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Club Temptation Series:


Preface

This story isn’t here to be polite. It’s pure smut—raw, intimate, and told in first person for your immersive pleasure. Every touch, every whisper, every wicked fantasy is crafted to make you feel as if they were your own. 




Everyone in this story is a consenting adult—because nothing turns the heat up like a clear, eager yes. 


Chapter One: Chasing the Thrill

Fucking hell, that was a good show.

I stretch across the bed, let the last shiver fade, then roll to my side. The one-way mirror throws me back at myself. On the stand, my phone keeps lighting with hearts and tips. As much as I’d love to just sink into the sheets, I know better than to let things fizzle out.

I get to my feet and walk over to the mirrored wall. I know they’re still out there, just beyond the glass, standing in the dark. That’s the part that makes Club Temptation electric: having them so close, watching, getting ready to fuck or get off right now, and me knowing it even if I can’t see them. I had my stream before, sure, but the live shows turned a slow climb into a spike. The club posts a vetted clip from the show, my subs jump, and every night here earns me a commission that stacks quick.

“Good night,” I murmur to the wall. “House rules: you keep my secrets, I keep yours.”

It’s muscle memory at this point, the way I talk to an audience I can’t see. I pull the velvet curtain over the one-way glass. Goodnight to the voyeurs.

I leave the stream up a little longer for the home crowd, giving the ones at home a few extra minutes to stare while I start cleaning up. I wipe the wand until it squeaks, swipe the lube ring off the nightstand before it dries, and hook my panties over my wrist for the bag.

The tips rained in, chimes piling in until it felt like a heartbeat I could ride. I dragged it out, milked it the way I know how. Finally, I glance at my phone, grinning.

“Oh, did I leave this on?” My voice is all tease as I end the stream with a click that lands like a kiss, promising them the black set of lingerie on Friday if they can behave.

I slide my robe over my still warm skin. Tonight hit right. I played coy until the whole room leaned in, pretending I couldn’t be tempted to be bad. They ate it up. The chat went wild, spamming my name like it was their prayer. That kind of pressure is addictive, the way I can make strangers fucking lose it just by breathing harder, moaning softer. I love it.

Everyone thinks it’s easy. But it’s not. It’s hours testing light angles, posting when I’m dead tired, talking until my throat burns, learning how to make the first three seconds stick. Trial and error, and I’ve made plenty of mistakes figuring it out. Most of all it’s planning. The audience wants to go on a ride, and you have to know where to take them and how to build it so they’ll actually come with you. They see the fantasy. I know the grind.

I toss everything into my bag. One last glance to make sure nothing’s left, then I kill the lights and step out. Show’s over.

My phone keeps pinging in the bag. One name weighs more than the rest. I ignore it. For now.

The voyeur hall is still buzzing even though it’s late. Dim lights and shadows make it easy to slip through without catching anyone’s eye. Everyone’s too locked on the windowed rooms. I cut through into the side play lounge and catch a couple trying to fuck on one of the couches, laughing as they fumble the angle. Someone watching tosses out a suggestion and they try again, all clumsy and dirty and real. It’s messy but hot, the kind of sex that isn’t for the camera. I feel a tug of envy. It’s been forever since I just let go and let it happen, no script, no plan, no audience to direct—just raw, sloppy fun I could lose myself in.

I beeline for the employees-only door and head to the changing room.

Sierra is already at the mirror when I come in, black lingerie hugging every line of her body, looking every bit the sex goddess she is. As one of the club’s hostesses, it’s her job to float through the rooms making people feel safe enough to be sexy. She pulls a compact from her clutch, blots her lipstick, then catches my eyes in the glass with a grin. “You killed it tonight.”

I groan as I kick off my heels, the relief borderline obscene. “Shouldn’t you have been working, not watching?” I tease.

“Please. A sweet thing needed a hand to hold while she watched. Kept looking away until I told her not to." Sierra drags her eyes over me, slow and knowing. "That shy-girl act you pulled? Perfect. I think she left here knowing being shy doesn’t mean you can’t be sexy as hell.”

I peel out of my robe and into leggings and a hoodie. “That’s encouraging. I was worried it came off a little generic.” Truth is, I’d worked on that act for a while, fine-tuning it. I wasn’t sure people would buy it or even want it. Who wants to watch a cam girl play shy?

“Nothing you do is generic.” Sierra leans closer to the mirror, slicks gloss over her bottom lip, then shoots me a sideways look. “You coming out to the lounge tonight?”

“Not tonight. Too much to do tomorrow.” I shake my head. Not a lie. My to-do list was painfully long.

“Not going to do someone tonight?” she sing-songs.

I laugh as I shake my hair out. “Do you all really think I fuck from dusk till dawn?”

“It’s hard not to when you jet straight after the show. Must be something drawing you home, when you’ve got fans out there who’d crawl just for a chance to lick your boots.” She props an elbow on the counter, eyes gleaming. She’s fishing, goddess or not.

“You know as well as I do relationships get messy.” I mean it. They do. A man can say he’s fine with what I do, but jealousy is a bitch, and I’ve seen how possessive can turn scary when you don’t know how far it’ll go. And if I did pick up a guy, I couldn’t and wouldn't keep my job secret.

“Relationships, sure. But sex doesn’t have to be.” She winks. “So tell me, when’s the last time you just had fun?”

She hits me dead-on. I sigh. “Too long.”

“Then next show, you’re coming out on the floor. No excuses.” She points a finger at me.

“Oh, yes ma’am.” I laugh.

“Good. It’ll be great for the vibe to tell people you’ll be doing a meet and greet.”

I sling my bag over my shoulder. “Ah, so it’s PR?”

“Business, baby!” she calls as I head out, laughing.

Right, it’s all business, and I’m good at it. I like the hustle and the control, lighting a room up and cashing out before the sheets cool. Selling sex feels honest when the price is right there. Still, I can't help but find myself wanting that isn’t a checkout screen. Honestly, I need a night off.

Outside, the night air slaps cool against my skin and I’m grateful for the hoodie. The club keeps it hot inside, so half-naked people don’t freeze, but out here winter is already creeping in. The parking lot glows in tired yellow. I slide into my car and before I even think to start the engine, I’ve got my phone open. Notifications flood in, gifts and filthy little messages rolling in. My regulars showed up hard tonight. But one name jumps out like it always does.

SpectatorX.

His donation dwarfs everyone else’s. He’s been steady for months, always present, watching, polite in a way that sticks. Just a username until two months ago when he dropped five hundred after my first live show here. That was when he caught my attention.

I kept thinking about him. Why doesn’t he act like the others? Most pay because they want something back—attention, dirty talk, used panties, whatever gets them off. But this guy never spoke in chat, never asked for a private show, never messaged once. Just tipped big and stayed silent. It made me itch to pull something out of him, because his silence felt like a challenge.

My finger hovers over the private chat button. I’m not supposed to message random patrons. That’s one of my rules. They message first, I figure out what they want, and then I either decline or accept. No small talk, no chasing. Screens make people brave and weird. But this felt different. It felt fun. Off script. A thrill I didn’t usually allow myself.

I type anyway.

So what was your favorite part?

I watch the chat for a bit, but there’s no sign he saw it.

I set the phone in the cupholder and grip the wheel, still restless. What kind of man drops that much cash and never says a word? The longer I sit with it, the dirtier it gets in my head. What makes him hard, what parts of me he can’t take his eyes off, whether he strokes his cock to the thought of my mouth or my cunt. Alright, enough of those thoughts. He probably won’t even message back. But I already know I’ll end up going home and getting myself off, because just imagining how he might respond has me hot and needy. God, I must really be losing it.


Chapter Two: Unscripted

The hot shower takes the edge off. I’m halfway to crawling under the duvet when my phone buzzes on the counter. I wipe steam off the screen and squint.

SpectatorX: Do you ask all your subscribers that?

My pulse kicks up hard, thudding in my throat. He finally answered. For a second I just stare, caught between nerves and heat. Fuck it, no overthinking. I lean a hip against the counter. My fingers are shaky as I type back, wicked grin tugging at my lips.

Me: No, just you.

His reply hits almost at once.

SpectatorX: Cute.

That’s it? Cute? It feels like a jab at my pride. Most subscribers would be stumbling over themselves if I messaged them first. He's not even answering what I actually asked, and I sigh. He probably thinks I’m about to push for money. But now that he’s finally talking, I’m not letting him slip away that easily. Alright, Mr. Spectator, let’s see what I can get out of you.

Me: Now answer the question.

I carry the phone to the bedroom, dropping onto the edge of the mattress. The lamp throws a soft pool of light over the sheets. Water trails down my thigh and darkens the cotton where it hits the sheet. I cross my legs tighter and wait, trying to convince myself that I won't be disappointed if he doesn't answer.

The screen lights.

SpectatorX: The part where you spread your legs and asked if that was how you were supposed to do it. Playing all innocent, acting like it was your first time touching yourself in front of strangers. I almost lost it the first time you cam.

I bite my lip and let out a small laugh, feeling a rush of heat flood low in my belly. The thought of him losing it while I cammed, fist tight around his cock, makes me wet instantly. My mind starts spinning with what else he remembers, what else he wants, how to push him to beg for it.

SpectatorX: Why did you want to know?

I pause, chewing my lip. I have him hooked now, I can feel it.

Me: Because I want to know what you came to.

A long pause. Then—

SpectatorX: I haven’t yet.

That gets me. I should wrap this up with a throwaway line like be a good boy and think of me when you cum, but no way that's going to satisfy me now. Texting a stranger like this is turning me on, and I want something filthy out of it. Then a terribly dirty idea worms its way into my brain, and my fingers are already typing before I can stop them.

Me: Well, if you haven't finished yet. Can I watch?

My breath hitches, obscene excitement curling in my gut. The thought of watching him stroke for me, of flipping the script and being the one who gets to look. Finally seeing the payoff to all my teasing feels indecent in the best way.

SpectatorX: You want to watch me?

Me: Yeah. Private stream through the app? I can send you an invite. Then talk you through every stroke.

It’s a brazen tease and a dare rolled into one. I don’t even give him a chance to think about it. I hit send on the private stream invite. Just me and him, no crowd, no distractions. The screen taunts me with that flashing waiting sign over and over, my pulse climbing with every second until—

SpectatorX has joined the stream.

My heart slams against my ribs. I sprawl back onto the bed, pillows propping me up as the towel slips loose. The split screen shows me my own feed, my hair damp, skin still flushed from the shower, cursing that I already took off my makeup. I think about fiddling with the lighting, but his screen stays black and it makes me twitch with anticipation.

I pout automatically, voice warm. “Aw, Spec, I can’t see anything.”

His tone is steady, a little rough around the edges, like gravel rolled in his palm. “Give me a second.”

There’s a shuffle, the rustle of fabric, the faint creak of a mattress. The camera tips and steadies, and then it’s him. No face, no chest, just his cock filling the frame, thick and heavy in his fist, veins bulging like they’re begging to be traced with my tongue.

The angle’s rough, the lighting dim, shadows cutting across his abs and hips, and it so much hotter that way. This isn’t some polished cam show; it’s raw and unpolished, just for me. I catch the line of his lower stomach, the dark hair trailing down to his base. My mouth goes dry and my cunt clenches before I can think. I toss the towel aside, hungry to watch every pull.

“Alright,” he says, breath a notch deeper. “You going to walk me through it, or what?”

Right, I did promise that. Time to focus. I’ve got him right where I want him, hard and waiting, and it makes my toes curl into the sheets while a filthy grin spreads across my face.

“Yeah,” I murmur. “I’ve got you.”

I sink back into the mattress, legs falling open, phone in one hand while the other slides down between my thighs. He only gets my upper body on camera, tits bare, nipples tight and begging for attention. My voice turns low and dirty, slipping into my normal cam girl role. “Grip the base tighter. Slow pulls first. I want to see every inch of it.”

I hear him spit in his hand before he wraps it around his cock, the slick sound making my thighs twitch. A filthy thought sparks hot in my head—if I were there, I’d have him slick and dripping from my mouth instead.

He does exactly what I tell him, working long and deliberate, the veins shifting under his grip. “That’s it,” I murmur, leaning into it. “Angle up a little so I can watch your head disappear in your hand. That’s it. God, you’re thick.”

My fingers slide through my folds and catch on my clit, already swollen. I work slow circles, syncing my breath to the pull of his fist on his cock. The sight of him stroking while I grind against my own hand makes me ache, as we fall into the same hungry rhythm.

My back arches as I push two fingers inside myself. “Work faster,” I order, breath hitching. “Grip harder. Show me how you’d fuck me if you could.”

He grunts softly, the sound rising steady in his chest. “If you were here,” he says, voice low and rough, “I’d pin you against the wall and make you forget everyone else. Make you scream until you didn’t care who was listening.”

A moan slips out before I can stop it. Fuck, I wasn’t ready for him to throw dirty talk back at me, and the way his voice grinds through the speaker makes my pussy clench even harder.

“I’d let you bend me over and take me until my knees gave out,” I whisper back, my voice rough with need. “So don’t hold back, show me how bad you want it.”

His pace snaps quick, his abs flexing, hips tilting into his hand. I can see the strain in his forearm, the pulse at the base of his cock. “You’d be soaked,” he rasps. “You’d beg me not to stop.”

“I’m already soaked,” I confess, grinding into my palm, heat licking up my spine. “Don’t you dare stop.”

Our breaths tangled, the room full of wet, slick sounds and shameless gasps. Watching instead of performing is dirtier than I ever imagined, the power of it pushing me closer. I want him to hear every broken breath, to know how close I am, how bad I’m falling apart just from watching him lose control.

“I’m close,” he growls. His cock glistens, a thick stream of precum sliding over his hand. My fingers work faster, clit throbbing, thighs trembling.

“Cum with me,” I gasp. “Now.”

The screen jolts as his body tenses, cock jerking in his grip. Hot spill arcs across his stomach, pulse after pulse. The sound he makes tears through me. I break right after—thighs clenching, fingers slipping. Messy. Perfect.

For a moment, nothing but ragged breathing. The phone wobbles, then steadies, and he clicks the camera off. Silence.

SpectatorX has left the room.

My chest heaves, skin slick, heart racing. What the hell? I immediately switch over to our messages and type: You going to get all shy on me now?

My heart lurches when the notification pops up.

SpectatorX just tipped $500.

Fuck. Is this guy serious? I’m soaked and buzzing from what we just did, and now he’s throwing money at me like it was nothing. It’s filthy and infuriating all at once, like he’s buying the right to crawl under my skin.

Then he drops a casual little Thanks in the chat, like he didn’t just break me wide open on camera.

I flip over to the tip list and slam refund. That wasn’t work, that was fun, and he treated it like a transaction. Thanks, SpectatorX, for reminding me why I don’t go off script. I roll onto my side, still wet, still buzzing, and hating that he managed to make me feel cheap.


Chapter Three: Make him Beg

I juggle my coffee between my hands, the cardboard sleeve doing jack shit to keep the burn off my palms. Still, I kind of like it—the sting feels good against the morning chill. One hand yanks my coat tight while the other balances the cup, boots clicking over the crosswalk that chirps way too cheerfully. A truck groans at the light, belching diesel. I try to not inhale too much.

The last two days have chewed me up. Editing until my eyes cross, drowning in subscriber requests, triaging DMs, lining up captions, and scheduling drops. Even sat through a call with my CPA, which is always exhausting. He can’t resist slipping in little digs that make it clear he doesn’t really approve of what I do. Whatever. I survived it, and today is mine. I’m not letting Mr. CPA’s comments or SpectatorX’s radio silence sour what’s left of it.

The lobby doors push a wave of warm air over my face. I take a careful sip of coffee as I head toward the mailboxes and pop mine open. Bills, of course, and one lonely slip waiting for me.

Packages waiting in office.

“Morning,” the receptionist calls as I step into the office, eyes flicking over me like they’ve been waiting to pounce on some small talk.

“Hi.” I hold up the slip. “This me?”

They check the number and nod, then tilt their head. “If you can follow me, there’s a stack. Been doing some early Christmas shopping?” Their voice is a little too bright for my liking.

I keep my smile polite and clipped, because the last thing I need is everyone in this building knowing my business. “Something like that.”

I follow them into the back. The room smells like cardboard and glue. The receptionist points to the pile. And there are a lot. Way too many. Varying sizes, stacked high on a rolling cart. I order plenty of stuff, sure, but I wasn’t expecting anything right now. Usually it’s one or two little wishlist treats a week from subscribers, not a damn mountain.

The receptionist eyes the cart like they want to say more, but settles for, “I can help bring them up, if you like.”

“Please.” My voice stays casual, my insides doing the math on who saw all these arrive and what they’re guessing is inside. The thought crawls under my skin.

We roll the cart down the hall and into the elevator. At my door, I swing it open just enough and start unloading fast, stacking boxes right inside. No way I’m letting the receptionist get a peek past the threshold. They hover a second, toss me a too-neutral goodbye, and wheel the cart away. I shut the door before they can nose around.

I lock up and finally breathe. The place is quiet except for the heater clicking. I set my now-cold coffee on the counter, drop my bag on the chair, kick off my boots.

I stand over the pile like it’s Christmas morning. Only I didn’t ask Santa for this shit. I asked the internet and the internet delivered. Scissors out, tape ripped, cardboard flaps tossed. Bubble wrap popping under my hands.

A bunch of the parcels are lingerie and outfits, easy to tell even through the plastic. I tear into those first, pulling out lace and silk in colors that’ll play real nice under the lights. I toss them on the couch in a messy pile, already imagining which one is going to end up on camera first.

Then there’s a vibrator packed in foam like it’s some high-end gadget. A couple of dildos—different shapes and sizes—gleaming like they can’t wait to be tested. A bottle of perfume so expensive I’ve added and deleted it from my cart at least ten times, telling myself not to be stupid and then giving in anyway. A couple of new ring lights, smaller than my main one, perfect for side angles. Nipple clamps in shiny chrome. A collar that reeks of new leather and glue. Restraints that glint like they’re daring me to test them out right now. And more. Everything I’d added on my buy-for-me list linked to my channel.

Every single one has the same little square note: From your wishlist.

The first jolt in my belly is excitement, because free shit is free shit. I’m not precious about gifts. This whole hustle runs on fantasy, good lighting, and toys that can take a beating and keep working. Free is good. But why the hell did it all drop at once? I’ve had generous subs before, sure, but it always came with strings attached—extra pics, a video, something private on the side. Never just a flood with no note, no claim, nothing.

Then it clicks, and my stomach does this little drop. Of course. I yank out my phone and swipe straight to SpectatorX’s thread, pulse already climbing.

Me: Did you just buy out my wishlist?

SpectatorX: You shouldn’t have refunded my tip. Please don’t return them.

I stare at that, heat crawling up my neck. Yeah, I refunded the tip—my way of saying fuck you. And what does he do? Clears out my wishlist like he’s teaching me a lesson. Like, see, sweetheart, you don’t get to change the rules. It circles back to the same truth: to him I’m a cam girl he pays, nothing more. I should be relieved he isn’t getting weird or pushing some fake boyfriend angle. But the taste is sour, and underneath the anger sits disappointment that won’t go down.

Me: Give me a good reason not to.

I want to remind him I never asked him for cash. That was never the point. I just wanted it light, fun, something separate from the grind. No strings, no sugar daddy bullshit, no vibe of being bought. Just me fucking around and going with the flow.

SpectatorX: You gave me a private show. You deserve it.

My thumbs are shaking with irritation. Does he think that will make me feel better?

Me: I didn’t ask for money or gifts. And you gave me the show. I should be tipping you.

SpectatorX: That’s not how this works.

And there it is. The line he’s drawing. This is exactly why you don’t get tangled with subscribers, dumbass. I am just someone for him to masturbate to and throw money at. Fine, we’ll stick to the script. I toss the phone onto the couch on top of all the clothing items he bought.

I sit at my desk and open a fresh doc, trying to shake off the most irritating exchange I’ve ever had with a subscriber. Fine. Focus on the work. I start typing.

Next show: a bedroom-only stream. After-hours unbox and tease, keep it tight, keep it VIP.

First beat: thank the chat for clearing my wishlist. Broad and casual. Not his name, not a pointed shoutout. Just a quick “thanks for the wishlist, everyone.” He doesn’t get to feel special, and no one else feels left out.

Second beat: hold up three outfits, let the chat vote. Cut the feed for a minute, change off-camera, come back for the reveal. Slow pan, make them drink it in.

Third beat: shift into a dirty little secret dialogue. Pretend there’s someone in the next room, keep my voice low like we can’t get caught. Whispered heat, build the tension.

It comes easily enough, but irritation still hums under my skin. Just refusing to give him credit for the gifts doesn’t feel like enough. I want more than to ignore him. I want to make him sweat, make him pay, make him beg.

Then it hits. After changing, I’ll throw an auction in chat. Highest bidder wins. The prize? At my next Club Temptation set, when I’m losing it under the lights, I’ll scream their real name as I come. Not a handle. Not a nickname. Their actual name. Let’s see how far his money stretches when the bait is this sharp. He thinks he drew a line? I’ll burn the line. He wants transactional? Fine. I’ll twist his wallet into a leash and make him choke on it.

I type it out slow, tasting every word. How much will he spend for that kind of claim? I save the doc under “Make ’Em Beg,” close the laptop, and start laying outfits across the bed. This is a game, and this time the rules are mine.


Chapter Four: Bidders Ready

I’m so fucking ready for this.

I stand in my studio-bedroom, not that basic club space but my own little stage. Pink shit everywhere: plushies, knickknacks, shelves lined with cute crap that somehow makes the whole thing feel lived in when I turn the camera on. The LEDs flood everything with soft blush light, painting my skin like candy, warm and edible. This is where it all started, and tonight it feels juiced up, hot, mine.

The desk is locked in, two screens set up to perfection. One for chat, one to keep an eye on myself. The ring light is angled just right, no harsh glare, only that flattering curve of shadow and highlight. I smooth my dress down, heart tapping quick in my ribs, and click the button. The webcam sparks alive.

“Hey, babes,” I purr into the mic, smile easy and inviting. The chat bubbles start popping like fireworks, usernames scrolling in steady waves. I warm them up with banter, ask how their day’s been, toss little jokes and snark right back. A little Q&A while the room fills—what I ate, what I’m drinking, what color my underwear are tonight. Just enough to make it feel like friends hanging out, with a sexy razor edge underneath.

And then I see it.

SpectatorX has joined.

Perfect.

My lips curl sharper, though the chat can’t know why. Time to flip to the script. “First off,” I lean in close, eyes bright, voice sugar-dipped, “thank you all for filling out my wishlist. That was one hell of a surprise. You guys are amazing.”

Instant chaos. The chat floods with curiosity—who did it, what did they buy, does she have a secret sugar daddy? I let it spin, never confirm, just smile and keep it moving. The mystery feeds itself. I can’t help wondering what’s running through Spec’s head. Does it piss him off that I’m not calling him out? Is he grinding his teeth in front of his screen, watching me act like he doesn’t matter?

“I can’t decide what to wear tonight,” I tell the chat, leaning in with a pout. “So you’re gonna help me.” The comments light up instantly, jokes rolling in: why bother wearing anything if I’m just going to take it off? I laugh, shake my head. “Because that’s half the fun,” I shoot back.

I stand and start pulling out three sets from the chair beside me. First, a black lace bra and thong strappy enough to look like a harness. Second, a white chiffon and lace teddy that clings in all the right places, soft and smooth. Third, a pink satin piece with a wide ribbon that ties tight across the breasts. All of them bought by SpectatorX. I hold each one up slow, letting the camera drink it in, teasing every angle before tossing them onto the bed. Then I open a poll for the room to decide. Predictably, pink runs away with it.

“Good choice,” I say, grinning as I slip off camera. I leave the stream running, letting them stew while I strip out of the dress. Every second I’m off-screen the chat gets filthier, spamming guesses and begging for skin.

When I step back in, pink satin tied tight across my tits, they lose their shit. Hearts, flames, filthy emojis fly like confetti. I give them a slow twirl, tilt my hips, laugh right into the mic. “Think you picked well?” They answer by blowing up the screen.

“Alright, tonight I am doing something new. Auction time. Five minutes. Highest bidder takes it. And the prize?” I let the pause drag until chat goes rabid. “Next time I’m at Club Temptation, when I’m screaming my way to the finish, I’ll call out the winner’s real fucking name.”

I grab a kitchen timer and drop it where the camera can see, twisting the dial loud for the mic. “Timer starts now!”

The chat detonates, horny and desperate, just how I like it. I let them boil while I move around the room, setting toys out in a neat parade across the bed. I drag my fingers over the silicone, stroke it slow, licking my lip when I catch myself in the cam feed. I glance at the bids and laugh. “Come on, don’t stall out now. Don’t make me think you’re shy.”

Two minutes in, the numbers climb like wildfire. I can’t help flicking my gaze to the list, wondering if SpectatorX is even going to bite. So far he’s silent, and I fight to keep my face smooth, not let the camera catch how much that thought digs at me. If he doesn’t take the bait, I’ll be pissed. I’ll be disappointed, though I hate admitting that even to myself. By three, the room goes quiet. My eyes flick up to the top name.

SpectatorX bid $5000!

My mouth goes dry. Holy shit. The number glows against his name like a brand. I freeze for a beat too long, heart hammering. Then I plaster the smile back on, force the tease. Professional. Keep control. I keep talking, keep coaxing, but the room is dead quiet now. Everyone’s waiting to see if anyone dares climb higher.

The timer dings. Silence. I pause, tilt my head, give them one last chance. Nothing.

“Well then.” I draw it out, grin sharp. “Looks like we have a winner. SpectatorX—you just need to message me the name you want me to scream.”

The chat goes feral again, wall-to-wall emojis, shock, demands to know if I’ll actually do it. I carry on with the show, working the toys, keeping my voice steady, but my pulse is loud in my ears. He called my bluff. Outbid every single one of them. He bought the prize.

And now I can’t stop thinking about it—what name he’ll give me, and what it means if he dares to give me his real one.

When the stream finally cuts, I drop back onto the bed, naked—the chat was right; the lingerie didn’t last long. My body’s buzzing with leftover adrenaline, pulse still racing. I grab my phone and swipe over to our chat, refreshing. Once. Twice. Nothing. No message. No name. Each second he stays quiet grinds harder, like he’s dangling me on purpose. I finally give up.

Me: Alright, send me a name or I’m just going to call out the first one that comes to mind.

Typing bubbles. Gone. Silence. Then finally.

SpectatorX: You really don’t have to do it.

I grit my teeth.

Me: Yeah, I do. You bought it. You get what you paid for.

More silence. Then it lands:

SpectatorX: Xavier.

I whisper it once, slow. Xavier. Letting it roll around my tongue, savoring it like chocolate melting in my mouth. It feels real, heavy. Dangerous. I can’t stop the grin that curls. I type back: Sexy. I like it.

Me: Don’t miss the next show ;)

I toss the phone aside and let the grin spread, stretching my face until my cheeks ache. He could’ve had it easy, could’ve just enjoyed the free show and played along. But he wanted distance, cam girl and client, me and him. Fine. That just means he has to keep paying. And right now, it feels like I won this round.


Chapter Five: Call My Name

I’ve tested the mic three damn times. Nudged the ring light. Shifted my phone on the stand until the frame hits just right. Set so the camera catches everything for the stream without blocking the voyeurs behind the one-way glass. Curtain still shut. I can’t decide.

Half my brain is spinning on dumb shit, like if the club would ever let me decorate a room my way. Maybe ditch the red-and-black dungeon vibe for something softer. But I know I’m just bullshitting myself, because the real thing eating at me isn’t the decor, it’s what’s about to go down when I pull those curtains open.

I set up Xavier, the auction to pull him in closer. Problem is I still don’t know how I want to spin this show. All I technically have to do is say his name when I cum, easy. But that’s boring. I want to hook him, drag him under.

That’s the fun of this job—taking someone’s reality and bending it until they forget where the fantasy ends. I run through what I know: he’s got money, sure. Comes off rude in chat sometimes, though I figure that’s just him being awkward. But fuck, I can’t stop flashing back to when we got on stream together. How fast he leaned into the dirty talk, how hard his voice dropped when he lost control. And now my brain’s stuck on the thought of his cock in his fist, thick and hard. Jesus, focus, girl.

Music from the lounge seeps through the walls, low and dirty, and I let it reel me back in. Time to stop stalling. I don’t know where tonight’s headed, but that’s the point. Just ride it out. My stomach flips sharp, nerves and hunger tangled, but I suck in a breath and yank the curtains wide. One spin, a flick of my finger on the phone, and the stream goes live.

“Hey, trouble.” My smile hooks slow as the mask slips into place. “Been thinking about you all day. Especially one of you with the deep pockets. Yeah, I’m talking about you, SpectatorX.”

I sprawl across the bed like it’s mine alone, voice dripping. “SpectatorX won himself something special. Gets to hear me moan his name.” I drag the wand up into view, robe slipping lazy off one shoulder. “But don’t worry, the rest of you still get your show. I wouldn’t leave you hanging.”

The camera eats it up, every shift of my body on screen. I know singles, couples, maybe more are already gathering on the other side of the glass, waiting for me to get them started for the night.

I let the robe slide fingertip by fingertip down my arms, straps of my bralette sliding loose until skin shows inch by inch. I let them savor every second. Chat blows up with hearts, whistles, familiar usernames scrolling fast. But not his. So I stop looking.

I hook my thumbs into the waistband of my panties and drag them down slow. The chat scrolls faster, begging, bargaining, throwing money at the screen. I tune them out and spin a fantasy in my head. Maybe he’s still stuck at work. Maybe there’s a girlfriend in the picture and I’m just the dirty little secret he sneaks off with. Perfect. That’s the fantasy, and I can run with it.

“Story time.” I lean close, let the mic catch the whisper. “You slipped away while your partner was in the other room. Told them you had to take a call.” My shoulders lift in a careless shrug. “You lied. For me. Don't worry I can keep a secret. Can you?”

Except my secret is I’m thinking about him, using him to get myself worked up. I don’t need to tell the rest of them that. No one needs to know that all I can picture is his cock in his fist, thick and heavy, the sound of his breath breaking when I pushed him over the edge, the way his voice dropped when he begged me to keep talking. Just the memory makes my stomach clench and my pussy throb, heat curling low and filthy.

“Don’t worry,” I murmur, eyes half-lidded. “I’ll be quiet if you are.” My grin says the opposite. “We’re going to be good. And terrible.”

I sit back on the bed and grab the wand. White plastic, looks innocent, but nothing about it is. I lay it across my thigh, the cool pressing into hot skin. I’m going to tease him until he breaks. Make him beg.

“Look familiar?” I angle it toward the cam, lazy and taunting. “You make me turn this on. That’s the deal.”

I trace the head along my hip, then up over my ribs, dragging it slow. My breathing deepens so they can hear every inhale, pulling me deeper into the fantasy. I close my eyes for a second and there he is again in my head. Hands running up my body.

I should be focusing on the show, playing my part, but all I can see is my own reflection in the glass and the thought of him pressed up on the other side. Inches away. Maybe he isn’t watching on his phone tonight. Maybe he’s right there in the dark, cock hard, waiting for me to give him another reason to come.

I press the wand right against my clit and flick it on. The vibration slams through me, buzzing straight into my nerves, and a filthy moan rips out before I can swallow it down. My thighs twitch, my stomach knots.

“Shh,” I laugh, breath hitching, shoulders tensing as the buzz rolls through me. “You’re already making me misbehave.”

I grind the wand harder into my clit, chasing it, letting the hum eat me alive. The first orgasm tears up out of nowhere, dragging me tight, my jaw clenched and my eyes locked on the lens. I let it hit, ride it until I’m shaking, and breathe out a wrecked sound like I just got away with something I wasn’t supposed to do.

“Still with me?” My voice is shredded. “Good. Because I want more.”

I crank the setting higher, hips rolling into the pulse, losing that fake control I pretend to have. I can’t help picturing him in the glass, jaw set, stroking himself to match me.

“Terrible,” I whisper, eyes blazing. “You want me caught. You want me loud.”

The second orgasm builds slow and mean before snapping me wide open, a raw sound ripping out that I can’t stuff back. My hand flies to my mouth too late, a laugh bubbling through, dirty and giddy.

“Quiet,” I gasp, shaking my head at the camera. “You’re supposed to keep me quiet.”

But I don’t stop. I can’t. The wand is relentless on my clit, buzzing through every nerve. My thighs spasm, the bed groans, light paints me gold. The words pour out because that’s what they want, but really, I’m giving them nothing. It’s him in my head, always him.

“If you were here,” I pant, “you’d cover my mouth. You’d pin me down and make me take it. Call me pretty when I behaved.”

The wand hums deep and I let it drag me over the edge again, reckless, filthy, every noise spilling out. What finally ruins me is the thought of him stepping through that glass and fucking me the way I’ve been needing, hard, merciless, while I scream his name. My reflection glares back at me, flushed and wrecked, like it knows exactly who I’m giving this to.

When the final orgasm crashes, I don’t hold a thing back. My moan tears free, shameless, echoing through the room. “Fuck, Xavier, I’m cumming.”

The chat explodes, but I barely see it. Everyone screaming about how lucky he is. I collapse back, hair tangled, chest heaving, body slick with sweat. I laugh, filthy and ruined, loving every second of it. I push to my feet and move toward the mirror, legs still shaking and lean close to the lens like I could crawl through it and kiss whoever is there.

“There’s no way your partner didn’t hear that,” I murmur, smiling wicked. “You should probably hang up… or make them listen.”

Then, with one last glance at my reflection, I tug the curtain shut and head back to the stream.

“Next time,” I promise, voice rough, “we’ll be sneakier. Or we won’t.”

I blow a kiss, then cut the feed. The little light goes dark. My hand trembles as I grab my phone, desperate to see if he’d been watching.

Nothing. No message. No donation from SpectatorX. My stomach drops. I screamed his name like a slut on camera and he didn’t even bother to show up. He paid, sure, but that almost makes it worse. Like I’m some whore he can buy and walk away from. For a second I want to send his money back, block his ass, wipe him off my screen completely. But that would still mean wasting energy on him. Fuck that.

I throw my phone onto the bed hard enough to make it bounce and pace the room, body still buzzing from the orgasms, chest tight with rage. My head won’t stop replaying it, me giving him a show and him not watching, like I don’t matter. It makes me feel like a goddamn idiot, like I gave away too much of myself for nothing. And that’s the part that really burns.


Chapter Six: Meet and Greet

By the time I stumble into the changing room, the sharp edge of anger has dulled into something pathetic and heavy. All I want is to curl up alone and wallow in how stupid I feel. Instead, I flop onto the bench with my phone in hand, thumb hovering over the screen like an idiot. I can’t decide if I’m more pissed that he didn’t show or more pissed that I give a damn about some guy I haven’t even seen.

I lock my phone and chuck it into my bag, trying not to sulk like a baby stripper who just got stiffed. But my face gives me away, pout and all. And of course that’s when Sierra strolls in, catching me dead to rights.

She’s at the mirror, lipstick in hand, hips rolling like she never left the floor. The second she sees me, she smirks. “That pout does not suit you,” she teases. “What’s got you looking like somebody killed your vibe?”

I roll my eyes and shrug, not in the mood to spill. “Nothing. Just tired.”

She caps her lipstick, leans back on the counter, arms folding under her tits. “Uh huh. Translation: something’s up. Some creeper sending you nasty DMs?”

I bite down on a grin and mutter, “My favorite didn’t show tonight.”

Her brows jump, fake sympathy all over her face. “Ohhh, that’s it. Baby, it’s just money. Somebody else will rain cash tomorrow.”

I shake my head. “It’s not just that.”

She laughs, grabs a spare dress from her bag, and tosses it at me. “Come out to the lounge. Nothing fixes a mood faster than a room full of people telling you how hot you are.”

“Not sure I’m in the mood.”

“Please. You promised. Let them worship you for five minutes and you’ll feel better.”

Fuck. I had forgotten I promised her. “Fine. Only because you’ve probably told people already.”

“Damn right I did.” Sierra winks at me in the mirror, humming like she already won.

Instead of changing, I just throw my robe back on. Out there it’ll look normal enough. Sure, I could walk out there in my lingerie and no one would blink, but I want at least a thin layer between me and all those eyes. A little protection, flimsy as it is.

The bass thickens as we step into the main lounge. The room sprawls wide, tables circling the dance floor, red leather couches lining the walls. Curtains hide quiet sins in the corners; mirrors stretch up the back wall, endless. The bar glows black under its lights, pulling everyone in.

Eyes hit me as soon as I walk in. Not like stage eyes, not like cam eyes. Real eyes. People smile, call out, stop me every few steps to tell me how much they love the shows. Hands brush my arm, my waist. At first it feels like too much, like being stripped raw again, but then it starts to shift. Their praise, their filthy little compliments, the way they gush—it actually does something.

I feel myself straightening, my pout loosening. Maybe Sierra was right. Maybe letting them worship me for five minutes really does fix a mood. Their hunger feels good. Better than good. It reminds me why I do this, why I put myself out there at all.

By the time I hit the bar, I’m buzzing from the feeling. The bartender slides a cocktail across, and I’m just lifting it when a couple drifts up.

The woman leans in, eyes lit up. “We just watched your show… it was filthy and so fucking hot. We’re already planning to use some of it when we get home. Maybe even right now if we don’t make it out of here.”

Her partner grins, arm tight around her waist. “Best inspiration we’ve had in months. Watching you tonight? Game changer.”

I laugh, low and warm, actually meaning it. “Glad you enjoyed it.”

The woman leans closer, whispering like she’s telling me a secret. “What I love most is how even when you’re performing for all of us, it still feels like you’re in control.”

I lean in, voice filthy-soft. “You can be too. When you play tonight, drop to your knees and make him stay quiet while you suck him off. Every time he makes a sound, slow down and make him beg. Trust me, it’ll drive him insane.”

Her eyes go wide and she tugs him off quick, flushed and ready. I sip my drink, grinning at how much better it feels dealing with real fans who want to take my filth home, not just faceless simps lobbing cash.

The drink goes down smooth, heat curling in my belly. Shoulders finally ease as I scan the lounge—music thumping, laughter rising, bodies grinding. I swirl the last of my drink, tell myself one more sip and I’m out, when a voice brushes my ear, low and familiar.

“Great show tonight.”

The words cut through everything, straight to my skin. My pulse spikes, glass frozen halfway up. My throat goes dry, nerves buzzing, because that’s the same voice I came to over the phone.

The words are still hanging in the air when I finally let myself look. He’s taller than I expected, broad in the shoulders, the kind of man who looks like he should be in ripped jeans and a T-shirt, not the business casual he’s dressed in. The clothes don’t sit right on him, too stiff, too polished for the loose curl of his hair or the shadow of stubble across his jaw. My eyes drag up slowly, taking in every inch until they land on his face.

Good-looking. Rugged, almost careless with it. I let my gaze linger on his mouth, then lift to meet his eyes. He blushes—just enough to betray him. The heat in my stomach twists tighter. The air between us thickens with something hotter than small talk.

“Good view?” he asks, voice low, amused.

My pulse skips. I’ve only seen Xavier’s cock, never his face. Could I really be standing here, drink in hand, finally staring at the man I’ve been touching myself to in the dark?

I tilt my head, play coy, hide the thrum of nerves under a practiced smile. “The view’s nice. Glad you enjoyed the show.” I let it hang, then add lightly, “First time watching, or are you a fan?”

He clears his throat, eyes steady on mine. “You could say I’m a fan.”

I set the glass down, tilt my chin, and test him. “So what was your favorite part?”

He leans in close, voice low enough that it’s meant just for me. “The part where you screamed my name.”

His breath ghosts over my ear and my thighs clench, traitorously eager. Definitely him. Definitely Xavier.

I sip my drink to cover the rush of excitement. “So you came to watch in person.”

He nods. “I’ve been at every one of your live shows, but there was no way I was going to miss hearing my name come out of your mouth in person.”

I laugh, letting my eyes drag over him, deliberately slow. “Yeah, you did pay a hefty price for it. No refunds.”

His face goes pale, eyes wide. He stammers, “Wait, you think—”

I cut him off with a shake of my head and a little grin. “I’m kidding. I didn’t think you’d actually ask for a refund.”

He exhales; his shoulders ease. “Are you going to do another auction like that?”

I tip my head, letting the smile sharpen. “Maybe. Why? You planning on bidding again?”

“Every damn time,” he says, steady but low. “But my checkbook would rather you didn’t.”

I lean in, dragging my hand lightly across his arm. “Then you’ll have to pay me not to—just not with money.”

He blinks, confused. “Not with money?”

“Nope.” I grin, slow and filthy, brushing my shoulder against his. “With another private show.”

His cheeks flush, and for the first time, he looks almost shy. “I guess I could do that.”

“How about starting tonight?” I press, eyes locked on his, heat crackling in the space between us.

He stutters, still a little lost. “Tonight? I could… send you a video?”

I laugh, low and sharp, shaking my head. “Xavier, we’re in a sex club. No reason to wait. I want a live show. Right now. Or else next week I’ll run another auction and maybe I’ll be moaning someone else’s name instead.”

That gets him. His jaw tightens, breath catching like I just shoved him off a ledge. And I smile, knowing I’ve got him exactly where I want him.


Chapter Seven: Live Show

I dragged him back to my room, the heavy door clicking shut behind us. Cutting through the lounge, I felt eyes trailing me, whispers curling in my wake. One guy muttered something about “lucky bastard” just loud enough for me to catch. Xavier’s face burned the whole way, stiff shoulders and tight jaw like he was ready to bolt. Good thing I had his wrist locked in my grip. If he thought I’d let him run, he was wrong.

Inside, the room was quiet, low lights spilling over the bed and mirror. I sat down on the bench against the wall, letting him stand there awkwardly in front of me. Button-up shirt, stiff slacks—none of it suited him. He looked like a guy stuck at the wrong party, not the one who had just bought my scream with five grand. My lips twitched. I wanted him stripped of all of it.

He cleared his throat, eyes flicking from the bed back to me. “Are you going to walk me through it?”

I laughed, sharp enough to cut the tension. “Yeah. Start with the bed. Have a seat.” I pointed, and he obeyed, moving like every step cost him. “Now take your cock out.”

He froze, then his hand went to his zipper. He was already hard, thick in his fist, veins standing out. My pulse jumped. Shy as he looked, his body told on him.

“Stroke it slow. Just like that. Pretend I’m not even here, just a nosy neighbor girl watching through the window.” He followed, dragging his hand down his length, breath catching in his throat.

“Good. Now tighter. Hold it at the base, make yourself ache.” His jaw clenched as he obeyed, the muscles in his arm flexing.

I tugged my robe loose, slipping my panties to the side to bare myself for him. He locked his eyes on me and licked his lips like he wanted a taste. “Faster,” I whispered. “Show me how you do it when you’re alone.”

His breathing broke, hips jerking as he fucked into his fist. He tried to glance away, face flushing, but I caught it. “Don’t look away,” I warned. “Keep your eyes on me while you fuck that fist.”

His eyes locked on mine. The weight of his stare lit me up. No screen, no camera. Just him watching me break open in real time. It made my fingers clumsy on my clit, made the sound spill raw from my throat.

“Slow it. Edge it.” He groaned but obeyed, body twitching. I was shaking too, chasing it.

“Tell me who you’re thinking of,” I breathed, my fingers plunging inside me.

He swallowed, voice rough. “This cam girl. Dirty mouth. Makes me want to lose it every time I watch.”

My cunt clenched hard. I thought I was running the show, but the way his voice dropped, the way he leaned into the dirty talk—it flipped on me fast, and suddenly I was the one hanging on his words.

He pumped faster, sweat shining on his chest. “I keep wondering what really makes you cum, what sound you make when it’s not for a crowd, when it’s just for me.”

“Not yet,” I begged, fucking my fingers harder. “I’m so close. Don’t you dare finish.”

He growled, teeth gritted. “God, I wanted it to be me. Not that toy. Wanted to be the one dragging it out of you, pumping my cock into you until you scream it for real.”

His words hit like a punch of heat, straight between my legs. The thought of his cock sliding inside me took every ounce of control I had left. My orgasm slammed through me, brutal and messy, a cry ripping out of my throat as I locked on his stare.

I slumped back against the wall, breathless, only to find him standing. He moved in close, towering over me, cock inches from my face. God, how I wanted to put my mouth on it. One hand braced against the wall above my head, the other tilting my chin up until I had no choice but to meet his eyes.

“That nosy neighbor,” he murmured, voice rough, “should probably cum loud enough to get caught.”

My lips curled. “Maybe I wanted to get caught. Maybe you should punish me for sneaking a peek.”

For a second, I thought I lost him. His jaw worked, eyes flickering like he was going to pull back again, retreat into shy silence. My stomach dropped, had I pushed too hard? Then it shifted. His jaw tightened, heat flared in his gaze, and something in him snapped.

“Turn around,” he ordered, voice sharp now, no hesitation. “Hands on the wall.”

My pulse hammered as I turned, sliding the robe all the way off and tossing it aside. My heels hit the floor next, leaving me in nothing but panties and a bra. I knelt on the bench, palms flat to the wall, ass tilted back.

His hands came down hard, running the length of my back, sliding to my waist. When they landed on my hips, he hooked his thumbs in the band of my panties and dragged them slow down my legs. I lifted just enough to let him work them off. Air hit my cunt, and I shivered.

Then his fingers shoved inside me—thick, rougher than mine, stretching me deep. I gasped, forehead against the wall. “This doesn’t feel like punishment.”

“Shut up.” His voice was jagged heat in my ear. He curled his fingers deep, hit that spot, ground his palm against my clit. My body jolted. His hands were harder, bigger, better. Every stroke was sharper than what I could give myself. I whimpered, clinging to the wall. “Fuck, you’re good at that.”

His mouth brushed my ear, voice low and sure. “Because I watched you. Every stream. Every live show. I know how you like it. I’m a fucking expert on your body.”

And god, I believed him. His fingers pressing where my own never quite reached. Every stroke burned deeper, every circle over my clit tore another filthy sound out of me. He had me shaking, panting, my thighs trembling as I tried to hold myself up. I was already too close, the pressure unbearable.

“Tell me it’s me,” he groaned, pumping harder. “Tell me who you’re clenching for.”

My forehead hit the wall, heat flooding every inch of me. “You. Fuck—it’s you.”

My climax snapped through me, ragged and raw, his name ripped from my throat as I came hard around his fingers. “Xavier—”

He pulled back, and I looked back just in time to see him yank his shirt over his head. Muscles cut and flexing across his chest, stomach tight, that dark trail drawing my eyes straight down to his cock. I’d seen his body before on screen, but this angle, so close to me with skin flushed and sweat catching the light, was so much better.

He pulled a condom from his pocket, rolling it down slow over his length, like he was waiting for me to stop him. To say no. But fuck no, I wasn’t turning back. This was exactly what I’d been craving.

“Turn around. Hold on.” His voice had teeth.

I spun, wrapping around his neck. He hooked one of my legs up, lined his cock up with my cunt, and pushed in slow. The stretch was brutal, thick, real. “Fuck,” I gasped, nails sinking into his shoulders. He groaned, forehead to mine. Then he hooked my other leg, burying me to the hilt, so deep I couldn’t breathe. Pinned, helpless, clinging as he drove me into the wall.

Every thrust jarred me, his body slamming into mine, the wall rattling with the force of it. The angle he had me at was merciless. His cock hit deep. My head tipped back, a strangled cry leaving my throat as I lost myself to the rhythm. He fucked me like he owned me, rough and certain, his grip bruising my thighs as he drove in again and again.

His mouth scraped my ear between thrusts. “You feel even better than I imagined. Every night I pictured this, your pussy gripping me just like that.”

The wall bit into my back, every thrust sharp enough to rattle my teeth. His cock drove deep, hitting that spot again and again, grinding me until I cried out.

Then he shifted, cock still buried deep, and hauled me up rough like I was his to carry. I clung tight, arms tight around his neck. He threw me on the mattress, shoved my legs back until I was folded in half, spread open and pinned. He slammed into me, deep and filthy, the slap of our bodies obscene.

He slowed just enough to make it ache, every stroke grinding against me, dragging me closer to the edge. My body shook, orgasm coiling hot and vicious. His stare pinned me, voice rough: “Say my name.”

“Xavier,” I screamed, the word tearing from me as I came, vision blurring, nails clawing the sheets, my cunt clutching him tight.

But he didn’t stop. He fucked me through it, harder, faster, wrecking me while I writhed beneath him. His breath came ragged, his groans low and dirty, until his whole body tensed and he spilled into the condom with a curse, collapsing heavy over me. Sweat dripped off us, his chest pressing mine, my thighs twitching even after he stilled, the mess of us hot and real.


Chapter Eight: Off the Clock

Holy shit, I think that’s the best sex of my life.

My legs wobble as I sling my bag over my shoulder and head for the exit. I can still feel him all over me, the ache between my thighs, the heat on my skin where his hands pinned me. I half expect everything to turn awkward the second we’re dressed, like he’ll vanish back into being just another username. Instead, he surprised me before I even got my shoes on by asking if I wanted food. Actual words. Not a tip. Not a note. Words.

Yes, I want food. Salt, grease, sugar. We burned through a mountain of calories and I’m not about to faint in a parking lot. Man is a certified fuck machine and my body is demanding a refill.

The night air is cool when I step outside. He’s leaning against his car under the lot lights, looking like a mess in the best way. Shirt wrinkled, hair wild, belt hanging loose. That buttoned-up costume never fit him. This does. He looks honestly wrecked, and it makes me smile.

He notices me and straightens, eyes dragging down to the flats on my feet before he chuckles. I squint at him. “What’s funny?”

“This is the first time I’ve seen you not in lingerie,” he says.

I look down at myself. Leggings, oversized T-shirt, flats. The opposite of fantasy. “Hope it doesn’t ruin the mood.”

“Not at all.” His gaze lingers, quiet but hungry. It puts a hum back in my skin.

Then I catch the glow of his phone screen. The app. “You better not be tipping me right now.”

His eyebrows shoot up like he’s been caught. “I was tipping you for the show. Like I always do.”

I step close, arms crossed. “Don’t. If you do, I’ll block you from my channel.”

He stares, startled. “Block me? Like never again?”

“Yes. As long as we’re fucking, you’re not tipping on my shows.”

He looks genuinely thrown. “But why? It’s your job. And tonight was amazing.”

“That’s work,” I say flat. “This is personal. I keep them separate.”

“Oh.” He chews that, then admits, “I don’t know how to do that. I like watching you. I like being your biggest subscriber.”

So it’s an ego thing. Cute. “You’ll get used to it,” I tell him, letting a wicked smile slip. “I’ll make it up to you in other ways.”

His throat works. He pockets the phone like he’s giving up a habit. “Okay. Other ways I like.”

“Good.” I bump his hip. “Now, food?”

He hesitates, then sighs. “Tacos or waffles.”

“Tacos.” No patience for waffles. Also, late-night tacos are the best.

We slide into his car. He drives carefully, like I’m fragile cargo. Then I hear him mutter, “I’m still buying stuff off your wishlist.”

I laugh, head back on the seat. “We’ll see.”

He glances over, cheeks pink. “I like picking things for you.”

“I noticed,” I tease. He winces. “Relax. I like presents. But off the clock means off the clock.”

He nods like he’s memorizing the rule. Shy again. Careful. But I know what burns underneath when he lets go, and it’s hot as hell.

We pull up to a late-night taqueria. The place smells like grilled meat and lime, and my stomach growls loud enough for him to grin. He tries to pay, and I almost stop him out of habit, then I let it go. Different ledger. Off the clock.

We sit in a squeaky vinyl booth. He unwraps his tacos carefully, then says, “You really look different like this.”

“Like what?” I ask around a sip of horchata.

“Comfortable.”

The word slides over me like a hand. I grin and bite into my taco, salsa dripping down my wrist. He wipes it away with a napkin, gentle, like it matters. Most men in my line want to worship or own me. Xavier just doesn’t want me to stain my shirt. The contrast hits dizzy and sweet.

“You surprised me,” I tell him. “I thought you’d go quiet after. Instead you asked me to eat.”

“I figured if I didn’t ask right away, I might not ask at all,” he admits. “And I was hungry.”

I laugh. Honest. I like it.

We eat. We flirt. He confesses he almost bailed twice on his way to the club. I confess I almost bailed on saying his name. We trade ridiculous truths across greasy tacos and cheap horchata, and the spark between us feels alive.

On the way back to the car, I keep brushing against him just to see him blush. He opens my door, and I catch his wrist a second too long. His pulse flutters under my fingers. Powerful. Soft. Mine.

On the surface, it probably looks playful. Inside my head, I’m already plotting. I’m not letting him go. Not after that. He walked in shy, hiding behind tips and a username, and turned into something else entirely. Not a creep in my DMs. Not just a number. A real man. A man with enough nerve to step out from behind the glass. And god, did he deliver.

I can’t stop replaying the way it felt to be looked at like that. To be fucked like that. For once, it wasn’t an act. He saw me. And he still wanted more. Addictive. Dangerous. And I’m not giving it up.

Back in the car, he fiddles with his keys before glancing at me like I might vanish. Awkward again. Careful again. But I’ve already seen the fire underneath, and I want to coax it out again and again.

My own private cam boy. My own private shows. I won’t need fake inspiration for a long time. Not when I have him.

I catch his profile in the passing lights. “There’s a farmers market on Sundays near my place,” I say, casual.

He glances over, hopeful. “You’re inviting me?”

“I’m telling you where I’ll be. If you show up, maybe you can carry my bags.”

He smiles. “I can do off the clock.”

He grins like he’s already planning it. Good. So am I. He thinks tonight was wild. He hasn’t seen anything yet.


Bonus Chapter: Crowd Control

This should be classified as torture. I’m strapped down on the spank bench in the club room, arms, legs, torso pinned so tight against the leather I can barely twitch. No escape, no slack. The wand hums relentlessly on my clit, strapped tight between me and the bench, buzzing. My thighs tremble uselessly, my body already wound too tight, and it feels like the damn thing is fusing to me.

This is what happens when your boyfriend is your number one subscriber. Xavier told me he had ideas for my stream, said it with that grin that made me forget the filth he’s capable of. Turns out his idea of fun is borderline criminal.

I used to worry about this, thought he’d be bad for business. Mixing being a cam girl with having a boyfriend sounded like a way to ruin the fantasy, blur the lines, maybe even scare off fans. But watching him now, sitting casual on a stool in the corner in his jeans and T-shirt, remote in hand, pupils blown wide while I squirm. Fuck—it mixes better than I ever dreamed.

The mirror panel throws my reflection back at me. My hair’s a wild mess, sweat sliding down my throat, cheeks flushed red. I know there’s a crowd behind it, probably half the club, watching me come again and again. My phone’s on the stand by the door, streaming it all. The chat has to be on fire.

The game was simple, cruel. Every $5, the wand went up a setting. Every $1, it went down. They’ve been toying with me all night, dragging me up and down, edging me so close then yanking it back. I lost count of my orgasms ages ago, my body mush, mind nothing but static. The timer on the dresser keeps ticking down.

Two minutes left.

The chimes go off again, and I know what that means. The chat has no mercy. The wand slams to max, and I scream into the bench. My clit’s on fire, my pussy clenching hard around nothing, my vision spitting sparks.

The last sixty seconds are endless.

I don’t even know if it’s pleasure anymore. Just raw overload, pain blurring into bliss until it’s all one white-hot burn. Every second stretches, dragging me toward oblivion.

Finally, mercifully, the timer buzzes. Done.

Xavier clicks the wand off, and the silence crashes over me. My whole body shakes, breaths ragged, chest heaving like I just ran miles. In through the nose, out through the mouth, trying to meditate myself back to earth, but every nerve is still screaming.

I tilt my head toward the camera, hair sticking to my face, and I grin, bratty, even with tears streaking down my cheeks. “Wow. You bastards really tried to kill me tonight. Evil. I love it. Same time next week?”

The chat lights up in a blur of hearts and filth. Xavier lets them soak it in before standing, moving smoothly and deliberately. He draws the curtains, shutting out the audience, and reaches to end the stream, careful as always to keep himself out of view. The crowd is gone. What’s left is just us and the bench.

I’m still strapped down when he brings my phone over, holding it just out of reach so I can see the screen. “Look,” he says. The chat is blowing up with praise, hearts, and people screaming for someone to give me aftercare.

I laugh, hoarse, throat raw. “So, you gonna take care of me now?”

“Of course,” he says, voice dark and low. “Every possible way.”

He smiles darkly, and I know exactly how he’s going to take care of me. We’ve fallen into this rhythm after almost every one of my shows. I perform for the crowd, then it’s his turn to claim me, to wring me out until there’s nothing left but a wrecked, blissed-out mess in his arms. Just seeing that look on his face makes my stomach flip with anticipation.

He unzips, cock thick and heavy in his hand, and bends to line up with my mouth. The bench is low; the angle’s filthy as hell, forcing me to tilt my head up just to take him. I open wide, gagging on the first thrust as he drives deep. Drool spills instantly, my throat tight, my wrists straining against the straps that won’t give.

“Take it deeper,” he growls, voice breaking. “Hold it. That’s it, good girl.”

My eyes water, spit stringing my lips as he drags in and out—deep, then deeper—keeping a steady push while the remote clicks. The first time the wand surges to life beneath me, it hits like a live wire. I jolt around his cock with a shocked, strangled sound, the vibration punching straight through my clit: hot, mean, immediate. It isn’t gentle; it’s filthy and electric, a sharp ache that blooms wide until my thighs seize and my toes curl in the restraints. He watches my surprise bloom into need, steady in my mouth while the buzz makes my whole body beg.

He kills it. Waits. Clicks it again: short burst, then a long one, then nothing; an off-beat, arrhythmic torture that has nothing to do with his thrusts and everything to do with my nerve endings. On, off, stutter, hold. I can’t find the rhythm. He keeps my mouth full while he plays the switch, and by the time he finally gives me space, I’m gasping, spit-slick, jaw aching. He strokes my cheek. “Breathe. That’s it. Perfect.”

He moves behind me, and I can’t see; I only feel the heat of his body, the scrape of his hands spreading me open, his voice right by my ear. “Look at you. Pussy dripping all over this bench. You’re a mess.”

His tongue hits me, greedy and hot, and I’m already gone. He flattens it and drags slow from clit to slit, a shameless lick that makes my knees think about quitting. Then he seals his mouth on me, tight suction that rips a gasp out of me; the tip of his tongue goes quick and mean, then he slows, swirling like he’s got all night, patient as sin.

He sucks, he laps, he presses just hard enough to make my hips move. Every stroke is wet and relentless, a tongue that actually listens, answering every twitch with more. “Taste so fucking good,” he breathes into me, mouth still sealed so the sound buzzes through my clit. Then he drags higher to tease my ass, filthy and deliberate.

My thighs won’t stop shaking. Wood and leather creak, but the straps hold. He starts painting my asshole in a slow circle, then tags it with quick flicks when my voice breaks, switching pressure the second my body begs. It feels like he’s cashing in on all those nights behind a screen, giving me every nasty idea he jerked to; worship and sin in the same breath.

Two fingers push into my cunt, curl, pump hard, and I detonate, jerking against the straps. They’re thick and sure and dead-on; they make me see stars. But they’re not his cock. I want my cunt full, stretched, pinned. I want him inside me, heavy and deep; no more knuckles and palm, no more promise. I clamp around his fingers anyway and cry for him to replace them with what I really want.

“Please,” I gasp, wrecked. “Please, fuck me.”

“Since you asked so nicely.” His cock settles heavy against my pussy, thick and unyielding, exactly where I need him. The blunt head parts me and stays there, heat licking up my spine while he lingers, letting me feel the plush, slick push of him: weight, warmth, the lazy throb at my entrance, every inch promised and not yet given.

He tests me with a slow press that rocks the bench, then a couple of shallow drives that have me whining into the leather. Stretch and slide, a burn-sweet drag along my walls; he’s so thick I feel full at the rim, but he’s holding back, staying shallow, teasing me with just the front third. The straps bite; the wood groans; my whole body climbs for more.

But it’s not enough. I want more than tease, more than almost. “Lower,” I pant, hips tilting.

It’s filthy-good, but it’s only the appetizer. I want the deep, brain-blanking stroke I know he can give, the ruthless rhythm that pins me open and keeps me there. The angle still isn’t quite right yet.

He stands, thumb circling my ass, voice rough. “Bench is too low to fuck this tight pussy right. But I could take you here.”

God, my man’s filthy. We haven’t tried anal yet; I’m honestly surprised it took him this long to suggest it. I think about how thick he is and whether it’ll even fit, and it just makes me slick. I want all his dirty fantasies.

“That’ll work,” I beg, voice wrecked. “Just fuck me. But take it a little easy on me.”

I hear him shift, then a warm dollop of lube slicks my ass. Two fingers start working me open, slow and dirty, while his other hand goes back to my cunt, rubbing me stupid. It’s fucking magic. I feel myself finally relax, breath dropping low. I try to ask for more, but only his name comes out: "Xavier..."

"I got you. Remember to breathe for me." He whispers.

He pushes in slow, stretching me inch by inch, the burn rough and overwhelming. I whimper, forehead pressed to the bench, nails digging into leather I can’t claw through. “Breathe,” he orders. “Relax. Good girl.” He keeps going until he bottoms out, and I cry out broken against the bench.

“You good?” he asks, voice softer.

“Yes,” I pant, nearly sobbing. “So good.”

Then he starts fucking me, deep, ruthless thrusts that shake the bench, his voice breaking into groans. “So fucking tight. All mine.”

Every push drives me closer to the edge, and then he slams into me hard and flips the wand back on. The vibration crashes against my clit, and I scream, body convulsing instantly. My orgasm rips me apart, violent, black spots exploding in my vision. My ass clenches tight around his cock, my whole body spasming.

He keeps fucking me through it, growling filth into the air, until finally he pulls out and spills hot across my back, messy and raw. The wand clicks off at last, leaving silence thick around us.

He unbuckles me slowly, each buckle careful, until I can slump into his arms. He holds me against his chest, makes me sip water while I shake. My body is trembling, my brain fried. He kisses the top of my head, breath warm in my hair. “Guess my idea worked.”

I laugh weakly, still trying to catch air. “Might be the last suggestion I take from you.”

He smirks against my skin. “We’ll see.”

And I know he’s already planning the next one.
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