Place these bugs on every model, wait for more instructions, and do what he expects of you.”
“Any idea when I can start to trust Audra?” Accomplice as she might be, Stan couldn’t help feeling sorry for her. If she didn’t know the true nature of her work, the risk she was in was more than Stan could tolerate for any innocent person.
Ernst went ahead and drew it all to a close. “I would not risk it, just like us speaking any further tonight. Roman and his people know who I am, so unnecessary talk is dangerous.”
Stan turned in his seat. “Ulyana will give the next order, I guess.”
Passing his card to the bartender, Ernst looked like he couldn’t get out fast enough. “Once you get the basics, you catch on fast. Now I know how a man like you learned to code.”
“You know, I used to take something like that as an insult, but I guess it makes sense.” Stan lit his final cigarette for the night. “But I guess I do look and act like I should work the docks or some meat-packing plant.”
“Your history led me to believe my superiors had made a terrible mistake.” Ernst began signing the credit card stub. “I won’t underestimate Boston’s Irish again. You know when to throw a punch, and when to keep your hands in your pockets.”
“That’s kinda our thing. Otherwise, it’s daily ass-beatings.” When Stan looked to his side, Ernst was already heading out the door.
The bartender leaned in. “Must be going well. He closed out his tab, just now, though.”
Stan’s grin felt too natural. “You might not see me here for a while, but I’ll be back after things settle down.”
“Those other guys who disappeared just up and vanished, so I guess you know what you’re getting yourself into.”
“Too late for that. I’m already balls-deep.” Stan pulled a twenty out of his wallet. “Take care of this place until I’m back, ol’ man.”
The bartender slid the money back to Stan. “Save it for next time, and don’t do anything too stupid until then.”




Audra had only bothered wrapping a cotton robe around herself, the hem stopping right under the magical place between her legs. “She’d better not be late. I’m only giving her an hour to impress me.”
Stan leaned back in his swivel chair, the kind of executive getup that felt better than lying on an expensive mattress. “Even if she passes, I still need three more by the end of the month.”
“Roman said you only need five models, total.”
Business-minded as Audra was, Stan already knew she wasn’t a math-wiz. “Someone has to take your slot. I’m not gonna count on you sticking around.”
“If the money is right,” Audra scooted forward and uncrossed her legs, “you could talk me into it.”
Even if he could only draw a few more weeks out of her, any chance to lure more of Audra’s high-rolling fans to the other models couldn’t be passed up. And then the door chime rang out.
Stan got up, feeling the usual aches and pains come roaring back. “How you wanna do this? Give her a room without a live feed and see what she does?”
“You said she’s a mall goth, right? If her getup costs as much as you say, she already knows how to sweet talk and lead guys on.”
Stan didn’t even look back as he left his office. Or she’s just a spoiled brat.




Nell Calhoun, as her driver’s license called her. But ‘Luna,’ as she wanted to be called, had enough skill to pass the test She wasn’t the cam-goddess Audra had already proven herself to be, and a fair amount behind Reiko. Still, the raw talent was there.
Stan had already muted his speakers as he watched with Audra. He looked back at her, already knowing the biggest flaw. “She can’t be that loud if other girls are streaming.” Even though Nell’s enthusiasm for the work was greatly appreciated.
Audra wrapped her arms around Stan’s neck from behind, leaning his chair back for him. “No, but give me a couple of shows with the fresh meat, and she’ll have the basics down.”
“You have any other concerns?” Another one of Nell’s bombastic climaxes rippled from toe to scalp on the screen. “As of right now, all I know is to tell the girl to edge herself until end.”
“Stan, that does take a little practice.” Even though it was one of the basics of teasing, ruining the whole buildup hit Reiko every now and then, still. “Maybe take away the stronger toys from her room, at first.”
An echoing scream filtered through the walls as Nell’s head jerked back. Stan had seen enough, and he didn’t want the police showing up. “Go let her know she’s passed, and then get your next show going.”
“You mean, you don’t want help getting her to put out?”
“I want a second permanent model, not a fuck-buddy.”
Audra patted his shoulders and then headed for the door. Right before leaving, she untied the string on her terry robe. “I guess Reiko’s lucky. You at least try being more faithful to her than she is to you.”
Stan didn’t even take his eyes off the feed. “What’s that supposed to mean?”
“Well, anyone who does sex-work for a living kinda assumes they’ll fuck outside of whatever relationship they’ve got. Otherwise, they’ll just end up broke. That goes for you, too.”
“How?” Still not averting his attention, Stan hoped he wouldn’t have to kick Audra out of his office. “I don’t need to sleep around behind Reiko’s back to run the site.”
“She already knows what it takes to keep the talent in line. Power dynamics are everything in this business.” Audra almost shut the door behind her before adding. “At least, if you don’t want the brat thinking she’s in control here.”
Stan waited until he knew he Audra was in her room. If everything went according to Roman’s timeframe, solitude would be damn near impossible, even in Stan’s own home. And with the pushy, attention-whoring type the work required, being a pushover wasn’t an option.
Fuck it. Channeling a bit of Roman’s character wasn’t his favorite choice, but Stan knew Audra wasn’t bullshitting. A smart-assed hellion like ‘Luna’ would be one problem after another.
That is, unless Stan could make her place in the operation loud and clear. She’d either accept her role as the bottom bitch, or get the fuck out, for her own good.




Reiko’s noon advanced genetics class had been canceled, but she still had a 200-level organic chemistry lecture a few hours later. About the time her phone buzzed within her purse, she was settling into her usual hideaway in the university library. Seeing to whatever it was about would clear her mind for a quick round of studying, giving her time for a second cam-show that night.
Until she realized Stan had texted her a link. The .mp4 extension at the end told her earbuds would be wise. Especially when the message was ‘hey, tell me what you think of the potential new girl.’
So much for using the bonus time productively. ‘Fine, but I’ll need quiet later.’
Waiting for the video to buffer on the school’s spotty wi-fi, Reiko had to wonder how much crossover, or competition, the new talent would present.
Staring down at her phone with a bud in one ear, she recognized opportunity within the first couple of seconds. Alt-girls like this one tended to draw guys who went nuts over Asians, as well as the ones who appreciated the ‘innocent, but not really, and you fucking know it’ vibe Reiko tried to put across.
About the time fingers dropped between the girls legs, Reiko couldn’t mash the volume controls on her phone quick enough.
Over-sensitive as Reiko tried to act, whoever this chick was, she wasn’t faking it. Within the first couple of minutes, the kind of jarring orgasm nobody could fake had her in awe. Not jealous, exactly. But maybe a little.
As the girl smiled a little with lips deep-red as merlot and clenched teeth, Reiko knew every release was total. By the time mascara rained down both cheeks, whoever this absolute prodigy was, she had found her calling.




The raging boner in Stan’s pants hadn’t faded a single bit. Rewatching Nell’s audition felt as natural as pissing after waking up from a beer binge.
Right before the urge to unzip his pants took hold, two knocks made him jump. He scrambled to click the right buttons to get the cam on his own monitor to start recording. If things were about to happen, Stan wanted a record for himself.
“Hey!” ‘Luna’ was already primed to bitch and moan about something. A few more beats on the door drummed out. “If you’re jerking off, don’t bother hiding it.”
As the handle turned and the door opened, Stan was thankful as fuck he’d held off as long as he had. “What’s up?”
Even through all that makeup, Nell’s cheeks blushed almost as rosy as her lips. “Maybe you werent.” She took a few steps forward, disarmed already. “So, do I have a shot?”
As much as Stan wanted to sign her up, right that second, the obvious problem had to be dealt with. “I’m not bitching at all, so don’t take it the wrong way...”
The piercing in the center of Nell’s bottom lip tucked behind her front teeth. “I get it. Fuck off, I’m out.”
“Woah!” Stan whipped out of his chair fast enough to leave it spinning. “That’s not what I’m getting at, one bit.”
Nell’s head cocked, both pigtails waving from the motion. “What do you mean?”
The age on her ID explained everything. “You got caught having sex all the time, didn’t you?”
“How did you know?” The lip ring flashed out of her mouth. “If you’re gonna narc to my parents, fuck you.”
Seeing she’d become legal only a few months before made the whole riddle come together in Stan’s head. “You’re loud, but that’s actually a good thing.” That is, until he remembered the romp that got him in trouble with Kaitlyn, and why.
Nell already had a barb dug against his skin. “It’s why I had to move out, but not that it’s any of your business.”
Stan also remembered putting his hand over Kate’s mouth when they lost their virginity together. “You like sex, because it feels that damn good to you. The problem was, parents always heard what was going on.”
“And mine think it’s the worst thing I could do.” A hint of southern accent leaked into Nell’s voice. “Like I’m supposed to clamp my legs until it’s time to fire babies out, one after the other.”
Now the puzzle hadn't just come together. The whole damn thing had flipped over to reveal the printed side. “I don’t blame you for getting the hell out.”
Nell took a seat on the opposite side of his desk. “I’ve seen a lot of fucked up fetishes, but abstinence is the most unnatural of them all.”
Fuck. Whether it was about rebellion, or release after so much repression, Nell’s lunatic parents had unknowingly turned her into a nymphomaniac from Hell. Or at least from the accessory rack at Hot Topic.
Her skepticism at his understanding wasn’t the biggest surprise. “So you want me to keep getting loud. I can do it, but I’m not fucking multiple guys.”
Stan eased back into his seat. “I don’t expect it of you.”
“Then what do you want?”
Reaching into the bottom drawer of his desk, way too fancy for any operation’s IT ape, he pulled a ball-gag out of the stash of spare toys and then slid it to Nell. “You’re gonna need this. BDSM and the whole goth thing are like chocolate and peanut butter.”
Nell backed into her chair. “Is it because you think I’m too loud, or because you wanna take advantage of me?”
It was time to be honest, even if Stan knew he might kick himself for it later. “My own boss laid out the rules a little more clearly than I thought he would. The video I sent you should explain that well enough.”
“Yeah, he fucked that little Japanese chick good. The look on your face was priceless.” Nell eased up, just enough. “I’m cool with it. I’ve done worse for a few hundred bucks since I showed up in Boston.”
Why doesn’t that surprise me? “I get why you want to sign on, and why you do what you do.” Stan scooted his throne forward a bit. “But I won’t take you on if you think you’ll regret the work here later.”
Nell shrugged, jostling both pigtails. “Whatever. Even if I do, I’ve got a couple of sugar-daddies I can’t wait to drop. It can’t be any worse than fucking around with their creepy asses.”
The slight cock of her head to the right, combined with that grin, told Stan everything. “Well, congrats. You’re hired, and you don’t have to deal with them again.”
“So this bondage thing… Is it every show, and who does it to me?”
The very basics of it, Stan understood. Reiko’s early interest led to a night of researching and practicing knots. Stuff like that was unforgettable as how to ride a bike. “I guess it’s on me. Whether you want me taking part in your streams is up to you.”
“If it pays more, I don’t mind you showing your face. What skin is it off of my ass?”
“And if another model wants to split the feed and profits?”
Nell uncrossed her legs, the hem of her black skirt dropping before too much of a show happened. “Again, only if the money’s there. Hell, she could go totally dominatrix on me, assuming it pays enough.”
The urge to test the limits of his power beat against Stan’s better instincts. “I can do it until we find the right girl.” Something like a flush of heat almost raged onto his cheeks. “That is, if it’s something you’re up for.”
Like she was looming over a toddler acting like an adult, Nell stood up and then leaned over the desk, both fists against her hips. “That’s cute. You really think I don’t know who writes the checks here?”
Not me, but go on telling yourself that I do. Stan looked up, grinning like a fucking fool. “So, it’s a deal?”
If Reiko’s final class had been canceled, she’d have texted him already. Two or three hours was plenty of time. “Yeah, we’re on the same page here.”
Clunky boots whipped across the top of his desk as the skin of Nell’s thighs screamed against the polished surface. “Well then, let’s talk benefits... Boss.”
Knowing she expected some kind of reward, Stan almost held back from making a promise. Again, almost.
“You get your first hundred subscribers before two weeks are up, and I throw half of my advertising budget at you. Make enough, and I’ll try making you a household name in the fetish community.” Not that Stan knew how to do exactly that like the true pros. “Hell, I’ll even put a couple of your best shows on streaming sites.”
“If you can link my wish-lists in the videos, you’re on.”
Stan had seen it done before. “I can, but promising it’d turn out new sugar daddies isn’t guaranteed.”
“Every fuck’s a gamble.” Nell scooted forward, just enough that the faint outline of her bald slit came out of the shadows of her pleated skirt.
The muscles in Stan’s arms ached from not reaching forward. Fighting to lean further back in his chair, Stan barely kept a straight face. “You might as well put your absolute limit on the table, right now. And don’t blow smoke up my ass. I will hold you to it.”
Like she’d rehearsed the line, Nell blurted it out. “No ass stuff, giving or receiving, and I don’t need a condom for clean guys. I guess you are, if the whole testing thing is policy here.”
Fuckin’ hell. From what little he’d read from Ulyana’s private messages to him, Roman’s clients demanded a clean bill of health out of the girls they wanted to buy. Knowing he was clean, himself, Stan had no issue making a promise.
“You’re up for that kind of test yourself, first thing in the morning.”
Nell pulled a sheet of paper out of a cup of her vinyl corset. “One of my guys pays for it every month. Is yesterday recent enough?”
Stan unfolded the damp sheet. Even through the blur of sweat, he recognized the signature. “Dr. McElwee? I know him.” If only from helping his dad through that bout of diabetic complications the year prior.
“So,” Nell propped a boot on each arm of Stan’s chair, “no more bumps in the road? As soon as my account’s ready for bank deposits, I’ll do shows that day.”
The temperature in front of Stan rose a couple of degrees. He knew where it came from. “Maybe as soon as tonight, if you give me your account and routing numbers.”
Nell dragged another sheet from the same cup of her outfit. “Here.” She leaned both shoulders back as soon as Stan took it from her. “If you need high school transcripts too, it’ll take a while.”
“I think we’re just fine on records now.”
A pale hand jerked the bottom of the skirt right up. Hairless, moon-white perfection stared back from where black cotton had been before. “I get it done every two weeks. Can I write it off on taxes now?”
She could, among other things. “Report what you make here on your W-9, subtract what you can’t pay hard cash for, and spend almost all of the rest on your looks. I don’t think I have to tell you to save receipts.”
Questions about health insurance were almost a decade beyond the girl’s maturity. Still, the next line jerked Stan’s head back.
“Do I get a copyright on my image? The cosmetic companies I’m talking with aren’t opposed to this kind of work, but I want ownership of my own brand. You’re gonna need to put up a deposit.”
Fucker me! Stan didn’t have an answer, right then and there. Pulling out his own wallet, he knew the girl was too good to let go. Thumbing through his money, Stan pulled some bills out as he said, “Let me talk with my business partner. I’m sure it’s something we can do, but I can’t let you stream until we hammer this out.”
Nell snatched all five Benjamins from between his fingers. “Good enough to keep me interested.”
Ramen and oatmeal it was, for the next week. But a find like ‘Luna’ didn’t just waltz into his path, at the places Stan knew to recruit from. “Any other surprises you wanna spring on me?”
“Yeah, one more.” Nell clamped the sole of a boot over his left hand. “You gonna prove you’re the boss… Or not?”
The bloody, metallic taste of seeing a cop at the wrong time filled Stan’s mouth. “Get that Doc Martin off my goddamned fingers, and we’ll talk.”
“Huh.” Nell did as he merely suggested, at that point. “You’re not the kind of creep I figured you were. One trip to the emergency room, a story about how you forced yourself on me, and boom. Instant payday.”
“Don’t do shit like that.” He’d known enough bitter drunks who assumed all women tried pulling the same stunt. “It gives shitty guys ammo when they raise a stink about false rape accusations. Besides,” he pointed at the circle of lighter gray at the top of his primary monitor, “I’ve got a record of everything we’ve said, and a second copy uploading to the cloud.”
The radiant fire between Nell’s thighs drew even closer. “If you really are the boss, then, it’s time to prove it.”
Reiko never had let Stan put what he’d tried learning to good use. Consent, safe-words, and rope discipline? None of that mattered, compared to leaving her skin free from marks.
He reached for the drawer again, thankful as hell that he’d tucked that abandoned wish in his own spare drawer of accessories. A thirty-foot coil of rope, bound in its own loops, had been neglected long enough.
Nell closed her legs, just enough. “It’s cotton. My dates get mad if they think I’ve already been out, and Richard notices that kind of shit.”
“You just took five-hundred-fucking-bucks from me.” A hint of Roman couldn’t hurt. “Tell the guy something came up, and you’ll see him tomorrow. I’ll push your start date back.”
Hesitation was the last thing Stan expected from the girl, but there it was. “I get it. You know the tricks, and if I play by the rules, I get rewards.”
Stan untied the loops of rope from themselves, running the length against his fingers until he found the middle of the hank. “Be thankful it’s not hemp or jute.”
“You know, the last time a guy wanted to tie me up, the stuff he bought was almost four dollars a foot.”
That kind of luxury was for wannabe-billionaire doms. “He brags about how much money he has… A lot... Right?”
“It bought me this outfit, and a dozen others.” Nell tried pulling Stan’s chair closer by the treads of her boots. “If you can’t do better, piss off.” That horrible impressions of a British accent at the end reminded Stan of why he didn’t like Nell to begin with. “Talking like that gets royalty like him off.”
“Stop right there. Are you dumb enough to think he buys that act, and what’s his family name and title?”
“Why is it any of your business?”
Hating the British Royal Family was an official hobby in most parts of Boston. Almost on par with taking the piss out of people who claimed royal blood themselves. “And on top of that, what’s his opinion of the Irish marrying into his family?”
“O’Keefe, ‘Second Count of Wales,’ and fine with the Irish.”
“Bull-fucking-shit!” Aside from the imaginary title, O’Keefe’s only had oddly vaginal paintings to their name, and not from anyone born in Wales. “Guy’s grandad probably fell off the same boat mine did.”
“His money is as good as anyone elses. Who cares if he’s lying?”
“You will, the second the bank account runs dry.” Stan kept running the kinks out of the rope as he leaned back. “Nobody who actually has money needs to lie about it. You know that as well as I do.”
“But he wants to keep a low-profile, because of his title, and...” Like dawn had spread across Nell’s common-sense, it hit her. “Motherfucker!”
“I told your ass.” Boston was full of people who claimed heritage, but the recent advent of genealogy and genetic tests anyone could look up had been fucking them hard. “Besides, you already took hundreds of dollars from me without my consent, and I haven’t called the police. “
The inky pools of black Nell pretended were her irises stared back. But Stan already knew, by the dark outline, that she had contacts in.
“So, drop the dumb fucker already. He’s full’a shit. You’ve already run him broke, most likely.”
Nell tried dropping plucked eyebrows, for whatever reason. “And you’re any better, why?”
Who fucking cares? Stan pulled the end of a boot lace, unraveling the knot on one of Nell’s leather statement pieces. “Like I said, guaranteed money here, or more bull-butter. Your choice.”
“And that is?”
Enough was enough. “Sad, middle-aged men buying you stuff for letting them fall asleep on top of your ass, or real money. I won’t offer it a third time, or even bother telling you why the rest of them are full of it.”
“Jesus fuck! Fine!” Nell held both of her arms out, ready for whatever Stan planned to wrap them in.
“Nuh-uh.” Stan shook his head at her. “We’re finding your limit. Get this other fucking boot off.”
As both of them got the pair off in record time, Nell couldn’t help pissing and moaning even more. “I already told you, no butt stuff.”
Alright by me. “Shut the hell up if you wanna get paid.”
“And if this is gonna be part of the job, don’t come in me without a heads-up.”
Sheer, bald, willing perfection. Without any of that pesky shame to deal with, either. “Go ahead and count on it.”
Nell brought her legs up. The synthetic greenish-brown of her boots’ soles reminded Stan of axle grease. Fuckers have gotta go!
White socks that ended just before the tops of the things would have been a problem later. Sliding them down, calf to ankle, and then ankle to toes… Stan wondered when Nell would pick up her next round of bitching.
When she didn’t, he knew the game was laid out for him. As much as she’d never admit it, Nell was out to please, for the right price.
The stiff loop of rope tugged against his fingers. He pulled it around, tucking the tail in and then reversing the direction. A quick jerk had Nell’s ankles pressed together.
If she wasn’t throwing a fit, Stan wanted to see how much she’d put up with. A few loops wrapped around her legs. Then he pulled. Tight.
“Jesus Christ!” Nell tried kicking free, only bobbing her feet around. “What the fuck?”
Three lashes around the middle stopped that little bit of resistance. He backed off, giving her enough slack to get comfy. “That feel better?”
“Yeah, but what the hell?”
Stan rolled his eyes. “If you can get out, it defeats the purpose, right?”
“Take it fucking easy or—”
The ball-gag was in Nell’s mouth already. He’d keep the general idea of ‘easy’ in mind, but at that point, she just need to shut the hell up.
“Mmmph, nn-hnng!” They hadn’t bothered discussing a signal, and the gag ruled out a safe-word.
Easing Nell onto her right side, Stan forced both of her arms in front of her. The classic hogtie would have been fun as hell to put her in, but getting his cock wet would have been damn near impossible.
Holding both of her wrists with one hand, Stan reached for two more lengths of rope in his drawer. Lashing Nell’s arms as tightly as her ankles, he knew she wasn’t going anywhere quickly. From the edgy brat out of hell, to a helpless fuck-toy, just like that.
Stan dropped the spare length in front of her face and then picked his five hundred dollar bills off the top of the desk. “Try that again, and I’ll cram both of those clod-stompers up your ass, sideways.”
Nell struggled against her bonds as Stan reclaimed money he still hadn’t paid back.
“That’s bill money for me.” He stuck it back in his wallet and tucked the whole fold into the back pocket of his jeans. “Any money you get from here, you’re earning, not taking.”
Like the defiant teenager she technically still was, if only for another year, Nell tried cussing through the plastic strapped to her mouth.
Stan looked at the camera running on the top of one of his monitors and then shrugged. Sending a copy to Roman would at least prove that Stan had the mind for handling the talent. Financially, and physically.
Making sure he lifted the skirt all the way, one quick scoot of Nell’s entire body had her girly bits peeking out of her thighs, in full view of the recording. The slick gloss on her waxed skin said more about her personality than a room full of head-shrinkers could. “And you just know you like it when someone else tames that bitchy attitude.”
Looking around the room for anything to drive the point home, Stan remembered that fancy keyboard to his right. For whatever reason, the over-engineered thing had a plastic ruler in-place of the usual footbar.
A little pull broke the magnetic hold. Whipping sixteen flexible inches against his palm, Stan made sure Nell saw and heard the impact.
Her eyes didn’t open hard enough for his liking, though. Giving Nell a few light taps on the ass, Stan knew the back was the side to hit with. With a hollowed-out recess in the middle, it’d give twice the sting, without leaving a bruise. Stan’s wrist turned into a blur as he brought it down.
Snap!
A few more licks on the same place had Nell trying to squeal. Not convinced that his point had been made, Stan doubled the number until the streaks across both of her cheeks were red as her lipstick.
He watched her toes clench as he drew his arm back again. “I’m not doing this to fuck you up. It’s all about showing you who calls the shots. Got it?”
Nell tried to look away from his gaze, failing miserably. She had to know it, too. The half-assed nod she finally gave was plenty for Stan.
Unzipping himself, Stan knew he was about to give the new girl more than Reiko would ever consent to. The irony in Nell going from a total bitch on wheels, to the vulnerable thing in front of him, made his dick harden up that last bit he needed.
Stan pushed Nell from behind the knees, pressing her thighs against her stomach. That white peach of an ass and the gate to her cunty wonderland were at the perfect height.
Not even bothering with a quick spit at his palm, Stan pulled his member out. Reiko would know something had happened when she would get home, whether it was from the perfume of sex on his jeans, or the fresh pair he’d put on later. Not that Stan gave a single fuck anymore.
That fine separation between the pink set of lips down there guaranteed a close squeeze. Nell’s thighs pressing together wouldn’t hurt matters either. Even if she had some experience, a body that age always kept the path narrow and ready.
Barely grazing his tip along the entire set of folds, Stan tried imagining what she’d feel like inside. Soft and supple, or a grip like a pair of channel-locks… They all had their merits.
He thought about slipping his way in. But why show mercy at this point? Slamming himself all the way through wouldn’t have made his point, either.
Firm and steady, with all the weight he could muster, Stan leaned his hips forward. Nell’s warmth swallowed him completely. Finally, he’d discovered the right mix of discipline and certainty that could put Nell in her place.
As the skin of her ass and thighs met his pelvis, Stan knew she had more depth to give him. It’d have to wait until he was ready to spread her wide, though. He let himself rest as far in as he could push.
Going for the clit right away gnawed on a corner of his mind. Then the spare coil of rope in front of Nell caught his eye.
Still planted like a five dollar tree in a fifty dollar hole, he reached down and uncoiled the loops that had kept the whole bundle tight for over a year. One wrap around the braided cuffs on Nell’s wrists and ankles held in his fingers until he tucked the excess through the bight.
Repeating his beginner knot, Stan pulled it all into a cinch and then looped the other way around. The way Nell struggled, totally in vain, coursed her walls against his shaft in a way that’d make Stan come in minutes.
“Easy. You keep fighting it like this, and I’ll come too early.” Stan finished the tie that had his new model locked into an inescapable fetal position. “I get to have the fun I’m after, and you’re staying like this until I do.”
The way Nell turned her face at him, frightened shitless that he’d tuck her into the closet to use later, spoke more than a TV preacher who wouldn’t shut hell up. Bumping into the edge of his limits was fine, as far as Stan was concerned, but the points of no return had to be scorched into her mind.
Bundling the whole mess of rope into one final, tidy knot, Stan tried forcing himself a little deeper. His hips wouldn’t do it alone, so he pulled against her thighs. Jerking Nell an inch or so closer, over the edge of his desk, Stan knew she’d have to take whatever he was about to lay on her.
White rope kept biting onto creamy skin as he dove back. Even the slight pull of his hand against the bundle changed the bound parts of her body. Ivory darkened to rouge, almost too fast to notice.
Stan kept watching as he slammed back in. Nell’s hands and feet gradually drifted closer to a faint shade purple as he kept his grip tight. Letting go, he was satisfied at how quickly the natural tone of her skin came back. Actually hurting her, outside of that fucking ego, was out of the question.
Pushing against Nell’s forehead and locking eyes with her, Stan couldn’t help driving the knife in a little deeper. Same with his cock. “It’s kinda funny how you don’t mind being degraded and used, once you drop the brat act.”
The way Nell stopped tensing herself said it all.
“I get it.” He reared back and then crammed himself as far inside her as he could. “That bitchy attitude is your mask. You actually wanna be used like this.”
Stan noticed her fingers balling up.
“Give in and admit it.” He knew the only thing hotter than a fighting sub, was a broken one who’d dropped her act. “Sell that kind of defeat, and you’ll make both of us rich.”
Two good slams into Nell punctuated the sentiment. Fighting against what he really wanted to do kept getting harder.
Nnnngh-mhmmph! Nell’s hands and feet tinged red again, even though Stan wasn’t pulling on the ropes. Either something was wrong, or everything was just as it should have been.
Stan didn’t care which side the coin fell on. Another brutal jab made her stop trying to bitch through the plastic ball.
After just enough thrusts in for the little skank on his desk to settle in and enjoy it, Stan pulled out. He put both of his hands under Nell’s arms, forcing her upright and then down on the floor. She was too low and immobile to suck his dick, but in just the right place for realizing her position on the totem pole.
He unstrapped the gag and then pushed up against her chin with two fingers. The line of spittle running to her jaw had been dyed with lipstick.
“If you think this isn’t what our guys want, nod, and I’ll let your ass go home.”
On the verge of coughing and weezing for breath, Nell looked up at him the best she could. Even from feet below Stan’s own face, he saw that stroke of defiance come back.
The little shrug sealed Nell’s fate. “I’ve done worse, for a lot less.”
Nell wincing after she shut her mouth brought a smile to his face. “Don’t worry, I’m not into beating the hell out of women and calling it foreplay.” He leaned over to his computer and pulled up Audra’s running stream.
Abusing his admin privileges, the chat’s word of God invaded. If you fellas like it loud, you’re about to hear a preview of the model premiering tomorrow, from two rooms over.
He didn’t bother reading the flood of responses. They’d either go for it, or Stan would end up having the time of his life anyway.
“Get your ass up.”
After just a fraction of a second pushing against the rope, Nell pointed out the obvious. “I can’t, dipshit.”
“Too bad.” Stan reached down, pulling her back on top of the desk. He spun her around, both of her ass cheeks screaming against the polished wood. Placing his own hand in front of her face as he forced Nell to land on her knees and shoulders, Stan at least kept her from busting her nose or lip.
And with that, his mercy tank only had fumes left. “You squirt?”
“No, and fucking why?”
It wasn’t any of her business, but it let Stan guve up worrying about the Xerox machine behind him getting wet. “That kinda sucks, but whatever.” Stan kinda broke his rule against hitting women by rocking Nell’s entire body with a hard slap on the ass, packing enough force to make his hand go numb.
“Fuck!”
His hand stung against the remaining porcelain side of her ass. “Well, shit. I went and fucked it up by putting my handprints all over the damn thing.” A picture of an ass that tight and without marks, until then, could have been the centerpiece of any museum’s special display on form.
Nell had already figured out the game, kinda. The fact that she hadn’t screamed out again laid out the rest of the plan.
Which was fine with Stan. He loved the fuck out of that thing Reiko did, when she tried pretending he couldn’t finger a pussy worth a damn. And Nell was in the easiest position to force magic to happen.
Burning red as her ass had gotten, the little wings on her pussy lips and the skin around them stayed pale as ever. Dipping his right index and middle fingers in his mouth, Stan couldn’t wait to make her go apeshit again.
Pressing his face into the raw heat of it all, he gave Nell one last hit against her rump. The fact that she screamed louder than before told him everything he needed to know about her tolerance for too much pain or pleasure: It barely fucking existed.
Ready to fuck her world up, without even fucking her this time, he plunged both digits in as deep as he could. The plush mound of G-spot took all of a second to locate.
Nell sucking in a breathe like she was about to dive for pearls didn’t slow him down at all. In fact, he knew it was time to root around for her own with his other hand. Letting his right thumb take over clit duty, he pressed against the soft mound of nerves.
Nell didn’t hold back. “Holy fuck!” Her ass rose another inch as she fought against the restraints. “Right th—”
“There.” Stan finished it for her, twiddling even harder from both in and out of her body. If Nell didn’t know her own secret combo before, she sure as fuck had to now.
Wiggling his fingers in tandem, Stan knew that makeup would be a complete mess before the poor thing could even come. Bonus points for the viewers, but nobody was watching this shit live. They’d only get to hear the noise from down the main hallway. For now.
Nell tried to spread out, twisting herself against the rope. Even with her face pressed against the desktop, she managed to wail like an air raid siren. The growing tremor in her ass and thighs spoke even louder about the eruption ahead.
Stan reached around with his free hand, working the knot keeping her wrists locked close to her ankles. He had permission to do what he wanted with her, but not seeing Nell’s face as he pushed her limit would be a waste.
He gave Nell one final dig, making sure of the angle. If he was gonna come inside this fussy wannabe, she’d at least have to scream like she wanted it. Otherwise, it really would be into-the-closet with her, until he felt randy again, sometime after midnight.
The last coil unwound as he pulled his fingers out of her. Nell moaned out the exasperation, having the ride end just before the station.
He watched her straighten out until Nell had her stomach against the wood. As arms and legs hung over both sides of the desk, he forced her to roll onto her back.
Scooping an arm around both of thighs, Stan jerked her to the very edge of the surface. With her ass floating in mid-air, Nell’s pink, needy cunt was at the best possible height for the way Stan wanted to invade.
Shoving her feet and ankles to the left of his face, Stan looked down at those black pigtails screaming for his attention. Taking one in each hand, Stan had Nell locked in place, ready to get fucked into next week.
Bucking his hips forward, Stan watched Nell’s eyes shoot open as he stabbed at rock-bottom. Something volatile and ready to cook off stewed right behind her face.
He pulled back, barely a split-second before cracking their bodies against each other. The shock of it forced Nell’s lips into an open circle, with that silver ring in the middle of the bottom.
Drinking in the euphoria, Stan forgot all about the pigtails, throat, and rope. The defiant curves of her petite bod writhed too much for him to ignore.
Running his hands down both sides of her body, he stopped just before her thighs started. That crook just over Nell’s hips was the perfect crease to tuck both thumbs into.
The overwhelming reek and chaos of sex flooded every bit of his mind. The fact that he had total control of what she could do, feel, and respond with filled him with even more heat. A particularly throaty moan from the bratty skank didn’t talk him into slowing down, either.
Both hands locked onto the hips too wide for a girl that damn small. Braided cotton scraped against his cheek a dozen times as he kept piling in.
The idea of wasting his last chance to enjoy this kind of pre-drinking-age libido finally caught up to Stan. Sliding his right hand along her waist, grazing against her ribs, and the to her face… The straight thumb was a dare without words.
Nell twisted her neck, leaning just enough to get his thumb between her lips. Clamping her teeth just before his knuckle, she began to suck like she was trying to pull the entire digit off.
It calmed his shaft down about as well as an explosion going off feet away. Stan was content with letting himself drown in the feeling and Nell’s shrieking chorus.
Bringing his left arm up to pull her thighs close, Stan filled her harder than before. His blood caught fire as Nell’s voice cracked.
Gritting his teeth as he popped himself against the back of those thighs, he whipped his thumb out of her mouth and then snatched at her bound wrists. With a violent tug, her forced her body an inch further to his side of the desk.
Even through the strangulation, Nell managed to whimper out, “Fucking make me come!”
Before her eyes slammed shut again, Stan had to fight against the urge to do what came naturally. If he could hold on just a bit longer, the tiny bitch would know who kept in iron grip on the reins.
Like any good slave who knew her place, Nell screamed out how thankful she was for the honor of finally getting pushed to her limit. He gave up on her hands, reaching for that ivory throat again. The buzz of her voice fighting through the choke felt white-hot on Stan’s palm.
The full strength of her cunt spasmed around his dick, with as much warning as a sniper’s first bullet. Melting and weakening where he stood, it forced Stan to gasp loud enough to cut through Nell’s insane caterwauling.
Barely pulling himself back far enough for another pump, Stan realized he’d just slammed into his own maximum. Settling into the deep, softest reach of Nell’s pussy, the tingling relief swelled until it’d taken over his entire body.
Coming inside her with a total flood, Stan grunted out the last of his thrusts. Warmth like a smirk crept along Stan’s face. Pushing both of Nell’s legs back, he pulled out almost enough to turn her pink slit white. Just watching himself swell, pulse, and then relax was more than enough.
Like every shot was a full marathon behind him, the spare energy he had left drained once every couple of seconds. Even if he didn’t know this was a safe pussy, keeping himself under control wouldn’t have happened.




Stan had just finished cleaning himself up well enough. Watching the sun drift under the skyline of downtown, he lit his first cigarette in close to twenty hours.
A familiar accent came out from the opening of the alley. “Did you get her to sign?”
Ulyana could be pushy when she wanted, Stan figured. “I guess so, and you’re probably here for a reason.”
“Ernst has another request, and it is important. Meet him at eleven tonight. You know where.” Her full mane of dirty blonde flowed in the wind as she turned to walk away.
Shit’s moving fast now. Stan took the initial drag and billowed it out. I guess I’m drinking tonight after all.
Even if it was supposedly on behalf of a human-trafficking scumbag, the afterglow Stan’s victory hadn’t faded. Getting Nell to even show up was a job in and of itself. Breaking her and proving his dominance, with video evidence to prove the effort, tickled that blue-collar pride woven into his bones.
Ulyana pulled Stan out of the moment of joy. “So, are you able to meet him?”
“Eleven, yeah...” One issue still had a bundle of splinters up his ass, though. “When Roman comes back, how do I explain tripping over the perfect model for this shit?” Meanwhile, Stan dropped an CVS gift-card from Ernst into Ulyana’s purse.
Bleached teeth flashed his way as Ulyana started walking out of the alley. “Worry that hard about finding the next one, and it won’t be a problem. You still have a couple of days before the fucker comes back to Boston.”




Stan passed a few dollars at the same bartender as ever. Three dollar drafts in honor of the Red Sox’s first win of the season had him cozied up in his usual drinking haunt early. Not that he had time to fall asleep in the fourth inning of yet another game. Even die-hard baseball fans will admit it’s as exciting as watching pro golf.
Broad fingers patted on Stan’s left shoulder, making him look that way. Realizing he’d fallen for the oldest trick in the book, he looked far more pissed as he glanced to his right.
Ernst was already smiling like a fool. “This new girl has promise, yes?”
Stan picked up his glass and made the second quarter of his Sam Adams disappear. Pulling his phone out of his pocket as he gulped, a few swipes at the screen had his personal copy of the video ready to play. “You can watch, if you’re that damn interested.”
A hint of red filled Ernst’s cheeks. “I already know the details.”
What a fucking job he’s got. “Audra’s feed heard it all after my announcement, I guess.”
Trying to steer the conversation into any other trajectory, Ernst pointed one finger against the beer-soaked walnut of the bar. “Did you put a tracker on this girl yet?”
“Yeah. Got Audra, Reiko, and your own buddy when she butted in, too.” If you learned to pick pockets in fourth grade, putting shit in a purse is no problem. “The only person I can’t track yet is Roman himself.”
“Which is too risky. Any hint, and he will bolt.”
“Good to know before I try it.” Stan tried crushing the glass handle of his stein, only giving himself the start of a blister on his palm. “But now that I’m in too deep to think of turning back, you’d better tell me the real stakes we’re playing for.”
“Roman will have you shot, and then sell Reiko and the rest of the models off to the highest bidder.”
It was nothing new to Stan. “Enough of the cryptic shit. Can I trust Audra, or not?”
For the first time, Ernst looked like he didn’t have an answer cocked and primed in the chamber. “She is in as much danger as the others, but she is not innocent in this mess.”
The code starting making sense. “Well, if she’s just as vulnerable, is she gonna be charged when Roman gets well and truly fucked?”
“That depends on how much she cooperates with the investigation. If Audra obstructs, even in the slightest, she will not walk free until her fifties, at least.”
Not dumb enough to show his hand, or new enough to trust anyone, Stan tested the one card he might still have against his vest. “Assume I manage to turn her. How much would you yell at me for trying?”
“If you actually manage it, not a bit.” Fingers gripped Stan’s wrist as a thumb tried to crush the pressure point between all of those delicate bones and tendons. “But it risks too much work, and too many lives. Do you understand?”
That shred of empathy he’d gained for Audra hugged that last heart-string tight. “I get it, but what if she’s just another dupe like Roman thinks I’m supposed to be?”
“Then the bug you slipped into her purse will prove her innocence.” Ernst signaled for a drink of his own. “Until then, play as ignorant and clueless as you sound, right now.”
Then fuck you too, fella. “In my world, ratting gets your ass beat. How do you know she’d fare any better?”
“Witness protection.” Ernst’s wink at the bartender as he said it finally gave up the arrangement between the two. “A new name, a new life, and all charges cleared. If she tells the whole truth.”
“Same goes for me.” Stan pulled another chug of lager. “I don’t like the sound of it.”
Ernst reached over and tapped Stan’s phone. Before he could get the volume down to silence, Nell’s voice got a few heads turning.
“Hey, living in Japan would drive me batshit, even if they don’t care how drunk you get in public over there.”
“Then consider how much you expose yourself. If Roman’s employers catch wind of your cooperation, they will make it necessary to relocate you.”
Fuck. “Human trafficking’s involved, so let me guess...” Stan had always kept his nose clean, but the odor of Boston’s underbelly never lost its tang. “Russian mob?”
“INTERPOL sending a Scandinavian to handle the case wasn’t enough of a clue?”
“Ulyana was. Eastern Europeans either hate Russia, or they’re more afraid of some Russki. Doesn’t take long in Boston to figure that out.”
Ernst clacked the thick glass of his beer against Stan’s. “I’ll leave it on you to figure the rest out.”
Before Stan even realized the bartender was nodding at the door, Ernst had snuck away again. But this time, he was taking advantage. With fingers raised, he called out, “Three more pints, on the usual asshole’s tab.”





CAMGIRL HAREM 4

Another video played on Roman’s mammoth screen. Nell’s performance brought a smile to the bossman’s face.
“I don’t know where or how you found this chick,” Roman stood from his chair, heading for the mini-fridge to his right, “but she’s exactly what the clientele wants.”
Stan watched him pull out two crystal glasses from the cabinet. The forty year bottle of Glengoyne scotch followed, straight from the little freezer compartment. “She was just some random chick I caught attention-whoring for social media. Why wouldn’t I have handed her a card?”
The most expensive liquor Stan had ever seen, much less tasted, poured into each glass. When Roman came back, the aroma of the stuff was already tickling his functional alcoholism.
Stan clinked his own serving against Roman’s, the high note lingering in the air. Only real crystal could make that tone. And only a pleased boss would offer a dram that costs almost a grand. “You did good, and that video of you fucking her dumb shows me you’ve got the right mind for this business.”
Sharing his own girlfriend with him hadn’t stopped chapping Stan’s ass. But he knew playing the dumb and willing lackey was his only option. “Hey, as soon as I knew she had sugar-daddies, I knew a chance at hundreds of them would drop her shame as fast as her panties.”
Roman eased back into his chair as Stan took his first sniff at the fancy whiskey. Chocolate and acidic tang filled his nose. The first drop tasted like a rich honey and oak ambrosia.
“Find another model like her by the end of next week, and I’ll call in my real model trainer.” Roman tossed his own drink back like it was a shot of mid-shelf with lunch. A gulp had him leaning over again. “Vera brings the real money customers, but she costs about as much as what we’re drinking, per day.”
Between Reiko, Audra, and Nell, Stan’s new cam-girl empire had swelled the thousands. A few well-placed ads that blew half of his marketing budget had rolled him over the goal Roman had set by the start of the fourth week. And the second one still had a day left.
Driving his act as the loyal goon home, Stan tried to look as confident as Roman. “So, if I blow past the expectations that much, what does it get me?”
Something like a chuckle almost erupted from Roman. “Keep the site growing like this, and I won’t just forgive that advance on your pay, I’ll toss you the same amount again as a bonus.”
Fucker me! It was the kind of money that’d wipe out all of his outstanding bills, leaving Stan comfy as hell with the salary and rent-free apartment. “Sounds good.”
Roman dove right into the next steps. “So any leads on your next recruit?”
Lucking into another Nell, without Ulyana’s help, felt like betting his life savings on a bag of lotto tickets. He still had to keep up the facade, though. “Yeah, I’m chasing a redhead who could fuck a stump out of the ground.” Kaitlyn was very capable of exactly that, but wiping away their history and talking her into slutting it up on the internet? Also a fucking lottery drawing.
The hint of amusement on Roman’s face said more than his words ever could. “If she can work and draw like this other find, you’re golden.”
The alarm signal of his own bullshit getting called blared in Stan’s head. “Well, she’s an old girlfriend,” pulling up that old tactic of sweetening the lie with a bit of truth, Stan’s pulse calmed down, “and she’s pretty desperate for cash.”
Roman kept the heat on, locking eyes the same way a cobra tantalizes prey before the strike. “Call her in, and give her the payment records for the models you already have. She’ll sign on.”
Reiko was already putting cam money aside for medical school, and she’d only put on dozens of shows since the move. Knowing cash would hit the bank within the hour had it’s own draw, too. “I’ll get Kaitlyn on the phone as soon as I can. She can’t even pay the bills, much less her student loans, with what she’s doing now.”
“Good. Let me know as soon as you get her signed and she fills out the paperwork.”
Stan went ahead and slammed back his scotch. That, and a few more drinks at home, would finally give him the bravado to dial his ex’s number in.




With Reiko out of his hair and putting on a show, Stan reached in his pocket. His own reflection in the screen gazed back. She’ll fucking turn me down, I’m sure.
But he didn’t have the luxury of accepting that. No matter what it took… Stan had to talk, beg, or plead Kaitlyn into at least hearing out the earning potential.
The tap at every number felt like pressing the button to execute an innocent man. The final one had him shaking enough that he had to lay his phone on the desk and then press a second time. And he didn’t even know if Kaitlyn still had the same number.
Good, evil, and just saving his own ass had lost all meaning or distinction from each other. Every buzz from his speaker brought more guilt and butterflies. The sound of the last ring unclenched Stan’s asshole.
“Hello?”
Fuck. Stammered enough to forget what he was doing, Stan’s mouth dropped open for a second. “Uhh, hey, it’s me.”
“Tater Tot?” Background chaos filled Stan’s ear as he kept acting like a shy fool. “Listen, can I call you back?”
“I guess so.” Ending the torture was all he could think about. “Take your time and do your thing.”
Hanging up before he heard the response, Stan gazed down at his phone. The fuck am I doing, thinking she’d go along with it? His ex had the looks, and the moves. But Stan was doubting whether he had the balls to answer if she called back.




Reiko was on the verge of cutting the show off. Only two of her regulars bothered showing up in the chat, and none of the new guys were tipping. Despite all the extra money she’d cleared lately, not every stream was a blank check.
She looked up from the monitor. How long Stand had been in the doorway, she didn’t know. Far from of his usual brash way, he hadn’t made a sound to announce his presence.
‘Gotta go. Later guys.’ She hoped the quick wave and smile would be enough to keep the new viewers around. Not likely, but Stan never interrupted or watched over her work.
Cutting the feed with the click of her mouse, Reiko stared back at her guy. Pushing herself off her stomach, she knew the look on his face was deadly serious. “Something wrong?”
He didn’t hesitate. “I need to ask you something, and don’t think I’ll get mad, no matter how you answer.”
Reiko knew Stan was leading for the answer he wanted. What it was, she still didn’t know. “Then spit it out.”
“If I bring my ex in as a model, would you kill me?”
She blurted the honest response before it could temper itself in her mind. “How long have you been talking to her?”
The look on Stan’s face made her feel guilty, and suspicious, at the same time. “A week or so, since I ran into her when I was scouting talent. The same day Audra showed up, I think.” At least he was specific and direct.
“Stan, you know where I draw the line.” Even his confession about fucking Nell hadn’t bothered her much. “How you feel about people matters more than what you do with them.” Which was her way to rationalize the work and what had happened with Roman.
Stan’s shrug told her nothing. “Just running it by you.”
His reason why wouldn’t come until later, but Reiko wasn’t concerned about that as much as her upcoming finals. “Do what you want, as long as you know it won’t cause a problem.”
One side of his mouth smiled as the other frowned. “We’ll see what happens. You can tag along if you want, assuming she even wants to talk about the offer.”
Shows of good faith went a long way in Reiko’s home culture. “I know you wouldn’t ask if you plan on going behind my back. Thank you.”




Reiko actually thinks I’m being honest with her. Not that Stan had lied, outright. What he’d failed to share with her, if only for Reiko’s own sake, still chewed at his soul.
Kaitlyn had called back an hour after his attempt. Almost in tears, she sounded too willing to hear him out. Everything was mounting up to make Stan feel even worse, despite his reaches at clearing his mind.
Even in his new pair of cap toed Oxfords, every step felt like he was dragging lead boots. Kaitlyn had agreed to meet him for coffee, and nothing else, as she’d made abundantly clear… Stan couldn’t help feeling like total dogshit, either way.
He wasn’t just lying to Reiko, in his own mind. Stan knew he was also putting the only other woman he’d ever loved in the same danger. All because he had to act like Captain-Big-Swinging-Dick, in front of the boss.
The trendy sign for his destination, cedar planks coated in pastel colors, waved against the wind howling through Charter Street. For several blocks, air pressure had been the only thing dragging Stan forward. The lack of an alley before he reached the door cut off that last excuse to run away.
His father’s complete adoration of Kaitlyn pulled him back down for the first time in a decade. Stan pushed his shoulder against the door anyway. Not seeing her as he scanned the room clear to the far end, he hoped like hell she’d be a no-show.
“Tot!”
Damn it…
“You’re five minutes late. That’s never gonna change about you, is it?” And apparently, neither had her amazing tits, framed perfectly in that short, red dress.
Katilyn had always looked like every run to the store was date-night. Not that it took much to get her to turn heads. She was one of those exceedingly rare redheads who didn’t have to fuss over her complexion or face that much.
She grinned like a woman who knew she had his stomach turned into a butterfly dome. “Come on, sit down. We’ve got about ten years of catching up to do.”
A decade of total depravity caught up with Stan. That is, until he remembered what Katilyn did for a living. “So, how’s the ‘fuck you, got mine’ racket lately?”
“You know it’s not that simple.”
“Really?” Stan was about to flex his own uncle croaking, because he dared to inconvenience an insurance company. “Doug spent his last days fighting his ass off, just so my cousins wouldn’t have to cover bills.”
“He knew what he did. It’s amazing he made it to sixty at all.”
Stan waved for the nearest waiter. “If that’s the case, maybe his insurer could have promised what they’d pay for and then stood by it. I’m shocked he didn’t stroll into the corporate office, guns a’blazing, had he been able to.” Not that Uncle Doug could do so much as walk, at the point where the whites of his eyes had turned piss-yellow.
“Doug smoked and drank himself to death. You can’t blame the insurance company for that. Besides, I’m a pharma rep, not an insurance agent.”
“His kids blame them for fighting tooth and nail, for every procedure they could avoid paying for. It’s why I don’t give the bastards a dime.” Not that Stan could afford it, even then.
“Listen, a company has to make a profit. I hate it as much as you do. But what can I do to stop it?”
Something wicked almost drew across Stan’s face. “Stop pushing pharmaceuticals that insurance won’t pay for.” Right before he sunk the knife in, he remembered why he was even there. “If you have to borrow against your paycheck to get by, why bother with these assholes? Honesty used to mean something around here.”
Kaitlyn pretended to look away. “What the hell can you offer that’s any better? Your boss is a smut-lord.”
“But we do pay on time,” Stan couldn’t help putting his hand on top of her own, “without all the bullshit.”
A moment of skin contact had Kaitlyn pulling her arms back. “You’ve never changed, at all. I’m more than just some meat to parade around.”
Something about it pulled at Stan’s chords. “Yeah, you still mean something to me. Not as much as you did...” He wanted to punch himself for saying that. “But I’ve got my own reasons for looking after the girls who work my feeds.”
An even stronger urge to slug himself washed over.
“You can take it, or not. I don’t care. I’m just giving you the option to hear me out or walk away.” Expecting Kaitlyn to grab her shit and march out, Stan winced ahead of time. He also hoped she’d take the chance to run.
“If you’re done acting like a jerk, tell me about it. What do I have to do, and how soon can I get paid?”
You dumbass. “Hours are up to you, and I throw equal marketing behind all the girls, based on what they bring in.” Or at least, that was the plan for when the foundation would settle.
“And how far does it go?” Kaitlyn twisted the straw around her cup. “Would I be flashing my tits, or doing donkey shows?”
“If you’re that desperate for cash, just ask, and I’ll spare what I can.”
Something about her face changed. “Stan, I’m not joking, I’m fucking broke right now. A good quarter of my commissions are already being garnished, my car’s up for repo, and I haven’t paid my rent in two months.”
“So how bad is it, in dollar figures?” He took a few seconds to let the waitress know he just wanted a Pepsi. “As in, how much do you need, by the end of the month?” With that question, Stan wished like hell he had cash to loan out.
“Eight-grand, between my car and my apartment. If I pay the rent, I can’t drive for work. If I don’t pay that, I live out of my Honda.” Desperation itself stared back through her eyes.
Stan hated himself for even considering the idea, but he had a solution. “You had what it takes a decade ago, and I’ve got spare rooms to clear out your rent,” but he knew to give her a last chance to flee. “My boss would make the one you have now look like a saint, though.”
“I’ve been spending lunch breaks taking interviews, and everything I’ve found pays even less than the scam I help out with now.” As the waitress came back with Stan’s drink, she looked at Kaitlyn for her food order. “Thanks, but I’m fine for now.”
He knew where it was going. “Two ribeyes, baked potato and side-salad for both, medium-rare. And start us out with the calamari. I’ll take the bill.”
Kaitlyn stared back as the waitress refilled her glass and then sat a basket of rolls between them. “You don’t have to do this.”
“And you don’t have to take the offer I gave you. Honestly, it’d be better if you didn’t.”
“So why throw it at me?”
Stan didn’t have a true answer he could force out of his throat quite yet. “Even guys like me have their limits. I don’t want you getting hurt because of me again.”
“I can take care of myself,” Kaitlyn reached for the first roll and the butter, “and trust me, no boss can be as demeaning or bad as the one I’ve got now.”
“Maybe, and maybe not. The guy cutting my checks is the biggest sonuvabitch I’ve ever met.”
“Assuming his paychecks clear when he writes them, it’s better than what I’ve got.”
Roman’s payments were always timely and in-full, but Stan knew even that came with a price. “Seriously, I wouldn’t try talking you out of this if I didn’t still have feelings on my end.”
Kaitlyn stirred the ice in her drink. “Such as?”
Honesty seemed like the best route. “Regret, concern, and even more regret. If it’s cash you need, I’ll see what I can pull off.”
“I would take it, but I know you wouldn’t expect me to pay it back on-time. I have to get on my feet, on my own terms.”
“I’m not joking.” Or telling the complete truth. “Roman’s so crooked, he’s gotta screw his socks on in the morning. I’m just the middleman between himself and the models.”
“Then you’ll make sure I get paid.” One jab of her straw at the bottom of Kaitlyn’s glass punctuated the qualifier. “I’m game for a tryout, so long as your girlfriend doesn’t care that I hang around all the time.”
“How did you know I’ve got one?”
“It’s all over your face. I know she’s in on the business, too.” After she took a greedy bite out of that first roll, Kaitlyn looked back at him. “You either learn how to read expressions in my job, or you don’t last the first week.”
Stan couldn’t help grinning back. “You’d think they’d pay their aces better, if that’s the case.” He never could bullshit Kaitlyn, even back when they dated.
Reaching for a second roll, she’d cut the thing in half with one stroke of her knife before it could hit her plate. “Well, there’s something else you’re not telling me. But that’s okay. I know you haven’t tried lying to me.”
Spot-on, which had made her dangerously confident in him. “Then you get why I’m trying to talk you out of it.”
“You want what’s best for everyone.” The drape of her fingers over the back of his hand sent a chill down Stan’s back. “Schedule a time so I can show what I’ve got, and I’m there. Fuck this dead job.”
As much as he knew Reiko had cleared the idea, nothing other than a total shit-show would come of having Kaitlyn around. “Five, tomorrow evening, unless that’s in the way.”
“Dr. Parentau won’t miss me telling him about the benefits of the latest cholesterol med. Consider me there.”
Stan knew he was about to call Ernst, from the nearest payphone, and waste another hour in O’Rourke’s.




Ernst had a full pitcher in front of him when Stan wandered in. From the color of the beer, he knew it was his favorite.
Before Stan even pulled his stool up to the bar, Ernst dug in. “You wanted me here. Now tell me, what is so important.”
A frog as big as one of Kaitlyn’s tits lumped in his throat. Still, he knew shit had gotten real. “I think I just pulled someone else I care about into this mess. Any advice?”
“More than Reiko?”
A part of Stan knew, but he couldn’t admit it to himself. “I don’t know, but I don’t want her in the path when shit hits the fan.”
Ernst said the last thing Stan wanted to hear. “If you do, who better to keep track of her safety than you?” The full pint Ernst finished pouring wasn’t making Stan feel any better. “Besides, if you hint at how much you care about the girl, he won’t suspect that you have turned on him.”
He wasn’t sure proving his loyalty beyond sharing Reiko could drive the point home even harder. “You ask a lot, you know that?”
“After that show you gave him with the goth girl’s tryout, he knows you’ve dropped that monogamy thing already. Think about it.”
“It doesn’t mean I have to like it.”
“Nobody ever said you had to. Keep your mouth shut, watch the models the best you can, and wait for more instructions. It will work out.”
The one thing Stan had done well since everything began welled up in his mind. “Care to prove you shits know where every girl is?”
Ernst pulled his phone out and tapped the screen. Three flags on a map of Boston spread further than he’d have liked. He pointed to each marker. “Reiko, Audra, and Nell. As of fifteen seconds ago, this is where they are. If the situation changes, we will know, that minute.” Reiko’s signal came from their waterfront apartment, Nell’s indicated she was giving a rich customer in West Roxbury a bit of service, and Audra’s pin-pointed her at the closest roach motel to the studio.
“Fine, but when it all goes south, I have to know you’ll take care of them.”
With a quick shove of the glass Stan’s way, Ernst stopped bullshitting. “If I could guarantee it, I’d be lying. You have to trust me.”
Which comforted Stan as much as the snap of a proctologist’s glove behind him. “Then tell me why I shouldn’t take everyone and run, tonight.”
“Every one of you would be dead by next week. And even if you lived, our investigation would be shot. Don’t expect help from us, assuming you make it that long. Roman’s employer would know he’s been burnt, and who did it to him.”
“You could have told me the entire set of stakes, you know.”
“And you never would have agreed. I’m sorry, but you should be kissing my ass for telling you what I already have.”
This motherfucker… As much as Stan wanted to slam Ernst against the bar, with all of his old haunt’s clientele behind him, he knew better. “I feel bad enough for what I did to Kaitlyn in the past. Make me feel even worse for dragging her into this, and I will make sure you disappear.”
Ernst cast him a ‘fuck-you-and-die’ smile. “I’m sure you could pay the right people for that. They’d cut off my fingers, bust my teeth out with a hammer, and drop me in at least five pieces all around Boston Harbor. I know the men your father cozied up to.”
Stan had always tried being as clean as he could manage, but his fallback strategy of last-resort being called out like that made him pause. “How much would I have to fork over for that service, smartass?”
“Five-grand, a favor owed to Panhead’s son when the time comes, and a guarantee that you’d be a pall-bearer for the guy. Or am I off the mark, at all?”
Ernst had nailed the offer made over a decade ago, passed from Stan’s father, down to himself. “And if I let the guy know that you people have him on the record pushing that deal, I’m beyond screwed.”
“Panhead’s been one of our operatives since the eighties. If either of you took him up on it, we’d have had you in cuffs.” Ernst poured a pint for himself. “But your good friend, Dumpster? He’s been working for the Russian mafia for years. Same as Roman.”
That name put Stan in a tail-spin he couldn’t pull out of, alone. Mike ‘Dumpster’ McGreggor had been the most loyal Catholic hard-ass he’d ever known. “You’re shitting me. Mike would never turn on his own townies.”
“Go ahead and ask how him how he can afford to live in Jamaica Plain these days. It wasn’t because of his father’s deli, or his mother’s pension from the sewing factory. You know that as well as I do.”
Stan knew the Russians had been sniffing for their own rats for years. After the Berlin Wall fell, beefy Slavs had taken over every corner, recruiting and promising ‘bitches and gold.’ Stan hadn’t even gotten out of diapers at the time, so he was exempt from their pitches. Barely.
“Am I wrong, or have I made my point?”
Stan couldn’t help grinning back at his reflection in the polished wood of the bar. “You know more than I thought about this place.” But one thing still tickled Stan’s street-sense the wrong way. “Before I go turning down my old friends, without throwing up red flags for your targets, tell me how I can know who they work for.”
“The Russians offer influence. We offer immunity from prosecution.” Ernst tapped Stan on the arm a couple of times. “Just remember who will keep you out of prison.”
“And I’m sure I’d have no idea what I was set up to take the fall for, right?”
“Exactly.” The way Ernst flashed his teeth told Stan everything. “Russian mobsters never let their crimes fall on themselves, or their immediate underlings. Stooges always take the rap instead.”
“So I’m Roman’s dumbass, in his mind.”
“You get it now. I’m actually proud of you.”
Stan chugged half of his pint in one go. After slamming the glass down, he had one more question. “Then tell me, how do I burn this fucker’s hide?”
Ernst leaned back in his chair, supporting his neck with both hands. “Don’t get cocky, brave, or foolish. Do your part, and keep your head low.”
The burning need to put his own signature on Roman’s downfall couldn’t be contained. “I can’t just let him get away with what he’s already done.”
Like a silent gunshot had just hit him, Stan keeled over, resting his head on the bar and gritting his teeth. The fingertip digging between two of his ribs shut the notion up at the speed of pain.
Threatening and dangerous for the first time, Ernst’s voice had turned into a growl. “Do not compromise this operation… Otherwise, I will see to it that you are charged as an accessory.”




The time for answers had passed. Stan reached out and hugged at Kaitlyn. This time, he was just out to measure where he stood by her reaction alone.
Returning the gesture, while making sure her hands stayed in respectable areas, the squeeze was undeniable. “You know, I was pretty creeped out when you gave me that business card. But now? I think it’s just what both of us need.”
Which means what? Stan pretended it was all normal on his end. “Come in. We might as well get the hard shit out of the way.”
Kaitlyn breezed through the doorway and then right past him. Even in that long, khaki trenchcoat, her figure teased its glory. “Judging by the look of the place, you’re doing well.”
“I’m not doing good, but I’ll be fine.” The lingering pain of Ernst’s last warning the night before ached in the right side of his torso. “You know how I make my money, and what I’d need you to do. So why are you here?”
Without hesitating, Kaitlyn handed Stan a piece of paper. The numbers scrawled down it led to a final figure. “I need five-grand a month, just to get by. If you can guarantee that much, I’ll do whatever it takes.”
Reiko and Nell had cleared that much in the past week. “If you bust your ass to cover the eight you need ASAP, and settle into a decent schedule after that, it won’t be hard,” one last appraisal of his ex’s shape made Stan want to vomit, “but are you positive you’re okay with this?”
“It’s easier than losing my apartment, my car, and finding whatever job happens along. Besides, student loans will always eat my pay, no matter what I dig up.”
Not that he had firsthand experience, but Stan knew the road out of student-debt hell was long, winding, and steep as a wall. “You pass the audition and get right to work, I can have money in your account by midnight.”
Something like that cool-white twinkle he remembered from her eyes came back. “Not gonna lie, that’d be amazing. Any way I could clear a grand before noon, tomorrow?”
As sure as hidden fees in Kaitlyn’s payment terms, Stan knew he could provide what she needed. “Yeah, but if you’re that hard-up, I can float some cash your way. No need to rush in so fast.”
Relief Stan didn’t see coming invaded Kaitlyn’s face. “You’re all business right now. That’s more than I expected, coming over here.”
His own interests pushed away the unimaginable danger to everyone else, but something about throwing Kaitlyn to Roman’s mercy twisted his guts. Swallowing it like a lump of pills on a dry throat, Stan barely kept his face straight. “I’m not proud of what I’m doing, but I don’t mind the benefits. Leave your private life at the door, do what the viewers want, and we’ll all get along fine.”
Kaitlyn’s superhuman read of context slapped the relief out of him. “And that girlfriend we talked about... What does she really think of me joining in?”
“She gets the drill.” Not knowing it, Stan took a pace back. “This is strictly about work.”
Red brows furrowed at him as Kaitlyn leaned closer. “Like I said before, you’re not telling me everything.”
This is all a front to sell girls into sex-slavery, and I can’t say a thing about it. I know, I’m a piece of trash, but damn. The desperation that got Kaitlyn to even play along was weighing on him, in a part of Stan’s mind he couldn’t acknowledge yet. “Her name’s Reiko. We’ve been dating for a couple of years. I don’t know if it’d make it easier if you two met, though.”
That same face she’d made right before Kaitlyn had been introduced to Stan’s father came back, like it had never left. “You know the right thing to do. I can wait until I meet her, if it’ll stop drama in the future.”
It made him pause for a moment. The new dynamic between himself, Reiko, and the job hadn’t fucked life up as much as he’d expected. But Stan knew the issues raging in the background couldn’t stay pent up forever.
Words he didn’t plan to say leaked out. “Even before all of this crap started, I was amazed she’d put up with me this long.”
“So you think she’s looking for a chance to get out… Is that it?”
Stan couldn’t deny the obvious truth, no matter how many barriers he’d put between himself and the facts written on the wall. “Yeah, if Reiko gets into medical school, I’m the first thing she’ll dump. I can’t say I’d blame her, either.”
Like a fire under his ass Stan didn’t know was there, Kaitlyn had the right thing to say, loaded and cocked. “She’s hung on so far. If she really didn’t care, Reiko would have left already.”
Roman planting his dick in her still roiled Stan’s mind. “I get what you’re saying, but it’s not that simple.”
“Alright, then.” Kaityln did the last thing he expected. Whipping her hand out, she cocked an eye at him. “Call her, and we’ll talk about it.”
The idea of it twisted Stan into a loop. “She barely answers when I call her. Reiko would just hang up.”
Kaitlyn pushed Stan toward the leather couch. “Then let me do the talking. If she’s one of those medical hard-asses, I know how to dig my claws in.”
Fuck. “Let me text her first. Otherwise, there’s no way she’ll do it.” Not that he wanted it all to go down over the phone, anyway.




The metro line still had ten minutes before the next train. Reiko decided she’d check her e-mail before dropping under the sidewalk.
Pling!
A message from Stan wasn’t out of the ordinary, but the preview of the message put her on guard.
A friend wants to talk to you. When are you getting back home?
Backing herself against the corner building behind her, Reiko started tapping out the response. Thirty minutes or so. Who is it?
Five minutes of waiting for the response passed. Fed up and running at just a few percent on her phone’s battery, Reiko frowned at Stan’s last message. Either this would be a waste of her time, or he was dodging the subject.




Stan had lost track of how long they’d been chatting. Reconnecting with Kaitlyn felt like they were picking up where they had left off. The yellow off-shoulder blouse and white, pleated skirt she’d worn under that khaki duster gave him something to admire as well. But there was still that matter.
Twiddling his thumbs until Kaitlyn knew something was wrong, Stan debated even saying it. Finally, he gave in. “Sorry about that mess with Stacy.”
Like Kaitlyn’s gears had been turned into dust, she wasn’t ready for his ultimate point. “’Sorry’ doesn’t even begin to make up for that. I trusted you two.”
Since he’d brought it up in the first place, Stan knew there was no dancing around it anymore. “Listen, I was an idiot, and hornier than a three-balled tomcat. It’s not like I’m about to make excuses for what I did.”
“At least you’re that smart.” Kaitlyn uncrossed her legs, sliding both hands down her thighs until they reached the bottom of her skirt. “Still, don’t even try pulling that shit on me again.”
“Fuck, we’re not dating anymore.” The sound of the apartment door opening didn’t even register in his head. “Excuse me if I learned from my mistakes, but I didn’t ask you over here to get in your panties.”
“I know.” The sculpted lines of Kaitlyn’s legs crossed again. “But if that girlfriend of yours walks in, what would she say?”
The most familiar voice Stan knew butted in. “Nothing, because he’s keeping his hands to himself.”
Reiko’s entry jarred Stan out of the conversation, but he couldn’t let it show. “I guess you two should get acquainted. Reiko, Kaitlyn. Kaitlyn, Reiko.”
Not even bothering with the guest, Reiko dropped her backpack on the breakfast table just inside the kitchen. “You know I don’t mind her working with us. Stop acting like you’ve done anything wrong.”
The pause after that felt like it was grinding Stan’s balls to mush. Thankfully, Kaitlyn spoke up before it got too heavy.
“So he’s told you about me.”
Reiko didn’t bother glancing their way. “Before he left yesterday.” And cutting off the assumption she was just being an unfeeling bitch, Reiko turned with a smile. “He’s learned from his mistakes since you two broke up.”
Stan panicked in the awkward silence. “Then sit down with us. Might as well get to know each other if you’ll be working together.”
“I have a show lined up,” Reiko was already at the start of the hallway, “and she has an audition, right?”
Whether it was permission or a trap, even Stan couldn’t tell with Reiko.




Stan was perched on the corner of the bed, clicking the mouse a few times until he had the camera recording the tryout to his hard drive. He turned to Kaitlyn, who was finishing up a text message, and put it in the most basic terms. “The job’s simple as can be. Flirt with the audience in the chat, talk them into private shows, and don’t show anymore skin than you have to.”
Lounging near the pillows across the width of the mattress, Kaitlyn turned her head a few degrees away from him. “So I don’t have to get dirty unless they offer to pay?”
“Exactly. Find out what they want to pony up for, and don’t do a thing until you get notified about the money clearing. It’s the same noise coming from the next room over.” Which meant Reiko was hauling it in.
Kaitlyn seemed almost too naive about the whole deal. “Am I supposed to finger myself, use a dildo, or act like I’m fucking them?”
“All of the above, if that’s what you’re comfortable with.” Stan pointed at the webcam. “But make sure you pay attention to that thing, and always tease that you could do more.”
“Even if I’m not going to?”
“Make it clear at the start with any guy who wants to pay. Otherwise, promising and not delivering loses you a customer for good.” A little of his inner scumbag came out. “Telling a new guy you won’t do something at first, and offering it for a shit-load of money later can pay off, though.”
Leaning forward, Kaitlyn dropped both hands onto the sheets between them. “I get the gist of it.”
“Good.” But there was a final catch he had to make clear. “Highlights of the private shows get uploaded to draw in new viewers. I keep the profits from those to pay for the advertising.”
“Aren’t the uploads themselves advertising?”
“Kinda, but promoting them to get more eyes costs money. I split it evenly between all the girls, but the new ones get priority.”
Moving his way on all four limbs, Kaitlyn wasn’t trying to hide what she was packing under that tiny amount of clothing. “So you’re not just tossing me in the pool and waiting for me to sink or swim. That’s better than what my current job did.”
“Well, you in or out?” Say ‘no,’ for fuck’s sake.
Putting one hand in front of the other, she was already close enough to reach out and touch. “Alright, I’m in. Now what?”
Stan wanted to say, ‘Let me create your profile, and you can start taking your clothes off within the hour.’
She’d already reached him before he could gather the balls to speak it out. “Well?”
One more pace of her arms had Kaitlyn’s hand on top of his crotch. “What the fuck are you doing?”
“Reiko’s busy, and she gave us permission, right?”
Despite the chub developing in his boxers, Stan knew that wasn’t the context. “I didn’t invite you here to sleep around behind her back.”
“But you already are. I can tell.”
Not that Kaitlyn was wrong.
Stan fought back the urge to give in and let it happen. “Talk her into letting you join in some night. Like I said, I’ve learned my lesson.”
Reaching for the purse at the corner of the bed, Kaitlyn snatched her phone and put the lit screen in his face. “See for yourself.”
Reiko’s number in the exchange between them wasn’t enough. “Screenshots are easy to fake.”
“And?”
“I’m not doing it. Sorry.”
Smiling like Stan had absolved himself of all prior sin, which meant a lot to a Catholic like himself, Kaitlyn eased back. “Come on, then. She wanted me to test you like this.”
“What the fuck?”
“I crossed the line first.” Kaitlyn held the look on her face. “She contacted me after you and I met last night, and Reiko dared me to test how faithful you are.”
Stan knew there was still a trap in all of this, somewhere. “You said I was fucking one of the other models behind her back. What was that about?”
“To throw you off.” Kaitlyn leaned close enough that the microphone wouldn’t pick her up. “And you are.”
Stan had figured out what she was trying to pull. Acting like nothing had happened, he asked, “Why?”
Still whispering close to his ear, Kaitlyn answered, “To settle the score.”
Getting up felt like the right way to make himself look good, no matter the context. “C’mon, her show’s over.” Even as payment tones filtered through the wall.
Cries of ‘Abort! Eject! Eject!’ screamed from the back of Stan’s head. “Hold the hell up, how do I know—”
Kaityln put one finger over his lips. “Shut your mouth, follow me, and watch what happens.”
Before he could protest, Kaitlyn had already crawled past him. He watched her head for the door.
“Well? If you don’t believe, me, I can go get her, but you know which room’s paying out right now.”
Stan had no shame about stripping down on-camera. And even if it was a set-up, he had evidence that he was trying to behave. “Fine, but if it’s a trick, your ass is out before you start.”




More than six-hundred dollars made so far in the half-hour, Reiko was in her zone. The unyielding buzz against her clit had twisted her face into something that looked like beautiful agony almost a full minute ago.
Between the sound of perv money rolling in, two knocks at the door broke her concentration.
Stan’s ex had picked the worst possible time to get her shit together and drag him over.
Twisting her fingers against the plastic cylinder, Reiko felt the sudden absence on her bean. But she couldn’t help raising her eyebrows at the audience. Ducking her chin against her shoulder, Reiko pointed at the door and grinned.
The slight pause in tips rushed her off the bed. But she knew all three of them were about to go mad from the constant noise before long.
Swinging the door open, Reiko grabbed both of them by a wrist. Before she got to the edge of the ‘stage,’ she flung Stan and Kaitlyn into the frame. Better to throw them for a loop than lose a viewer in the middle of his jerk session.
Far from ready to kill him, Reiko stayed just out of the audience’s view. “Now show us how it’s done,” one clap of her hands echoed through the tiny room, “boss.”
Waiting for Kaitlyn and Stan to do something to each other turned into waiting for them to do anything. The usual racket of tones trickled out into nothing as they kept staring between themselves.
“Come on, you two have done this before.”
Stan cracked first. “What the hell do either of you think this is?”
Desperation was all Reiko saw in his blue eyes, but not the kind that she wanted out of him. “You really were trying to keep your promise, weren’t you?”
“That’s what I fucking said!”
Kaitlyn wasn’t helping matters either. The sudden freeze up like that, after so much enthusiasm for the plan they’d concocted behind Stan’s back, made zero sense.
Reiko finally had enough. Staring right at Kaitlyn, she couldn’t help letting some of the venom drip with every word. “You’re backing out now?”
The meddling bitch didn’t even have anything to say for herself.
I can’t believe this… Reiko knew this wasn’t supposed to be a soap opera. But even when taking it all off for an audience, she couldn’t help acting like a true Japanese professional.
Stan was making a show of his reluctance as Kaitlyn tried easing his way. The fact that she’d barely moved told Reiko how much he’d intended on keeping his word.
The awkwardness was fucking up her money, as well. “That’s enough.” Reiko bolted for the mouse sitting at the foot of the bed and then shut off the feed.
Like she’d pulled the plug on grandma, Stan looked at her in disbelief. “What the hell did you do that for?”
“So I don’t lose subscribers.” The palms of both hands screamed to whip across his face. “You have my permission.”
“For what?”
Idiot. “Take your new model in some other room and figure it out. I have to get paid.”
Both of them realized it a few seconds too late for Reiko to trust their intelligence any longer. Once the consent trickled through his brain, she could tell that he was trying to act like it wasn’t a fantasy come true. “You sure?”
Dragging up one of his own canned sayings, Reiko pointed at the door. “Did I fucking stutter?”




Stan couldn’t believe what Reiko had just volun-told him to do.
Between his current girlfriend and his ex, none of this made sense. Especially considering his own past with Kaitlyn.
He sat on the corner of the bed as Kaitlyn shut the door behind her. The blush in her face said more than any number of words could.
Waiting until she sat next to him, Stan pulled up the gall to ask, “So, she wasn’t joking?”
“Not a bit. We’ve got her permission to fool around.”
Fooling around is what I did your your former best friend. “You’ve changed.”
Kaitlyn leaned in, but not enough to let him know that she’d dropped that nervousness. “How so?”
“In a way I don’t like. Desperation never was your thing.”
“It’s not desperation.” Kaitlyn slid a hand from his knee, almost to his crotch. “I just know what’s best for me, right now.”
Stan couldn’t help frowning, and not just to himself. “It’s all business, then.”
“You look like that disappoints you. Why?”
“I don’t want to start what we used to have all over again, but I don’t have to like how mercenary you’re being about it.”
“Nobody said you had to, on either front. Maybe you should get over yourself and enjoy what life throws in your lap.”
If he hadn’t known the whole cam-girl operation was a front for something else, and that he was the rat meant to rip the whole thing apart, he would have about everything. “Listen, just do a test show by yourself. We’ll tell Reiko whatever she wants to hear afterward.”
Kaitlyn wasn’t letting him off that easily. She slid off the bed, turning around as she dropped to her knees. Once she was fighting with the zipper of his jeans, he realized how far she was about to go.
Not fighting back at all, he shrugged and debated inside himself. Sure, he could let whatever was about to happen… happen. But could he look himself in the eye the next time he was in front of a mirror?/
Kaitlyn had already snaked her hand inside Stan’s pants. The light grip and soothing rub of her fingers dusted off memories from a decade prior.
His hand reached out to stop Kaitlyn. The press of her lips against the bottom of his shaft diverted him, forcing every finger to glide through the flowing red of her hair.
Cocking her head as she looked up, Kaitlyn gave him a quick jerk. “See? You were getting all tore up about nothing.” Even dry, the light pressure kept her skin flying smoothly against his own.
What the fuck am I doing? Part of him knew exactly what he wanted. Physically, at least.
Kaitlyn’s mouth parted just enough. She eased herself down to take his entire tip in. Not in any hurry, the flickering action of her tongue forced him to grab the same copper hair.
Even the wishful thinking of memories couldn’t dull how talented she’d always been at sucking cock. Like every lash of her tongue was deliberate and with absolute purpose, Kaitlyn had his erection standing at full attention already.
Stan couldn’t help grinning at the unashamed action going on downstairs. Still as beautiful as ever, if only more refined, Kaitlyn hadn’t been out of practice since they’d broken up.
Kaitlyn returned the smile as she quit slobbering on his staff and glared up. “You okay with taking it a little further?”
He wanted to respond, but those full lips took him back in. All Stan could do was cradle the back of her head with both hands.
Backing off again, Kaitlyn wrapped a hand around his cock. With a couple of strokes, she had Stan exactly where she needed him.
Fighting back the urge to strip her clothes off and wreck the entire room with just their bodies, Stan huffed in a breath as he felt her palm slide against the bottom of his shaft. “Fuck yeah, let’s tear each other up like back in the day.”
“That’s what I wanted to hear.” Going right back to it, Kaitlyn’s mouth took in every inch.
Letting her blow as much as she wanted, Stan felt the warm fuzzies like he had when they’d first started dating. He thrusted himself just enough to get the point across. Sometimes even a guy’s manhood longs for its past stomping grounds.
Kaitlyn responded in kind, easing herself back and forth like she was trying to make him come early. A faint giggle buzzed from her throat, driving him close to throwing the entire promise of what might lay ahead away.
But this wasn’t about getting himself off quickly. There was work to do.
Stan patted at her cheek, making Kaitlyn stop about halfway down on another rush of her mouth. “You’ve still got it, but I wanna know what else you’ve learned since I’ve been gone.”
Almost spitting him out, she looked up. The eyeshadow just a few shades darker than the gunmetal blue of her eyes made her seem that much more into it. “I could say the same thing. We’re not teenagers anymore, so hopefully you’re still able to go as long and show me something new the whole time.”
The slight dig only made him want it more. Replaying his memories of her splayed upon his former bed at his parents’ house had forced him to jerk it in the bathroom on countless nights. Now, he’d get to play out the revisionist history he’d fantasized about for so long.
“Get your ass up. We’ve got some catching up to do.”
When she stood, the top came flying off. Every ruffle on the skirt danced down her legs seconds later.
Stan was just as awestruck as he’d been before. The incredible lines of her body hadn’t softened a bit.
“I take it you like what you see. Care to let me see if I’m remembering you correctly?”
Not that he was a gym rat, but plenty of jobs in warehouses and at the docks had kept Stan presentable. “Yeah, I guess.”
“Now come on! Act like you’re excited or something.” Kaitlyn dropped onto the bed, her red bra and panty set complimenting her tanned skin and red hair like they’d been expertly picked.
Reiko’s permission ran through his head again. Popping a few buttons loose on his shirt, Stan was too busy admiring the scenery in front of him to ramp up the pace.
He couldn’t help dropping to his knees and leaning against the foot of the bed. One brush of Kaitlyn’s hand through Stan’s hair was all it took to set him off.
Fuck, I never thought I’d get this chance. Both of her thighs draped over his shoulders.
“Go ahead, do whatever you want down there. Show me what you’ve learned since the last time.”
The layer of nylon in his way be damned, Stan was ready to return the worship Kaitlyn had shown him. Hooking a finger and pulling the bit aside, her pussy still looked like it had never grown a strand of hair. “Still waxing it yourself?”
“I’ve been broke, and Brazillians cost a fortune. You do the math.”
He wanted to keep talking, but his mouth had other duties. Pulling her to the edge of the bed, the full buffet sitting in front of him screamed for attention.
One easy dive of his tongue at the top of her slit forced her legs to close around his head. Wrapping his arms around, he forced them back apart. Kaitlyn had always been easy to get off with her clit.
He leaned harder in and teased around the edges. Kaitlyn’s gasp as she cradled the back of his head made him keep the momentum building.
“Shit, don’t even think of stopping until I come...”
Not that he could argue back. The tip of his tongue danced lower until the flavor of heaven almost jerked him out of the trance. Reliving sex from the past with all of his senses was the kind of nostalgia that could make poets weep.
“Mhmm, no need to rush it.”
If she was so willing to be toyed with, Stan wasn’t about to stand in Kaitlyn’s way. He pulled on hand in front of him, easing the strip of panty aside a little further. Finally, one fingertip parted her folds until he was buried a few knuckles deep.
Hot and dripping inside, he knew exactly where her best spot was. Like nothing had changed in a decade, a few strokes from back to front at the roof had her whimpering.
The grip on his hair seized up until Stan felt the vibration in her hand. Knowing it was time to strike while her iron was glowing, he took a deep breath and glided his tongue back up to her pearl.
“Fuck!” Like her entire body was trying to collapse into itself, she rolled her entire self around like she was trying to get away.
Stan wasn’t having it. He let go of the final leg, planting his hand on her stomach.
“That, right there...”
One more finger shoved alongside his first. Alternating the motion and lashing away with his mouth, he felt the limits of how fast he could go slam into himself.
The high scream from her forced Stan to keep it up, if only for a couple more seconds. The shaking fit taking over Kaitlyn’s entire body turned into a hard lock. With one last burst of will, Stan found his breaking point, and hers.
Backing off, Stan got all the way up. He could tell she needed a moment. Writhing and shaking where he’d left her on the bed, his ex had turned into a mumbling disaster.
Stan leaned back down to unhook her bra as she rolled over. One flick had all three clasps undone.
She didn’t waste time after that. Still unsteady in her own body, Kaitlyn tried to rise up.
As her bra fell from her shoulders, Stan worked on getting his clothing off. By the time she was coherent again, Stan only had his socks left. He pulled the first, and then the second away from his feet.
Kaitlyn was done rattling and gasping. That meant it was time for her next round.
With one light shove, Stan had her face-down on the bed. He snaked his hands in front of her hips, pulling her ass up until she was on hands and knees.
Ten-fucking-years. Yet he still remembered what she felt like inside. With a swift push in, he knew his memory hadn’t failed.
Kaitlyn eased into him until her ass met his lap. Far from wanting it to go too fast, she kept forcing herself backward as Stan tried to lean back for the next thrust.
It hit him. “Hey, you safe?” Which Stan knew he should have asked before he even got inside her.
“Yeah, seducing a doctor was kinda my emergency plan, but I’m not low enough to go the child-support route.” Her pause gave Stan enough time to rear himself and shove in again. She moaned before adding, “And don’t you fucking judge me for it.”
Given how Reiko had kept him afloat for two years, Stan knew he couldn’t say a word. “Gotta do whatever it takes to get by.” Even if Stan’s arrangement with his current girlfriend hadn’t been mercenary, until now.
Still, he knew his sense of morality had warped beyond recognition in the past weeks. Between putting everyone at risk, letting Roman go about his business unfettered, and even cooperating instead of running… Shit had gotten deep, but it was the slow rise that let it get so bad without him realizing it until he couldn’t pull himself out.
Kaitlyn interrupted his moment of thought. Pushing herself against his body and sliding her cunt along his dick, she asked, “Hey, what’s the hold up?”
Stan couldn’t help smiling to himself. “Nothing I need to worry about right now, I guess.”
Shaking her ass like some obscene high school dance that would give chaperones heart attacks, Kaitlyn wiggled herself in just the right way on his shaft. “Good.”
The mass of red hair draped across her back called Stan’s name. One good handful and a tug was all it took to make Kaitlyn ramp up the pace.
Letting the hair run through his palm until he reached the ends of every curl, Stan then planted the fistful on the small of Kaitlyn’s back. It gave him more than enough leverage to almost run her through.
Her voice reciprocated in kind. Kaitlyn had stopped wagging her own body, letting Stan do as he pleased with her.
About the time her shoulders tensed, Stan forced himself almost out of her. The outright slam of his hips against Kaitlyn’s rear had to be audible in Reiko’s room. And her scream, even more so.
Not even fifteen seconds and about twice as many pumps had him riding the edge. The hollow pit growing in his lower stomach and the tingle in his sack spelled it out cleary.
Backing off before the festivities had to end prematurely, Stan pulled out and let go of her body. His cock throbbed in the draft, turning into an ache within an instant.
Kaitlyn whipped herself around, reaching for his shaft. Batting her hand away, Stan was still trying to catch his breath. He panted for a moment as she looked up.
One more reach of her fingers made him respond. “No, I almost fucking came.”
She grinned and eased herself into a sitting position. “Good call. It’d be a shame to kill the mood so soon. Take your time.”
“You act like you’re being generous, but I know why you’re being patient.”
“Why’s that?” She curled her shoulders and leaned her head to the right. “Maybe I just wanna take things slow.”
Stan knew. “Bullshit. You just want to come again.” She’d always been an orgasm-hound, right up to making him sneak fingerbangs in at the most inopportune times.
“I’m glad you remember.” Kaitlyn started crawling toward him again. “But I could always get myself off, later.”
Her game wasn’t as slick as Kaitlyn always thought. Stan reached out, pushing her sideways until she crashed into the mattress. Wrapping both arms around her waist, he pulled Kaitlyn to the edge again.
Stan pushed her top thigh down. With both of her legs forced together, she wasn’t being compliant out of submissiveness. A good sideways fuck from behind had always gotten her going.
Not even giving her the courtesy of a warning or spit-lube, Stan forced himself in that tight passage again. As her arms wrapped around the backs of her knees, the mewling had commenced.
One of Kaitlyn’s arms shifted. The pressure on the top of his cock told Stan that she was going to town on her clit. The way she went straight from moaning to screaming as he popped their bodies together only made him put every ounce of piss and gumption he had into it.
Stan’s eyes slammed shut as Kaitlyn’s legs clamped harder together. The bright lighting made the back of his lids fade from an orange haze, to total blackness. Only the sound of their bodies slapping together kept him grounded against the feeling coursing over his entire length.
Reiko had to be able to hear Kaitlyn’s wailing, as well as her audience. But that didn’t matter. It only sucked that they had to know what they missing right about then.
Keeping the momentum going, Stan felt the muscles in his lower back start to ache. Easing off just a little, it gave him enough time and sanity back to think one thing. I’ve really gotta ask Roman to pay for some soundproofing.
Kaitlyn belted out a throat-sanding scream as the motion of her fingers picked up. Feeling himself reach almost the same limit, Stan had to back off and let her do the work. Again, he didn’t want to end it so soon.
Easing himself in and out, he waited until the was tipping over the last of the cliff. Then, with as much warning as a shot to the back of the head, he pulled out.
He reached down to pull her hand away. Kaitlyn fought back, but his strength was more than enough.
When he finally had his ex giving in, Stan crashed himself into the bed next to her. Putting himself in just the right position, he reached over and pulled her on top of him.
Kaitlyn got the idea, mounting him like a prize horse. The folds of her pussy tried guiding him back inside, every bit of insane wetness and warmth making a damn fine case in their favor.
Giving in, Stan eased himself a few inches downward. The comforting slip of her entry over his tip stole his breath. But nowhere near as much as the slow, sensual glide of herself over every bit of his dick.
Rocking and bobbing like her hips were mounted to an elliptical, Kaitlyn orbited herself around an imaginary point that drove Stan insane. His eyes closed again, the red haze of the overhead light through his eyelids turning into static.
Not stopping, even to catch her breath, Kaitlyn’s motions kept driving him closer to the ultimate goal. Stan gripped the sheets with both hands, trying to hold on to himself, if only for a few more seconds.
Then it hit. A hard vibration in her cunt emanated down her thighs. By the time Stan felt her toes curl against his upper thighs, he knew she’d given in before he could.
Gritting his teeth until the muscles over his temples hurt, Stan held on by a thread. She’d gotten what she wanted, and he was almost gone. It felt too good to be true, and a fucking waste at the same time.
Kaitlyn dove into his personal space, nuzzling her mouth between his jawline and ear. Every stuttering breath and sigh as she rode it out made it that much harder for Stan to hold himself back. Finally, he had to wrap his arms around her back to stop the train before it was too late.
One last gasp filled his ear like the noise of a microphone in the wind. Once it stopped, Kaitlyn hugged herself deeper into his chest. “Remember when we had to sneak this kind of stuff in? Dad would have killed you if we ever got caught.”
Too many close calls had happened. When a girl demands at least two climaxes, even during a quickie, it’s impossible to keep her quiet. But now getting didn’t matter at all.
The gentle ride and expert knowledge of what Stan liked worked its magic on him. Kaitlyn eased herself down to his base, rolling side-to-side now. “And you know what? That was part of the fun of it.”
She wasn’t wrong. Something about the risk of getting caught, balls-deep in a guy’s daughter, made it seem like he was chasing something forbidden.
A quick bite at his earlobe made Stan forget about what was missing. As her teeth released, Kaitlyn whispered, “But now we can get as loud as we want.”
Another slide of her cunt’s interior down his shaft forced Stan’s mouth open. He gripped with arms and fingers against her skin.
“So go on. If you’re this close, just say ‘fuck it’ and let me throw everything I’ve got left at you.”
An offer like that came once in a relationship. Stan wasn’t passing up the chance he had at it, ten years later. With one push of his hands against her back, he agreed.
“Good choice.”
Kaitlyn’s walls slid against skin. The rub of bare flesh along the shaft forced him to tense up. Whatever had gotten into her since their breakup, Stan didn’t have the comprehension left to ponder it.
Taking him in like a seasoned pro, Kaitlyn took Stan’s breath away like a wrecking ball to the chest. Both of his arms went limp just long enough for them to drop back onto the sheets. It freed her up to do her worst, for his benefit.
The cotton surface of the comforter wrinkled between his fingers as they tightened. He fought every urge to just let go with every drop he never knew he’d spill in her again.
And she knew it. “That’s what I want.” Kaitlyn started toying with her clit again. “So let it happen.”
Stan’s mind frazzled into a million threads shooting in every direction. The only things he knew for certain were how great it felt, and how easily stopping would have killed him.
Kaitlyn had her own throttle floored again. Feeling her dripping down his inner thighs and her whimpers buzzing his eardrum… If she hadn’t been on birth control, it would have been more than enough to make Stan think this was a perfectly good chance to throw his future away.
With the promise of tons lifting from his shoulders, emotionally and carnally, it was time. As his knuckles ached from his grip on the sheets, Stan uttered, “Fuck yeah...”
Kaitlyn drove him deep. Stan knew he was the weak link now, feeling her drive in for the kill. Something about this new predatory attitude she had in bed blew any fantasy he’d dreamt up out of the water.
Every muscle in his body tensed at once. The pain in his fingers spread to his wrists, up his arms, and finally hit hardest in his neck.
Trying to hold on for a precious instant longer, Stan thrust his hips upward as Kaitlyn smashed into him. It had the opposite effect of what he wanted, tripping that sensitive well of pre-cum to spurt out.
He heard Kaitlyn’s voice again, barely making out the words. “Don’t even think about pulling out of me...”
Like his skull was shrinking, the pressure in Stan’s head built up as both nuts fizzed. When your ‘I can’t sleep’ fantasy comes true out of nowhere, weird shit happens.
One more slip of her inner reaches along his cock did Stan in. The flash flood surged through him, shooting out of him with enough force that he felt the splashback. It took the last ounce out of him just to grunt.
Two, three, and then four shots. Each one felt stronger than the last. In both volume and mind-shattering bliss.
Stan’s lungs stopped working as he felt Kaitlyn’s walls grip like a vice. The sudden release and even harder clamp right after signaled her own limit.
Holding on to consciousness with bare nerves, the slick mixture of themselves overloaded his cock. Even his own moaning had to be reaching the show next door now. Not that he had the mental capacity left to think about that sort of thing.
All he could process was how her scent and the breath on his neck was still too familiar.




Luckily, Stan had kept the stream going to his own computer when he’d lapsed with Kaitlyn. Judging by the urgent text from Roman for another meeting, promising ‘good news,’ the scumbag liked what he saw.
Stan watched the last couple of floors light up on the panel above the elevator’s door. I’d love to see Roman lose his ass after getting arrested, have a rage stroke, and spend decades drooling and shitting himself in a prison cell. But Stan didn’t know that someone more worthy of that punishment was about to enter his life.
The slowdown ended just before the pleasant bell tone. As the doors parted with equal speed, Stan wondered how many more meetings he could keep his fist out of the guy’s face.
Knocking twice, he waited until he saw Ulyana’s face peer out from the entry. She looked too worried.
Keeping his voice as low as he could, Stan asked, “What the fuck?”
“Victor Petrov is here.” She pulled at the cuff of his shirt. “Smile and play along, while I call Ernst.”
Stan did his best to act like nothing had just happened. “You called?”
The door behind him closed. Roman looked just past him a second or too longer than Stan liked. “Our real boss graced us with his presence. Sit down, I’ve told Victor many good things about you.”
Glancing over, he saw an overweight man who felt no shame in tossing money around. Despite the thousands of dollars Victor’s suit had to cost, he still looked like he had the physique of a gummy bear that’d been left on the dashboard of a hot car.
His Russian accent, with some of the harder edges knocked off, called out. “Sit! If you are as good as Roman says, we will have a long, bountiful partnership.”
Stan wanted to slug the real brains behind the operation even harder. But Ernst’s jab at a pressure point still hurt like a motherfucker. Playing dumb felt like the best way to throw Roman off Ulyana’s trail. “Should I feel honored, or shit my pants right about now?”
Roman handed Victor a glass of clear liquid without ice. By the time Stan had his ass in the chair, one was sitting in front of him as well. “We have an agreement. Let’s drink.”
An agreement about what, exactly?
“Stan, I need all of your current girls, including Audra and Kaitlyn...” He winked at the real honcho. “To show up at this address, three hours from now. I’ve got replacement talent lined up to fill the gaps while they’re gone.”
If he’d been holding glass instead of crystal, Stan would have needed stitches in all five fingers. He brought the drink up, smelling vodka. Maybe a quick toss at Roman’s eye would have given him enough time to tell Reiko, Audra, Nell, and Kaitlyn to run like unholy hell was nipping at their heels.
But no, he knew Ulyana was on it. “What for? I can’t let the paying customers log in to a whole new roster tonight.”
Victor cut in before Roman could speak. “Very powerful men want to see these women in their prime. One night that will pay for a new car on your end is surely worth a minor setback.”
“Doing what, exactly?”
Smirking like he should have known already, Victor took his entire glass in like a single shot. “They have talents my customers seek. I know you are fond of the Japanese girl. So we will ask most for her time.”
And by ‘time,’ Stan knew that premium was to keep his mouth shut about Reiko’s disappearance. “I know I let things get too far during my audition, but even I’ve got my limits.”
Pulling a satchel from the other side of his chair, Victor tossed it squarely in Stan’s lap. “Go ahead and count. Twenty-thousand U.S. dollars. I will wait.”
“For what?”
Roman took his own drink in one gulp. “One of the Saudi princes offered it, in exchange for keeping your mouth shut. As good as you are at finding these girls, you’ll dig up another toy who hates you less, before you even get blue balls.”
For the first time in his life, Stan wished he’d been paranoid enough to pack a gun somewhere. But he couldn’t let his total disgust and hatred show. “I kinda figured this was the end-game. Be glad I’m not that attached to any of them.”
“I didn’t think you were.” Roman sat his empty crystal on the table in front of him. “Now, let’s talk numbers. Victor, how many candidates do we have to bring in every month?”
Motherfuckers.
“Two per month. Our clients pay well, and I can even throw my best model in, to sweeten the pot for the new recruits who think this is just a cam-girl setup.”
Victor whistled and whipped an index finger down.
“Vera! Now!”
Stan looked back at where the boss’ voice had been directed. Beautiful, curvier than the track at Laguna Seca, and outright defeated… Stan knew she’d seen more shit that any of his current models were about to face.
That is, if his allies were as helpless as he feared.
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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?”
The growing unease finally took a form she could describe. “This isn’t something Stan would have put together, and 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 wasletting 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.
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Wes locked eyes with every one of the dozen or so suits and IT managers. “Something’s come up.” Nodding leftward at his Chief Operating Officer, Wes finally added, “Brett, come on, we’ve got something to talk about. Now.”
Every face stayed locked-on, and he knew it. After Wes closed the door behind them, it was time break the news he knew he should have given months ago, had he known when this would happen. “It’s time to find a new CEO.”
Brett had been competent, and more importantly, loyal from the start. “Why? If it’s legal problems, we can have a squad of attorneys on it before lunch.”
Wes didn’t bother explaining any further. “Follow me.”
The rounded sconces and hanging plants gave way to the raised catwalk in the hangaresque lobby. Why did she have to show up now, of all fucking times?
Pointing down at the reception area, Wes’ finger aimed right at a blonde showing a little too much cleavage in her white cocktail dress. Her red lips and blonde hair, like a priceless ruby set in platinum, would have caught a blind man’s attention. “She’s why.”
Brett razzed Wes’ hair. “Buddy, sexual harassment suits settle for pennies on the dollar. You know that as well as I do.”
“It’d be really bad if that was why she’s here.” Wes feigned a smile as he leaned against the clear barrier and looked at Brett. “Because she’s my mother.”
***
Wes looked out the window at the mid-century modern compound on the edge of the sea bluff. The central building was surrounded on every other side by hillsides covered in green fields, six prairie-style mansions, and a smattering of greenhouses and outbuildings. “Someone realized the oceans would rise. What about it?”
One crooked digit tapped at the camera, like it could touch Wes through the stream. Wes’ benefactor glowed with pride as he responded, “Our whole base of operations is here on the north island of New Zealand now. The first woman your father bred already has your first candidate on her way.”
The fact that Grant had knocked up Dr. Cynthia Clare-Rickard before his own mother never sat right with him. “I get it, Jareth’s my dad’s oldest kid. Stop reminding me.”
“And he’s here to help.” Janus’ twisted grin faded into the look of a man who realized shit was getting close to the fan. “Sorry if that’s a problem.”
If getting his half-brother out of drug charges in Thailand hadn’t been so easy, Wes would have panicked. “I’ll agree, but only if he keeps his nose clean and stays out of our way.” Bribes in the six-digits had saved Jareth from execution or life in prison, under Thailand’s batshit laws.
The way Janus pulled his shawl closer didn’t make it any better. “I know you’ll keep looking after him, but he has to start taking responsibility for himself, someday.”
Elena’s unmistakable voice flooded Wes’ head.
Janus is dying. You know it as well as I do.
***
Janus was already gliding along the slate tiles again. “The children of the Donors and Prime Recipients contains enough willing candidates for our work to proceed. The problem when you tinker with human evolution is, it takes at least twenty years to move onto the next stage.”
“So you want me to direct the second generation of your work.” It was an honor Wes had known about for years already, but it still gave him the warm fuzzies. “I’m still up for it, but I need to know everything.”
Halfway across the room, Janus asked, “Did you ever find a girl who meets our criteria?”
For the ninth time in a year, Wes answered, “Yeah, her name’s Holly.”
Not so far gone that a reminder couldn’t get him back on the rails, Janus picked up where he’d left off. “Oh yeah, how could I forget her?”
Fucking Alzheimer’s. Which Janus himself forgot he had, every now and then.
“She’s on her way with Ava. Can’t have you getting too lonely here.”
It was breaking news to Wes. “She doesn’t even know about the arrangement we’ve got. I wish you’d have let me break it to her, myself.”
“So she doesn’t even know her father was one of our Donors?”
Wes didn’t either. “Who?”
“Steve Michaels, one of the first we trialed with Patrem Theta. As a matter of fact, he was the last man your father trained, personally.”
“But I’ve met her dad a few times already, and—” It hit Wes out of nowhere. “Fuck, now I’ve got even more to explain to her.”
***
Wet and burning like a rolling pot, the petite mess he called a girlfriend was already arching her back. Both of her hands left Wes’ scalp and then slammed against the cotton sheets.
“Don’t you fucking stop!”
But he wasn’t even going that hard. Succuba Gamma does this too?
Acting like a hysterical firework of moans and trembles, Holly’s voice seethed like she was trying to keep her lips shut. The vibrations from her throat were making it all the way through her body, passing into Wes.
Without a second of warning, her entire frame tried drawing into a knot. Her mind wasn’t the only thing that had changed. She was acting like a bike ride on a bumpy road would get her off.
Not knowing if it was a seizure, or if the meds were working as intended, Wes broke his mouth away. As his fingers stilled against her g-spot, he looked at the thigh to his right. Even that part of her was blushing.
“Think you’ll make it?”
By the time Wes paid attention to her face again, reams of sweat had already started coursing down her forehead. Every one of her pants sounded raw.
“Don’t tell me you already came.”
Holly barely had the wherewithal to shake her head. With both cheeks closing in the color of blood, the denial had to be killing her.
One dance of his finger along Holly’s pussy forced the rest her to shake like a cold chill in human form. “You were always sensitive, but this is insane.”
Finally getting the air to talk, she whimpered, “It’s already hurting not to come.”
He’d have to let Cynthia and Ava know that part of the pharmaceutical cocktail was too much for a girl Holly’s size. With her barely clocking in at half his weight, Wes had to ponder if he’d end up shattering her to pieces.
By the time he’d gathered his thoughts, Holly was already up on her knees. As she scooted closer, what she wanted next was already plain as day.
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