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      She had a swimmer’s build—just as she’d mentioned in her email. At the time, I’d been mildly puzzled as to why someone would consider that detail important enough to share with a potential roommate. Was it meant to be a selling point, some kind of personal advertisement? I wasn’t sure, but honestly, I didn’t dwell on it. I had more pressing concerns than someone’s body type—at least until Jenna appeared in my doorway that afternoon, flashing a quiet grin.

      That grin—easy, unforced—was framed by two dimples that softened her already youthful face. Her skin was smooth and fair, as though she’d never spent a day in the sun, and her powder-blue eyes peeked out from beneath a curtain of shaggy golden hair that looked artfully disheveled, as if styled by the wind. At first glance, she seemed normal enough—maybe even a bit charming. Whatever vague concerns I’d entertained about her emphasis on her physique—or the cryptic note about her “unusual work schedule”—began to fade as I stood there, studying her.

      “So, um, what’s up?” she said, her voice modest but edged with a kind of self-assured ease. She spoke just as I opened the front door, and she offered her hand—five lithe fingers extending toward me with deliberate casualness. Her skin was soft, almost delicate, and for a brief moment, I felt like my hand had completely enveloped hers.

      “I’m Jenna,” she added with a slight nod.

      “I’m Brynn,” I replied, a bit awkwardly. Then, realizing how obvious that must have been, I gave a self-deprecating chuckle. “I mean, I guess that’s obvious, huh?”

      Jenna smiled again, her eyes flicking to the side as if amused by my awkwardness—or maybe just taking in the space. I stepped aside to let her in, holding the door open as the late afternoon sunlight streamed over us. It caught in her hair, turning it almost incandescent, while the brightness made me squint behind my sunglasses. The warmth of the sun lingered on my own tanned skin, and I felt a bead of sweat slip down the back of my neck as I watched her step confidently into the living room.

      “Sorry it’s not, like, out of a magazine or anything,” I said with a nervous laugh, motioning vaguely toward the apartment. The furniture was mismatched, the walls a bit scuffed, but it was clean—lived-in but decent.

      “I’m not expecting royalty,” Jenna replied with a light laugh of her own. “I’m twenty-two, by the way. You?”

      “Oh, cool,” I said, feeling a slight sense of relief, though I wasn’t sure why. “I’m thirty. You just seemed—” I began, but before I could finish the sentence, Jenna jumped in.

      “I seemed a lot younger, right?” she said, adjusting the snug-fitting, dark blue crop top that clung to her lean frame. The fabric shifted slightly over her narrow waist and the soft flare of her hips as she moved. “Yeah, I know. I get carded buying scratchers all the time. And trying to get into a bar? Forget it. They always think I’ve somehow scored the most legit fake ID they’ve ever seen.”

      “They don’t serve you?” I asked, genuinely surprised.

      “Nah, they do. Just takes a little convincing,” she said with a wink.

      The gesture caught me off guard and left me momentarily unsure of how to read it. What exactly did she mean by “convincing”? A little harmless charm? A genuine fake ID? Something else entirely? I wasn’t sure, and rather than press for clarification, I let it go. Chalk it up as another missed opportunity to learn more about the woman I was about to let into my life—and my apartment. Maybe I should’ve cared more, but something about her disarmed me.

      She looked eighteen, give or take. Maybe it was the sheer brightness in her eyes, or the soft, unblemished smoothness of her skin—no fine lines, no laugh creases, nothing to betray time’s passage. She seemed untouched by age in a way that made me feel every one of my thirty years. There was a lightness to her, a kind of vitality that radiated out like low-key electricity, reminding me—without trying—that we weren’t in the same life chapter.

      Jenna—because of course she introduced herself as Jenna, breezy and affable—carried with her that effortless glow people have before life settles into patterns. The kind of person who probably stayed up until 3 a.m. on a Tuesday just because she could, while I was in bed by ten, if not earlier, because morning alarms don’t care if you’re in the mood to live.

      I’d started my twenties in a blur of late nights, crowded rooms, and spontaneous decisions that felt bold and exciting. But eventually, all of that gave way to structure. I found a job that became a routine—or at least the kind of job you stay in because it pays your rent and doesn’t ask too many questions. Somewhere along the way, the noise faded. I couldn’t remember the last time I did something wild. Something impulsive. Something that made me feel alive. I didn’t know exactly what it was about Jenna, but she seemed to shine a light on the part of me I’d let dim. There was something elusive about her—an energy, a vibe. She seemed to glow from the inside out.

      “So, um, this is the living room,” I said, dragging myself back to the moment. I gestured around the space with a sheepish smile, motioning toward the scuffed baseboards and thrift-store furniture. “Kitchen’s over there, and…”

      “Wait, wait,” Jenna cut in, her eyes lighting up. “So I’ve got the place?”

      “I mean, why not?” I said with a shrug, laughing a little, though uncertainty crept into my voice. “You seem cool enough. Not that I’m, like, the arbiter of cool or anything—but you know what I mean. I’ve had some real weirdos tour this place, and honestly? You just seem… normal.”

      “You’re pretty slick yourself,” Jenna said smoothly, not missing a beat. Her tone was light, but her eyes had a glint of mischief as they flicked over me. “What do you do? Are you some high-powered exec or something? Stockbroker? Or maybe just a really chill… yoga instructor?”

      As she spoke, she squinted at me playfully, her gaze taking in the details—my high ponytail, my sleeveless heather-gray tank top, and the black athletic leggings I’d thrown on after my morning workout. I could feel her sizing me up, as though trying to read the story my body and clothes might tell. Not in a judgmental way—just curious, bold.

      “Wow,” I said with a real laugh. “Thanks for that. I haven’t laughed like that in a while. But no, nothing that glamorous. I’m an assistant manager at the grocery store down the street.” I scratched the back of my neck, suddenly a little self-conscious. “The gym clothes? Just a hobby. The fitness center on Second is kind of my second home.”

      “It shows,” Jenna said with an indulgent smile.

      She said it casually, but in hindsight, I probably should’ve clocked it as something more than a friendly remark. At the time, though, I didn’t read too much into it. Her tone didn’t trigger any red flags, and I let it slide as a benign compliment. Still, there was something in the way her eyes lingered—attentive, almost searching. Her gaze wandered down my arms, then across my waist with a slow deliberateness. I instinctively tugged my shirt down a little and shifted my focus to the coffee table, the couch—anywhere but back to those pale blue eyes watching me.

      “Thanks,” I said, brushing it off like it was nothing. “I can hook you up with a solid discount if you’re ever interested. Perks of grocery world.”

      “Yeah? Thanks. Maybe I’ll take you up on that,” Jenna said, glancing down at her own arms. She held them out in front of her, turning them slightly. “I’ve got zero muscle definition.”

      She wasn’t exaggerating. Her arms were slim, her frame soft in a way that suggested dance classes over dumbbells. She gave a little laugh and added, “No arms, and probably no legs either.” She reached down and squeezed the top of her thigh through the snug denim of her bright blue jeans.

      My eyes instinctively followed her hand—just a reflex, or so I told myself. But when my gaze dropped, it caught briefly on the triangular area between her thighs. I frowned. It wasn’t something I’d normally stare at, much less imagine naked, but there was something oddly… delectable about her body. Her jeans were tight, sure, but the contour of her curves beneath them seemed alluring somehow.

      Still, I felt a sudden jolt of self-consciousness, a stab of guilt for even looking. What the hell is wrong with you? I scolded myself silently. With a quick turn of my head, I looked away and folded my arms over my chest, as though the motion alone might reset the awkward moment and bury it.

      “People say I’ve got a nice butt, at least,” Jenna said, smirking—seemingly oblivious, or maybe not, to my discomfort. “Among other things. So I’ve never been too worried about muscle.”

      As she spoke, she turned around in a slow, deliberate pivot, hips angled slightly, as if inviting a second glance. Whether it was meant as a joke or a test, I couldn’t say. I could only laugh in response and offer, “Hey, as long as you like it, right?”

      Jenna turned back to face me, her grin widening into something indulgent—almost knowing. There was a peculiar glint in her eye that left me off balance. I couldn’t quite interpret what it meant—amusement, provocation, something else entirely—but she was definitely entertained.

      I shrugged, trying to shake off the awkwardness, and gestured down the hallway. “Want to see your bedroom?”

      “That’s probably a good idea before I sign anything, huh?” she said, laughing lightly, as if nothing about our exchange had been strange in the slightest.

      We walked past the small kitchen, and I gestured vaguely at the appliances like I was giving a half-hearted showroom tour. I pointed out the blender, the aging dishwasher—which groaned louder than it cleaned—and gave a too-quick overview of the cabinets and their chaotic, mismatched contents. I wasn’t exactly proud of the kitchen, but it worked.

      We continued down the narrow hallway, the dull beige carpet muffling our steps. Straight ahead, the hall led to my bedroom, but we stopped at the first door on the left—just before the shared bathroom, which sat wedged between Jenna’s soon-to-be room and mine. I took in the scuffed baseboards and plain white walls, and a wave of self-consciousness crept over me.

      “Sorry about the paint job,” I said, gesturing at the wall like it was some failed art installation. “It’s supposed to be eggshell, but it’s kind of… tired. God knows when it was last painted.” I laughed to cover my embarrassment.

      Jenna tilted her head, narrowing her eyes slightly as she inspected the wall. “It looks more latte to me,” she said, her voice teasing.

      She let the comment linger in the air for a beat, eyes locking on mine like she was daring me to argue. Then she broke into a warm, contagious laugh. “I’m just messing with you.”

      I chuckled, relieved. At least she had a sense of humor—and a good one at that.

      “By the way, this is more than enough,” she said as she stepped into the room, turning slowly to take it all in. The space was modest—just large enough for a full bed and a dresser—but functional. She crossed to the window and looked out. Beyond the parking lot, the freeway stretched into the distance, a gray ribbon humming with afternoon traffic.

      “The window’s nice, too,” she added.

      “Not exactly a room with a view,” I said, leaning against the doorframe with a soft laugh.

      “It’s all good. I work nights and sleep during the day, so I probably won’t even notice,” Jenna replied, her gaze still on the glass.

      “Oh yeah, you mentioned something about a weird schedule in your email.” I shifted my weight and crossed my arms. “What do you do, if you don’t mind my asking?”

      Jenna turned from the window and leaned casually against the wall, slipping her hands into the front pockets of her high-waisted jeans. “This and that. I’m an online freelancer,” she said with an airy shrug, downplaying it. “Different stuff—services, contracts. Nothing super glamorous. I just happen to get most of my work requests at night. But don’t worry, I’m not going to be loud or anything.” She finished with a wink and a quick, sly smile.

      Once again, I didn’t fully register the implication behind the gesture. She had this easy confidence, like she was always joking but always in control. I smiled politely and nodded.

      “Well, that’s pretty much it,” I said, clapping my hands together once, signaling the end of the tour. “Bathroom’s right here next door,” I added, pointing, “and your key’s on the kitchen table. It’s pretty laid-back around here.”

      “I like laid-back,” Jenna said, drawing the words out in a way that made them sound almost luxurious.

      “I only have a few boxes in my car downstairs,” she added. “And my bed’s coming in a truck in the next hour or so.”

      “No worries, girl,” I said with a nod. “I’ve got to head to work in about ten minutes, so do whatever you need to do. And don’t hesitate to call or text me if anything’s off or not working right.”

      I started toward my bedroom, mentally checking off my pre-shift to-do list, but I was still half-aware of Jenna’s presence.

      “Hey, wait—I haven’t seen your room yet,” Jenna said, stopping me just as I reached my door.

      “Oh, you want to see mine?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

      “Well, it’s only fair. I showed you mine, now you have to show me yours,” she replied with a playful laugh, her eyes glinting with mischief.

      I shook my head, grinning. “You’re something else—but not in a bad way,” I said, smiling wider. Without waiting for a response, I turned and led her down the hall to the room at the end. The door stood slightly ajar, and I pushed it open.

      Jenna followed close behind, letting out an exaggerated gasp the moment she stepped inside.

      “Super chic,” she said, smiling broadly, her voice half-teasing, half-genuine.

      “Get out of here,” I replied, waving her off.

      “No, I mean it,” Jenna said, stepping further into the room. “No offense, but this apartment isn’t exactly Pinterest-worthy. But in here? You’ve got great taste.” She glanced around at the clean lines, the dark wood furniture, and the soft, ambient light from the lamps.

      “Well, thanks,” I said, a little bashful. “Not used to compliments on my decorating.”

      “You’ve got this whole minimalist-modern vibe going. Very composed. Everything has a place. Just like I said about you,” she added with a chuckle. “I’m good at reading people, by the way.”

      “Oh yeah?” I said. “To be honest, I think you’re giving me too much credit. You’re probably seeing things I don’t even see in myself.”

      “You’d be surprised,” she said softly. Her grin spread again—that sly, curious smile she’d worn since we met. Her lips, full and a soft rose-pink, curled up as her bright blue eyes caught the light filtering through the blinds. She tucked a lock of shaggy, golden hair behind her ear, continuing to study the room with interest.

      I wasn’t sure how our living arrangement would play out—it was still new, untested—but I had a feeling it would be better than the last roommate, a chaotic alcoholic who’d turned the place into a disaster zone for three weeks. At least Jenna and I seemed to operate on the same wavelength, or at least played the same game.

      “Satin black sheets?” Jenna said with a teasing lilt, running her fingers across the silky fabric. “Who’s the lucky guy?”

      I laughed, already anticipating the conversation’s trajectory. “See? That’s where you’ve got me wrong,” I said.

      “Oh? You’re into girls?” Jenna asked, her tone light and easy, the smile still there. She sat at the edge of the bed and reclined, stretching out without a care. Her taut stomach peeked from under her crop top. The shirt barely covered the swell of her breasts.

      My words caught somewhere between my throat and my thoughts. Jenna lying there, so relaxed in my personal space, was... distracting. Her quiet confidence and physical ease had a strange effect on me—tightening something in my chest and stirring something I didn’t want to name.

      “No, I meant I’m not seeing anyone right now. And if I were into girls, that’d be fine, too—but I’m not, or at least, I don’t think I am,” I said. “Anyway,” I added quickly, feeling my cheeks warm, “I didn’t mean to turn this into a whole thing.”

      “You know what, Brynn? I like you. You’re pretty cool,” Jenna said, crossing her arms and smiling.

      We lingered in a comfortable silence until Jenna stood and started for the door.

      “I’m gonna grab the rest of my stuff. Thanks for letting me crash here. I’ll see you when you get back from work—if it’s not too late,” she said.

      “I probably won’t be back until one or two in the morning,” I replied.

      “You strike me as the type who has a ton of unused vacation days,” Jenna said, glancing over her shoulder with a teasing smile.

      “Maybe I do, maybe I don’t,” I said, laughing.

      “You sure you want me living here? I’m telling you, I can read people—and soon enough, I’m going to blow your mind,” she said, grinning before disappearing through the living room and out the front door.

      I didn’t see much of her over the next few days. With her sleeping most of the day—or just staying in her room—and me working evenings, we only caught glimpses of each other as I dashed out the door. Occasionally, I’d pass her in the kitchen, barefoot in just her panties and a tee, pouring cereal, acting like it was the most normal thing in the world.

      Finally, on my next day off, we crossed paths again. I was sitting at the kitchen table, eating a late snack before the gym, when she emerged from her room, rubbing her eyes and pushing her hair out of her face.

      “Hey,” she said through a yawn, grabbing an apple from the counter.

      This time, she wore lacy black panties that hugged her hips beneath a loose pink t-shirt. When she turned to grab a drink from a cabinet, I had to force my eyes back to my phone.

      Get a grip, I told myself.

      She padded across the kitchen and pulled out a chair, tucking her legs beneath her on the seat like a cat curling up for a nap. The movement caused the hem of her shirt to rise slightly, the pale curve of her upper thighs just barely peeking out. I shifted uncomfortably.

      “Long night?” I asked.

      “Why do you say that?” she replied, arching a brow with an amused smile.

      “Well, the yawning. You look more tired than the last few times I saw you—though to be fair, I was usually rushing out the door.”

      “I’m a total klutz when I’m tired,” I said, laughing nervously.

      “So, is that your car parked next to mine? That’s a sweet ride,” I said, changing the subject. “I don’t know what kind of freelancing you do, but I might need to look into it.”

      Jenna laughed and nodded. “Yeah, that’s mine. Finally saved enough to buy it last month. I guess I should get my own place eventually, but I like living with other people. It’s... cozier.”

      She didn’t look at me as she said this, which was just as well—I wasn’t sure what my face was doing at that moment.

      “That reminds me—wanna see my room? I’ve got it all set up, and I kinda want to show you how you inspired me,” she said.

      “I inspired you?” I asked. I stood and followed her down the hall, trying not to focus on the sway of her hips beneath those tight panties.

      “You’ll see,” she said with a grin.

      “Ta-da!” she said, throwing open the door. The first thing I noticed was the bed—made up in the same black satin sheets as mine.

      “Whoa,” I said. “Nice choice.”

      “Right?” Jenna smiled. As she chattered about the sheets, I glanced around and noticed a high-end webcam on her desk, studio lights, and several different outfits strewn across the floor.

      “You look like you’ve got a full-on photography setup in here,” I said.

      “Oh yeah,” she giggled. “I need it for my gigs. Sometimes the lighting has to be just right.”

      I spotted a purple-and-black masquerade mask with a glittered feather perched atop a locked yellow trunk. I didn’t ask.

      We stepped back into the kitchen. I had hoped she might put on some pants—but no. She returned, hips swaying, confident as ever, a small smile on her lips.

      “Well, I’m gonna hit the gym,” I said, cheeks probably red. “You know how it is.”

      She didn’t say a word—just smiled that smile again. That smile that said more than any sentence ever could. I couldn’t read her, and it was driving me crazy—first in a confusing way, then in something deeper, something I was trying not to name.

      Later that night, I came home to a dark apartment. I dropped my gym bag and headed toward my room—but paused outside Jenna’s door.

      Moaning.

      “Shit,” I whispered. The soft glow of light beneath the door, the muffled rhythm of music, and her soft, breathy cries—it all made my pulse quicken.

      I froze. I should’ve walked away. But instead, I stood there, heart hammering, her voice echoing in my head. I pressed my ear to the door, repeating the same lie over and over in my head:

      I’m not into girls.

      But if I were... I’d make Jenna moan like that, over and over again.

      “Fuck,” I whispered softly in the dark hallway.

      Then I heard it—the chime. That unmistakable chime.

      Months earlier, I had discovered a website where women stripped and performed sex acts live on webcam, and viewers could tip them. The site had a very distinct notification sound whenever a tip came through. I wondered now if Jenna was just watching one of those cam girls and… well, getting off. The thought made me smirk. I could almost picture her, sprawled on her bed, hand between her thighs, watching the girl with the bright pink wig, or maybe the sultry blonde from L.A. who sometimes had a friend join her on cam.

      But then, I heard Jenna’s voice, soft and sweet: “Thanks for your tip, Trucker324!”

      My heart skipped. Holy shit. Was she performing on cam herself?

      Now my eyes widened for real. I couldn’t help it—I pressed my ear to her door, trying to stay silent as my pulse pounded louder than the beat of her techno music. Inside, I could hear her moaning, whispering thank-yous to her tippers. Suddenly, the ring light and webcam I’d seen on her desk earlier made perfect sense.

      So that’s what that clever little fox does, I thought with a laugh.

      I shook my head, amused, until a more dangerous thought surfaced: I already knew the name of the site she was using. All I had to do was search for her.

      I darted back to my bedroom, shut the door, twisted the lock, and grabbed my laptop. My hands trembled slightly as I brought up the site and clicked the bookmark. The homepage loaded in full color on my screen, the familiar interface waiting.

      I hovered over the “women” tab.

      I’d always been tempted to click it—curious, maybe—but had held back. I’d told myself I didn’t need to see what was behind that section. I was straight, after all. But tonight? I had a reason.

      I scrolled through rows of thumbnails—so many performers, faces both hidden and proud—until I saw it: the black and purple masquerade mask, perched atop the head of a slender blonde in lacy black panties, kneeling on all fours with a pink dildo between her legs.

      My breath caught. That was Jenna.

      I clicked the thumbnail.

      Her stream filled the screen in seconds. There she was—my new roommate—nude except for a sheer crop top and those now-legendary black panties pulled halfway down her thighs. The pink dildo was buried between her slick folds, and she was moaning in rhythm with each thrust of her hand. My jaw dropped. My body reacted before my mind had time to protest.

      My clit throbbed.

      What the hell was wrong with me?

      My thighs pressed together involuntarily. I bit my lower lip, stifling a gasp, eyes glued to the smooth curves of Jenna’s lithe, toned frame—so pale and perfect. Her soft breasts swayed gently with every movement, her nipples stiff under the gauzy fabric of her shirt.

      “Fuck,” I whispered, and let one hand drift instinctively into my leggings.

      The moment my fingers made contact with my wet pussy, I shuddered.

      I kept watching. Jenna was magnetic—her slim figure, her peachy skin, the way her hips lifted with every stroke of the toy. Her viewers were going wild in the chat. Tips rolled in. She blew kisses to the camera and purred sweet nothings between gasps. I couldn’t look away.

      “You’re all so generous tonight,” she cooed, her voice high and airy. “Mmm... thank you, Rusty5742…”

      She slid the toy out slowly, teasing her viewers, and then gave the camera a wink. My fingers twitched as I watched her drip for the audience. I couldn’t deny it anymore—this wasn’t about a prank. It wasn’t curiosity. I wanted her.

      My breathing quickened. I tugged my leggings down and pressed my hand between my legs. I was already soaked. I teased in slow, deliberate circles as Jenna smiled and gave the chat one of those signature looks—the one that said she knew exactly what she was doing, and exactly the kind of chaos she was causing.

      The camera shifted as she leaned back and spread her legs further, her slick folds glistening under the lights. She was teasing herself now, fingertips gliding across her inner thighs, tracing her own arousal.

      Then came her announcement.

      “Alright, loves... it’s time for a cum show,” she said, biting her lip.

      She grabbed the dildo and pressed it back inside, letting out a breathy moan as she began to ride it. Her hips bucked gently, rhythmically. Her other hand worked over her clit in tight circles, fast and sure. Even through the mask, I could see the ecstasy tighten her face, make her eyes flutter closed. She was beautiful. Absolutely fucking beautiful.

      I matched her rhythm without thinking—fingering in time, my breath catching in my throat as heat built deep in my core. Her voice, her moans, the way her hair stuck to her neck as she writhed—it was all too much.

      “Come on, baby,” I whispered to the screen. “Let me see you cum. Show me…”

      My own orgasm crept closer with every passing second. Jenna’s pace quickened, and her moans turned breathless, desperate. Her thighs trembled. She arched her back, and her whole body tensed.

      “Fuck—here it comes,” she gasped.

      She came with a cry, her hand frozen in place, her hips jerking as the climax tore through her. I watched, mesmerized, as she collapsed back onto her bed, breathing hard, flushed and radiant.

      That was it.

      I bucked against my hand, crying out through gritted teeth as the release took me. Hot waves pulsed from my core outward, and my free hand covered my mouth as I shook with the aftershocks. Arousal coated my fingers and dripped down my thigh. I clenched and trembled and laughed, trying to steady my breathing.

      And then—I swore—Jenna glanced toward the camera and paused, just for a beat.

      Had she heard me?

      Shit.

      I pulled my hand away and stared at the screen, Jenna still basking in her own afterglow. I wiped myself down and closed the tab with shaking fingers, biting back a smile.

      What the hell just happened?

      “Thanks, everyone. That was amazing,” Jenna said, her eyes scanning over her laptop screen. “I think I’m gonna call it a night.”

      Someone in the chat commented that it was unusual for her to log off so early. For a moment, my stomach twisted—had she heard me? Had she somehow known I was just a room away, watching? I tried to dismiss the thought, but it lingered beneath my skin.

      It didn’t help that I’d just climaxed while watching my naked female roommate ride a dildo for an anonymous audience. There was no denying it. I couldn’t even pretend anymore. Watching her body move like that—slim, toned, perfectly lit—watching her tight little pussy part around the toy, her soft moans, her flirtatious smile... it had done something to me. Something I couldn’t explain, and didn’t want to admit. I wanted her. Badly. Completely.

      Jenna logged off her cam, and I shut my laptop just as quickly, hoping somehow to forget what had happened. But I would soon learn that not only had I been right about being a klutz—I’d left my laptop in the kitchen again—but Jenna had her own suspicions about that night, too.

      Another stretch of evening shifts came and went, and like before, I barely saw her. Just once, in passing—she came out for cereal in another pair of dangerously sexy panties and a cropped tank that didn’t do much to hide the curve of her hips or the curves of her breasts. I nearly forgot to go to work. Honestly, I was ready to get fired if it meant I could stare a little longer at the way her ass moved when she leaned into the cupboard.

      She glanced back with a little smirk as she turned toward her bedroom.

      It wasn’t until I returned home that night, around eleven, that I realized—I’d left my laptop on the kitchen table. If Jenna’s streaming habits followed the same schedule, she’d be online by one or two. I figured I might be able to sneak in, grab the laptop in the dark, and make it back to my room unnoticed.

      I almost made it.

      I had just picked up the laptop when I heard footsteps. Jenna appeared around the corner, backlit by the soft hallway glow. Her legs were long and lean, her tank top riding high on her waist. My breath caught.

      “Oh, hey,” she said, flashing a warm smile.

      “Hey,” I exhaled. My heart was racing. “What’s up?”

      “Nothing really,” she said, stepping closer, her tone light. “What about you?”

      “Uh, not much,” I muttered, trying not to stare at the swell of her breasts beneath that thin cotton.

      She tilted her head. “Can I tell you a secret?”

      I swallowed. “Sure.”

      She looked down, playing with her fingers as she shifted her weight onto one hip. The movement made the curve of her hipbone even more pronounced, and the soft skin of her belly glowed in the low light.

      “I haven’t been totally honest about what I do,” she said, voice soft. “And I think you should know.”

      My chest tightened. Shit. Maybe she had seen my browsing history after all. Maybe I’d left something open. Maybe I was about to get called out for being a voyeur.

      “I thought so,” I replied, letting out a breath.

      “What do you mean?” she asked, her blue eyes rising to meet mine.

      “I figured there was more to your job than just ‘services’ and ‘requests,’ or whatever vague thing you called it. Especially after I saw your setup—the webcam, the lights, the outfits,” I said, trying to sound matter-of-fact.

      “Oh?” Jenna arched a brow, curious.

      “Want to take a guess at what I think those services are?” I asked.

      She stepped closer, close enough for me to feel the warmth from her skin. She was smaller than me, but she carried herself with a confidence that always made her seem twice as tall.

      “I think I already know what this is about,” I continued, knowing there was no point in playing dumb. “And for the record, you shouldn’t have been snooping on my laptop.”

      Her expression shifted—confused, amused. “Wait, what?”

      I crossed my arms. “So I watched your cam shows a few times—so what? You never told me what you did, and I just wanted to make sure you weren’t, I don’t know, dealing drugs or something.”

      Jenna burst into laughter. “Whoa. Okay, back up. You watched me?”

      I blinked. “Yeah. Didn’t you see my browser history or something?”

      She shook her head, still laughing. “No, Brynn. I didn’t go through your stuff.”

      My heart sank. “Wait... seriously?”

      “Seriously. Why would I do that?” she said with a grin, crossing her arms beneath her chest.

      I stared at her, stunned. “I just... I thought you knew.”

      “Well,” she said, brushing a strand of blonde hair behind her ear, “I do now.”

      I rubbed a hand through my hair, flushing with heat. “Forget all of this. I mean it. Just... forget I said anything.”

      But Jenna stepped in front of me before I could pass.

      “So my secret’s out,” she said with a devilish grin. “And you watched me? This is better than I imagined.”

      “I’m not confirming or denying anything,” I replied, trying to recover my dignity. I laughed, shaking my head. So much for taking the high ground.

      Jenna stepped even closer, her hand pressing lightly against my chest. “So... did I make you wet?”

      I glanced away, flustered. “Come on.”

      “You confessed something to me,” she said, voice softer now. “Now let me confess something to you.”

      I met her eyes.

      “I knew from the start that you were a little lost,” she said, trailing her fingers down my chest. “You don’t really know who you are, do you? But you know what you like. You just suppress it. That’s your whole thing.”

      She smiled, tilting her chin up. “And here we are. Just like I told you—I’m good at reading people.”

      “What are you even talking about?” I said, still clinging to my rapidly dissolving denial. “Like I told you—I was just checking to see if it was you on that site. I wanted to know what you actually do for income.”

      “And did you like what you saw?” Jenna asked, her voice low and teasing, just like it had been since the day she moved in.

      “Come on,” I muttered, shaking my head.

      “So if I reach down right now,” she said, stepping closer, “you’re not going to be soaking wet?”

      “What?” I started—but then I felt her hand slip between my thighs, cupping me through my leggings. The contact sent a jolt straight through me, and I gasped as the heat surged in my core.

      “What are you doing?” I asked, sharply, brushing her hand away. “That’s the kind of thing that gets people in trouble.”

      “How much trouble?” she whispered, licking her lips. “Because I’ve been hoping you’d give me some since the moment you opened the door that first day. Why do you think I walk around like this?”

      She laughed softly and stepped closer. The heat of her body pressing against me was too much. I clenched my fists at my sides, fighting the surge that rose with every breath.

      “You know,” she said, her voice quieter now, “you’re the only person who knows who I really am. Everyone else just sees a masked girl on a screen. But you—my roommate—you’ve seen behind the mask. And I’d do anything to keep it that way.”

      “Fuck,” I whispered, as her hips shifted against me. My body responded instantly, and the hunger in me flared dangerously close to overwhelming.

      So I played along.

      “I’m not into girls,” I said, weakly.

      She turned her head, that sly grin appearing again. “No one said you were. But if you want to punish me for being naughty in your apartment... I won’t stop you.”

      “Oh yeah?” I asked, my voice lower, surer now. “Well, it was wrong of you to sneak around and not tell me.”

      “Then punish me,” she whispered, grinding against me. I felt the heat rise higher. I was ready to burst just from the pressure of her soft curves moving over me.

      “I think you should strip, for starters,” I said.

      With a laugh and no hesitation, Jenna removed her tank top and let it fall to the floor. Her breasts were perfect, perky and smooth. Her blue eyes locked onto mine as her fingers slid down to the waistband of her panties. She pushed them slowly over her hips, letting them fall in a delicate heap around her ankles. She stepped out and picked them up, handing them to me like a trophy.

      My breath caught as I looked her over—completely bare, her lithe frame glowing in the low kitchen light, skin flushed and warm, her soft pussy glistening faintly beneath the shadows.

      “You want me, don’t you?” she said. “I could feel it the second I saw your face that night. I never would’ve guessed you’d find out this way, but I’m glad you did.”

      Her hands slid up over my breasts, cupping them through my shirt. Her lips hovered close to mine. “I wasn’t going to say anything. But knowing you were watching me... it drove me crazy.”

      I could hardly breathe, let alone think. Her body pressed against mine. My own arousal pooled, soaking through the lining of my underwear.

      “You’re going to have to do better than talk,” I said, trying to sound confident.

      She smiled and dropped to her knees, tugging at the waist of my leggings. I gasped as her hands slid them down with my panties, a wave of cool air rushing against my wet folds. My core burned with anticipation.

      “Oh... my God,” she whispered, her eyes widening as she peeled back the last layers of clothing and took me in fully. “Brynn, you’re... beautiful.”

      I just smiled and gently brushed her hair back from her face, fingers gliding through her soft blonde waves.

      She smirked in return and slowly leaned forward, her mouth brushing against my inner thigh, then higher. I felt her lips, warm and wet, exploring me. Her tongue flicked lightly at first, teasing, testing. Then her mouth sealed around me, her tongue moving with growing rhythm.

      I let out a long, low moan and gripped the edge of the counter, barely able to keep my legs steady. Her tongue moved with sinful skill, curling and stroking, drawing sounds from me I didn’t know I could make. My hand found the back of her head as I guided her, and she let me, eager and obedient.

      “That’s it,” I gasped. “Show me what you do on camera.”

      She moaned softly around me, the vibrations sending tremors through my whole body.

      I couldn’t take much more.

      Her tongue flicked faster, relentless, and I felt the tension building, coiling tighter and tighter inside me. My hips bucked against her mouth, and she didn’t stop, didn’t slow down. Her hands gripped my thighs, nails digging in just enough to make me gasp.

      “Jenna,” I whimpered, my voice breaking. “I’m so close.”

      She pulled back slightly, her breath hot against my skin. “Let go,” she whispered, her voice low and commanding. And then she was on me again, her tongue delving deeper, harder, and I couldn’t hold back anymore.

      My body shuddered as the orgasm ripped through me, waves of pleasure crashing over me one after another. My knees gave out, but Jenna was there, holding me up as I trembled and moaned. She didn’t stop until every last tremor had subsided, until I was limp and breathless.

      When she finally looked up at me, her lips glistening, her eyes were blazing with satisfaction. “So,” she said when we finally pulled apart, “what now?”

      I looked at her, at the way her eyes sparkled with mischief and something deeper.

      “Up,” I said, grabbing her hand and pulling her to her feet.

      She laughed, letting me guide her down the hall. I didn’t care where we ended up—her room, mine—it didn’t matter. As soon as we reached her bed, I pushed her down onto the black satin sheets, the ones she’d gotten to match mine.

      She looked up at me, her lips parted, cheeks flushed, her bare thighs spread slightly in welcome.

      I removed my shirt and bra and climbed on top of her, kissing her hard, our bodies aligning like puzzle pieces. Our legs tangled, our breasts pressing together. I could feel every inch of her against me—warm, slick, electric.

      I kissed my way down her body—her collarbone, her breasts, her belly—taking my time. She arched and sighed beneath every touch. And when I finally slid my hand between her thighs, she was soaking.

      I circled her clit slowly, drawing out moans that made my own hips twitch with need.

      “You’re so wet,” I whispered, easing a finger inside her.

      “Please,” she whispered, eyes wild.

      “I’m not done punishing you yet,” I said with a grin.

      I added another finger, curling them as I moved. Her back arched, her breath caught, and I felt her tighten around me. I leaned down and kissed her neck, feeling her whole body begin to shiver.

      When I finally lowered myself, my mouth replacing my fingers, she gasped my name. I licked slowly at first, tasting her, savoring her, before building to something more urgent. Her hands tangled in my hair as she bucked beneath me.

      “God, Brynn, I’m gonna—”

      “Do it,” I whispered.

      Her thighs clenched around my head as she came, trembling under me, crying out as wave after wave rolled through her.

      And when I climbed back up her body, she pulled me into her arms and kissed me with a hunger I’d never felt before.

      We collapsed together on the bed, our legs intertwined, our breathing uneven.

      “You’re a real troublemaker,” I said, smiling, brushing hair from her damp forehead.

      “Guilty,” she replied with a lazy grin. Then her tone shifted. “You won’t tell anyone, right? About me?”

      I met her eyes and nodded. “Your secret’s safe with me.”
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