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        For everyone who wishes someone else would just do the fucking laundry.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        The truth is rarely pure

        and never simple.
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        —Oscar Wilde

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

          ATTICUS

        

      

    

    
      Whore. Slut. Cocktease.

      LittleRed is none of those things, despite what a vast majority of people probably believe. Though . . . to be fair, as he runs his slender hands down his smooth chest past his perky pink nipples, he’s being at least one of them.

      He teases the edge of his white lace panties with his fingers, teases his captivated audience with the possibility of their removal before dragging his palms down his thighs, bypassing his hard cock altogether. His head falls back, red hair tumbling around his ears, flushed chest thrust forward, leaking cock front and center as he pants and moans. The sounds he makes as he strokes his own flesh, but never where I most want him to touch himself, are pure sin.

      Tonight, the donations are rolling in slowly. He won’t shed his panties until after they reach at least five hundred dollars which . . . fair. The man has to feed himself, after all. At this rate though, he isn’t going to be getting naked for his general audience anytime soon and I need to see him like that—naked and needy, panting for breath as he pleasures himself.

      My cock is hard, dripping, slick with lube as I tease myself, eyes glued to the beauty on my computer screen. Maybe I’ll donate, just enough to get me what I want, now. But . . .

      Maybe not.

      I use my free hand—the one not covered in lube and my pre-cum—to tap out a message in our private chat, knowing he’ll have it up and open.

      
        
          
            
              
        TheWolf:

      

      
        You look tired, LittleRed.

      

      

      

      

      

      For a split second his brows pull together, and his lips turn down.

      I hate that crease, and I hate more that I put it there.

      He should only ever smile. He has such a lovely smile.

      
        
          
            
              
        TheWolf:

      

      
        Don’t frown. Lie down. Relax. Enjoy yourself. I’m enjoying you.

      

      

      

      

      

      He sighs, the sound soft, probably missed by over half his viewers. They’re focused on the way he’s still hard and weeping pre-cum, but there is nothing about him I don’t notice. He slides his fingers through his thick hair and lies down.

      In our private sessions, the ones I pay top dollar for at least twice a week, he’s so good about following directions when I feel the need to give them. My every command is obeyed without question or hesitation. Of course, I never ask anything extreme of him. Aside from once.

      Once, after a particularly hot session, I asked if he’d send his soiled panties to me.

      He did.

      I finger them now, heat gathering at the base of my spine as he spreads his thighs. The panties he’s wearing pull tight on his cock and balls. The front has a wet spot—proof of his own desire. I want to peel them from his body and touch him—taste him everywhere. Watching him do it for me is the next best thing.

      “Maybe I should play with my new toy for you boys,” he mutters, his voice tired but smooth like the richest cream as he turns to reach offscreen.

      I frown. What new toy? Not the one I just sent him, surely. In the note I sent along with the gift, I told him it was for his private use.

      He pauses, as if he can hear my thoughts. “On second thought, tonight I’m in the mood for an old favorite.”

      I exhale as he licks the length of a neon pink silicone dildo. He takes it into his mouth and gags before pulling back. His cheeks turn an enticing shade of pink.

      
        
          
            
              
        TheWolf:

      

      
        Easy. Take your time. Remember to breathe through your nose.

      

      

      

      

      

      LittleRed plays more innocent online than he is, but it’s not all an act either. Calix is, in some ways, just as innocent in real life as his online persona. Since I had a DNA profile run on the stained panties he sent and discovered his identity, he hasn’t gone on a date with anyone, male or female. He rarely leaves his house and when he does, it’s only to run errands or meet his few friends.

      A smile pulls at his mouth.

      I squeeze the base of my cock. My balls throb.

      That’s better.

      
        
          
            
              
        TheWolf:

      

      
        I love your smile.

      

      

      

      

      

      He shakes his head and pushes his panties down his hips. When his hard cock slaps against his stomach, a drop of pre-cum is left behind. What wouldn’t I give to be with him right now, lapping the salty flow from his slit, savoring it like a fine wine?

      “I don’t think I can hold out tonight.”

      That won’t do. I can see he’s tired—fucking exhausted, with dark circles under his glassy eyes—but I’m not ready for this to end. My time with him is precious.

      
        
          
            
              
        TheWolf:

      

      
        Go slow for me? I’m not done with you.

      

      

      

      

      

      “But it’s been a while since I fucked myself for you so I’ll go slow.” LittleRed sucks his fingers into his mouth, moaning around the digits before reaching between his legs and teasing his nipple with his free hand. He has all my attention as he circles his already slick hole with his wet fingers. I have no doubt he prepared himself beforehand. That is a show I’d pay a fortune to watch.

      
        
          
            
              
        TheWolf:

      

      
        You’re such a good boy, LittleRed.

      

      

      

      

      

      He moans and pushes his finger into himself. It’s quickly joined by a second. His cheeks flush and his thighs tremble.

      “Oh f-fuck,” he whimpers, his back arching as he pushes his fingers deeper. “So good. I wish you were here. I need to be fucked so bad.”

      His balls pull tight against his body as he twists his fingers inside his pink hole.

      He really won’t last long.

      I wish my fingers were inside of him instead. But, for now, I’ll settle for this.

      
        
          
            
              
        TheWolf:

      

      
        You’re gorgeous. Taste yourself for me?

      

      

      

      

      

      Normally, that costs extra—the donations have to be on point for him to eat his cum for his audience—but he sucks his wet fingers into his mouth after dragging them along his leaking slit. My mouth fills with saliva. I inhale sharply, imagining I can smell his desire, and stroke myself with intent. His hands would feel so much better than my own. And his mouth . . . I can’t think about it or I’ll blow my load sooner rather than later.

      
        
          
            
              
        TheWolf:

      

      
        I’m close. Do you want to come with me?

      

      

      

      

      

      In our private sessions, it’s a request I always make—for him to come when I do, if not before me altogether. He always does.

      “I can’t wait anymore.” He bows his head and looks at the camera through his lashes as he pulls his fingers from his body. “Do you want to see?”

      
        
          
            
              
        TheWolf:

      

      
        Show me.

      

      

      

      

      

      A blush darkens his cheeks, spreads down his neck and across his chest as he pulls his legs up to the perfect angle, exposing his heavy balls and loosened hole to everyone watching. I’d need to use at least three fingers before he could take my cock with ease. Or maybe not. I wouldn’t mind hurting him—making him cry. Maybe he wouldn’t mind crying for me so long as I kissed every ache better afterwards.

      
        
          
            
              
        TheWolf:

      

      
        Magnificent.

      

      

      

      

      

      He whimpers and reaches for the dildo. I swallow around the lump in my throat as he coats it with lube before teasing his hole with the spongy head. Inch by slow inch, he pushes the thick toy into his willing body. His hole stretches around the careful invasion as he moans and thrashes on the mattress.

      How loud would he moan if it was my cock opening him up?

      Would he beg for more—deeper, harder, faster?

      I’d give him everything he asks for.

      The blush only spreads as he turns his head away. I know out of view of his main camera there’s a secondary screen, displaying the comments his stream receives when he performs, as well as any private messages.

      “Don’t watch this part. Please? It’s embarrassing.”

      No one is going to look away; certainly not me.

      
        
          
            
              
        TheWolf:

      

      
        You’re doing so well, LittleRed.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        TheWolf:

      

      
        Don’t be shy. Pretend like it’s just me and you. You want me to tell you all the things I’d do for you if I was there right now?

      

      

      

      

      

      He tucks his chin into his chest and his hair falls over his face. “If you’re going to watch, you should at least tell me what you want me to do. What would you do to me?”

      I know, deep in my soul, he’s talking to me even if everyone else thinks he’s talking to them. Heat dances up my spine and I squeeze my balls to stave off orgasm.

      Not yet. I’ll wait for him.

      
        
          
            
              
        TheWolf:

      

      
        Fuck yourself slow but deep. Tease your cock but don’t come. Make it last.

      

      

      

      

      

      His throat flexes as he swallows. He begins to push the toy deep, slowly; his cock leaks and jerks between his spread thighs. A moan parts his swollen lips before he takes his cock in hand and slowly begins to stroke.

      “Sh-Shit. I can’t . . . I’m not . . . Oh, God. Please. I want to come.”

      I don’t know where to look.

      His hole as he fucks himself.

      His hand as he fists himself.

      His face as he pants from the pleasure.

      It’s all too much and not enough. For now, it will have to do.

      
        
          
            
              
        TheWolf:

      

      
        Just like that. That’s how I’d fuck you, LittleRed.

      

      

      

      

      

      “I need more. It’s not enough,” he whimpers, the hand around his cock speeding up as he fucks himself harder with the toy. I squeeze my cock and match his speed.

      How much longer can I last? Not as long as I’d like.

      My fingers trip over the keyboard.

      
        
          
            
              
        TheWolf:

      

      
        You want me to cover your mouth, hold you down, fuck you until you’re crying and begging to come, LittleRed? Do you want me to use your body, as if you are nothing more than my personal fuck toy?

      

      

      

      

      

      “I think I’d want to be devoured.” LittleRed’s thighs tremble. Sweat beads on his upper lip and drips down his temple. “Please.” The way his voice cracks around that one word has my cock streaming pre-cum. “Touch me. Make me come.”

      
        
          
            
              
        TheWolf:

      

      
        I can do that. I’d take my time though, drag minutes into hours, with you at my mercy, forced to take only what I give.

      

      

      

      

      

      He cries out, the sound echoing from my speakers. Milky liquid splatters on his chest and drips over his fingers as he thrusts into his hand until his body seems to give out. He collapses on the mattress with a satisfied hum. I shake through my own release, unable to look away from him even as I paint my chest with cum and pant for breath.

      “I think I’m at my limit for tonight boys,” LittleRed says, limp with satisfaction. I send a private video request as he rolls to his stomach and reaches for his computer, still looking at the camera. “Thanks for spending the night with me.” He blushes before the live stream is cut. Just seconds later, the request I sent is accepted.

      He can’t see me—my camera is off—but I can see him in all his glory.

      “You did good tonight, LittleRed.” I reach for the wet wipes so I can clean up.

      “Thanks.” He pulls a pillow close and wraps his arms around it. He really does look tired. “Do you need help finishing?”

      I smile and shake my head even though he can’t see me. If I ask he’ll perform for me, but it’s not necessary. “Not tonight, I finished with you. I just want to talk. Are you coming down with a cold?”

      He rolls his shoulders. “I always catch a cold at the start of the season but I’ll be okay—promise.” His smile is forced. My stomach twists. The last thing I want is for him to pretend to be okay when he’s not. “How are you doing?”

      I relax into my office chair. The pair of us have spoken like this several times and I always enjoy it. “I’m doing well, swamped with work. And as much as I enjoy seeing you covered in your own cum, if you want to clean up, I don’t mind waiting.”

      He sits up. The evidence of his enjoyment is smeared across his chest. If I was there, I’d clean him with my tongue. The blush that had started to fade comes back with a vengeance. “If you’re sure, give me a second.”

      “Take your time. Go shower, maybe you’ll feel a little better. I’m not going anywhere,” I assure him as I start cleaning the cum from my own chest. He hesitates. I shake my head. “Go on, LittleRed. Don’t make me tell you a second time.”

      He sinks his teeth into his bottom lip but nods. “I’ll be right back.”

      It’s not a long wait, but even if it had been I wouldn’t have minded.

      Long after I’ve finished cleaning myself up he returns, red hair damp, skin a soft pink, dressed in a black silk robe with a cup of something warm. I smile as he settles on his bed. “Give me a second to switch the video feed?”

      “Of course. Do whatever you need to,” I tell him. His camera turns off and when he reappears, he’s obviously at the computer he uses to read comments during his live stream. “Did the shower help?” I ask when he’s comfortable.

      He still looks exhausted. He probably is coming down with a cold. Or the flu, since it’s that time of year and he always does seem to get ill when the season starts to change. I’ll send him a care package tomorrow morning—something to help him get better sooner.

      “A bit.” He sips from his mug and hums with pleasure. “Did you clean up as well?”

      “I did. It was necessary.” I’d made as big a mess as he did.

      “Did you enjoy me that much?” he asks, tipping his head to the side. His hair falls across his face and he brushes it away. He really is beautiful. I love the contrasts between his red hair, his bright green eyes, and his pale skin.

      “You know I always enjoy you.” I’m not ashamed to admit that.

      He shakes his head, his smile soft but real. “You’re such a sweet talker.”

      “I prefer to think of myself as truthful. Were you honest earlier?”

      His brows pull together. When he relaxes, his face is so expressive, not a thought hidden. “Honest about what?”

      “About wanting to be devoured.”

      He looks away, a pink flush darkening his cheeks. He shrugs. “I think so? I mean, gentle is nice, and I’m not opposed to slow and sweet, but everyone wants to be taken once in a while. Right?”

      He’s not wrong. Some do want to be taken slow and sweet—to be made love to like they matter, like they’re the only thing in the world that truly matters—and others want to be held down and fucked fast and rough until they’re nothing more than an exposed nerve. Most people want a mix of the two.

      “May I ask you something that exists outside of this?” I cross one ankle over the other as I lace my fingers together. “Of course, you don’t have to answer.” I’d never take more than he is willing to give, even if I want so much more from him.

      “Now I’m curious, so ask away.” He sips from his mug again.

      “Are you a virgin?”

      He sputters, eyes widening, dark liquid dripping from between his lips. He drags his hand across his chin, removing the stain. Hot chocolate, maybe. It could be coffee. “I . . . I fuck myself all the time and you’re asking me if I’m a virgin?”

      I laugh, the sound soft, not meant to be mocking. He knows exactly what I mean. “Has anyone else fucked you, LittleRed?”

      “Does that change anything?” He strokes the edge of his cup as he looks down.

      “No. Of course not.” I hope not. I hope that he’s untouched by another man’s hands. But even if someone has been inside of him the way I want to be, it doesn’t matter. His answer won’t change anything, not for me. I’ll still crave him like a junkie does their next fix either way. Maybe knowing for sure he’s never been touched will make me crave him more, not that I’ll tell him that. But I won’t want him less if he’s not a virgin. “Not at all. I’m just curious.”

      “I’ve never slept with another person.” He drags his teeth over his bottom lip as he dips his finger into his mug. “But I know how to pleasure myself just fine.”

      “You do seem to have yourself well in hand,” I tease. He laughs, loud and happy, and I smile at the sound as he sucks his finger clean. His laugh is just one more thing about him I adore. “Thank you for telling me.”

      “I trust I won’t find that tidbit about myself on any of the camboy messageboards, right?” He lifts his cup again, sipping at the liquid as he peers into the camera.

      “I don’t visit the forums. The community and I have conflicting opinions on how a person—when that person is a sex worker—should be treated. And I have no patience for the opinions of idiots.”

      His eyes are bright and intent, as if he can see me. “Is it true? I’m the only camboy you visit?”

      “Been gossiping about me, LittleRed?” I ask instead of answering his question.

      He shakes his head. “I wouldn’t call it gossiping but we—the other camboys and I—all talk about the creeps to stay away from and the big tippers.”

      “Where do I fall?” I ask. A creep? A big tipper? To be honest, if he knew the full extent of what I know about him, probably both.

      “You’re one of the good guys,” he says and I almost laugh. One of the good guys? If only he knew. I’m not against him believing that if it means he’s willing to spend more time with me. “I’m kind of flattered that I’m the only camboy you watch. And maybe a little cocky.”

      “Little cocky, huh? Not sure I agree,” I tease.

      He’s not a twink with a massive dick, but he’s not small either. He’s just average.

      “How cocky are you?” he asks.

      I brush my fingers along my naked thighs. They’re heavily scarred—thin white lines covering nearly every inch of skin. But still . . . “Do you want to see?”

      He shakes his head. “You keep your camera off for a reason. I don’t want to pry.”

      “I don’t routinely expose myself in public and I can send a picture instead so I’m not worried.” My scars are easily hidden beneath my clothes; if we ever bump into one another—which we will, sooner rather than later if I have my way—he’ll be none the wiser. “I should warn you, I do have a number of noticeable scars.”

      “I don’t mind,” he says as he drinks from his mug again.

      “Give me a moment.” I push away from the desk and grab my phone, then sit back in my office chair and grip my cock. I stroke myself, watching him. Just that—him, doing nothing at all, existing in a quiet moment but with only my eyes on him—is enough to make me hard again in seconds. There is no hiding the scars, and I’m not ashamed of them—shame is a foreign concept to me—so I snap a picture and email it to myself. I attach it to our private chat once it’s on my desktop and hit send.

      “Definitely cocky.” I laugh at his reply. I’m more cocky than him, at least. “Were you in an accident?”

      “No.” I hesitate a moment, unsure just how honest I want to be. I don’t want to scare him away before I even have a chance to make him truly mine. “All my scars are self-inflicted.”

      His eyes widen and his lips part. “Why would you do that to yourself?”

      I roll my shoulders, a tension building between them I dislike. “The answer may put an end to these talks so I’m not sure I should explain.”

      “I’m not that much of a prude. You can tell me.”

      I can’t deny him. There is nothing I would deny him.

      “I like the pain and blood.”

      There’s no other way to say it. The truth can’t be sugarcoated.

      He pulls on his bottom lip, lost in thought for a long moment. “Does it feel good? Do you touch yourself while you cut?”

      “Sometimes. It depends on my mood.” I’ve made myself, and plenty of others, bleed and come in the same scene many times. “Given the choice, I’d rather play with a willing partner.”

      LittleRed shifts on the bed, setting his mug to the side. “What do you do to them?”

      “With someone experienced with blood play, or someone not?” There is a different method for each. Someone who knows what to expect, I wouldn’t need to go slow with. We could jump in and enjoy ourselves. Someone new though . . .

      “Someone new. Someone who has to be naked in front of people.”

      Him. He means himself. The idea of him naked and willing under my scalpel . . . I shake my head to dislodge the image and hum. “Small, shallow cuts that won’t often scar. In places the average person wouldn’t pay attention to with an attractive, naked man hard and panting in front of them.”

      “So is it just cutting, or do you do more?” His curiosity knows no bounds.

      “Are you hard, LittleRed?” With his robe, I can’t tell.

      He teases the edge of the silk fabric. “Do you want to see?”

      “Very much so.” I’m still hard; I’ll probably be hard for as long as I have his attention.

      He shrugs out of his robe. His slender cock is, indeed, hard and leaking. A blush creeps along his cheeks. “I guess the idea of something new is a turn on for me.”

      Is it the idea of something new, or the blood play that has him excited?

      “Do you want me to tell you what I’d do to you if no one would see the results?” My voice drops an octave as I grasp my cock and start to stroke with purpose.

      “Will you? Please?” He slides his hand down his chest to his slender cock. He’s so fucking pretty. “I . . . I want to come again—just us this time, if that’s okay?”

      This is for him as much as for me. That only makes me harder.

      “I’d bind your hands above your head and kneel between your spread thighs. It helps to know where a person is most sensitive so I’d spend time exploring you with my hands, my mouth, my tongue and teeth, learning everywhere you like to be touched. Only when you’re hard and begging for something, for anything, would I make the first cut.”

      My gaze travels over his body, remembering all the places he likes to touch himself when he performs. Does he touch himself the way he would like to be touched? Or does he save that for when he’s alone, enjoying himself for no other reason than the pleasure of doing it?

      “Where should I bleed you first, LittleRed?” I rasp as I squeeze my balls and tug them away from my body. I may have just come but with his full attention I’ll blow in a heartbeat.

      “Here.” He lays his free hand over his naked thigh while he pumps his cock from root to tip. “You can cut me while I touch myself.” His voice quivers as he thumbs his wet slit.

      “No.” I squeeze at the base of my cock. “When you’re with me, I own your pleasure. You’ll only get what I give you. But if you ask nicely, I’ll touch you any way, anywhere, you like. Do you want my hands, my mouth? Maybe my cock buried in you while I stroke your cock with one hand and open a line on your thigh with a sharp blade.”

      Usually, I don’t mix the two—sex and bloodletting. One stray cut and it’s lights out. But for him, if he wanted it, maybe I would. The risk would be worth the reward.

      “Yes.” His voice cracks as he plants one hand behind himself for balance and thrusts into his fist. “You can . . . you can use me however you want—devour me.” He pants for breath. “I’m yours.”

      I suck in a sharp breath and thrust into my dry hand. “Whatever you want, LittleRed. You want me to consume you, devour you, I will. You’d enjoy having something bigger than your toys—something hot and alive—opening you up, wouldn’t you?”

      He squeezes his eyes closed. “You want to be the first?”

      Goosebumps break out along my arms. I drag my thumb over my dripping slit. I won’t last much longer, not at this rate, not with this conversation. He’s pushing all of my buttons. “I want the heat of your body under mine, around mine. I want you to beg and barter for more as I lick the blood from your body and coax orgasm after orgasm out of you.”

      He gasps, squeezing his cock as his eyes lift to the camera. He’s flushed, either with embarrassment or pleasure. “I didn’t know you were such a dirty talker. You’re going to make me come.”

      “Do it, LittleRed. Let me see you come. Now.”

      As if on my command, he moans, his back bowing as his cum paints his chest and hand. I gasp, my second orgasm, just like the first, pulled forth by his. It’s stronger this time, going on and on and on, seemingly endless. Pleasure rips through me but I don’t take my eyes off him as he shakes through the aftershocks of his own pleasure and goes limp.

      “Fuck,” he whispers after we both catch our breath.

      I exhale as I sink into my chair and reach for the wet wipes again. “I hope you know I had only intended to talk for a little while before letting you rest.”

      Not that I’m upset about the turn in our conversation.

      “I know.” He grins and leans over, coming back with a pack of wet wipes much like mine. “You’re not the kind of person that would try to trick me into touching myself. But I needed that. Thank you, Wolf.”

      I laugh under my breath because he’s not wrong. I would ask, perhaps demand, but trick? No.

      “May I make an unusual request?” I ask as I toss a wipe in the wastebasket.

      “I may not agree but I don’t mind if you ask,” he says as he cleans himself up.

      “You need rest but I’m not ready to part ways. Would you be willing to let me watch you sleep while I do some work?” I hold my breath and wait for his answer. He has no idea how badly I want to spend a night in his company with his permission. “You’ll be paid, of course.”

      He pauses and looks up, as if he can see me. “You don’t think watching me sleep will be a waste of your time, your money?”

      “No, LittleRed.” My voice drops as I slowly start to stroke my soft cock. Maybe I won’t get any work done tonight, not if he agrees to let me watch him sleep. “I really don’t.”

      “Then I don’t mind.” His smile is soft as he combs his hair away from his damp forehead. “I think that second round really wiped me out.”

      “Dim your lights. Get comfortable.”

      He walks around the bed on his knees, setting the computer on its stand before getting up and dimming his lights. I can see the outline of him as he pulls the blankets back and climbs into bed. He snuggles down and gets comfortable. “Night, Wolf.”

      “Goodnight. Sweet dreams, LittleRed.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

          CALIX

        

      

    

    
      The cold.

      The flu.

      Either way, being sick is the absolute worst. By the end of the week, what I originally thought of as a cold, but turned out to be a mild flu when I finally dragged myself to the doctor because I felt like I was dying, has passed.

      I’m still tired and achy, my body demanding I find somewhere comfortable to rest and stay there for a few more days, but at least I can breathe out of my nose. Small miracles count as far as I’m concerned. The cough is mostly gone now, as well. A few more days and I’ll be back to perfect health. Then, I’ll have to reach out to TheWolf.

      While I lay dying he was an ever present thought and even now, I can’t get him off my mind. What is it about him that lights me up from head to toe?

      I’ve never liked giving private shows, even though it’s good money. Usually, the men who request them are disgusting and have a habit of degrading me, which has never been and never will be one of my kinks. But I never reject TheWolf when he sends a request.

      Is it because of his voice? Is it the way he speaks, demanding but without stripping me of my self worth? The sounds he makes when he pushes himself to the edge, urging me along with him, before making us hang there on the precipice until our pleasure can’t be denied or contained?

      Maybe it’s much simpler than that. Even before he sent me a picture there was just something about him. I like him. I liked the picture of his cock—hard and waiting, surrounded by neatly trimmed pubes—too. I even liked the scars; the thin white lines tell a story I want not just to hear, but to experience for myself. Maybe I’m as big a pervert as everyone who watches me when I go live.

      I groan as I wiggle to get comfortable.

      Do I really care if I’m a pervert? I’m definitely insane.

      A sane person would be trying to avoid TheWolf. Here I sit, wondering if he’ll respond if I message him outside of our normal time. I’ve never said I was sane though.

      It should worry me that he sent a care package to my house—my house, where I actually live, not the PO Box all my other fans send their gifts to.

      How did he get my home address?

      I mean, I appreciated the medicine, soup, hot chocolate and stuffed wolf but . . . shouldn’t I be setting boundaries and keeping them? I should feel way more violated—a stranger from the internet knows where I live.

      I’m not scared though. I feel . . . cared for.

      TheWolf has always been nice to me—treated me like a person with thoughts and desires of my own despite the fact he’s paying me to entertain him. How many times has he asked for my input during a private show? It matters to him that I enjoy myself as much, if not more, than he does. And it’s only a care package. That’s harmless, right? It’s not like he showed up at my door.

      What would I do if he did show up at my door? Let him fu— I shove my fingers into my hair and scratch my scalp before tugging on the strands. No.

      No.

      Thoughts of TheWolf are taking up too much of my time. I need to focus on other things. Like my career. The past couple of months, I’ve been getting pretty popular. A lot of channels with my number of subscribers have a brand. In the interest of growing my following, and possibly making more money, it’s time I have one as well.

      The first step is building a brand, right?

      Locally, as far as I could find, Chanyu Designs is the best in the business for that type of thing. The forums say he isn’t cheap, and is weird as fuck, but his work is top notch. I was impressed with his website and extensive portfolio when I looked. The only way to contact him is through his website though. I’d have preferred a phone call.
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        Mr. Chanyu,

        I hope you’re doing well. I found your website via some design forums and was impressed with your work.

        My name is Calix. I work as a camboy and I am in the process of building my brand. I was hoping to commission you to help? I’m not entirely sure what I want/need, or how any of this works, but when you have some time, if you’re willing to work with me, I’d be more than happy to speak with you.

        Looking forward to hearing from you.

        Best wishes,

        Calix Litten

      

      

      I chew on my bottom lip as I read the email.

      Does it sound professional?

      Will Mr. Chanyu even be willing to work with a camboy?

      If he has a problem with my profession, he can easily turn me down and I will look elsewhere. The last thing I want to do is work with someone who will take issue with my being a sex worker. Enough people in my life are offended already.

      Only one way to find out.

      I hit send and the email vanishes into the wild internet.

      There is nothing to do but wait.

      How long will I have to wait though? He’s probably inundated with emails, from more important people. Chances are I won’t hear back from him for hours—if not days. In the meantime, while I wait to fully recover from my sickness so I can get back to work, and for him to respond, I can research different brands to give myself an idea of what I might want.

      It’s hours later, just after lunch, when my phone chimes with an email alert.

      The sender is Atticus Chanyu.

      I scramble for my computer and pull up the email.
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        Mr. Litten,

        I regret to inform you that you are outside of my typical wheelhouse. I’ve never worked with a camboy before. However, I am always looking to expand my horizons and broaden my client base, so I would be delighted to work with you on your brand.

        My standard fee for branding is $1500 USD. That price point includes everything you may need such as:

        Color Palette, Custom Fonts, Logo, Website Customization, & other necessary imagery.

        If the price point is agreeable and you would still like to work together, at your earliest convenience please sign and return the NDA and Contract attached to this email. I’ve also included a link to my calendar. If you could pick a suitable time and date for a video conference, we can discuss working together further. My earliest availability is today, later this evening. If that’s inconvenient, any date and time available will suffice.

        As a side note, it’s not unusual for clients to not know what they want/need when they seek me out. I am confident we can work out the details so I am able to meet your needs.

        To help me better understand what you need, and so I am better prepared for our meeting, tell me a little about yourself, your business, and what you’re hoping to accomplish.

        Atticus Chanyu

      

      

      I grin and pump the air with my fist.

      He’s willing to work with me! The price point is high—or maybe it’s low; I’m not really sure what the standard price is—but not unaffordable. I don’t expect the best to be cheap so I download the NDA. It all seems pretty standard—basic clauses that protect both of our business interests—but what do I really know? Then, the contract.

      Once those are signed, I open his calendar and select today—5PM PDT.

      The sooner the better as far as I’m concerned.

      I’m so excited when I open his email to reply.
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        Mr. Chanyu,

        Thank you so much! I was worried you wouldn’t want to work with me because I’m a camboy but I’m glad you’re willing. I’ve attached the NDA and Contract like you asked. I also grabbed the time you had available today to speak.

        As for me . . . um? I hate talking about myself.

        I’m twenty-eight. Online, I go by LittleRed. Mostly because I’m fun-sized and have red hair. I’m not sure what else you need to know about me or what I do to help you build a brand? I take my clothes off for money so . . . what else is there to know? My viewers enjoy the fact that I’m ‘innocent’ or at least come across that way during a live stream. Maybe that can be used to your advantage though I’m not really sure how?

        The main goal is to grow my following and increase my revenue.

        I’m not just a whore. I’m a greedy whore.

        Thank you,

        Calix Litten

      

      

      The email disappears into cyberspace.

      Now I only have to wait until this afternoon for a definite meeting.

      Time is going to drag by. I’m not looking forward to that.

      I pick up the gray stuffed wolf I received in my care package from TheWolf and run my fingers over the faux fur.

      “Let’s hope this goes as well as I think it will.”

      There’s no reply—obviously; it’s a stuffed animal—so I set it aside and head to the kitchen to make myself a snack. A little after four, I climb in the shower and attempt to make myself look as professional as possible. Just before five p.m., as I’m getting comfortable on my sofa, I receive an invite to a video conference. I take a few deep breaths, comb my fingers through my slightly damp hair to be sure it’s in order, and after tucking my new pet wolf mostly out of sight, accept the invite.

      In minutes, the screen loads. I offer my best smile.

      “Good afternoon, Mr. Litten.” Mr. Chanyu’s hands are laced together on his desk. I blink because . . . not only does he sound familiar but he’s nothing like I was expecting. For one, he’s young—my age. For two, he’s H-O-T. Most of his black hair is pulled away from his handsome face but a few strands have escaped and tease his collarbone. The blue of his eyes looks almost neon in the glow from his computer screen. A blush immediately begins to heat my cheeks for absolutely no reason. There’s nothing I can do to hide it either.

      “Good afternoon,” I mutter when the silence has gone on far too long. I rub a sweaty hand down my thigh. “You can call me Calix.”

      “In that case, please call me Atticus.”

      The sound of his voice sends hot shivers down my spine. My cock begins to harden, trapped painfully behind my zipper. Now is totally not the time but he sounds so much like TheWolf—my Wolf—that my body apparently can’t help but respond. I clear my throat and hope my blush isn’t too noticeable.

      “It’s nice to meet you but to be honest, I feel like I might be wasting your time.” I rub the back of my neck and curse my skin tone. There is no way he can’t see the blush heating my skin. “I haven’t put a lot of thought into my brand. I just know it’s a good way to increase views and revenue.”

      “You’re not wasting my time,” he says, and I look up. The cupid’s bow on his lips draws my attention as he speaks. He looks like the kind of guy who knows how to kiss. What would that be like—to be kissed by him? Or better yet—my Wolf. “As I said in my email, many of my clients aren’t sure where to start when it comes to building their brand. We can work together to figure it out.”

      He sounds so confident I can’t help but believe him.

      “Have you ever used a camboy or camgirl?” I ask as I pet the wolf in my lap.

      “I have.” He doesn’t look away or seem embarrassed in the slightest. Why would he? It’s nothing to be ashamed of—though most people, in my experience, are hesitant to admit their sexual habits to complete strangers unless the environment calls for it. “Let’s talk about what you’re already doing. Do you currently have a website or any social media?”

      I shake my head as I move around to find a more comfortable position. “Not really? I have personal accounts but they’re not connected to my business except in the loose sense of the word. I don’t really want my viewers knowing who I am in real life.”

      “I understand completely.” His smile is genuine. It’s a nice smile. Really nice. I’m going to be hard this whole meeting. Hopefully he doesn’t notice. “I’ll need to work on your color palette before I do anything. Do you have any colors in mind?”

      “Red?” I reach up and comb my fingers through my hair with an awkward laugh. “Is it possible to do a Little Red Riding Hood theme? Maybe? Is that dumb?”

      “Not at all.” He props his pointed chin on his palm. His hands are bigger than mine with slim fingers. Is that how TheWolf’s hands would look? If so, what would they feel like on my body? My hole is well trained so the first and second finger wouldn’t hurt but the third . . . I suppress a shiver. “Little Red Riding Hood—the original is public domain so we can definitely use a similar theme.” I snap my attention back to his face. The last thing I need is him catching on to the fact I’m ogling him as if he’s a piece of prime meat and not paying attention to what he’s saying. “I think it might even be a good idea. You mentioned your clients enjoy your innocence. I could play on that.”

      A furrow appears between his brows; he hums before he picks up a pen and writes on a pad of paper off to the side. “Are there any colors you absolutely dislike?”

      “I mean . . . not really? I’m sorry I’m not much help.” My shoulders slump. Maybe this is a bad idea.

      “Calix.” I look up. His expression is softer than it has a right to be considering we don’t know one another. I drag my bottom lip between my teeth and wait. “There is no right or wrong answer here. We’re just having a conversation.”

      I exhale and nod. “Thank you.”

      “Are you happy with your current streaming service? Do you want and or need a website?”
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