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And just like that, he was gone.

I stood at my second-floor window and watched Jeff drive his car toward the end of the street. From there it was three turns to I-90, then a few hours to Chicago, where later that night he’d move in with Kelly and they’d probably bang. I was left behind to try and make this two bedroom apartment work by myself. 

I knew I couldn’t. Hell, Jeff and I barely could make it work together. We thought we had it all figured out, but it really was a bad plan. While all our business major friends aimed for Boston, Chicago, or Seattle after graduation, we aimed for Cleveland, and boy, did we hit it. The plan was to get a cheap place, split costs, live frugally, and really pay down our student loans. Then, after four years of work experience and with our loans paid off, we’d job hop, boost our pay, and move where our friends were, bringing our great credit scores with us. Step One, though, was Cleveland. 

A few months into our plan, I could tell he was getting restless. Kelly had gotten a job in Chicago, and at first they alternated weekends. But then one weekend it was her turn to come to Cleveland, and he angrily showed me her text about this concert that she really wanted to go to, and could he come out again, just this once, pretty please, wink emoji? 

As if by magic, it was never her turn to travel again. By the time he nervously told me his boss agreed to let him work remotely, I had made peace with needing to reboot my plan. 

I realized I was still staring at the end of the street, his car long gone.  

Might as well get on with my life, right?

Except, what did that look like, exactly? It’s not like Kenyon College was that far from Cleveland, but Jeff and I didn’t know anyone else here: no one else’s path went through Cleveland. The Moses brothers moved back home to Cincinnati, and Kevin Mentor was interning in Columbus. That was really it. Aside from Kelly, Jeff only had me to hang out with. And since Hannah chose Torin Fucking Bleecker and his trust fund over me, I only had Jeff. 

Except now I didn’t even have Jeff. 

But what the hell, right? Did I need him? There were bars down the street, and I could go grab an IPA, mess around on my phone, maybe get some food if there was a decent appetizer special, and then be back in time to watch a Guardians playoff game. I could be in and out for less than $20. 

***

Except do you know what you need in order to spend $20 at a bar? You need $20. 

My ATM receipt said I had $17.38 left, which was why the transaction had failed; this ATM only gave out twenties. I fished around in my messenger bag and came up with two fives and a couple quarters. Not enough to have a beer and food, but enough for a beer. Jeff left all of his food behind, so I could make it until payday, which was next Friday. Jeff was also paid up through October, and said he’d Venmo me his share of November’s rent too since he felt bad about bailing. We’ll see. I had a financial emergency on my hands, sure, but the siren wasn't that loud yet. 

I took my ten dollars to the Bellwether Pub, and pointed to the handle of the cheapest IPA on tap as I sat down. 

“Seven,” said the bartender with the gauged ears and the man bun. 

“Oh man,” I said. “Really?” It was 6 bucks the week before. 

“Prices went up. Sorry, man.” He seemed genuinely sorry, too, like he knew what a surprise could do to your weekly budget. 

I thanked him and realized I had no one to clink glasses with, so I got out a notebook and started the serious work of figuring out how to adapt and overcome. 

The way I saw it, I could either increase my income, or cut my expenses. Since my expenses were already as low as they could go, with no luxury left to remove, that seemed to be out. Besides, I was on the hook for full rent and utilities, and cutting a beer here and there won’t make up that kind of difference. 

That left increase my income. Since I needed an extra $750 per month after taxes, that meant only one thing: get a second job. There’s no way I could apply for a different job within Cleveland that paid that much more as an entry-level position; I was a decent analyst, but I wasn’t that good, and I only had a few months of experience. Jerry was a great boss, too, but he’d lose his mind if I asked for a raise that big. Also, I wouldn’t get it. 

Second job it was. 

Except I was already taking work home with me most nights and weekends, so that would make working a second job pretty tricky. As in, I’m not sure how it would even work, since I’m already tired, I’m already grinding, and I need whatever downtime I get. No way working an extra 20 hours a week is going to work out. 

My beer was almost gone, and I had avoided writing “new roommate” on my list, but it was time to face facts: there was no additional money coming in, and there was no way to pay it all myself without stopping my student loan payments and digging myself an even bigger hole. I could ask around at work, but I didn’t have the social network to rely on to try and find a new, preferably sane, roommate. 

I started the night with a “how do I get more money?” problem, and I was leaving it with a “where do I find a decent roommate?” problem. I didn’t like either problem. 

Manbun pointed at me and asked “another one?” and I had to shake my head, but I looked at my watch first to make it seem it was a time reason and not a money reason. 

As I tipped the last of the glass into my mouth, I briefly thought about bailing on the apartment entirely, walking away from the security deposit, and getting a one-bedroom instead. That was probably even worse than stopping my loan payments, and really, why would I move to Cleveland to save money and then deliberately stay despite losing money? 

***

It wasn’t raining in Cleveland, but it was raining in Boston, where the game was. I got home in time to see the announcement that the game would be made up on Sunday, and so there went my plans for the night. 

Now what? I didn’t feel like channel surfing, there were no other baseball games on, and I wasn’t sure if I felt like killing time online. I moved a grilled cheese sandwich around our one frying pan and the whole time I watched it cook, I knew that I’d be going online after dinner to watch porn. 

Although, since Jeff was gone, at least I could watch it with the sound on. 

That’s something, right?
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My favorite porn was the point of view stuff, where the video was made to look like it was what I was seeing. The girls made eye contact with the camera, and they were the only stars of the video. I never wanted to see the guys in porn, but with those videos, I could just focus on the girl. There were two downsides to those videos, though. 

For one, they always made me feel bad about my size, but I had suspected it was a camera thing, a trick of filming.

Hannah and I made a video like that for my birthday last year, and that’s when I learned that yes, it was a camera thing. In our video, I looked huge, mostly because my phone was right up to the action and it was a wide-angle lens. And that was the second downside: for as much as I loved POV videos, they all reminded me of my video with Hannah, which reminded me of Hannah. 

I couldn’t watch our video anymore anyway, as much as I might want to. Right before graduation, right after Hannah and I broke up, Jeff and I had a little bit too much to drink and wandered out by the Kokosing River, right near campus. I got out my phone to take a selfie, and I dropped it right into the river.  

What was I going to do, ask Hannah for a copy? Now I go online and hunt for videos that look a lot like the one I made. 

The closest I got was a young blonde woman who has an OnlyFans page. One thing I never liked about a lot of OnlyFans models was how they mostly seemed to edit their videos so you couldn’t see their whole face. This one had a few tattoos on her biceps and shoulders, but I could at least imagine it was Hannah in the video, riding me in a hotel room the way she did when I turned 21. 

While most of my college friends were in their exciting cities with their exciting girlfriends, starting to go out and have fun on a Friday night, I took off my pants, turned off all the lights in my bedroom, and climbed into bed with my laptop, ready to go hunting for POV porn by myself.

Of course I started with the video that most reminded me of Hannah's. There were some differences, obviously. I wore a condom in our video, for one. For another, Hannah never really made a sound. Not a peep, in fact. While the tattooed girl in my favorite video moaned, and ground herself into her lover as she rode him backwards, Hannah was a little more mechanical. It was a three-minute long, badly-lit video of a faceless girl sitting on a regular-sized erection, riding it so quietly you wondered if the sound was off, and then you heard the guy moan when he came. 

That guy was me. Then he dropped the phone and the recording stopped. 

Hot, right? 

I mean, it felt good, and I did watch the video a lot when it was on my phone, but it wasn’t a video I would have bookmarked if I found it online. I only watched it, and kept it, because it was us. 

I missed the video because it was us. 

I decided to do something I had never done before, which was watch other videos from the tattooed blonde. She had a few other POV videos, but really what she seemed to have a lot of were public flashing videos, or public sex videos. Still faceless in all of them, but you could tell she was playing with her clit in the aisle of a Target, or she was in a Home Depot and her companion kept getting upskirt shots to show she wasn’t wearing panties. Another was a blowjob video in a changing room. 

There were young women like this out there. They could have been anywhere, all around me for all I knew. You couldn’t see their faces, so who’s to say they weren’t in the Bellwether Pub, or the Home Depot I went to when I needed light bulbs? 

As exciting as it was to think about all these sexually charged people I could have been walking near, and as hot as it was to watch my favorite porn, I was way too distracted to focus on getting myself off. I had been at it for almost an hour, was about nine videos deep into tatted blondie’s back catalog, I still wasn’t hard, and my mind was all over the place. 

I may not have been ready to throw in the towel on Cleveland, but I was ready to throw in the towel on jerking off by myself, sound or no sound. 

Just as I was about to shut it down for the night, my phone buzzed. Maybe Jeff, getting into Chicago? 

Hey Jake! It’s Mara Mooney. I got your number from Hannah. She said you were in Cleveland. Me too! I just got my own place in the Ohio City neighborhood. You should come by sometime! Would love to catch up. Hope you’re well! Mara. 

I stared at my phone. Why was Mara Mooney contacting me? She was in our business program and always had the weirdest ideas. She once wrote a whole proposal for a dog walking company that also picked up litter by attaching these weird mop things to the dogs and then you’d shake them out into the trash. It was so strange. But she was incredibly proud of it because she thought she could get paid twice for the same walk.

Suddenly I felt weird knowing that Hannah was off having conversations about me. Like, we broke up, but she never took me out of her phone even though she’s with Torin now. 

I couldn’t write back to Mara right now, could I? It was Friday night, I was in my apartment by myself, and the entire world was out celebrating the weekend. If I wrote back now, isn’t that admitting I have no life? Do I want to lead off my texts with her broadcasting that I have no life? No, I could not write back to her tonight. Even if it seemed rude, I needed to do something else, and at least make it seem like I had important things going on.

I settled on Netflix, and chose some old Western movie called The Sound of Distant Drums. I had never heard of it, never heard of anyone in it, but it was about 90 minutes long and looked to be an adventure movie. I couldn’t get excited watching porn; maybe a cowboys and Indians flick would do it? 

A little after 10 pm I woke up and realized I must have fallen asleep right after the opening title sequence. I finally shut the laptop down and went to bed. 

Mara Mooney could wait until morning.
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I used to wake up to the smell of coffee since Jeff was an earlier riser than I was. Today I just…woke up. I reached for my phone and saw it was 10:15, meaning I crashed for almost 12 hours. Last night I couldn’t send the text to Mara because it was too late; now it’s too early. I decided to do it after coffee.

I had to Google everything about making coffee. It took 30 minutes and the coffee was terrible. 

As I sipped my coffee, I decided that now would be a fine time to get back to Mara. 

Mara! Great to hear from you. Yeah, I’m in Cleveland. I was living with Jeff Fisher, he moved out, long story lol. Just hanging out, working for KDM. What are you up to?

Her text to me mentioned getting together. Did I want to do that? I didn’t acknowledge it in my reply, but it’s not like Mara and I were close. We had some of the same classes, and she knew Hannah, but maybe getting together would be awkward; what would we catch up about? Or is this what life's like now that we’re not in college anymore? You just go out and be friendly with people you might not be best friends with because there’s no other choice anymore? 

Mara must have been awake with nothing to do. She wrote back immediately. 

Lol, yeah, I applied to KDM. I’m at Java’s downtown, using that degree LOL. What are you doing? Want to come over? I’ll make lunch. 

I sipped some more coffee, not wanting to make it seem like I had nothing better to do but write back instantly. Today? I sent after a minute or two had passed. 

Sure! came her reply right away. Then I saw bubbles. 

Unless you have plans. I have today off, and knew you probably did too. I have stuff for sandwiches. It’ll be fun! 

I didn’t dislike Mara Mooney, I just didn’t know her that well. I knew her by sight, and she knew Hannah and Kelly, but other than that, I never did group work with her or even knew where she lived. 

Still, the fewer meals I eat at my place, the better. Payday was Friday, and that was a long way away. A free sandwich is a free sandwich. 

Let me wrap something up here, I wrote. I’ll see you in a little while. 

It was a brand-new building. Everything was sleek, modern, made of glass, and it looked so much different than my nearly-empty third-floor walkup with dingy beige carpet. She lived on the twelfth floor, and buzzed me in right away. The elevator was mirrored. The hallway carpet wasn’t scuffed and there were no stains anywhere. I knocked on 1252. 

She threw her arms around me when she answered the door. “Jake! So good to see you!” 

I barely recognized her. Her hair was longer than it was in college, she was wearing cat eye glasses, and she was wearing white sweatpants. I could see her panty line, and they were high-cut, like Hannah’s used to be. She was always so put together in school, and this was oddly casual. 

I don’t know if it was her panty line, or if it was my dry spell, but Mara looked…cute.

And her apartment was amazing. One whole wall was floor-to-ceiling windows, and had a great view of the city. It was one big open area with a living area and a kitchen right behind that, and a hallway to the right that must have been where the bedroom was. 

Two red sofas sat on a fluffy white carpet. The whole place was bright, friendly, and welcoming. What the hell was I doing wrong? 

“This place looks great,” I said.

“Thanks! I just moved in a few weeks ago,” she said.”I was with my parents before that.” 

“Ah,” I said. “Saving some money. Smart.”

“Yeah,” she said, smiling. “Something like that.” 

There was music playing, softly, from somewhere in the apartment, but I couldn’t tell from where. We each sat on a sofa, facing each other. 

“So you’re living with Jeff? I’m sure splitting bills makes things a little easier.”

“It did. He moved in with Kelly, so it’s just me now.” 

“Oh no!” she said. “What are you going to do? Get a roommate?”

“Haven’t figured that out yet. He just moved out yesterday. But seriously, what are you up to?” I asked. 

“Oh, this and that,” she said with a sly smile. “Want a drink? I think I have some hard seltzer. Or no! I opened a bottle of wine last night. I stayed in by myself. Fun, right? Anyway, let’s have that.”

All I had had that day was coffee, and when she returned with the wine, it went straight to my head. But as I sat and enjoyed my late-morning buzz, we did catch up a little, and it wasn’t nearly as awkward as I was fearing.

We talked about her working at Java’s, feeling a little stuck and like her degree was wasted. I joked that I had a job in my field and wasn’t sure I was using much of my degree, but I’m not sure she found it as funny as I meant it.

We talked about Jeff, off playing house in Chicago. We talked about Hannah, off with Torin Fucking Bleecker and his trust fund. Eventually, after two or three cups of coffee and a few glasses of wine, I needed to use the bathroom.

“Can I use the boys’ room?”

“I have a girls’ room,” she giggled. “Around the corner, first door on the right.” 

Her place felt huge. Around the corner actually meant “go to where the long hallway starts,” and there were a few doors along the hallway. 

I opened the first door on the right just as I heard her yell “Wait! No! I meant left!” 

It was not a bathroom. It was a bedroom, but not one used for sleeping.

There was a bed opposite the door, and it had giant photography lights on three sides, plus one more hanging from the ceiling. At the foot of the bed was a camera on a tripod, and I followed the wires all the way to a laptop that sat on the bedside table, parked next to what looked like a pump bottle of…is that lube? On one wall was a bookshelf, dildos of increasing size lined up like soldiers. There were clothes thrown everywhere on the floor. 

Oh, man. Looks like I discovered how Mara paid her bills. 

I quickly shut the door and turned to see her behind me, wide-eyed, hand covering her mouth. 

“How much did you see?” she asked. 

“Mara, I’m sorry,” I said. “I thought you said the door on the right.”

“I did say that,” she said. “It’s my fault. I usually know my right from my left. I think I’m already buzzed.”

“I still need to use the–”

“No, I know, go ahead. I just thought I could stop you before you went to the wrong room. Oh, Jesus.”

“Well, I guess we’re friends now, huh?” That got a laugh from her.  

Cameras? Giant dildos? Mara was a freak. 

I lifted her toilet seat so I could relieve myself, and thought about how Mara was one of those young women like my tattooed blonde POV girl. Just someone out there, in the world, having secret orgasms that other people could see. Normal people, not models, not heavily made-up people. I mean, is Mara Mooney the name of a pornstar? No. You think Alexxis, or Jade, or Bailee, or any number of other things. Mara Mooney is the name of your waitress, or your friend’s cousin. 

I stared at myself in her mirror and tried to figure out how to go back out there and be normal. I couldn’t act like nothing had happened, but at the same time, I couldn’t make a huge deal out of it, either. 

Plus there was that sandwich she mentioned…

“So,” I said, as she stood in her kitchen with her hands on her cheeks and I walked back around the corner. “What should we talk about?”

“Jake, I’m sorry, I feel so embarrassed.”

“No, it’s OK,” I said. “I mean, I wondered how you were in this place if you said you only had a few shifts at Java’s. You gotta do what you gotta do, right?” 

“I’m not ashamed of this. I mean, I’m more ashamed that you know. God, what you must think.” 

“I’m not sure I think anything,” I said. It’s not like I could tell her I watch porn so I don’t judge her. But I thought it. 

“It…hasn’t been easy to get going after school,” she said. 

“Tell me about it,” I said. 

“This wasn’t planned,” she said. “But I couldn’t believe that I had no luck getting a job.”

“We all thought you were going to start a business, something out of left field that no one else would have thought of.” 

“I…barely graduated, Jake,” she said. “I didn’t even walk.”

Come to think of it, I didn’t remember seeing her there on graduation day. 

“I was really kind of jealous that you all got those consulting jobs so fast,” she said. “Like, somehow you knew enough to advise other people before you even left school. I never felt that way.”

I didn’t have the heart to tell her I had no idea what I was doing. “Mmmm,” was all that came out. 

“Anyway, once I had to make my first student loan payment, I cried. I was still only getting a few shifts at Java’s, and my first payment left me with almost nothing.”

“How could you afford the gear?” I handed her the loaf of bread and she turned around to grab two plates. 

“I didn’t,” she said. “Not at first. I used my phone and my laptop. The website I cam for is free and you get tips. It wasn’t hard to start up. I wore a mask for my first few shows, then some sunglasses. It took me a bit to relax.” 

I thought of all those models who never show their face in their videos. 

“So you started a business with few startup costs, then invested in it, and are now getting enough income where you’re clearly doing better than those of us who had job offers already. I told you you were going to start your own business, something no one else thought to do. Not that I could.”

She laughed. “You could totally do this.”

“Oh hell no,” I said, before realizing that sounded judgmental. “I mean, this is easy for women. Who wants to watch a dude play with himself except other dudes?” 

“I think,” she said, looking at me sideways as she fingered the wine glass stem, “that you’d be surprised. There’s a lot of money to be made online if you know where to look.” 

“Like looking at dudes?”

“All kinds of people are horny for all kinds of things. You don’t have to be horny back.”
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Mara made a pretty great turkey sandwich on wheat with some sort of cranberry mayo. It was way better than what I was going to eat had I stayed home, and her sandwich even had lettuce so I got a vegetable. I wanted a second sandwich but didn’t want to push my luck.

We tried making small talk, but it was pretty clear that there was this awkward secret hanging over us, and while we wanted to address it, I never really figured out how to do so without making it seem like I was trying to dig for details about her sex life. 

Like, if I pressed too much, would she think I was just trying to get her to tell me her username or cam site so I could watch her? Did she just sit there by herself, or did she have other models come over to her house so they could have sex on camera? Mara was suddenly a very intriguing young woman now that I knew one of her secrets.

Did she have any more secrets? 

I had loads of questions, but had no idea how to bring them up. 

“You wouldn’t happen to know anyone looking for a roommate?” I asked, hoping that led somewhere.

“No,” she shook her head. “But we have a community board at Java’s. If you put together a description of it or something on a flier, I can hang it there.”

“That seems pretty low-tech,” I said. “Couldn’t we use any of that–” I motioned towards her camera room “–for some high-tech marketing campaign? You probably know more about marketing than I do at this point, right?” 

“Hah,” she said. “Yeah, like we can use my fake ruler so that we can make things look like they’re twelve inches when they’re really nine.” 

“Mmmm,” I said. “So my place can be like, a thousand square feet that way.” 

“Of course it is,” she said. “And then we can use a filter. Is your carpet stained?”

“Very.”

“Then we’ll strategically place your furniture.”

“You mean my two camping chairs?”

“‘Rustic apartment, minutes from Downtown Cleveland,” she started. 

“That’s true,” I said. “It will definitely take some minutes to get there. See? You still got it.” 

She smiled a little. “I’d rather be legit. It’s not like I can tell anyone about my business successes here.”

“OK, but I bet you make a lot of people happy,” I said. “My job is just a job. Like, it looks real and looks important from the outside, but I’m not sure it matters all that much.”

“Don’t you earn more money though?”

“Not really,” I said. “I mean, Jeff and I moved here mainly to save money. Like, get decent but not great jobs, live on very little, and have our loans paid off as quickly as we could. I don’t do all that well, and I certainly can’t afford my place on my own.” 

“You need your own side hustle.” 

“I went out the other night and really couldn’t think of anything. You were always much better at ideas than I was.”

“I just run my mouth, Jake.”

“No! You came up with tons of ideas. Good ideas.”

“Like faking orgasms online?” she laughed. 

“Oh,” I said, trying to reassure but not sure how. “I’m sure it’s not all bad.”

“It’s not as hot as you’d think,” she said. “It’s really an acting job. Now if you were to do it, you’d at least have…evidence. You either finish or you don’t.” 

“I don’t think I could do that.”

“Do what?”

“Go on camera and do that.” 

“Oh, funny.” she said, before looking away.

“Wait,” I said. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Nothing,” she said. “Forget it.”

Oh, shit. No, she didn’t mean “nothing.”

“I feel like I’m not the only one who knows a secret,” I said. 

“I promised I wouldn’t say anything. I think I’m still buzzed. I shouldn’t have had so much wine at fucking lunch time.”

I didn’t want to tell her I was still buzzed too. Instead I said “spill it.”

She breathed in. “I saw your video.” 

“My video.”

“The one you made with Hannah.” 

“She showed you? That was supposed to be private. I didn’t even show anyone.”

“She figured you wouldn’t.” 

Mara has seen my dick. Not only was Mara walking around with a sexy secret, but apparently so was I. For months. 

“I…don’t know what to say right now.”

“Well, that’s a little how I feel.” 

“Hannah showed you?”

“Once, yeah.”  

“I can’t believe she did that. She was OK With people knowing?” 

“It was just me. Oh, and Mollie Kemp.”

“Mollie Kemp saw me too?” 

Mara was laughing now. Suddenly I remembered a conversation Mollie and I had in the dining hall about hot dogs. I realized now that we were not talking about hot dogs. 

“I can’t believe it,” I said. “Why would she want her friends to see that?”

“I think so we would tell her she wasn’t a slut,” she said matter of factly. 

“She was worried about that?” I said. “She didn’t make a peep. Plus you couldn’t even tell it was her.”

“I think that was it,” Mara said. “Here’s this video of a friend of mine bouncing on a big dick, and she wanted reassurance that she didn’t look like she enjoyed it too much. Hannah was weird like that.” 

Did Mara just say I had a big dick? I saw some of the dildos in her spare bedroom. I wasn’t that big. 

“Well, anyway, now we’re even,” Mara said.

“Not really,” I said. “I just know your secret. I’ve never seen it. You’ve seen me in all my glory. That’s way worse.” I was very glad that the video wasn’t of me climaxing after 30 seconds. 

“Nice try,” she said. “You can’t see your face in that video, and you weren’t doing it for money. You ever do it for money, we’ll talk. But I don’t need you as a customer. You can’t afford me anyway, as a matter of fact.”

I didn’t want to let her know how much that had stung. Did I like not having money? No, of course not. I also wasn’t sure I liked knowing she had more of life figured out than I did.  

We talked for maybe another hour, but it was mostly about things we liked doing around town. She had been to way more restaurants than I had, and once she said she didn’t know the Bellwether, I had nothing more to recommend. She had been to Progressive Field twice, and had tickets to the Cavaliers in a couple weeks with two of her friends.

By the time we said our goodbyes, we had tentative plans to hang out again, and I told her I’d maybe come by with my apartment flier. I wondered if she was going to get ready for a cam show, and I was kicking myself for not knowing her site, or her username. 

I know you’re not supposed to compare yourself to other people, but the whole walk back to my place was spent comparing everything I could between us. I couldn’t help it. Mara had an easier day job, plus a side business that earned her enough to live in a much nicer apartment than me, in a better neighborhood, and not need a roommate. 

She could afford nicer furniture. 

She could afford brand-new camera equipment.

She could afford vegetables. 

Was this fair? Remotely? I mean, I didn’t want to begrudge her any success, but it still didn’t seem right that someone who barely graduated was earning more than me and doing better, simply because she was selling herself online. Acting, even. Was she enjoying herself? I’m sure some of it felt good, but did it matter? She just needed to get her viewers to think it was real. 

I kept thinking of something she said, about how she had to fake it but I wouldn’t. I mean: I either came on camera or I didn’t. 

Could I climax on camera? Of course I could. I had done it before, with Hannah. And I knew there were a ton of people online doing things where you couldn’t see their face, and people still gave them money. From the nose down, it was still hot. 

And I was in decent shape, right? Was I in good enough shape to get some people online to throw some money at me? 

By the time I got to my street, I was determined to find out. 
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It took about an hour to research cam sites. I didn’t know which one Mara used, and I had no idea how they worked, but I narrowed it down to a couple that got good reviews for beginners. 

All the advice online mentioned lighting, and Mara clearly took that very seriously. I couldn’t afford to take it nearly as seriously, but I could get by. If I used Jeff’s empty bedroom and a blank wall as a background, then I could fake it, right? The overhead light would be plenty, and if I needed to drag the living room floor lamp or my desk lamp in there too, that was fine. I could improvise. 

That took care of the stage I’d be performing on. 

It took me a little while to add my bank information to the account so I could get paid, but Mara wasn’t kidding; there wasn’t any startup cost to this at all. I already had the internet connection, I had a camera on my laptop, and knew I could cum. Why not get paid for masturbating on camera? The other night when I couldn’t get hard, would I have been able to do it if I knew there was money waiting for me?

If someone out there was going to pay me, why not take their money? As long as my face doesn’t show, I’d be fine. 

I angled the laptop so that if I knelt on the floor, you could only see me from the chest down. Perfect. 

All I had to do now was work up the courage to log in, hit the Start Stream button and start my stream. 

Instead I paced around the apartment for an hour. 

I had no idea what would count as a “hot” outfit for me to wear. I had a tanktop and some boxer briefs, but when I put them on and looked at myself in the bathroom mirror, I looked ridiculously undersized in the tanktop. Naked would probably be better. 

Though when I knelt on the bedroom floor naked, my penis looked so small I was instantly embarrassed. I heard a camera added ten pounds; did a webcam subtract two inches? I mean, Mara said I had a big dick, but it never looked like a porn dick to me. I figured I needed to be hard when the stream started, that way no one saw it this small.

I had no lube, so this was going to be another spitjob, unless I wanted to run out and buy lube. Given how little cash I had, would I be able to live with myself if I used it for lube? Probably not. 

Eventually I realized that I could invent all kinds of reasons to not do this. If I didn’t do it, I wouldn’t earn any money. If I did it, I might earn money. This wasn’t really a choice in the end. 

I logged in, heart pounding, and started to get myself hard. When I was fully erect, I reached down and clicked the Start Stream button, and it counted me down. 
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There was just a sound, a ding, to let me know I was live. I didn’t know how long it would take for anyone interested to find the stream and join, so I knelt there for a while with no one in the room, slowly stroking myself to stay hard. 

After what felt like ten minutes but was really only three or four, the first person joined the room. Almost right away, a second joined, then left. Great, I thought, wondering about any of the judgmental reasons they left: dick not big enough, me not in good enough shape, the backdrop not professional enough, me not gay enough. 

It kind of hurt to be judged by strangers. 

A minute or so later, another person entered the chatroom, and I decided to get going. 

Hey guys! I typed. Should I have typed hey boys? Man, I don’t know how to flirt with men. 

Nice cock, came a reply back from AstonishedMilker. 

Thanks, I typed. What do you want me to do with it?

I want to suck it, came the reply. 

Oh, jeez. Last time I was on camera doing this, I was at least with Hannah, who was blonde and kind of hot. But this guy could have had a beard for all I knew. He could have needed a shower. All I could think of was Mara saying “you don’t have to be horny back.” 

Well, good, because I’m hard but not horny. 

I’m pretty hard, I one-handed into the chat.

Cum for me, typed 69luftballons. 

By that time I had been stroking myself for several minutes straight and I was pretty far along. 

Let me see the whole shaft, came 69luftballons’ message.

I leaned back a little and pointed my cock straight up, stroking slowly. I heard the cha-ching! Sound of a cash register and saw onscreen that my total reached $1.00. Someone just gave me…money? I kept stroking. 

Keep going, came the newest message. Someone named PM_Me_Hairy_Ballsacks joined, and the cha-ching! Sound came again.

And then I felt the undeniable feeling of an orgasm starting to well up from the base of my cock. That familiar tingling sensation that let me know I had tipped past the point of no return and that I was going to cum. 

I wasn’t getting ready for my show. I was about to end my show. 

How did I get there so fast? How did I not even get any warning signs? Was it just because I stroked myself for so long, trying to stay hard for the viewers?

I let out a little groan, and the first spurt of cum shot straight up into the air, landing on my chest. I kept stroking and the next spurt hit me in the belly, and I could feel it running down my front. 

By the time the last few drops squeezed out of me, the chatroom was empty. I sat, kneeling on Jeff’s bedroom floor with my dick in my hand, coming down from a surprise orgasm, having just earned two whole dollars. 

I didn’t even log out. I just closed the laptop. 

What the hell did I just do?

***

“You did what?” Mara said into the phone. 

I had texted her to call me. She called me. 

“Don’t be too impressed,” I said. “I only made two dollars. And there were three people watching, so at least one of them got a freebie, and everyone else underpaid.”

“I am stunned,” she said. “I really cannot believe this.” 

“Well, you were always the idea person, and talking to you yesterday gave me ideas.”

“Yes, but those ideas?” 

“You said that guys were on your site, that people would pay to see this. I need money now that Jeff’s gone, and I figured it was worth a shot.” 

“I need to know everything,” she said. “Tell me everything you did.”

I told her about the laptop camera, the floor lamp, the bare wall in Jeff’s room. I told her that I never showed my face, that I only chatted one-handed, and that I never said anything. I told her I was online for ten minutes, and that I came all over myself and on the floor. 

“Okay,” she laughed. “You basically did everything wrong.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 

“No one is going to pay money to watch a faceless person kneel against a wall and jerk off onto a dirty rug, Jake. Seriously.”

“Well, when you say it like that.”

“I’m not telling you that you can’t do this, I’m really not, but you can’t do it like that and expect to get any money.” 

“Huh,” I said. “OK. So how do you do it and get money? Remember, you didn’t let me know your username, so it’s not like I can learn from a master.”

“You can learn from a master,” she said, “but not that way.” 

“Fine then. So what way?”

“Let me think,” she said. “You’re not going to show your face?”

“No way.” 

“Then we’re very limited.”

“But it’s not impossible, so keep thinking.”

“What if you show a different face?”

“What do you mean?”

“Like, if it was…kind of a disguise.” 

“What kind of a disguise? Like, a mask?”

“Not a mask. Not a good idea.”

“Didn’t you say you started with a mask?”

“Yes, and it was a bad idea. You shouldn’t repeat my mistakes.”

“So I wear a disguise that’s not a mask.”

“Yes. We’ll make you a girl.” 

“A what?”

”A girl. You’d make a pretty good girl.” 

“What? No!” I said.

“I’m just saying, you have good cheekbones, nice eyebrows, you’re thin, you’re not much taller than I am, you don’t have much body hair. No, you’d make a cute girl. And it wouldn’t take long.” 

“How do you know I’d make a great girl?”

“I saw your video, remember?” 

“Oh. Right.” 

“Listen. How about this? Come over again today. I’ll show you how easy it is. I have a ton of outfits and makeup, we’ll get you dolled up, we’ll snap a few photos, and then you can decide.”

“I don’t know about this.” 

“You don’t have to show your face, but you have to show a face. This is safe. Unless you start going out in public like this, you’ll be fine. No one will know it’s you.” 

An hour later I was done pacing around the apartment again, and I texted her back. Be there in a bit.

Yesterday my walk to her place gave me time to think about how she was doing better than I was to afford a place in her neighborhood. Today it gave me enough time to be embarrassed that I did what I had done the night before, to be mortified that I told her, to be reassured it wasn’t a big deal because her reaction was to help me rather than shame me, and to work up the courage to go through with something I really had never done before. 

Well, kind of. In high school a few of us dressed up in basketball cheerleader outfits for Spirit Week. That was fun, but I wore boxers underneath the little skirt, our makeup was deliberately overdone, and the wigs weren’t realistic at all. Still, I did get some compliments on my legs. I guess that’s something. 
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When she opened her apartment door, I was greeted by her holding out a shot glass with something vaguely pink in it. “To help you relax,” she said, clinking my glass with hers. 

The shot tasted like lip gloss, but I think it had vodka in it. 

“You know, I owe you an apology,” she said as we walked back to her sex bedroom. “I actually think it’s kind of cool that you did what you did, and that you’re sex-positive. I can’t tell any of my friends or family about this, but you found out accidentally and I’m kind of glad someone knows. And I’m even more glad that I can help someone work through what I learned the hard way.”

“You’re a consultant after all,” I said.

“Hardeeharhar,” she said. “You know what I mean. I can’t exactly tell my friends how to do sex work. But if this helps you out, then I’m cool with it. Let’s see if you’re a fast learner.” 

“Well, happy to humiliate myself,” I said.

“I’m sure you haven’t done that yet,” she laughed.

“Two bucks,” I said, holding up two fingers. 

“Let’s work hard to make sure the next time you do this, it’s more.” 

She sat me down in a chair in her sex bedroom and got to work.

“I definitely don’t see a girl,” I teased her as we looked in a mirror together.

“Yet,” she said.

“Work your magic then.”

She did. For the next few minutes, I watched as she reached into her makeup bag for different brushes, pencils, powders, and creams. She tugged at me, drew something on me, rubbed something else, fluffed this, dabbed that, and plucked things out of my face that I couldn’t even see. She shaped my fingernails, scrubbed them, and painted them delicately, making me shiver when she’d drag the brush next to my cuticles. It tickled. 

We had to pause a few times at her direction so I could shave my chest or armpits, and I had to hide the tart of my erection when she straddled me to put makeup on my now-hairless chest, allowing me a look down her shirt right into her cleavage. But when she was finally done and lowered a dirty blonde wig onto my head, I was shocked at what I saw in the mirror looking back at me. 

It wasn’t me. 

Or, it was me, but not the way I knew me. 

I had dark, mysterious eyes. My eyebrows were shapely and feminine. She somehow was able to draw cleavage onto me. 

“I don’t even have breasts,” I said. “How the hell did you do this?” 

“Contouring!” she clapped. “Isn’t it great? I’ve actually never done it before, but I watched some YouTube videos and it seemed easy enough, so I gave it a try. What do you think?”

It was disorienting, like I was expecting to see my reflection, but wasn’t sure what I was seeing. 

“If you saw this online,” Mara said, “what would you think?” 

“If I saw this online,” I said, “I’d think I was seeing a girl.” 

“It’s close,” Mara said. “But you see what I mean. You don’t look like you. You look …”

“Hot?” I asked.

Mara laughed. “I mean, kind of, right?” 

“It’s weird to watch in the mirror and see my voice come out of her mouth,” I said, pointing at my reflection. 

“We should probably work on your vibe, too,” she said. “Try speaking softer to start.”

“Like this?” I whispered.

“Not that soft.”

“How about this?” I said playfully, in a throaty, sultry voice. As soon as it came out of my mouth I knew it was right.

“You’re a natural,” Mara grinned. “Now say ‘I’m here for the massage.’”

“I'm here for the massage.” 

“Now say ‘how do you like it, Mr. Reynolds?’”

We went through about a dozen more, each one getting more and more ridiculous, until finally ending with “let me slip out of these panties, and I can help you with your little problem.”

“Sexy, mysterious, commanding,” she said, nodding her head. “Now we need some photos of you, so speaking of slipping out of panties, let’s get you into some.”

“This is so weird,” I said.

Mara shrugged. “You wear a shirt and tie to KDM?” 

“No tie, but a shirt and dress pants, yes.”

“A uniform,” she said. “This is no different. At least here you’ll look good in it and your paying customers will find it sexy.”

“If you say so.” 

She tossed me a pair of white lace bikini panties and told me to put them on, then tossed me a pair of white thigh-high stockings and a white lace teddy. 

“We’ll go for an innocent look first,” she said. “Go get changed. There’s some Nair in the cabinet. It’ll be for your you-know-what.”

“Do I really have to do that?” 

“Yes,” she said, shoving me into the bathroom. “You have a chance to make this believable. Go for it.”  

I went into her bathroom and looked at how little clothing was in my hand. This is what I was going to wear? I wouldn’t be covered at all. People would pay for this? I looked at myself in the mirror, and still couldn’t believe the girl looking back at me was me. 

This was very, very different from my Spirit Week adventure. That was meant to be comical, and those of us who dressed up weren’t even trying to fool people into thinking we were girls. If I looked like this, though, things would have been different. 

And how different. 

I slowly took my clothes off, careful not to smudge my makeup. I stood there, naked and mostly hairless, and opened her medicine cabinet. Pills, creams, lotions, disposable razors, and more. Everything she needed to get herself ready for her shows was in here, and now I was getting myself ready for a private show. What was I in for? I found the Nair, and startled myself again when I swung the cabinet door closed and saw the girl on the other side of the mirror. 

I dabbed the cream all over my bikini area, making sure to cover every bit of hair down there. The package told me to wait five minutes, and I stood, naked, for the longest five minutes of my life as the cream did its work and I’d look that much more feminine for strange men on the Internet. 

By the time I wiped away the cream with a warm washcloth, I knew it was for real: now when I looked in the mirror, there was no doubt that I looked like a girl with a little bulge in her panties. 

I stepped out into the hallway and Mara looked me up and down. I could feel myself shrink in my panties, like I was being examined, or judged. I felt naked even though I was mostly covered. 

“You look great,” she finally said, which came as a relief. That meant she agreed with what I saw of myself in the mirror.

“We’ll do a few different outfits, and you can see what promo shots might look like,” she said. “Customers are going to want to know what they’re getting, and if we have a few outfits and a lot of poses, they’ll find something they like and then they’ll watch you, thinking they’ll get more of that.”

“Can we do no face at first?” 

“No one will know it’s you, Jake.”

“Still, nothing yet. Please. This isn’t exactly easy to do.”

She thought for a minute and then agreed. “Whatever makes you comfortable right now.” 

I knelt on the bed, and it was already a completely different vibe than when I knelt on the floor in Jeff’s room. 

For ten or fifteen minutes, she directed me to pose in different ways: cover my breasts with my hands, drag my fingernails along my thighs, bend over to show my ass, and more. She seemed very comfortable with a camera, and while I couldn’t see any photos yet, she kept saying things like “mmmhmmm,” and “hot,” and “ooooh, good one,” when she’d look at the little screen to check her work. 

When I began the shoot, I had felt my dick almost shrink inside my panties. Not only were the panties constricting, but I felt pretty exposed and embarrassed about being dressed like a girl, so I wasn’t hard.

That changed during my poses. I knew my face wasn’t in the pictures, but I was still imagining what I looked like in each pose. Dragging my fingers across my thighs made my stockinged legs feel electric. Covering my drawn-on breasts with my hands made me want to be touched by someone else, and I could feel myself start to swell in my panties. At one point Mara had me shift my weight a little to straddle a pillow, and when she saw how big my bulge had gotten, she said “oooooooh, we need to play this up.”

“Play what up?” I pretended to not know what she meant, but I could feel how hard I was getting and could feel that there was nothing I could do about it. 

“Oh, please,” she scolded me. “You’re almost bursting out of your panties. Lean back a little and stick your crotch out. This is going to be hot.”

I did as I was told, and I heard the camera make its clicking sounds as she took dozens of pictures. 

“While you’re turned on,” she said, “we really need your whole face.” 

“No way,” I said. “I’m not there yet. And I’m not turned on.” 

“You are turned on,” she said, “and it’s nothing to be embarrassed about. Showing your face is the difference between beer money and rent money.”

“You started with a mask,” I reminded her. 

“Yes, and I lived with my parents until a couple weeks ago.” 

“Mask,” I said. 

Mara shook her head and went to the closet, returning with a pink masquerade mask that covered my cheeks and eyes. 

“I wouldn’t have done such a good job with your makeup if I knew we were going to cover it up,” she said.

After slipping it on and tying it behind my hair, I leaned back, and she got a lot of shots closeup of my frustrated bulge. She had me put my fingers above my panty line and shake my package around, which only got me more worked up. She had me get on all fours and get my lacy package from behind. She even had me lay on my back and take shots down the front of me, my little mound of sexual frustration very visible as she scrolled through the last few photos to show me how well they turned out. 

“Put these on,” she said, handing me a very small white thong. “I told you that you had a big dick. We have to keep it from taking over.”

“These are even smaller than the ones I’m wearing.”

“That’s the point! Now put them on. I’ll turn around. I have to put a new memory card in here anyway.”

As I slipped into my new white lace thong, she started uploading our photos into her laptop. When I turned around, she was staring at my crotch again. 

“Perfect,” she said. “Does that feel better?”

“This feels very tight,” I said. 

“That’s why I said it was perfect! There’s a skirt and a cute red top over there. Why don’t you put them on, and maybe we can do some fun strip tease shots. Put these shoes on, too. They’re strappy, so even if they’re a little small, you won’t be able to tell on camera.” 

It was a red sweater and a white miniskirt, and as I slipped into the high heels, I had to try and sneak a glance at my ass in the mirror. Mara caught me and laughed. 

“It looks great,” she said. “I told you you could do this.” 

I walked around the room as she scrolled through some photos on the laptop, every now and again turning to show me one. Seeing myself on her screen was even more strange than seeing myself in the mirror. I knew it was me that I was seeing, but it was also…porn. I was looking at porn. I was seeing a very good-looking girl in skimpy lingerie posing on a bed, with very clear evidence that she was turned on. 

Mara was right, though, in that the pictures showing my cock bulge were the best ones. Even looking at them was enough to get me turned on all over again, and I could feel my cock straining against the smaller panties. I looked down at my skirt front, and there was no bulge through the skirt, so the new panties seemed to be working. 

Mara jumped up off the bed and walked to the closet. “I think I have some more skirts in here that would work for you. Things that are too small for me, but they’ll fit you just fine.” She rummaged around and I heard metal hangers sliding on metal closet rods. 

“Oh, there we go,” I heard her say. “How about–”

At that moment, I heard a doorbell sound coming from the laptop by her bed. Mara turned around abruptly and her eyes got wide.

“Oh, shit,” she said. 

“What?” I asked.

“No no no no no no,” she said, running back to the bed.

“I must have scheduled a show for tonight,” she said. “Oh, fuck. That’s bad. This is bad. I’m not ready.” 

“Well I’m not subbing for you.”

“Haha,” she said. “They’re not here to see you. Yeah, shit. There it is. I scheduled tomorrow’s show for tonight. That’s not good. OK, let me think.” 

“How much time do you have?”

“Fifteen minutes. That’s not much time.” 

She started rushing around the room, moving piles of clothing off the bed and tossing them in the corner. She stood in front of the closet and thought. 

“Can I help? Can I move something, or get something ready?” 

“I can’t even think right now,” she said. “Put the camera back on the tripod for me please. Oh shit, shit, shit.” 

She stood back in front of the closet and rubbed her hands together. 

She muttered something under her breath that I didn’t hear and didn’t make her repeat. 

She slowed her hand rubbing. 

She took a deep breath, folded her hands together, and turned to face me. 

“We’re partners now. I have to go on, and I can’t risk losing what I’ve built so far by being a no-show. You also can’t go home like this and I don’t have time to help you take the makeup off. 

So this is how you learn from a master. Give me five minutes to get ready, please, and then come back in the room. If you’re really going to do this, then watch and learn.”

Have you ever paced in heels? It felt weird. I walked up and down her hallway for a few minutes and waited for the time on my phone to move five minutes. 

Earlier I had waited the longest five minutes of my life for the Nair to work. This five-minute wait felt even longer. And just as I couldn’t text her back right away to let her know I had nothing going on, I couldn’t wait for exactly five minutes to go by and then go into her room, right? It had to be six minutes. She was sitting in front of a laptop that had the time on it; she’d know I’d waited five minutes exactly, that I was over-excited to see what was going on in there. No, I had to make it seem like I wasn’t as horny as I was, or as excited as I was.

Six minutes and 14 seconds later, I stopped pacing, and pushed her bedroom door open.
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I couldn’t believe what I saw. She was wearing pretty heavy makeup, but Mara was on the bed, and she looked hot. Earlier she had looked cute, but here she had fake eyelashes, a lot of makeup on, and was simply rocking a lace bra and garter belt combo. She sat Indian-style on the bed so while I could tell she wasn’t wearing any underwear, I couldn’t see anything more. Her laptop was on the bed next to her and I could see the screen. She did not acknowledge me as I walked in the room. 

“Hey darlings,” she said, and waved at the camera with her fingers. “I hope you had a great day. I’m really horny tonight and can’t decide what to do.”

The laptop screen lit up with messages and she acted like it was totally normal to have people request dildos.

“Ooooh, Vaughn5, I like it,” she said, replying to a written message that was too small for me to read. “Maybe soon! I’m gonna put up a poll now, so make sure you’re paid up with tokens and you can vote in it. I’ll do the top choice tonight, and the next two can be for later this week.”

I had never watched a cam show before, but already I could tell she was pretty good at this. A poll that cost money? Luring people back later in the week so that the non-winners would still get what they wanted? I was watching a businesswoman here. All I did was kneel on the floor and cum too quickly.

No wonder I only got two dollars. 

The first few minutes of the show were flirty, and mostly talking. I wasn’t hearing any cha-ching! Sounds, but Mara was setting the mood. She played with her inner thigh, she rubbed her shoulder, she twirled her fingers through her hair. She never once looked over at me, but I knew to be quiet. 

When she sat up, kneeling on the bed to reveal her perfectly-shaved pussy, I could feel my cock try and jump in my panties. 

Cha-ching!

She reached to her shelf, getting her cleavage right up close to the camera, and grabbed two toys: one small and realistic-looking dildo, and one that looked like a slender tube of lipstick and must have been a vibrator. 

Cha-ching! Cha-ching!

“I need to start off slow,” she said, setting the dildo on the bed, “or else this show is only going to last two minutes.”

She flipped a switch and I heard a low, rumbling sound. 

Again, I felt myself strain against the fabric of my panties as I watched Mara drag the tip of a vibrator over her clit. I couldn’t believe I was standing here watching someone play with themselves. I couldn’t believe it was someone I knew, someone who, until yesterday, I had never thought of sexually at all. And now? Now I knew she was a sex worker, thought this stuff was all completely normal, and was not just playing with herself in front of me, but teaching me how to do this myself so I could afford to stay in my apartment. 

I was hearing her moan as she circled the tip of the vibrator around her clit. She was bucking her hips as she pressed the tip into herself, and I could see her thigh muscles tense and relax and she ground herself into her toy. 

I didn’t see her click a button, but the rumbling sound changed so it was faster, higher-pitched, and she repeated her motions, with her eyes closed and her head tilted toward the ceiling. 

The sound changed again a moment later and was even higher-pitched than before, and now she was really bucking her hips into her vibrator, breathing heavier and muttering “oh God,” under her breath. 

All the guys in the chatroom were into it. I kept hearing the cha-ching! of a tip, and saw that she was already close to getting a couple hundred bucks. 

Her motions were getting shorter and more aggressive, and her face was locked in an expression of ecstasy. I knew I couldn’t move or else I’d reveal that someone else was in the room, but I badly needed to get my cock out of my panties; she wasn’t the only one turned on and close to climaxing. I felt like if I moved at all I’d spurt uncontrollably.

“Oh God!” she gasped and pulled the vibrator away from her, staring into the camera with her mouth open, blinking her giant lashes now and again as her breathing started to slow again.

“You guys,” she said finally. “I almost just came. And you know I’m not a multiple kind of girl, so I can’t pop just yet or we’re all done for the night. And I don’t know about you, but I feel like having a more intense one rather than a quick one.”

She switched off the vibrator and the hum I had gotten used to hearing went away. She set it down on the bed and fanned herself with both hands, laughing as some messages came across the screen.  

“Oh, you guys, I did talk recently with another girl who might want to do shows with me,” she said, and the chat list dinged some more. “She’s cute, and she’s really shy though, so we might need to work on her a bit. And also,” she said, drawing out that word and leaning back, to spread her legs open again and show her glistening pussy lips. “She’s got a little something extra between her legs,” Mara whispered. 

Was she talking about me? 

“Let me know in the chat if you’d want to see something like that,” she said. 

The replies were immediate, and I could read most of them. 

Yes!

Yes

yes

Fuck yes

Kinky

Fuck her good

Yes

Yes, goddess!

make her cum

“Ooooh,” she said, “well look at that. So I just happen to have some photos of her. Why don’t I put them up, and we can vote on it. If we show her some love, maybe we can get her on camera?” 

Oh, damn. I felt myself flush, and I knew what was about to happen. She didn’t glance in my direction to give away that I was in the room with her, but I could tell she knew how uncomfortable I was at her suggestion. It didn’t matter, as she tapped at her laptop and I could see a few of the photos of me on her screen as she lay back and slowly rubbed her clit with one hand. 

There I was, on all fours. There I was, leaning back with my bulge showing. There I was, hands covering my nipples in the little white lingerie I wore earlier. 

My cock positively tingled with energy as I watched Mara play with herself to a slideshow of my own photos. 

More dings, more chats scrolling by. I couldn’t see how many people were in the chatroom, couldn’t read any messages because they were scrolling too fast, but as I stood there across the room from her in my miniskirt and stockings, I knew I needed to satisfy my body soon, which wanted to cum, badly. 

“Oh, guys,” she said. “Is this the first unanimous poll we’ve ever had? Let me give it another minute.” She rubbed herself slower, and reached one hand up to her breast, which she let out of her bra, and started pinching her nipple.

The dings from her laptop slowed, and she let her other breast out, then started pinching both nipples and stretching them out. Mara had huge breasts, and I had never imagined that I’d be seeing someone I went to school with acting like a porn actress. I was so worked up I didn’t know what to do with myself but squirm in place. 

Suddenly she stopped pinching herself as if she heard something. 

“Guys,” she whispered. “Someone’s at my door. What do I do?” 

More chats scrolled. She held still as they arrived, making it seem like she was listening for something far away.

“There it is again. Do you hear that?”

More fast messages. 

She started giggling. “You guys, I can’t answer the door like this, can I?”  

More dings, more chats scrolling by. 

“OK, hang on. Nobody go anywhere, right? I’ll be right back.”

And with that, she hopped up off the bed, and for the first time since the show started, made eye contact with me as she got out of view of her camera. 

She walked past me to the door, opened it, and went outside. 

What was she doing? Was there someone at the door and I didn’t hear it? What was happening? I thought she was playing around. 

She came back in less than a minute later, breasts still showing, and held her hand out. 

“Bottoms up,” she whispered, handing me another shot glass of vodka lip gloss. “You ready for your debut? I’ll give you half of what comes in,” and she swatted me right in the crotch, bouncing my little package. I nearly came right then. 

“Guys,” she said, getting back into frame. “You’re not going to believe this. But guess what? Jackie’s here.”

Jackie? 

Oh, she meant me. 

Mara looked down at the bulge finally showing itself in the front of my skirt.

“She looks really excited to be here,” she said, and held out her hand, motioning for me to walk over to the bed. 

Ready or not, here I come.
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The viewscreen from the camera was facing Mara, so when I climbed onto the bed, I could see what the viewers could see. And what they saw was a girl in a skirt and a sexy, mysterious mask climbing onto the bed, and then they saw Mara plant a kiss right on her lips. 

Mara and I had gotten close the last two days, and we were about to get closer. 

“Meet Jackie!” she squealed. “We’ve known each other since school, right?”

All I could do was nod. What was happening here? 

“She’s a little shy, but she’s super excited to be here. And I mean excited,” and she held out her hands about a foot apart, then moved them farther. I felt myself blush. 

To my right was the laptop, and from the bed I could read more of the chat messages.

Fuck, she’s hot

Whip it out, Jackie

I’m hard already

Give her the biggest one

Mara wasn’t looking at the laptop. Instead when I glanced back at her, she was looking me directly in the eye with a mischievous grin on her face. 

“How about you turn around and show us what you’ve got?” she said, lightly scratching my thigh with her fingernails. 

I turned around and filled the frame of the camera. I shook my ass a bit to be flirty. 

Was that how you flirt? I had to copy Mara, really. If I did this right, I could earn half the money, and I needed to be worth it, whatever “it” ended up being. 

Mara grabbed one of my ass cheeks with one hand and jiggled it. 

“You guys, look at this tight little ass,” she said. She swatted it playfully. “So firm, you guys.” 

Mara spun me back around so I was facing the camera again, and she grabbed the hem of my skirt. 

“What do you think, should we unwrap our present?”

I heard a few dings for chat messages, and a couple cha-chings.

She slowly started lifting the hem of my skirt. 

Slowly.

It got halfway up my thighs. 

Cha-ching!

It got most of the way up my thighs.

Cha-ching! Cha-ching!

It got almost all the way up, and I could see the bottom of my lace panties start to peek out below the hem of the skirt.

Mara stopped. 

“Guys, what happens when we unwrap our present?” 

Ride her!

Fuck her hard

Suck out her cum

My legs felt weak. These people were talking about me, or a version of me I wanted them to see, a safer version. I knew I wasn’t recognizable, and I knew that this was a performance. 

Right?

That’s when Mara stuck the vibrator between my legs, and suddenly it wasn’t a performance anymore.

I didn’t have to perform. I didn’t have to pretend it felt good. It did feel good.

My gasp had to have been audible on the stream, and while I couldn’t read any of the messages while I steadied myself, I knew they were coming in the chat very quickly.

There was a glorious, uncontrollable earthquake in my panties as Mara dragged the buzzy tip of the vibrator over the top of my bulging cock that had nowhere to go. 

This is what a vibrator felt like? And Mara said she had to fake this sometimes? I was feeling the exhilaration of an intense pleasure concentrated in one spot, along with the frustration of not being able to get hard. 

She ran the tip of the vibrator all over the front of my panties, which still couldn’t be seen on camera.

Then she grabbed the skirt and lifted it above my hips, and there I was, exposed to strangers on the Internet. 

She continued to work the tip over my bulge, now visibly pulsing as it strained against the tight lace. I wasn’t consciously trying to copy her from earlier–I wasn’t conscious of much, I realized–but I found myself grinding into the vibrator, begging for more. 

“Oh, you guys, Jackie is dripping,” Mara teased. A drop of precum had squeezed through the lace, she collected it with the tip of the vibrator, and she pulled it away from my body, showing off a long string of clear drool. 

“I think we should let her out, what do you think?” Her laptop dinged in agreement. 

She turned off the vibrator and the humming sound stopped, then grabbed one hem of the crotch of my panties, and before I knew it, she let my semi-erection out. It instantly got harder after it jumped out. 

Huge!

Gorgeous cock

Beautiful gurl

Even though these were compliments, suddenly I felt self-conscious. Should a girl have a big dick? Were they lying to me? 

Wait, why did I care what these people thought about me? 

Because I was trying to get money, that’s why. I needed a second job that paid well, and while I didn’t add up how many tips we had gotten, judging from the sounds of the laptop, this little show was doing pretty well. Mara said I’d get half, and so I needed to take this seriously, as strange as that sounded.

Mara reached to the side and brought out the realistic-looking dildo, along with a little squirt bottle of lube. 

“You guys,” she said, “Jackie is bursting. She needs to cum almost as badly as I do. Why don’t we do this? Every bell, she and I each get one stroke.” 

She pumped some lube on her hand, and started working it all over the shaft of the dildo, slowly, like it could feel her stroking it.

I badly wanted her to do that to me at that moment. I mean, I was right there, with a real cock, and she was stroking the fake one. I assumed she was getting it ready for her to ride.

I was wrong.

As soon as the whole shaft glistened, she reached and placed it beneath me on the bed, and I felt it drag against my balls on its way out of view. 

She kissed me on the cheek, but that must have been cover for what she really wanted to do, which was whisper to me: “You can have it stay on the outside. It’ll still look real that way.”

She stood the dildo underneath me then, and I felt the lubed-up head of it brush against my asshole. I figured I knew what to do. 

If I stayed tense, I could keep the dildo positioned where it needed to be. On camera, her hand looked like it would be in the way anyway, and it really did look like it was inside me. 

Mara then shifted her attention from the dildo to me, took her slick hand and firmly grabbed the throbbing head of my erection, then slowly ran her hand down my shaft, before giving my balls a squeeze when she got to the base.

It was agonizing. 

I wanted her to do it again. 

“Do that again,” I whispered.

“Oh, she wants more guys, let’s give it to her!” 

Each bell sound from the laptop got one slow, tortuous stroke down my entire shaft. I needed to reposition myself, and so I leaned back, sticking my cock straight out towards the camera, both arms holding me up as I arched my back. 

I was rubbing only an inch or two of the dildo against my ass, but it felt amazing. How did I not know this? How did I go my whole life without knowing I could have been doing this the whole time? 

Each little ride pressed against my ass, and a little jolt of pleasure shook through me. My riding looked real on camera, and Mara told me how to fake it a little, but a small part of me wanted to stop faking it. 

But then a funny thing happened: on one stroke, the head of the dildo actually went in a little. 

Oh, man. 

Yes, it felt a little painful when it slipped in suddenly, but it also felt…good. I can’t explain it, but it was like it intensified everything that Mara was doing. She only stroked me twice with the head inside me before it popped back out (I think I was so surprised that I clenched and squeezed it out) but I wanted more of that feeling, that feeling of being full, of having Mara’s strokes amplified. It was almost like there was something inside me that could be stroked too.  

Could Mara tell that the dildo had actually gone inside for a few seconds? 

If it was hidden, and people couldn’t tell if I was riding it or not, then shouldn’t I do what felt the best? I had been teased for what felt like days at that point, and I badly wanted to cum. 

My cock had been stuffed into panties that felt two or three sizes too small, and now I was out and being coaxed to orgasm by strangers on the Internet who would pay money to watch me climax. 

I wanted that climax. 

Mara was using her free hand to play with herself, rubbing her clit in light circles. I could see her thighs tense with each of her strokes, just as mine were tensing when she reached the base of my shaft and squeezed my aching balls with her slick hand. 

With my hands still behind me, I slowly repositioned myself until I felt the lubed head of the dildo directly pressing into my asshole, and then I lowered myself onto it, slowly. The head popped back in and I gasped as there was another quick burst of pain, followed immediately by intense pleasure that lasted the whole length of the dildo. 

I timed it so that Mara’s stroke of my cock and the dildo entering me went at the same pace, and it made the feelings even more powerful. It felt like there was a building pressure behind my cock, and doing both at the same time added twice as much pressure as Mara’s stroking on its own. 

As I rode up and down on the dildo, I could feel my mask start to slip down my face, and I wanted to reach up and fix it.

If I reached up and fixed it, would there be a clear view of the dildo inside me? Was I ready to let Mara know that was happening?

Before I could decide anything, my mask fell all the way off and was down around my neck. 

“Oooh, guys, now you really get to meet Jackie,” Mara purred in my ear. “Isn’t she gorgeous?” and she squeezed my balls the hardest she’d squeezed them yet.

I was not going to be able to take much more of this. 

I heard more sounds from the laptop: tips, messages, anything else. With my back arched to get the dildo inside me, and with me trying to stick my cock straight up in the air to get more attention, I heard a whispered “Oh God!” and knew it came from me. 

“She’s getting close, guys, I can tell. I think I am too.”

When I would be on my own and masturbating, I would stroke faster the closer to orgasm I got, like I was chasing something and needed to get there faster before I lost sight of it. But with Mara in control, she didn’t stroke faster: she just stroked harder. She squeezed my shaft tighter. She squeezed my balls harder. She wasn’t going faster at all, but she was much more aggressive. 

It was agonizing.  

It was torture. 

I could feel her slippery hand, and if I just bucked my hips into her more, and rode the dildo faster, then I could get there quicker. But she knew what I was trying to do and wouldn’t let me: with each attempt to fuck her hand faster, she’d tighten her grip and I’d have to work harder for each stroke. 

Her breathing was getting deeper and faster, and I could see she was grinding her hips in circles, in time with her own strokes of her swollen clit. 

I wanted to cum. I was so close. 

I tensed my thighs as much as I could, and clenched my ass around the dildo. At that moment, Mara got to the end of her stroke and held me, forcefully, in her slick hand. She gave my balls the hardest squeeze yet, and I felt something inside me finally give way. 

With her hand at the base of my cock, it started to spasm. 

The first squirt of cum went straight up in the air and landed on the bed. By the time the second came out, Mara had aimed me back at myself and I shot a blast into my own eye. 

In the camera viewer, I could see a hot girl, bent almost backwards, cum dripping off her face, her mouth locked in ecstasy.

That girl was me.

That girl kept spraying cum all over herself.

All Mara was doing was gripping me hard; it was the last stroke that did it, and as I shot another blast of cum onto my chest and neck, I felt the dildo pop out of me and flop onto the bed.

“She was so full, you guys. I mean, look at this!” and she dragged her finger across my eye, cleaning the thick rope of cum from me, then letting it dangle in front of the camera. She opened her lips and let my cum fall onto it, and she played with it with her tongue, then looked at me with that same mischievous grin she used earlier.  

Before I knew what was happening, her lips were pressed to mine, and she was using her tongue to work my own cum into my mouth. I could feel my cock jump in her grip as we kissed, and it almost felt like it could get hard again. Or was she just not letting me go soft? 

As our kiss ended, I glanced at the viewscreen and saw that some cum was dripping from my lip, down to my chin. 

Mara looked back at me and smiled, “what do you think Jackie, should you come over and play again sometime?”

All I could do was nod, and the laptop blew up with sounds. 

She stroked me a few times, then shook off a few drops of cum onto her bed, and leaned toward the laptop. 

“Thanks for staying tonight, guys. That was fun. I’ll see you again soon, OK?” and she waved using her fingers.

“I mean, we’ll see you again soon.”

She closed the laptop. 

I collapsed back on the bed, thighs tingling, feeling completely empty. 

The show was over.


9

Jeff kept his word, and on October 31st, my phone dinged to let me know that he sent me his share of November’s rent. 

Turns out I didn’t need it. At the moment he sent it, Mara and I were in the middle of another show, each of us wearing the sexiest Halloween costumes we could find. I was a schoolgirl. She was a cop. 

Have you ever seen a schoolgirl punished for shoplifting by a sexy cop? 

You should. 

We had done a few shows together after that first one, and she let me use her studio a couple times for my first solo shows, which were way sexier than the show I gave from Jeff’s bedroom floor. I seem to have a few people who like to watch just me, and while I still earn more in the shows I do with Mara, I do make more than two dollars when I do my own shows.

Jackie was a thrilling secret to keep for that first week. It felt strange to go into meetings at KDM and think about what I had been doing for extra money. Then one day Mara talked me into going out as Jackie and she recorded videos of me walking up and down the aisles of Target, using her selfie stick to get shots up my skirt. I played with myself a little in a changing room, and even bought myself my own skirts now that I had some money of my own. 

We got about two hours of video that we’re going to edit and sell, and I’m going to start having more adventures like that. 

Today, though, is going to be even more different. I’m all dressed up as Jackie, ready to go out and just…be. Something about the last couple times I dressed up made me feel like I didn’t want it to end. So here goes a new adventure: I’m not even going out for sex reasons, or video reasons. It’s not to earn money, or to go out and get off. It’s to go out. 

I told you: sometimes you have no idea who you’re standing next to in the store. Maybe one day it’ll be me you’re standing behind. And who knows what I was just up to?


More From Ally

If you enjoyed this story, be sure to check out more from Ally, including her story Girl for a Week, available here.
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And don’t miss her story Trying to Score, available here.
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Her newest story, Caught By My Roommate’s Girlfriend, is available here.
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You can join Ally’s newsletter at:

https://allyvegawrites.ck.page/9de041ce8c

where you can be notified of all her new releases, as well as get exclusive access to several special holiday stories each year.

If you enjoyed any of her stories, please consider leaving a rating or a review on Amazon.

OEBPS/image_rsrcRB.jpg
ALLY VEGA






OEBPS/image_rsrcR9.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcRC.jpg
ALLY VEGA

By My Roommate S
Girlfriend






OEBPS/image_rsrcRA.jpg
ALLY VEGA






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




