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The setup
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CALISSA CAREFULLY SHUT the door behind her.  Not that anyone could hear, but it was a force of habit.  And it was a good habit, so she kept it.  

She didn't bother to turn on any lights, the faint glow of the red LED safety lights was enough.  She wasn't in danger of tripping.  The room was empty except for a folded up table, a tripod, and two bags; one filled with supplies and the other a 6 foot long burlap sack.  

She set the burner phone down on the floor and sat crossed legged in front of it.  She then stared, waiting for the satisfying chime of a notification.  Everything was perfect, the profile – perfect, the house she'd rented for the week – perfect, the cheap beater car from Craigslist– beyond perfection. It was just a matter of time now.  

The burlap sack twitched.  

Calissa didn't move.  It didn't deserve to be acknowledged right now.  She focused on the phone, unconsciously hunching forward, as she waited for her target to take the bait. 
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The Planning 
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THE HOUSE LOOKED LIKE it was straight from the 1950s.  The glimpses Anthony got when the girl's camera caught a window betrayed a nice neighborhood.  The house itself was clearly decorated by baby boomers, huge wooden furniture, overstuffed couches with a million throw pillows, and even a fucking piano in the living room.  

It was so hard to tell ages with Asian women, but he hoped it was her grandparents’ house and not her parents.  Cobra-Mink's dating profile said she was 25.  Older than he usually would go after, but as was typical for Asians, she looked younger, so she at least looked like a teenager.  She bent her head to the camera as she settled on her bed.  Clearly her childhood bedroom, the baby boomer throw pillows replaced with stuffed animals and the walls covered with posters of K Pop boy bands and some gay looking anime characters.  Her black straight hair fell over her face. 

“I don't think it's a good idea for you to pick me up,” she said softly, her Chinese accent made her sound like she was talking through a mouth full of marbles. 

“Baby, we've been talking for 5 days...” Anthony trailed off as his phone lit up with a text message.

He frowned and angled the iPad away so Cobra-Mink, real name Bree, wouldn't see the phone.  Not that he cared if she saw him texting while they were on their virtual ‘date’, if anything, that was a sure fire way to ensure she knew her place in the hierarchy of his attention span.  He smiled, he liked that idea so much, he was going to put it in his next alpha-male course – make sure you text or post right in front of her, especially in person; make her know she's the bottom of your priorities.  

He frowned again when he read the text.

MakiKawaii09: Can you pick me up?

AlphaRex: no

Anthony quickly typed back.

AlphaRex: do the one thing ur good for

He set the phone down and turned back to Bree.  She was just staring into the camera, waiting patiently for him to finish speaking.  Asian women were the best.  They always knew their place.  If it weren't for his clients’ range of tastes, he wouldn't bother with white or black women ever again.  

“Girl, you need to stop being a cock tease,” Anthony channeled his annoyance from the uppity girl on the other end of the text message to Bree.  

Bree ducked her head either in deference or to hide her blush.

Either way, the submission was almost enough to get him hard.  “Seriously,” he nearly groaned, “I don't have time for cock teases, I can find another girl.  You're too old anyway,” he fell into the obvious threat.  

He had chosen her well, finding one of the few female accounts on the dating apps with nearly zero replies.  When the male users outnumbered the females ten to one, it was a safe bet an ignored female had rock bottom self esteem.  And surprisingly, they weren't always fat ugos like his partner had assumed.  

Granted Bree wasn't super hot, but she was Asian, so that was always kind of sexy.  Anthony was sure he could dress her up to be presentable.  

Bree somehow looked down more, causing more hair to spill over her nearly obscured face.  She muttered something. 

Anthony was too distracted by another text message.  This time, he didn't hide the phone. 

MakiKawaii09: Can you please take me home?

Anthony nearly exploded over the text message.  

AlphaRex: I can have any girl I want

He furiously typed back.  

AlphaRex: I brought ur sorry ass here all the way from SC 

AlphaRex: this is how you treat me

AlphaRex: ????

MakiKawaii09: I'm sorry

Anthony looked up at the iPad.  

“I'm sorry,” Bree mumbled again, her comical inability to say ‘r’ making her sound like a child.

Anthony's thumbs flew over his phone keyboard again to get his other girl under control.  

AlphaRex: If you want to love me, then you need to respect my friends

“I can meet you,” Bree said, her words barely intelligible with that accent.  

Anthony looked up to watch her, she didn't even dare look at the camera straight.  God, she was going to be great in person.  He probably wouldn't even have to break her, but he was going to do it anyway just for the sheer joy of it.  He wanted her to himself first before passing her off to his clients.  

MakiKawaii09: I love you.  

Anthony smiled.  

Bree's eyes flicked up. 

Dumb bitch thought he was smiling at her.  He made a show of texting, just to put her back down.  

AlphaRex: Then grab some lube and think of me while you make my friends happy

“You,” he said, turning his attention back to Bree.  “I'll meet you tomorrow,” he gave into the small compromise.  "But I want you in a red dress, no makeup, matching bra and panties,” he made his demand, just to establish his Alpha-Male dominance. 

“And make sure your perfume isn't cheap,” he went on, “and have some breath mints.”  He knew Chinese ate weird shit and didn't want to smell her dog breath. 

Bree nodded.  

The submission got him excited again.  He leaned forward and tapped the screen capture app on the iPad.

“Try the dress I sent you on now,” he groaned as he leaned back and undid his pants.
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