
        
            
                
            
        

    
[image: Image 1]

THE EASTER BUNNY

A TRANSGENDER EROTIC ROMANCE STORY

BY

NIKKI CRESCENT

KEEPING UP WITH

NIKKI CRESCENT

JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST! 

Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it. 

I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE.  The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button. 

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW! 

Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser:

http://eepurl.com/O3CKz

Want to get in touch with me? It’s really so easy! 

Email me at:

nikkicrescent@gmail.com

COPYRIGHT INFORMATION

This book is a work of fiction. All the characters in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidence. 

Published By Honey Wagon Books Inc. 

Copyright © 2019 by Nikki Crescent

Model License Holder: Honey Hunter (Shutterstock Inc.)

Background Image License: Whiskey Boone (Shutterstock Inc.) Cover by Fleetwood Lebowski (Honey Hut Designs Inc.)

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law. 

NAVIGATOR

Begin Reading

Table of Contents

Newsletter

Copyright

About the Author

TABLE OF CONTENTS

NAVIGATOR

-

THE EASTER BUNNY

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

-

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

DEDICATION

To all of my readers

You have made everything possible

 Thank you. 

THE EASTER BUNNY

Charlie, who has been struggling to keep up with his bills, has never paid much attention to his quiet roommate, Susie. She’s hardly ever home, and when she is, she’s locked away in her bedroom. Charlie has never even thought about what she might be doing in there, until a friend from out of town catches a glimpse of her and recognizes her as a popular webcam girl. 

Charlie does some searching while she’s out of the house, and he finds out that it’s true—and she’s  been  making  a  ton  of  money  doing  it.  Now,  Susie  is  on  her  way  out  of  town  for  a  few weeks, and Charlie has an idea to get a piece of the pie. 

CHAPTER I

Charlie liked living with his roommate, Susie. He was nervous when a young woman replied to his roommate wanted ad—worried she would be messy and always partying—but she turned out  to  be  the  quietest,  most  invisible  roommates  Charlie  could  hope  for.  She  was  always travelling  for  work  or  travelling  to  visit  friends  and  family.  And  when  she  was  home,  she  was always in her room, minding her own business. 

Charlie had no idea what Susie did for a living, or where she went when she was visiting her family  and  friends,  or  what  she  was  doing  in  her  bedroom  during  the  rare  evenings  she  was home, but he didn’t care so he never asked. And for three years, he liked it that way: he minded his own business and she minded her own business. It was the perfect roommate scenario. 

Though the perfect roommate scenario ended one evening while one of Charlie’s friends was visiting from out of town. He was crashing on Charlie’s couch for a few days, in town to see a band that Charlie had never heard of. Everything was going fine, and then Charlie went across the street to buy some fresh milk. When he returned to the apartment, his friend was wide-eyed and  awkward.  “Is  there  a  pub  around  here—somewhere  we  can  talk  in  private?”  he  said, twitching as if he’d just done three lines of cocaine. 

“Why? What’s going on?” Charlie said. 

“We just need to talk in private. I can’t tell you here.” 

So they went down the street to the pub, even though it was only 11:00 AM. Charlie’s friend ordered  himself  a  pint  of  beer,  so  Charlie  did  the  same.  “What  the  hell’s  gotten  into  you?” 

Charlie asked. 

“Your roommate is a cam whore,” he said, still with his wide eyes, as if he hadn’t blinked. 

“A what?” Charlie asked. 

“She takes her clothes off and touches herself in front of her webcam, for money. She came out  while  you  were  down  at  the  store.”  His  hands  were  trembling.  But  Charlie  didn’t  believe him. 

“She  came  out  and  told  you  this?  Or  you  saw  her  doing  this  cam  whore  thing  while  I  was out?” 

“No, no. I’ve seen her before. I used to watch her. Her private shows are expensive because she does crazy things. The walls in her bedroom are a baby blue colour, right?” 

“You went in there?” Charlie asked. 

“No, I’ve seen them on her camera, you dunce! You’re living with a prostitute.” 

Charlie felt a cold trembling creeping down his spine. The walls in Susie’s room were indeed baby  blue.  Though  it  was  possible  he  just  saw  into  her  room  while  he  was  walking  down  the hallway—though  Susie  never  left  her  door  open,  even  when  she  was  just  darting  down  the hallway to use the bathroom. But it was possible that Charlie’s friend snuck into her room while she was using the bathroom—but why would he do it? He wasn’t the type to pull pranks or to

invade girls’ privacy. He was an honest guy—honest enough to admit that he got off by watching cam whores. “You’re telling me that you didn’t know this?” he said with even wider eyes. 

“I  didn’t  know,”  Charlie  said.  “It—It  can’t  be  true.  She’s  nice—and  quiet.  She  minds  her business. And she’s always out for work.” 

“She has another room. It’s like this kid’s room filled with stuffed animals. It must be a set in a warehouse or something. She only does the blue bedroom on weekend evenings. The lighting isn’t as good.” 

“How do you know all of this?” Charlie asked. 

“I told you, you dunce! I used to watch her show all the time. She does things—things you wouldn’t  believe.”  He  leaned  over  the  table  and  then  looked  around  to  make  sure  no  one  was listening. The pub was empty. “She once got half of a baseball bat into her pussy.” 

“That’s impossible,” Charlie said. “She’s hardly five feet tall.” 

“That’s  why  her  show  is  so  popular—because  she  does  impossible  things.  And  she’s  sexy. 

My God, she’s sexy. I can’t believe you live with Missy Bunny.” 

“Missy Bunny?” Charlie said. His lips suddenly felt dry, but not as dry as his throat. He took a long sip from his beer. It had been many years since he’d had a beer before noon. 

“That’s her screen name. What did you say her name was? Sally?” 

“Susie,” Charlie said. 

He laughed. “Missy Bunny’s real name is Susie, huh? That’s wild. I can’t believe this.” 

Charlie’s  friend  took  off  the  next  morning,  off  to  see  another  band  in  another  town,  off  to sleep on another friend’s couch. But once he was gone, things didn’t go back to normal. Now, Charlie  had  a  nagging  curiosity  tingling  inside  of  him.  Whenever  Susie  was  home  and  in  her bedroom, he would go into his room and then into his closet, which shared a wall with Susie’s bedroom. Then he would press his ear to the wall and listen. Occasionally, he could hear a little ding,  or  a  very  soft  moan.  The  walls  were  well  insulated,  even  the  interior  walls.  Charlie  had them insulated after he bought the place and before he put up his roommate-wanted ad. 

It was only a couple of days before he had the idea to look up ‘Missy Bunny’ online. He tried searching it on Google, but no results came up. So then he tried searching through long lists of cam whore listings. It was an hour into his hunt when an ad popped up for a popular cam whore website,  and  in  the  corner  of  the  ad  was  a  familiar  face:  a  face  that  looked  an  awful  lot  like Susie’s face. Charlie clicked it, waited for the stream to load, and then he felt his joints freeze as he saw Susie’s baby blue bedroom. 

Susie was sitting on her bed, facing her camera, which must have been up on her dresser. She was  wearing  a  skimpy  little  pink  satin  slip  and  pink  bunny  ears.  She  was  doing  nothing  but smiling into the camera at first, and then she leaned forward and started typing something on a wireless  keyboard.  That’s  when  Charlie  noticed  the  chat  window  on  the  right  of  his  screen. 

“Awe,  thanks  love,”  said  MissyBunny69.  Before  that,  a  user  had  written,  “You’re  so  fucking sexy.  I  want  to  plug  your  asshole  with  my  giant  cock.”  And  there  were  thousands  of  lines  of perverted text before that line. 

Charlie wasn’t able to look away, even though he knew he was invading on Susie’s privacy. 

He was shocked. He couldn’t believe that it was true: Susie really was a cam whore. 

She  leaned  forward  to  type  again.  “I’m  feeling  horny.  Anyone  want  to  pay  for  a  private show?” 

Charlie’s  hands  were  trembling.  He  took  a  deep  breath  and  then  he  typed  out  a  message. 

“How much?” he asked. 

“Thirty dollars,” she replied quickly. “And you get everything.” 

“Okay.  I’ll  pay,”  he  said.  And  then  suddenly,  he  was  transferred  over  to  a  new  chat  room, and in this new chat room his anonymous username was alone with MissyBunny69. He had to quickly  activate  his  PayPal  account  so  that  the  money  would  transfer  over.  His  heart  was pounding so loud; he was worried Susie would hear it in the next room over. 

He didn’t actually want to be paying for a private show. Cam whores did nothing for him. He always thought they were a giant waste of money—just like any porn with a price. There were literally  millions  of  free  porn  videos  online—why  would  someone  pay?  But  Charlie  knew  that paying was the only way to see what his roommate was doing in his apartment. 

Once the money was successfully transferred, the show started. Susie got up and went over to her nightstand. She pulled out a long carrot and then brought it over to the bed. She sucked on it while  staring  into  the  camera  lens,  and  then  she  rubbed  it  over  her  satin-clad  pussy.  “You  like that?”  she  asked.  Charlie  lunged  forward  and  hit  mute  on  his  computer.  Then  he  typed  out  a message, “Sorry, I have no volume.” 

So she leaned forward and typed out, “Just watch then, and enjoy.” 

She kept rubbing that carrot on her pussy. It was only a few seconds before she pushed the carrot down the front of her satin panties and started rubbing it on her barely covered flesh. She leaned her head back and her lips parted. With her free hand, she slipped the straps of her slip over her shoulders. The little number fell down, exposing her small, perky tits. 

Charlie gasped. He looked away at first, feeling like he was doing something terribly naughty (and maybe he was), but then he looked back at the screen. He did pay her, didn’t he? Was it so wrong  to  look?  Her  tits  truly  were  terrific.  Her  whole  body  was  magnificent.  She  rubbed  that carrot  on  her  nipples  until  they  were  perky  and  hard.  Then  she  leaned  back  and  slipped  her panties down, exposing her plump, juicy pussy. 

A  minute  later,  that  carrot  was  deep  in  her  snatch.  She  plunged  it  down  quickly,  fucking herself while her lips parted and her head tilted back. Charlie went over to his closet and put his ear to the wall. He could hear her moaning gently. He wondered if it was genuine, or if she was just very good at faking it because that was technically her job. 

He  went  back  to  his  monitor.  She  was  laying  back  now,  putting  her  knees  up  against  her chest,  exposing  her  tiny,  bleached  butthole.  She  took  the  tip  of  her  wet  carrot  and  pressed  it against  the  hole  while  smiling  into  the  camera  lens.  Then  that  carrot  went  inside  of  her  with seemingly  no  effort.  Charlie  heard  a  slight  gasp—or  maybe  it  was  just  the  walls  settling.  She used  the  green  leaves  of  the  carrot  to  pull  it  back  out  from  her  body,  and  then  she  plunged  it down  again.  It  was  strangely  mesmerizing.  She  was  fucking  her  own  asshole  faster  and  faster and faster, and then suddenly, a gush of fluid poured out from her pussy. 

Charlie gasped and then covered his mouth, worried his roommate would hear him. He was in a complete state of disbelief. His roommate truly was a cam whore who did terribly naughty things for strangers to watch. And she was probably making a lot of money too—the show only

lasted ten minutes, and then she was done, back in the main chat room with nearly a thousand other  men.  It  was  only  five  minutes  before  she  was  paid  again  for  another  private  show—and during that five minute intermission, men were sending her tips: a buck, two bucks, five bucks. 

One guy even tipped her twenty bucks. Charlie couldn’t believe it. He could have nearly bought himself a private show for twenty bucks. 

No  wonder  she  was  always  travelling!  She  was  probably  rich.  She  was  only  paying  six hundred  bucks  a  month  for  rent,  and  she  was  easily  making  that  in  a  single  night.  Meanwhile, Charlie was struggling to pay all of his bills and he had to work ten hours every day. 

The next day, Charlie navigated back to that cam whore website an hour after Susie left the house. He found her stream and saw the impressive set that she apparently normally worked on. 

It  was  a  large  pink  room  filled  with  stuffed  animals  and  sex  toys.  Her  daytime  audience  was massive: twelve thousand people watching, all waiting for their chance to get a private show. But even the public show was something to behold. She still showed her tits and rubbed her pussy. 

But  what  really  got  people  going  was  when  she  got  onto  her  knees,  turned  her  back  to  the camera, and wiggled her cotton tail. The chat stream went wild every time she did it, and then a flood of tips would pour into her bank account. 

Charlie couldn’t believe what he was seeing. 

CHAPTER II

MissyBunny69  went  offline  after  just  two  hours,  but  Susie  didn’t  come  home  right  away. 

Charlie had no idea what she was doing out. She certainly wasn’t going off to work—she didn’t need to work. Charlie had done the math: she was making over two grand a day. Maybe she was in school. Charlie asked her when she moved in if she was a student, and she said no, but what else was she doing with that kind of scratch? Was she out doing drugs? Or was she out making even more money as a real prostitute. 

Charlie was tempted to search through the local escort listings, but he had no idea where to even find the local escort listings. 

It was the next day, while Susie was doing her daily show in her big pink room, when Charlie decided  to  sneak  into  her  baby  blue  bedroom  and  snoop  around.  He  had  no  idea  what  he  was looking for or even why he was looking for it, but he felt compelled. The curiosity just wasn’t going away; it had only grown stronger since his friend told him about her secret profession. 

He  saw  the  webcam  mounted  on  her  dresser.  He  crept  up  to  it  carefully  from  the  side,  to make  sure  it  was  switched  off  before  stepping  in  front  of  it.  He  opened  up  her  top  drawer  and immediately found tons of lingerie. Each door was filled with lingerie. So where did she keep her actual clothes? He found a few items of normal clothing in her closet. 

In one of her nightstands, he found bottles of lubricant. In the other, he found sex toys. He even  found  that  carrot  from  the  private  show.  It  was  rubber,  but  it  certainly  looked  real  on camera.  He  brought  it  to  his  nose  and  sniffed  it,  though  he  wasn’t  sure  why.  It  smelled  like  a combination of pussy and asshole, which shouldn’t have been a surprise. 

And then he kept searching around, still not sure what he was looking for. Under her bed, he found a large stack of money: easily ten thousand dollars. He was tempted to skim a few bills off the top, but he resisted the urge, even though he didn’t have enough money to pay for all of his bills  that  month.  He  wasn’t  going  to  become  a  thief.  He  already  felt  guilty  enough,  snooping around in her room. 

In her closet, he found a selection of wigs. He found bunny ears and cotton tails, and then he found a large box filled with costume jewellery. He found makeup and nail polish and perfume and plenty of props that she probably used on special occasions. He even found a baseball bat, which also smelled like pussy and asshole. He wondered if it was the same one his friend was talking about. 

Charlie made sure to put everything back exactly where he’d found it, so that Susie wouldn’t know  that  he’d  been  snooping.  Her  room  wasn’t  terribly  tidy  to  begin  with,  so  he  wasn’t  too worried  that  she  would  be  suspicious,  but  he  wasn’t  about  to  take  any  chances.  He  closed  her door  and  then  he  went  back  to  his  own  room  where  her  show  was  still  playing.  Now,  she  was massaging her nipples between her thumbs and pointer fingers, making them hard and earning a torrent of tips. Charlie even saw one guy tip fifty bucks. He couldn’t wrap his head around it. 

With tips like that, she didn’t even need to do private shows. All she had to do was sit there and blow kisses at the camera, occasionally shaking her tush, and that was enough to make her

rich. Why wasn’t every girl doing this? Susie was cute, but she wasn’t the Queen of the Babes. 

Even all dolled up, she wasn’t exactly a young Kate Moss. 

Charlie put his computer away after clearing his browser history. He took a deep breath and then told himself that he was done with the snooping, and done watching his roommate strip and pleasure  herself  on  camera.  He  liked  things  the  way  they  were  before  he  started  invading  her privacy. He liked that his roommate was hardly a ghost who paid rent on time and hardly ever made a peep. But ignoring the thought of her was easier said than done. It was only a few hours later when Charlie found himself feeling curious once again, wondering how long it took her to build  up  her  audience,  or  if  it  was  just  an  overnight  thing.  He  found  himself  on  his  computer once again, looking at other cam whore streams. They all had at least hundreds of viewers and they were all making some decent money in tips and private shows. 

There were even men doing shows—though they weren’t making as much money, or course. 

Charlie jokingly toyed with the idea of putting himself on camera, just to see if he could make a few bucks—even just enough for beer money. But he knew he couldn’t compete with the guys who had cams. They were all ripped with big cocks and handsome smiles. Charlie was far from ripped. He wasn’t fat or even chubby, though some of his friends called him ‘skinny fat’ because his body was like a twig yet he was still soft—kind of like a woman’s body, though no one goes around calling women ‘skinny fat’. 

Half of the cam whores weren’t even showing their faces, which Charlie thought was funny, because  they  all  had  very  distinctive  tattoos.  If  their  friends  were  online  looking  through  cam models,  those  tattoos  were  surely  giving  them  away,  regardless  of  whether  their  faces  were  on screen or not. But even the girls who hid their faces were still making good money. 

Charlie laughed as a silly idea crossed his mind. Maybe he could shave and put on Susie’s lingerie and keep the camera aimed below his neck. He could probably pass as a woman—maybe not the most flattering woman, but probably enough to get a few bucks for beer money. He had a good  chuckle,  and  then  the  idea  suddenly  didn’t  seem  so  funny.  In  reality,  what  was  stopping him? He had an old web cam and a razor and access to slutty outfits, so was it really such a crazy idea? He pushed the idea away and laughed, though now his heart was pounding strangely fast. It was just a silly idea, right? 

CHAPTER III

Charlie  forgot  all  about  his  crazy,  nonsense  idea  of  pretending  to  be  a  woman  for  a  cam show. How could anyone cling onto such an absurd idea? He went on with his day and then he went on with his night. Susie came home around 8:00 PM. She made herself a quick dinner in the kitchen. “How was your day?” Charlie asked her—a question he asked her most nights she was home. 

“It was good,” she said with a nice smile. “How was your day?” 

“Just fine,” said Charlie. Though he had to force his smile as he tried to hide his red cheeks. 

When she went into her room, Charlie found himself exhaling as if he’d been holding his breath. 

It was obvious that things weren’t going to be going back to the way they were. He would never be able to look at her without that teasing curiosity burning inside of him. Every time he heard a wall groan, he would think it was her, doing one of her shows. But what did it matter? Was she not allowed to do sexy stuff on camera? It didn’t affect Charlie, so why did he suddenly care? 

Maybe it was jealousy. Maybe he hated the thought that she was making more than he made in  an  hour  in  a  single  minute.  Maybe  it  was  that  stack  of  cash  he  found  under  her  bed.  He laughed: and women think they have it worse than men. Charlie knew guys who went to school for  twelve  years  to  become  doctors—even  they  weren’t  making  the  kind  of  money  Susie  was making. 

But he tried to push all of those thoughts out from his head as he went to sleep. He put a pair of  headphones  on,  so  he  wouldn’t  be  tormented  by  the  sound  of  the  old  walls  groaning  and settling. He even took a sleeping pill because his racing mind wouldn’t let him fall asleep. And it still took a few hours to finally fall asleep. 

So  he  was  tired  when  he  woke  up  and  groggy  as  he  made  his  way  over  to  take  a  shower before  work.  Susie  was  already  gone  for  the  day,  her  shoes  missing  from  the  front  step,  so Charlie was free to shower for as long as he wanted in that one-bathroom apartment. He ran the water hot and revelled in the feeling of it running down his tired body. And then he saw Susie’s pink razor sitting on the edge of the tub. He reached down and picked it up, spinning it around while  looking  at  it.  It  was  a  fancy  razor,  and  it  probably  wasn’t  cheap,  not  that  Susie  cared.  It probably wasn’t even worth pennies in Susie’s very wealthy eyes. 

He looked down at his legs and tried to decide if they could possibly pass as women’s legs on a web cam. They certainly wouldn’t pass covered in hair—but would they pass hairless? Charlie was suddenly curious. He held that razor in his hand and wondered how long the hair would take to grow back if he shaved it off. There were still a few months before summertime—lots of time before shorts season. Plus, Charlie had never been much of a shorts guy to begin with. So just to satisfy  a  curiosity  he  knew  wouldn’t  go  away,  he  reached  down  and  started  to  shave  away  the hair  from  his  legs.  He  watched  the  little  dark  hairs  clump  together  and  then  swirl  down  the drains. He had no intention of shaving around his cock, but it looked awfully strange once he had smooth  legs,  so  he  ended  up  shaving  everything—even  his  armpits  and  arms,  which  weren’t terribly hairy to begin with. 

He put the razor down and then his heart skipped a beat. Did he really just do that? Did he really just spend fifteen minutes making himself hairless and smooth like a woman? He looked strange, kind of like a child—though his cock looked bigger than normal. He lifted his shaft up and looked at it. He hardly recognized it. This new look would take some getting used to. 

He got out from the shower and looked at himself in the mirror. His body looked completely different. It was shiny and smooth and strangely pale—but also surprisingly feminine, as long as he was holding a hand out to block his own view of his face. He tried doing a few little poses, pretending  to  be  a  model,  and  then  he  made  himself  laugh.  Though  that  laugh  came  with fluttering butterflies, because he was simultaneously realizing that he had the body of a woman. 

Though his shoulders were a bit broader than the average woman. And his hips weren’t quite as wide. And then, of course, he didn’t have the tits of a woman—though Susie hardly had tits herself.  And  the  shoulders  and  hips  could  have  easily  been  aided  by  the  right  outfit.  His  heart fluttered again. He poked his head out from the bathroom and made sure that Susie’s shoes really were missing. He crept up to her room and pushed her door open. He looked at her empty room and then he ran over to his laptop in his own room. He quickly navigated over to the webcam of MissyBunny69 and saw that her show was just staring, in that large pink room, wherever it was. 

So he knew he was safe to explore his slutty roommate’s belongings. 

He went into her room and started darting through her drawers. His heart was pounding hard and fast. He knew he was doing something wrong and stupid, but he knew the curiosity wouldn’t subside until he indulged. He found a pink satin slip with white cotton embellishments. He held it  up  to  his  body  and  felt  his  face  becoming  terribly  hot.  He’d  never  put  on  women’s  clothing before—he’d never even considered it until that moment. But he’d gone and shaved his legs, so why not go all the way? 

He stepped into the soft, light garment, and then he pulled it up. It was soft against his body, and  it  fit  surprisingly  well.  He  went  over  to  the  closet  where  Susie  kept  her  wigs,  and  then  he pulled  out  a  long  blonde  one.  He  got  it  snug  on  his  head  and  then  he  laughed.  Why  was  he putting on a wig if he was just trying to see if his body could pass for female? 

He  figured  he  looked  ridiculous,  but  he  walked  over  to  the  mirror  anyway.  Then  his  heart skipped yet another beat. He definitely passed. Even his face, framed by that straight blonde hair, looked  like  a  woman’s  face—and  he  wasn’t  even  wearing  any  makeup.  He  wasn’t  smiling anymore. Now there was a strange dread churning in his gut. He wasn’t sure what he originally set out to prove when he ran that first razor stroke up his leg, but he certainly wasn’t hoping to prove that he really could look like a woman. 

His dangling cock was ruining the illusion. He solved it by slipping a pair of pink panties up, beneath the slip’s skirt. The panties were light and flimsy, but they managed to hold his pecker and  balls  in  place.  He  did  a  little  shimmy,  watching  his  skirt  dance  from  side  to  side.  The  soft satin  actually  felt  kind  of  nice,  teasing  his  skin.  But  his  heart  just  wouldn’t  stop  pounding ferociously against his ribcage. 

What did all of this mean? Why was he still standing there, wearing that little costume? Why wasn’t  he  taking  it  off?  Why  wasn’t  he  ripping  that  wig  off  and  feeling  ashamed  of  himself? 

Why was he suddenly feeling the urge to try on more of Susie’s little outfits? 

He went over to his room, to check Susie’s live stream. She was still going, still shaking her tush  for  her  many  fans,  still  getting  tips  every  few  seconds  as  if  she  was  actually  doing

something worth money. 

So Charlie knew he had time. He ran over to her bedroom and he started trying on different outfits: taking different things out from her many lingerie drawers and then putting them on his body.  It  was  strangely  fun—maybe  because  it  was  so  exciting  and  wrong.  He  figured  it  would lose its novelty quickly, but as time went by, he was only feeling more excited and his heart was starting to pound even harder. 

He  found  himself  looking  through  Susie’s  toy  drawer.  He  found  a  big,  long  vibrator  that smelled like her sweet pussy. He turned it on, set it to its maximum setting, and then he held it up to the bulge in his panties. He rubbed it up and down while standing in front of the mirror. He had  a  big,  red-cheeked  smirk  on  his  face.  He  was  breathing  heavily,  biting  the  corner  of  his bottom lip. His cock was rock-hard in a matter of seconds, and it was tingling and bloating in a matter of minutes. Why was this so much fun? Why did it feel so good? 

He ended up coming, filling up those pink panties with his white goo. His legs trembled and his  knees  buckled  as  he  let  out  a  long,  glorious  sigh  of  relief.  He  came  so  much  that  his  load started to pour out the sides of his panties, trickling down his leg towards Susie’s bedroom floor. 

He took a long, deep breath, and then reality caught up to him. 

He realized how crazy it all was. Not only was he now late for work, he was standing in his roommates bedroom, in her lingerie, with his legs shaved, and cum running down his legs. He got himself cleaned up quickly, and then he got her room cleaned up to the best of his memory. 

Then he went to work and got an earful from his boss. “An hour late—a whole hour?” his boss said. “You’re lucky I don’t fire you.” 

And Charlie found himself wondering if Susie ever had to deal with angry bosses. She was making fifty times more money than him and she got to work on her own schedule. Maybe it was time for Charlie to give the web cam thing a try, as ridiculous as it seemed. 

CHAPTER IV

It seemed like a stroke of fate when Susie came home that night and mentioned to Charlie, 

“I’m going to be going out of town for a couple of weeks,” before going to her bedroom. 

“Where to? And when do you leave?” Charlie asked quickly. It was the most personal he’d ever gotten with her. 

She smiled. “Just to visit some friends, in Europe,” she said casually, as if going to Europe wasn’t that big of a deal. “I booked a flight for the morning. So if I don’t see you, goodbye!” She went into her room and closed the door. Charlie took a deep breath. The timing was just too good to be true. She was giving him free reign of the house and free reign of whatever she left behind in that room full of lingerie and sex toys. 

Charlie had so much to do if he was really going to go through with his ludicrous plan. He still had to set up his room so that no one would recognize anything. He had to get an account set up on one of the web cam websites. He needed to figure out how he was going to keep his face out of the shots, and he needed to figure out what the hell was wrong with him. 

He didn’t actually think that he could fool men around the world into giving him money, just for sitting in front of a camera, did he? How was he going to keep his bulge hidden? How was he going  to  flirt  with  his  audience  without  opening  his  mouth?  Would  he  just  blow  kisses  at  the camera and hope that typing on his keyboard would be enough? What did he have to lose? 

He spent that night getting his room tidy and ready. He needed to make his room look girly, though he didn’t have any girly things—though he did have a white sheet that had turned pink in a failed load of laundry, so he tacked it to the wall behind his bed, covering his posters, in the off-chance his friend stumbled onto his stream—though it wasn’t such an off-chance, was it? 

He knew he could nab a few things from Susie’s room once she left. She had a whole bunch of stuffed animals and girly things. He grabbed the fake flowers from the kitchen table and got them  situated  on  his  nightstand.  Then  he  got  his  old  webcam  set  up  on  his  dressed,  facing  his bed. He got it running on his computer, framing it up so he couldn’t see his own face, so that he would  have  one  less  thing  to  figure  out  in  the  morning.  He  was  already  planning  on  calling  in sick from work. 

He didn’t get a lot of sleep that night, tossing and turning constantly, excited and terrified at the same time. He kept talking himself out of his nonsense idea, and then he would toss and turn some more and find himself amped up for his first web cam show. He still had no idea what he was actually going to do if some poor soul really did tune into his stream. 

It  was  around  4:00  AM  when  he  heard  Susie  leave  for  the  airport,  dragging  her  heavy suitcase down the hall and then locking the front door behind her. It was 6:00 AM when Charlie finally gave up on the idea of getting a full night’s sleep. He got up and started his morning in the shower, shaving up the little bits of stubble that had popped up overnight. Then he went to her room as a pot of coffee brewed. 

He  decided  to  go  with  the  pink  satin  slip  with  the  white  embellishments.  He  knew  it  fit perfectly and looked cute on him, and he didn’t want to end up wasting his whole morning trying

on  outfit  after  outfit.  He  slipped  on  a  new  pair  of  pink  panties  and  then  he  got  into  that  same blonde wig. He looked in the mirror and then noticed a few makeup supplies on Susie’s dresser. 

He grabbed the lipstick, the mascara, and the eyeliner. He brought them to the bathroom where the light was better, and then he took a shot at dolling himself up. 

The  lipstick  was  easy,  and  so  was  the  mascara.  The  eyeliner  on  the  other  hand  wasn’t  so easy.  He  found  himself  cleaning  it  off  over  and  over  as  he  accidentally  made  the  tiniest  little mistakes. But the time and effort was worth it. After twenty minutes of trial and error, his eyes looked pretty and feminine. He batted his eyelashes and made his cutest smile, and then his heart fluttered and stuttered in his chest. This really was a silly idea. Though it was good that his face passed, just in case it accidentally slipped into the shot. 

He  grabbed  a  couple  sex  toys  from  Susie’s  drawer  and  then  he  brought  them  over  to  his room.  He  fired  up  the  web  cam  account  he  made  the  night  before  and  then  he  found  himself deciding whether or not to press the ‘GO LIVE’ button. He looked into his webcam’s lens and took a deep breath. It all seemed so foolish. What was he doing with his life? At what point did things go so wrong that he decided pretending to be a woman on a pornography site could make things better? What was the straw that broke the camel’s back? 

He pressed the button. His computer began to hum and then the red light went bright on his webcam. “You are currently live,” the notice in the top right corner of his computer screen said. 

On  the  bottom  left  corner  of  his  screen  was  the  number  ‘0’.  Charlie  assumed  that  meant  there was no one watching. 

He  walked  back  and  took  a  seat  on  his  bed.  His  computer  screen  was  still  in  sight,  so  he could see that his face was just out of the frame. He straightened his little pink slip and then he found himself frozen. Maybe this whole thing was stupid. Why did he think anyone would want to  watch  him  sit  there  in  that  boring  room?  Why  did  he  think  he  could  even  make  ten  cents, never mind enough for a pint of beer? 

His computer chirped and that zero turned into a one. Someone had tuned in. Someone was now  watching  Charlie.  Charlie  became  even  more  frozen,  sitting  upright,  suddenly  extremely self-conscious of every part of his body. 

Then, that one turned into a two. Two strangers were now staring at Charlie, waiting for him to do something. Charlie cleared his throat and then he reached up and cupped his tits. Then his computer dinged. “You’re so beautiful,” it said. “Can you show your face?” 

Charlie  had  to  at  least  show  his  lips  as  he  leaned  forward  to  type  out  a  reply.  “Maybe  if you’re  nice,”  he  wrote  at  his  heart  slammed  violently  into  his  ribcage.  He  sat  back  up  and continued to cup his non-existent breasts. He squeezed and swayed, and then he remembered that Susie always had music playing softly in the background, so he leaned forward and opened up his music player. He put on a random playlist, and then went back to his awkward swaying. 

Now that number was at six: six strangers watching him as he swayed awkwardly from side to side while holding the cups of his pink satin slip. 

“Show us your tits!” one man wrote in the chat. Charlie didn’t have tits to show, but he did pull down his top just enough to tease the audience, showing that space between where his tits should have been. His computer chirped again, this time letting him know he’d been tipped two dollars. 

He  couldn’t  fight  the  smile  from  his  face.  He’d  been  live  for  two  minutes  and  he  already made two dollars. It wasn’t a lot, but it was just the start. Every thirty seconds that number was going up. It was only a minute later when another two-dollar tip was deposited into his account. 

The website took 5%, but that was the least of his worries now. He couldn’t believe that he was actually making money. He couldn’t believe he was actually tricking people into thinking he was a girl. He got up onto his knees, turned his back to the camera, and he shook his recently shaved bum.  He  couldn’t  see  his  computer  screen,  but  he  did  hear  the  ding  of  a  tip  entering  into  his account. He knew he didn’t have tits or a pussy to flash to his audience, so he held his package down with one hand and then he pulled the thin strip of panties covering his asshole to the side. 

Then he heard two more dings as more money entered into his account. 

His  heart  was  pounding.  He  had  no  idea  what  possessed  him  to  flash  his  asshole  to  the camera. He had no idea what had possessed him to get into this ludicrous scenario to begin with. 

But he was shocked when he turned around to see that there were now forty-two people watching his  stream,  many  active  on  the  chat  sidebar,  and  he’d  just  received  twenty  dollars  in  tips.  In  a matter  of  minutes,  Charlie  had  already  made  more  money  than  he  made  in  two  hours  at  work. 

Maybe  there  really  was  something  to  this  cam  whoring  thing.  Maybe  Charlie  could  keep  this going for a little bit of side income. 

“Is she just trying to do a MissyBunny69 thing?” one of the men in the chat room asked. 

“It looks like it,” replied another. But Charlie didn’t care what people thought. He didn’t care if he was an imposter. He only cared about those beautiful sounding dings as money entered into his bank account. “Show your tits!” said another commenter. That was a comment that appeared every few seconds. Charlie did his best to keep them entertained with what he had: his ass and his asshole. But mostly, he found himself replying to messages in the chat stream, thanking guys for their sex-fuelled flirtations, and sending her own flirtations out for everyone to read. 

Some people had strange requests. “Show your feet!” said one guy. When Charlie held out his feet, a series of dings rang out in his bedroom. “Show us your tongue!” said another guy, so Charlie leaned forward and stuck out his tongue. People liked that too. It was only half an hour before Charlie had completely lost count of how many tips he’d received. There was no way of knowing without closing down the stream and navigating to his private account.  He could just hope that it was paying off. 

“How much for a private show?” asked one man. 

“I’m not doing private shows today,” he replied in text form. And then he received a flurry of disappointed comments. But that didn’t stop the tips from coming in when he turned around and showed his audience his bum again. 

“That has to be the best ass online,” one of his audience members said. Charlie found himself blushing. But the sweet moment was cut short when the same guy said, “Now put something in it!” 

Charlie’s heart fluttered at the thought. He had a few of Susie’s sex toys, but he wasn’t about to penetrate himself on camera. But maybe he could tease his new fans a little bit. He grabbed one of Susie’s big dildos and then he started to gently rub it on his body. He brought it up to his lips  and  he  teased  the  tip  with  the  tip  of  his  tongue,  doing  his  best  slutty  impression.  Then  he brought  it  down  between  his  legs  and  began  to  rub  it  up  and  down  the  length  of  his  flattened shaft. It actually felt kind of nice, especially once he accidentally pressed the button that made it

begin to vibrate. He had no idea it was a vibrator until that moment. 

Tips  were  coming  in  quickly.  He  got  the  dildo  under  his  panties  and  then  he  pretended  to moan. He tilted his head back and parted his lips the way Susie did in her videos, and then he listened as more and more money trickled into his bank account. But then he felt something else: a  tingling  growing  between  his  legs.  The  vibration  felt  good—too  good.  He  was  starting  to become erect. He could feel his panties stretching quickly as his cock tried to curl upwards and out  from  that  tight  satin  prison.  He  closed  his  thighs  tightly  together,  pinching  the  vibrator between his legs. He felt his face turning red as he reached down and made sure the skirt of his little slip was doing enough to cover his bulge. 

His heart was racing and his mind was spinning. He tried to force a smile. He wanted to put the vibrator away, but the tips were coming in faster than ever. He had to keep it going. So with his  thighs  pressed  tightly  together,  he  closed  his  eyes  and  tilted  his  head  back  again.  He continued  to  fake  his  orgasm  as  that  tingling  grew  stronger  and  stronger.  A  real  orgasm  was coming, and then he would have a literal mess on his hands. He already had a figurative mess on his hands: how could he get up to turn off his stream without exposing his erection? 

His cock wanted to spring upwards badly, but he refused to part his thighs. He kept rubbing that  dildo  up  and  down  his  shaft,  feeling  the  intense  vibration  reverberating  through  his  whole cock. It felt so good. “Oh God,” he muttered under his breath. His legs trembled, and then he felt his  wet  load  filling  up  his  tight  panties,  pooling  warmly  against  his  package.  He  nearly  went cross-eyed,  and  then  a  strong  shudder  ran  through  his  body.  And  then  when  he  finally  looked forward at his computer screen, he saw that he’d sunk down to the point that his face was now on camera. His heart skipped a beat before pounding viciously. He jumped up to his feet, holding a hand between his legs to hide his erection and the cum that was now dribbling down his thighs. 

He  hopped  forward  and  pressed  the  ‘END  STREAM’  button  as  quickly  as  he  could.  Then  he took a second to catch his breath. 

He looked down and saw that his inner thighs were covered in white cum. His panties were full, like a condom that had been used eight times in a row. He carefully nudged them down his legs, careful not to tip them over so all of the cum wouldn’t fall onto his floor. Where did all of that cum come from? How did he produce so much substance? 

It  didn’t  matter.  He  needed  to  get  himself  cleaned  up  and  he  needed  to  get  his  head  clear. 

He’d just exposed his face live online, while wearing makeup and lingerie. He knew he had at least one friend who frequented that very site. And would that friend recognize him? What would happen if someone recognized him? 

He got undressed and then he got his face washed up. He stared at himself in the mirror for a minute, trying to understand why he did it all in the first place. 

In  those  final  few  moments,  did  his  audience  see  his  cock?  Did  they  see  the  cum  running down his legs? When they saw his face, could they tell that he was a man? He went over to his computer  to  see  the  final  few  messages  that  were  sent  before  his  stream  went  dead.  “Is  she squirting?” was one of them. “I’ve seen a lot of fake orgasms and this isn’t one of them,” said another. It didn’t seem like anyone had seen his cock. Maybe he’d dodged a bullet. Maybe it was time to quit while he was ahead. 

And then he saw the balance in his account: $375.00, for less than an hour of sitting on a bed in front of a camera. His heart stuttered. That was the same amount that he made in three days of

work: ten-hour days in a toxic environment. It wasn’t even lunchtime now. Charlie’s head was spinning. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing. And he especially couldn’t believe it when he realized he’d made $375.00 after the website took their 5% cut. No wonder Susie did this every day,  two  or  three  times.  It  was  no  wonder  she  had  some  expensive  studio  across  town,  and  a gigantic stack of money under her mattress. 

Charlie now had a big smile stuck on his face. This gig was too good to be true. He always thought  that  his  small  stature  was  a  curse,  but  now  he  was  quickly  realizing  it  was  one  of  the greatest gifts. He had work to do and a fortune to amass. 

CHAPTER V

Charlie  knew  that  he  needed  to  spend  money  if  he  was  going  to  make  money.  His  bland bedroom set wasn’t going to draw viewers in when they were scrolling through the long lists of live  girls.  He  needed  to  make  his  stream  pop,  and  that  meant  investing  a  bit  of  money  into  set décor. Once he had himself cleaned up, he made a trip down to Chinatown. 

Chinatown  had  tons  of  cute  shops  for  girls,  filled  with  pink  toys  and  stuffed  animals  and posters and wall art. It was all perfect for the ‘girly girl’ persona he was going for. He wanted lots  of  pink  and  white,  with  some  navy  blue  bits  for  contrast.  Charlie  went  to  school  for  art direction, though until now he never actually got to put his degree to use (no one was ever hiring in the art direction field). So now, he went to town. He gave himself a budget of $375.00, and he spent nearly all of it in those little shops. He saved a bit for the hardware store, where he bought a  bucket  of  pink  paint  and  a  couple  floating  shelves.  He  spent  the  rest  of  that  afternoon remodelling  that  back  wall  of  his  bedroom,  turning  it  into  the  perfect  cam  whore  set.  Then  he went through his apartment and gathered all of the lamps. He set them up around his room, off-camera, to give his show better lighting—he planned on investing in some real set lights as soon as he had more of a budget to work with. 

Then, that evening, he got himself dolled up again. He had to find a new outfit to wear, as the last outfit was stained with cum. He ended up finding an adorable black satin bunny outfit, with a white cotton tail and tall white ears. He used that same blonde wig and did his best to create the same makeup style (there were fewer screw-ups this time). It was around 8:00 PM when he had everything ready, with a few toys lined up on one side of his bed, his keyboard on the other side, and  his  pink  room  bright.  He  walked  over  to  his  computer,  took  a  deep  breath,  and  then  he pressed that ‘GO LIVE’ button. His webcam’s red light came on and then he made his way over to his bed and waited for the viewers to pour in. 

And they did pour in, much faster than before. He wondered if it was because of the time of day, or if it was because of his obnoxiously pink walls, which were impossible to ignore while scrolling  through  the  slutty  options.  Or  maybe  his  stream  was  just  ranking  higher  after  his successful first hour that morning. Maybe it was a combination of all the above. 

It  was  only  five  minutes  before  he  had  twenty  nameless  people  staring  at  him  from  behind the safety of their computer screens. The messages were familiar. “Show your tits!” “Show your pussy!”  “Show  your  feet!”  Charlie  started  off  slowly,  putting  on  some  music,  swaying  and dancing a little bit, letting the nerves flutter away. Then he had the idea to spread his legs and pretend to be rubbing his pussy over his panties—using his hand to hide the bulge that was his cock. He had to be careful not to rub too hard or fast, or that tingling would start to tease its way up the length of his rod, making him hard. But the nice, slow rubbing got his fans excited. He got his first flurry of tips. 

Then he did his usual Susie imitation, turning around and wiggling his cotton tail, receiving another  pattering  of  dings.  His  stream  now  had  over  fifty  viewers.  He  kept  going,  cupping  his breasts,  squeezing,  showing  off  his  feet,  and  striking  various  poses.  It  was  surprisingly  hard coming up with fresh ideas to keep the audience glued to their screens, but he managed to keep

things going for nearly an hour before his new fans started demanding more. 

He  figured  he  could  give  them  a  similar  show  to  what  he  did  that  morning.  So  he  took Susie’s vibrator and started rubbing it between his legs. It was good at first, and then he felt that tingling growing in the tip of his cock. He pressed his thighs tight together, so there would be no slips.  But  the  black  satin  bunny  outfit  was  tight  and  it  didn’t  have  a  skirt  to  hide  even  the slightest bulge. He tried to keep his erection away for as long as he could, but it came inevitably. 

So all he could do was spin around and turn his back to the camera. He looked over his shoulder and saw the disappointed comments. “Of course she turns away just as it’s getting good,” said one man. “Boo!” said another man. 

Charlie had to give them something. But his cock was rock-hard, stretching out the thin satin outfit. He couldn’t turn around without revealing himself. But he did have an idea. He took that vibrator, stuck it in his mouth to get it wet, and then he brought it around back, pushing it under the strip of satin covering his asshole. He pressed the tip against his butthole and then he started to  push  in.  It  wasn’t  until  that  rubber  tip  had  penetrated  his  hole  that  he  realized  what  he  was doing:  penetrating  himself  live  on  the  Internet.  He  froze  and  his  skin  became  cold.  His  ears started ringing and he could barely hear the dinging of tips being deposited into his account. 

His  heart  was  pounding  with  no  discernable  rhythm.  He  took  a  deep  breath  and  felt  hot shame  burning  in  his  cheeks.  But  he  couldn’t  stop.  He  was  earning  money  and  it  actually  felt good. He pushed the vibrating dildo deeper. A moan slipped out from his lips. He tried to stop it, but it was too late. He wondered if that moan was enough to give away his masculine identity. 

He  could  still  hear  the  tips  chiming  into  account.  So  he  pushed  the  dildo  in  further.  Then  he started to pump it up and down. He didn’t stop. He could hear those tips chiming over and over and over. He had to keep going, he had to see just how much money he could earn. 

He  looked  down  at  that  satin  bulge  against  his  abdomen:  his  erect  cock  throbbing  in  his bunny  costume.  Every  time  he  pressed  that  dildo  into  his  ass,  his  cock  twitched—and  it  was twitching  harder  and  harder.  He  couldn’t  look  away  from  it,  curious,  wondering  what  it  was about to do. He pumped the dildo faster and his cock started twitching faster. The chiming didn’t stop. The tips kept coming. He looked back over his shoulder quickly, and he saw that there were 840 people currently watching his stream: 840 people watching as he fucked himself in the ass with a vibrating dildo. It wasn’t so ludicrous to think that one of those people could have been a friend. 

So  he  just  started  pumping  harder  and  faster.  He  had  to  entertain  his  audience.  He  had  to keep  them  watching  and  tipping.  He  pushed  that  dildo  in  as  far  as  it  would  go,  and  then  a powerful euphoria blasted through his system. He gasped and his body became tense, and then he felt a familiar warm wetness blasting against his abdomen. He looked down and saw that his cock was turning his black outfit white. He wanted to fall down on his bed, but he knew he had to keep his audience entertained. So before he turned around, he took the blanket of his bed and wrapped it around his bottom half. Then he spun around and smiled and winked at his audience, which was now up to 930 people. 

“Lick it!” said one commenter. And then many other commenters parroted the same request. 

“Lick the dildo! Suck it! I’ll tip you thirty bucks if you lick the whole thing.” 

Charlie hesitated. It was a gross request, but he’d already sold the last of his dignity when he went  to  the  store  to  spend  all  the  money  he  had  on  cam  whoring  set  décor.  So  he  brought  the dildo  to  his  lips,  teased  the  tip  with  his  tongue,  and  then  he  put  the  whole  thing  in  his  mouth, 

sucking it as if it was a big, hard cock. And the tips came in hard and fast. The audience loved it. 

They  loved  Charlie.  It  was  while  Charlie  was  sucking  that  big  vibrator  that  he  noticed  a  little section  on  the  chat  that  he  hadn’t  noticed  before:  private  messages.  He  navigated  over  to  the newly discovered section and found a bunch of pictures of men’s cocks, some of them rock hard, some recently emptied (with the cumshot in the picture). “You made me come in thirty seconds,” 

said  one  man.  “I  swear  I  just  came  without  touching  my  cock,”  said  another.  And  strangely, Charlie found himself blushing. It was kind of cool to think that he was getting guys off, making them horny and happy. He was so used to being ignored and invisible. 

“I’m done for the night,” he wrote to his audience. He got a final flurry of tips before shutting down  his  stream.  He’d  made  another  six  hundred  bucks,  bringing  his  daily  total  close  to  a thousand  dollars.  So  of  course,  when  he  woke  up  the  next  morning,  he  called  in  sick  for  work again. 

“Call  in  sick  one  more  time  and  we’re  letting  you  go,”  his  boss  said,  as  if  it  was  a  threat. 

Charlie just laughed and then hung up the phone. He felt so free. He didn’t care about his stupid job or his anxious boss. He no longer had to walk on eggshells, worried he would lose his only pathetic little source of income. He didn’t need that slave wage anymore. Now he had something way better. He had a lucrative business that was his own, that he controlled completely. 

CHAPTER VI

Charlie did indeed call in sick the next day, and he ended up being fired, but he didn’t care. 

In just two days, he’d made enough to pay for his rent and all of his monthly bills—plus a bit extra for himself. Even while he was streaming after being fired, he couldn’t wipe the smile from his face. 

As he shut down his stream that morning, he noticed a familiar face on the sidebar of the cam whore  website.  Susie  was  currently  streaming  from  Europe.  She  was  in  a  fancy  hotel  room, drinking champagne with a very beautiful female friend. And, of course, they were both topless. 

After  receiving  enough  pressure  from  the  many  watching  fans,  Susie’s  friend  leaned  over  and started  to  suck  on  Susie’s  nipples.  Susie  reached  down  and  fingered  herself  while  her  friend sucked,  and  Charlie  sat  there  watched  the  tips  pour  in  faster  than  he  could  keep  track.  He wondered if she was a millionaire, or close to it. Unless she was spending half of what she made every single day, she was definitely a millionaire. 

He  shut  down  her  stream.  He  knew  he  would  probably  never  reach  that  level  because  he simply didn’t have as much to work with. He didn’t have a pussy to show off or tits to expose and squeeze and shake. He couldn’t even use his own voice, unless he could somehow learn to do  a  spot-on  female  impression.  But  he  was  happy  with  what  he  was  earning:  far  more  than enough  to  live.  He  was  earning  far  more  than  he’d  ever  made  in  his  life,  and  he  was  only streaming for one hour two times a day. 

But  because  he  didn’t  have  a  lot  to  work  with,  he  had  to  be  creative.  He  needed  to  offer something so that people would click on his stream and not on the thousand other streams that were available. He dug around through Susie’s bedroom for inspiration. He ended up finding a tall black dildo with a suction cup base. He stared at the object for a moment as a warm tingling began to grow inside of him. He didn’t have tits or a pussy, but he didn’t have his asshole, and guys seemed to love it. 

He put down a big, heavy college textbook on his bed and he stuck the dildo to it. Then, he started his stream and he started his show. He sat next to the dildo while he waited for viewers to trickle in, then he started to tease the dildo, stroking it slowly, licking the tip. He could taste what he  was  pretty  sure  was  Susie’s  pussy  on  the  big,  black  cock.  He  didn’t  mind.  The  money  was well worth it. He shook his butt for the camera and he showed the weirdoes his feet, and then he was happy with his audience count: it was time to start the show. 

He  sucked  the  dildo,  getting  it  nice  and  wet,  and  then,  just  to  be  safe,  he  poured  some lubricant on it, so that it wouldn’t hurt going in. Tips were already rolling in. He took his time, teasing  the  audience,  waiting  until  he  was  sure  they  were  nice  and  horny  and  ready  to  donate plenty of money to the cause. Then, he gently pulled aside his panties, and he started to sink the erect  toy  into  his  ass.  He  loved  that  dinging  sound  of  money  being  deposited  into  his  account. 

And he kind of liked the feeling of his asshole being stretched wide as that cock sunk deeper and deeper. He was facing the camera this time, but that was okay: he’d found the perfect pink tulle ballerina skirt in Susie’s closet, which did a great job of hiding his bulge. He didn’t even have to think or worry about any possible erections. 

Once that cock was six inches into his asshole, he started to bounce up and down, letting the toy’s plastic veins and ridges massage his anal walls. It really did feel good, and it was feeling better every second. It seemed to strange to be earning money for doing something that felt good

—but maybe that was just because Charlie was painfully used to earning money for feeling like he was being tortured. 

The euphoria quickly started to take over. He closed his eyes and let his head tilt back as that euphoria grew stronger and stronger. He let a whimper slip out from his lips, but it was lost in the sound of chiming tips and gentle hip-hop music. He could feel that his cock was rock hard. 

He didn’t want to stop. He wanted to keep bouncing on that big cock forever. But his cock let him know that it was time to stop. It erupted and twitched and unloaded all over the inside of that tulle skirt. Charlie shuddered and moaned and then he looked forward and saw a chilling sight. 

His skirt had ridden up far, all the way up to his sternum, without him noticing. His whole crotch was now exposed, facing the camera. His erect cock was dripping cum on camera, and the comments  section  was  exploding.  Comments  were  coming  in  faster  than  Charlie  could  read them.  In  a  panic,  he  leapt  forward  and  slammed  his  computer  shut,  ending  the  stream  in  an instant.  Then  he  carefully  opened  the  computer  back  up  to  see  that  there  were  two  thousand people watching: two thousand people watched as Charlie rode a big black dildo until his cock erupted. His face was red-hot now, burning with humiliation. What if his friend was one of those people?  What  if  no  one  ever  tuned  into  his  show  again?  He  didn’t  have  another  source  of revenue anymore. He had all of his eggs in that cam whoring basket. 

Then he noticed something peculiar. The tips kept coming in until the moment his screen was shut. Could some people just not see that he was actually a man, or did they actually like it? Had he just discovered an untapped market? No, no—there must have been some sort of mistake. 

The  viewers  definitely  saw  the  cock.  There  were  many,  many  comments.  “She’s  a  trap!” 

“Look at the size of that dick!” “Oh my God, she’s coming! Look at that beautiful dick coming!” 

Many of the viewers really were into it. They liked the cock and the hands-free cumshot. There was a slew of private messages. “I’ll pay you to send me a picture of your dick,” said one man. 

“Your cock is so beautiful,” said another. Charlie’s mind was racing. He thought at first that he was being pranked—but how could dozens of men simultaneously prank him at the same time? 

Was there really a big market for convincing trannies? 

He  wasn’t  even  a  tranny.  He  didn’t  have  fake  tits  and  he  wasn’t  taking  hormones.  He  was just a guy putting on women’s clothing. But maybe that was enough for these nameless perverts. 

Maybe a guy in girl’s clothing was as good as the real thing, as long as he was convincing—and he  was  convincing.  Until  that  unfortunate  slip,  he’d  successfully  convinced  every  man  that logged into his stream. 

That  day,  he  made  another  grand.  Twenty  percent  of  that  sum  came  during  the  last  thirty seconds  of  his  stream,  while  his  cock  was  out  for  everyone  to  see.  So  maybe  it  was  time  for Charlie to embrace what he had and give the audience what they apparently wanted. 

So the next day, he planned his stream out carefully. He got into a little outfit (a black lace teddy that held everything in place perfectly) and he got his room set up with all the essentials: toys, lubricants, and a towel, because he was quickly getting tired of hauling his bed sheets down to the laundry room every day. 

But he started his stream as if he was a girl, keeping his cock hidden, just in case the previous

night was some sort of fluke. He did his usual routine: swaying and dancing, teasing the audience a little bit with his ass and feet. He gently sucked on a dildo while the number of viewers rose higher  and  higher.  His  heart  was  pounding  fast,  just  like  it  did  during  his  first  stream.  Maybe exposing  himself  wasn’t  a  good  idea.  Maybe  the  people  who  saw  the  night  before  had  already forgotten.  Well,  they  certainly  didn’t  forget,  but  maybe  they  didn’t  remember  what  Charlie looked like…

Then, Charlie saw the message pop up in the stream. “Show the cock! We want to see your cock!” 

Charlie  pretended  not  to  notice  the  message,  though  it  was  hard  to  ignore,  especially  once that commenter started to inform the other viewers about what happened the previous night. “Her skirt rode up and she was big and hard and she came everywhere. It was awesome.” 

“That  sounds  awesome,”  replied  another.  “But  I  don’t  believe  it.  There’s  no  way  she  has  a cock. Look at her.” 

“I’ll tip fifty bucks if you show your cock!” said one commenter. 

Charlie’s  heart  stuttered.  He  reached  down,  grabbed  the  bottom  of  his  lace  teddy,  and  he quickly flashed his cock. He smiled and blushed and put his cock away, and then went back to sucking  the  dildo.  The  comment  stream  erupted,  and  sure  enough,  the  man  tipped  fifty  bucks. 

“Now jerk it off! Cum in your own mouth!” 

Charlie smiled. He waved his finger in the air and then he went to his keyboard to type out a message. “Maybe in a private show,” he said. 

“How much?” someone asked quickly. 

“One hundred,” he said. 

“I’ll pay! Pick me!” said a commenter quickly. It took Charlie a moment to figure out how to pull the commenter into a private chat. And then he was surprised when the commenter quickly sent a hundred bucks to Charlie. “I want to see you come in your own mouth.” 

Charlie was frozen stiff for a moment. He only had one viewer now, but somehow that only made him more nervous. He reached down with a trembling hand and began to rub his cock as if it was a pussy. He had to break out of his rigidity in order to sway to the music. “Take the cock out,”  said  the  paying  customer.  So  Charlie  reached  into  his  teddy,  closed  his  eyes  and  took  a deep  breath,  and  then  pulled  his  pecker  out.  He  felt  ridiculous  and  humiliated.  He  was  now rubbing  his  cock  for  a  paying  male  customer  to  watch.  Maybe  he  shouldn’t  have  left  his  job. 

Maybe this level of embarrassment wasn’t worth the money. 

He curled his fingers around his shaft and began to stroke. His cock wasn’t getting hard, and he was stuck in that private chat room until he got off. So he closed his eyes and tried to picture sexy  things:  girls  in  lingerie  with  big  tits,  rubbing  each  other  with  lotion.  He  tried  to  picture Susie  in  her  bunny  costume,  on  her  hands  and  knees,  eating  out  her  cam  whore  friend.  He wondered if she did that kind of thing: lesbian scenes with other cam whores, just for the money. 

But the mental images weren’t doing it. He just wasn’t getting hard. He opened his eyes and saw that there was a new message from his customer. “Just put the cock in your ass. Maybe that will make you hard.” 

Charlie wasn’t just embarrassed because he was dressed like a woman and touching himself

for  a  stranger—now  he  was  embarrassed  because  he  couldn’t  get  hard.  He  took  the  dildo, squirted some lubricant on it, and then he pressed it into his ass. He squirmed and groaned as it slid in deep, stretching him wide as if he’d never been stretched before. He closed his eyes again, this time to look away from the shame that was his own image on his computer monitor. He let the cock sink in deep and then he started to plunge it in and out. 

“I  want  my  money  back  if  you  aren’t  going  to  come,”  said  the  paying  customer.  And Charlie’s  heart  stuttered.  But  the  customer  had  a  good  point.  He’d  paid  a  lot  of  money  and  he was just getting the same thing that Charlie always did. 

So he leaned forward and typed a message. “Send a picture of your cock,” he wrote. Though he wasn’t sure why he wrote it. It was only ten seconds later when a picture of a thick, throbbing erection appeared on his screen. And strangely, the image made a tingle grow in his cock. Was he gay? Did dressing up like a sissy suddenly turn him into a queer? 

He looked down and saw that his bulge was truly expanding. But he wasn’t attracted to the cock. The thought of a juicy pussy was still far more enticing than any cock. It was the idea of the man’s erection—knowing that he was sexy enough to make it happen. He closed his eyes and continued to plunge that cock in and out of his butt. He was getting hard now, more than hard enough that he could grab on and jerk himself off. He made sure he had lots of lubricant in the palm of his hand, so that the sound would be satisfying:  squish, squish, squish! 

He gripped his cock tight and beat hard, still with that dildo moving up and down inside of his asshole. It felt good—very good. He could feel that orgasm approaching. Now he just had to figure out how to come into his mouth. He knew he wasn’t flexible enough to lean forward and catch his goo with his mouth. He was going to have to ejaculate upside-down. So he rolled over and  got  up  onto  his  shoulder  blades.  It  was  uncomfortable,  but  now  his  cock  was  pointing directly down into his mouth. Gravity would do all the work for him. He closed his eyes and kept beating his cock, breathing heavily as he felt that euphoria growing stronger and stronger. 

“Shit,” he muttered. He opened his eyes and saw that his tip was dark red and his cock was bloating  thick.  “Oh  God.”  He  strained  and  felt  all  of  his  muscles  contract—and  then  his  cock began to blast and unload. He opened his mouth, but only a little bit made it through his lips. The rest coated his face with long white streaks. It didn’t taste great: like uncooked pancake batter. 

But  he  didn’t  mind.  It  was  definitely  worth  making  a  hundred  extra  bucks  on  top  of  all  the money he was already making. He sat up slowly, a little bit dazed, and saw that his customer had left him an additional fifty-dollar tip. 

“Thanks,”  he  said  in  his  best  female  voice.  And  it  didn’t  sound  so  bad,  though  he  knew  it needed work. He went back to his regular chat room, which still had hundreds of people waiting in it. Comments immediately started to pour in regarding the white mess all over his face. People loved  it.  “Is  that  really  her  cum?  Fuck,  she’s  so  hot!”  said  one  man.  “That’s  so  much  cum!  It can’t  be  real!”  said  another.  “It’s  real.  And  it  was  worth  every  dollar,”  said  Charlie’s  paying customer. 

And  then  Charlie  looked  down  and  realized  his  cock  was  still  hanging  out  the  side  of  his teddy. He reached down and slipped it back into the safety of his outfit, and then he smiled for the camera. Tips were rolling in fast. “Wipe it up and eat it!” said one man. So Charlie wiped the cum off of his cheek into his mouth. More tips came in. Charlie broke his previous record that morning, making nearly twenty-five hundred bucks in just a couple of hours. He was reluctant to stop his stream, but he knew that he needed to get himself and his set cleaned up, and he needed

to give his audience something to be excited for. He couldn’t just make himself available twenty-four-seven. 

He got himself cleaned up in the shower. He dragged all of Susie’s soiled outfits down to the laundry room, started a load, and then he made his way back up to his apartment to make some lunch.  While  his  lunch  was  cooking,  he  tuned  into  Susie’s  show,  which  had  just  begun.  Susie was with another female friend now. Her friend was completely naked, and her fans were voting on  what  Susie  would  do  to  the  woman.  It  only  took  five  minutes  for  the  group  to  decide  that Susie should  peg  the girl  with  a strap-on,  so  Susie  got a  strap-on  fastened around  her  hips  and then she went to town, making the girl moan and scream and squirt. It was a good show. Susie knew how to please her fans, and she knew how to make a whole lot of money. 

CHAPTER VII

After just two weeks, Charlie had enough money in his bank account to live for a year. He couldn’t believe the number he was staring at on his bank statement. Even if he had managed to get a job working as an art director, he wouldn’t have been making nearly this much—even after a decade of career building. 

And his show was quickly becoming popular. There would be dozens of men already in the chat room on his channel before he even clicked that ‘GO LIVE’ button. And once that button was pressed, it only took five minutes before hundreds of people swarmed over to his channel, ready  to  toss  tips  his  way.  He  even  found  to  be  fun,  teasing  his  audience,  and  then  doing whatever they wanted for the odd private show. It was always exciting to find out what depraved act someone was willing to pay for. It usually involved coming into his own mouth, though he got some more original requests from time to time as well. One fellow had him come on a dildo and then press it up his ass. It seemed weird at first, until that fake cock was in his ass—then it felt  strangely  nice.  Another  man  paid  Charlie  a  lot  of  money  to  come  right  on  the  lens  of  the webcam.  And  then  there  was  the  guy  who  wanted  Charlie  to  come  on  his  own  feet  and  then squish the cum between his toes. 

He  didn’t  mind  the  weird  requests.  He  didn’t  even  mind  the  especially  weird  requests,  as long as people were willing to pay. The hardest challenge he received was from a man willing to pay  three  hundred  bucks  if  Charlie  could  get  two  dildos  into  his  ass  at  the  same  time.  He managed  to  do  it,  though  his  ass  was  sore  for  the  rest  of  the  day.  In  the  time  it  took  him  to wriggle those fake cocks into his ass, he probably could have done three whole private shows, netting him more than three hundred bucks—but it was fun to do something different, and it was interesting to see how far he could go. 

Charlie got most of his inspiration from his Europe-bound roommate. He tuned into her show every  day  and  watched  with  surprise  as  she  raised  the  bar.  She  was  always  raising  the  bar, always  shocking  Charlie  and  the  rest  of  her  audience  with  exciting  new  surprises.  It  was  no surprise  that  she  was  one  of  the  top  webcam  performers  on  that  popular  website.  She  was  in Amsterdam when she got four other webcam girls to stand above her and squirt on her while she had a vibrator in her pussy, which was literally controlled by the audience. She had it set up so that the more they tipped, the harder it would vibrate. She made a lot of money during that show

—probably as much as Charlie was making in a week. But he wasn’t jealous. She deserved it for putting on such a fantastic show. 

It  was  a  Thursday  afternoon  when  Charlie  tuned  into  her  show—not  to  watch,  but  just  to make sure that she was still on her trip. Her stream went live at its usual time. She was doing a solo show in her fancy hotel room, with a view of the Eifel Tower out her window. She had a series of suction-cup dildos lined up on the floor and she was going to make sure they all entered her  body  at  some  point  during  her  broadcast.  Charlie  didn’t  stick  around  to  watch.  He  had  his own show to put on, and he wasn’t ready yet. 

Though his makeup was still done from his morning broadcast, and he hadn’t taken off his wig. Most days he just left everything on. It was easier that way, and he kind of liked the way he

felt in the female garb. He liked catching the odd glimpse of himself in the mirror when he was cooking  his  lunch,  and  he  liked  seeing  the  reflection  of  a  sexy  woman  whenever  his  TV  went black for a second or two between commercials. So for his afternoon show, he didn’t need much to get ready: just a few makeup touch-ups and a new outfit. 

He had a few of his own outfits now, which he’d purchased online shortly after starting this crazy  endeavour.  He  had  a  few  more  on  the  way.  But  Susie  still  had  way  more—an  almost infinite  selection  of  lingerie  that  she  must  have  accumulated  over  many  years.  Charlie  liked going  through  her  racks  of  sexy  outfits.  It  was  fun,  discovering  new  things  he  never  noticed before. And it was always fun trying the outfits on. He would still find himself in states of shock whenever he looked at himself in the mirror, in a new outfit, still surprised by how feminine he was  able  to  look,  and  how  perfect  his  curves  were.  He  was  really  starting  to  think  that  he  was born to play a woman on camera—even though that seemed so pathetic. 

Over the past few days, he had even started to think of a career plan. He knew he wouldn’t be able to do this forever. He knew he would look too old for the part in just ten years—maybe a little bit longer if he took good care of his body. But he knew that ten years was lots of time. He could accumulate quite a bit of cash in ten years—maybe even enough to retire early. Or maybe he could invest it carefully. 

That afternoon, he decided he would do a sort of nod to Susie—to MissyBunny69. He found one  of  her  classic  bunny  outfits  in  her  closet,  complete  with  ears  and  a  white  cotton  tail.  He found  a  high-resolution  picture  of  her  on  the  Internet  and  he  used  it  as  a  reference  for  his makeup. Then he decided to move his computer and webcam over to Susie’s room. His plan was to  tell  his  fans  that  he’d  just  spent  the  day  making  a  replica  of  her  room,  and  that  it  wasn’t actually the real MissyBunny69 bedroom. He dragged a few lights over and moved a few things around, just so that it would look slightly different in case some fan got the idea to run over to Susie’s stream to rat Charlie out. 

He looked at himself in the mirror, smiled, and took a deep breath. It was time to press that

‘GO LIVE’ button. He reached out for it and then he clicked. He took a few steps back and then hopped  up  onto  Susie’s  bed.  He  already  had  twenty  viewers.  He  smiled  and  waved  at  them before  beginning  to  sway  to  the  music.  And  then  he  heard  a  thump.  He  froze.  That  thump sounded  like  a  door  closing,  but  it  was  too  loud  to  be  some  other  door  across  the  apartment hallway. It sounded like it was his front door, but the only other person who had a key was Susie

—and his building manager. 

Charlie looked at his screen and saw that there were fifty people now watching, waiting for him  to  break  free  from  his  state  of  frozen  terror.  Was  it  really  his  building  manager,  letting himself  into  Charlie’s  apartment?  He  couldn’t  do  that!  He  needed  to  give  at  least  two  weeks’

notice!  Charlie  sprang  to  his  feet.  And  then  he  heard  footsteps  approaching  the  bedroom  door. 

And he heard something else: a pattering, like wheels on his hardwood floor, as if his building manager was dragging a suitcase. But why would his building manager be dragging a suitcase. 

Charlie watched as the brass door handle suddenly jiggled and he heard that spring tightening as that handle was turned. He was about to be caught wearing women’s clothing and makeup—

but who was about to catch him? 

CHAPTER VIII

The door opened and Charlie stumbled back. His lips parted but he couldn’t muster up any words. His skin was suddenly cold and all of his joints and muscles were frozen and locked. He was staring at Susie, who was supposed to be in Paris, doing a show for her thousands of fans. 

He’d just seen her on his computer screen, not even thirty minutes ago. How could she be in two places at once? 

Susie  was  frozen  for  only  a  moment  before  shouting,  “Who  the  fuck  are  you  and  what  are you doing in my bedroom?” She quickly pulled out her phone. “I’m calling the police.” 

“Don’t!” Charlie managed to say, having to strain to push that single word past the lump in his throat. It didn’t help that the word came out in the female voice that he’d been practising for weeks now. 

Charlie also managed to take a step closer to Susie. She threw her hand up and said, “Stop! 

Don’t come any closer, you psychopath!” 

Charlie  tried  to  swallow  that  lump  in  his  throat,  but  it  refused  to  go  down.  So  he  bit  down hard  on  his  tongue  and  said,  “It’s  me.  It’s  Charlie.”  But  the  words  still  came  out  in  his  female voice.  They  were  enough  to  make  Susie  pause.  She  still  had  her  phone  in  her  hand,  and  that phone was still dialling the police. 

“911, what’s your emergency?” said the quiet voice inside of her phone. 

She  hesitated,  and  then  she  brought  the  phone  to  her  ear.  “Sorry,  there  was  a  mistake.  My roommate came home early from work and I thought he was a burglar.” She hung up the phone and continued to stare at Charlie. Her gaze burrowed into his bones, tingling his nerves, making him feel weak and pathetic. He was humiliated, standing half-naked in her lingerie and makeup and wig. He felt even more humiliated when he remembered his webcam was still broadcasting this embarrassing incident to all of the fans he’d accumulated over the past couple of weeks. 

“What are you doing here?” she said, looking around. 

Charlie’s legs trembled. He closed his eyes and wished the nightmare would end. He wished he would wake up in his bed and his life would be back to normal, with his crappy job and the roommate  he  hardly  knew  existed.  Why  couldn’t  he  have  that  life  back?  So  what  if  he  hardly made any money? So what if the bills were stacking up? At least he was sane. At least with his old life, he never found himself standing in front of his roommate while wearing her lingerie. “I

—I can explain,” he said. His throat was dry and scratchy. 

“You started your own show?” she said. 

“I—um—yes, sort of. I mean, yes.” He didn’t know what to say. He really couldn’t explain. 

He couldn’t even remember how all of this nonsense started in the first place. 

“Why?” she said. 

Charlie  shrugged  his  shoulders.  “I  did  the  math,”  he  said.  And  it  was  the  only  answer  he could come up with. 

The room became silent, probably just for five seconds, but it felt like a gruelling hour. “And why are you in my room?” she said. 

“It was supposed to be an homage. I thought you were in Paris. Your stream—you were in Paris just a few minutes ago.” 

“I recorded that yesterday so I wouldn’t miss a show while I was travelling.” Charlie’s gut turned. He had no idea that was even possible. That gruelling silence returned. She stared at him, up and down, looking like she was trying not to laugh. His computer dinged as someone left him a  tip—probably  a  joke  tip,  just  to  make  the  situation  more  awkward.  And  until  that  moment, Charlie had forgotten that he was live. “Are you live right now?” she asked. 

He nodded his head slowly. 

“Well  go  ahead.  Don’t  let  me  ruin  your  show,”  she  said.  She  put  her  suitcase  down  by  the door and then she leaned against the doorway with a big smirk on her face. “Go on. Just think of me  as  one  of  your  regular  viewers.”  She  leaned  over  and  peeked  at  his  screen.  “Almost  two hundred—not bad,” she said. “Just think of me as one of them.” 

But  it  wasn’t  so  easy—and  not  just  because  she  was  his  roommate,  and  she  knew  him personally. It was awkward because she was in the room. He could see all of her reactions. He could see her smirk and he knew she was judging him. At least he could imagine that all of his other viewers were doing nothing but drooling at the sight of him, wishing they could ravage his body—with no judgement whatsoever. 

Charlie slowly got himself back up on the bed. The music was still playing, so he started to sway. His body was stiff. He probably looked ridiculous. He felt like he was being punished—

Susie’s punishment was utter humiliation, even though he was just doing exactly what he would have been doing had she not shown up. 

He  wasn’t  able  to  get  into  the  zone.  Even  when  he  turned  around  to  shake  his  butt  for  the camera,  he  could  feel  Susie’s  tongue-biting  gaze  looking  his  way.  He  could  even  hear  the occasionally little release of air from her nostrils, as if she was subtly scoffing at him, mocking his routine, which was just a bastardized version of her own routine. He could feel that his face was turning dark red. He just wanted the torture to end. He wanted the nightmare to be over with. 

“Loosen up a bit. Are you normally this tense, or is it because of me?” Susie asked. 

“You’re not helping,” Charlie said as butterflies fluttered in his gut. 

“Now you’re making me feel guilty,” she said. 

Charlie  turned  and  looked  at  her.  “Let  me  just  get  your  room  cleaned  up,  so  we  can  start forgetting this ever happened.” 

He stood up, and then she said, “No—I want you to finish your show. You’ve come this far

—just go on. Look, you’ve even made a few tips. I bet if you ask your audience nicely, you can get a private show.” She was still smirking, as if she was trying not to laugh. And she probably was  trying  not  to  laugh.  Since  she  came  in,  Charlie  had  only  made  about  fifteen  bucks  in  tips. 

She  was  used  to  making  hundreds  of  dollars  in  minutes,  with  tons  of  private  show  requests sprinkled in. 

“I really think I’m done,” said Charlie. 

“Nonsense.  Stay  up  on  my  bed.”  She  peeked  over  at  the  screen.  “Look—you  do  have  a

private show request! How much do you charge for a private show?” 

“Usually  just  fifty  dollars,”  he  said,  feeling  more  awkward  than  ever.  At  least  in  a  private show, only one person would be watching his humiliation—unless you count Susie. 

Susie didn’t wait for Charlie’s reply. She went ahead and accepted the stranger’s request for a private show. She got Charlie into a private chat room and then she took Charlie’s keyboard and typed, “What kind of show are you looking for, sweetie?” 

It  was  only  five  seconds  later  when  the  man  replied.  “I  want  to  watch  her  stroke  her  shaft until she comes on herself.” 

Susie turned and looked at Charlie with a big grin. “So they know you’re a boy?” she said. 

Charlie nodded his head slowly, feeling more tiny and pathetic than ever. 

“Well? Go ahead. Give the man what he wants,” she said, stepping back from the computer. 

And  then  another  message  popped  up.  “Wait!  Is  that  the  real  MissyBunny69?”  said  the customer. 

Susie smiled and went back in front of the camera. “It’s me!” she said, waiving at Charlie’s webcam. 

“I’m a big fan,” the customer wrote. “I watch your show every day. Well—I watch it most days. Sometimes I watch this show. I didn’t know you two were friends. Do you do lots of shows together?” 

Susie  looked  back  at  Charlie.  “Do  we  do  lots  of  shows  together?”  she  said,  repeating  the question as if Charlie couldn’t see it on the screen. “No, this is our first.” 

Then the customer typed out a new message. “Can I change my request? Can you suck her off until she comes in your mouth? And then I want to see you swallowing it on camera.” And then Susie looked back at Charlie again. She had a big smile on her face, as if she was still trying her hardest not to laugh. “Well? Can I suck you off?” 

Charlie wasn’t sure how he wasn’t passing out. The nausea was intense in his gut. His head was spinning and it wouldn’t stop. “Can you  what? ” he managed to say, even though he’d heard the question perfectly fine. 

He was frozen as she carefully climbed up onto the bed with him. She looked into his eyes and then she looked down at the thin piece of stretchy fabric covering his cock. She smelled nice, and Charlie could feel the warmth radiating off of her body. He had the urge to put his hands on her sides, but he fought that urge away. She was still his roommate, and she was still the girl who walked in on him while he was entertaining an audience in drag. 

CHAPTER IX

She put her hands on his sides, and then she leaned forward and kissed him on the lips. Her lips were soft and the temptation to kiss back was strong—but he fought that temptation away. 

He didn’t know what he was supposed to be doing. He didn’t even know what she was doing. He couldn’t wrap his head around why she wasn’t screaming at him, throwing him out of her room, and calling the police for rummaging through her things and putting on her clothes. Surely that’s a crime, right? 

She sunk down slowly, kissing his neck and then his chest, and then his sternum, and then his abdomen. He looked down as hotness burned in his cheeks. She was working her way down to his cock. But why? Did she like him or was it just for the performance? Surely she didn’t like him.  Surely  if  she  liked  him,  she  would  have  said  something  in  the  long  time  they’d  lived together. 

“A—Are  you  sure  about  this?”  he  asked.  She  looked  up  with  her  big,  shining  eyes.  She smiled and then she looked back down at her target: that bulge between his legs. It didn’t take much effort for her to slip his cock out from the tiny garment. She wrapped her fingers around it and then she began to massage. It felt good, but that just made Charlie more overwhelmed and confused. Was he allowed to like it? If he allowed himself to like it, would it be weird sharing an apartment with her afterwards? 

She ducked down lower. A moment later, he felt the warm, wet embrace of her mouth as she took his cock inside. He felt her tongue wrap around his girth and then he felt her lips press down against  his  shaft.  It  was  the  perfect  amount  of  pressure:  not  too  hard,  not  too  soft.  She  started bobbing her head, and then Charlie realized he was rock-hard. She knew how to suck a dick. 

His eyes drifted up to his computer screen, and he saw a weird sight that he still wasn’t used to: an image of himself, dressed up as a slutty girl. The sight was made even weirder with Susie down on her hands and knees, sucking his erect cock. She was far prettier than any girl he’d ever been with before. 

He reached down and slipped his fingers into her hair. Her hair was soft. She seemed to react to  his  touch,  bobbing  her  head  down  further,  sucking  just  a  little  bit  harder.  It  felt  good—too good. He was worried he was going to come at any moment. Usually that was what he wanted: get the private shows over with quickly. But now, he didn’t want Susie to think that he was some lousy premature ejaculator. He wanted her to think he was more manly than that, even though he was dolled up in her makeup, wig, and lingerie. 

The computer dinged. Susie didn’t stop sucking, but Charlie could see the new message from the customer. “How much do I have to pay to have MissyBunny69 put on a strap-on so she can fuck you in the ass?” 

Charlie’s heart skipped a beat. He’d played with dildos over the past week—even getting two in  his  ass  at  once—but  the  thought  of  being  pegged  by  his  roommate  was  terrifying.  He  was already humiliated. He wasn’t sure how much more humiliation he could handle. 

“What is it?” Susie asked, looking up. She had his throbbing tip on her chin. 

He wasn’t able to reply, so she went ahead and looked back at the computer screen. Then she looked  at  Charlie  with  a  big  smile.  He  felt  the  colour  drain  from  his  face  as  she  stood  up  and pranced over to her nightstand. She threw open the drawer and pulled out a big purple strap-on. 

She  wiggled  it  in  the  air.  “This  will  be  fun,”  she  said,  and  then  she  started  getting  it  fastened around her waist. “Go ahead. Get on your hands and knees—face towards the camera.” 

Charlie turned and looked at the camera. He could see himself on his computer screen in the corner  of  his  vision.  He  was  slow  to  get  on  his  hands  and  knees.  At  least  there  was  only  one person  watching—two  if  you  include  Susie.  Though  it  was  Susie’s  judgement  that  he  was terrified of. He would have taken ten thousand strangers on the Internet over Susie if he’d had the choice. But now he had no choice. She was in control, though he wasn’t sure why. There was no  reason  he  couldn’t  just  say  ‘no’  and  walk  out  from  that  room.  Sure,  he  was  wearing  her clothes  and  her  makeup  and  her  wig,  but  it  was  all  stuff  that  was  left  in  the  apartment  that  he owned, was it not? That room technically belonged to him, didn’t it? 

Still, he found himself on his hands and knees, with Susie creeping up behind him. He felt her pull his bottoms aside, and then he felt that dull plastic tip press up between his cheeks. He still had his erection and it was still throbbing harder than ever. 

Susie giggled. “Looks like you’ve done this before,” she said as she spread his cheeks wide. 

He felt his face turn a dark shade of red. His heart stuttered. Just that morning, he did a private show for a man who wanted to see how wide his asshole could gape. He simply hadn’t had the time to recover. 

“I did a show earlier,” he said, his voice awkwardly cracking. 

She slapped him on the ass. “I’m just screwing with you,” she said. And then she started to push her cock forward, pushing it into his asshole. It went in with relative ease. Susie pushed it in completely, and then she took a deep breath in. Charlie could hear a buzzing sound. Was her harness  vibrating?  He  looked  back  and  saw  that  her  head  was  tilted  back  slightly  and  her  eyes were  closed.  She  gently  bit  her  bottom  lip  and  then  she  opened  her  eyes.  She  looked  into Charlie’s eyes with a smile. Charlie returned the smile, feeling a strange calmness in the room, even though there was a big cock currently in his asshole. 

Then  she  started  to  thrust.  He  could  feel  all  of  the  fake  veins  and  ridges  of  the  fake  cock sliding back and forth. It felt nice in a weird way. But he didn’t want to give in. He didn’t want Susie  to  know  just  how  much  of  a  sissy  he  was—even  though  he  was  starting  to  think  that  he was a complete sissy who belonged in skimpy costumes, jerking himself off on camera. 

“Do you like that?” she asked. And then the hum of the vibrator loudened and she let a moan slip out from her lips. Her pelvis was pounding against Charlie’s ass. 

“Yeah,”  he  said,  straining  to  hold  back  his  own  moaning.  He  didn’t  want  her  to  hear  him moaning—it would be too embarrassing. He bit down hard on his tongue. And then she started to pound  his  ass  harder.  Her  pelvis  slapped  loudly  against  his  soft  tush.  That  fake  cock  was  now pressing directly against his prostate, making his legs tremble—and making it very hard not to scream out in ecstasy. 

He  scrunched  two  handfuls  of  bed  sheets.  He  held  them  tight,  until  his  knuckles  started  to turn white. And then he just couldn’t hold back any longer. He had to give in. He had to enjoy the moment, because it was one of the most pleasurable moments of his life. He screamed out, and then he started to moan. He even felt a drop of drool running down his cheek. 

Susie dug her nails into his skin. She gripped hard and came down harder. She was trying to control her breathing, but the euphoria was making it difficult. “Oh God, I’m coming,” she said. 

Charlie  thought  she  was  just  playing  it  up  for  the  camera,  and  then  he  felt  the  warm  wetness dribbling down his backside. He looked back and saw that she was squirting through her strap-on harness, making her legs and bed wet, as well as his bum and lower half. “Oh fuck,” she groaned as her whole body began to tremble and shake. 

“I think I’m going to come,” Charlie said. He was straining to hold the pleasure back. But he knew he couldn’t hold on forever. 

“Im my mouth—remember?” she said. That cock was suddenly pulled out from his ass. Susie rolled  over  and  opened  her  mouth  wide.  Charlie  had  to  hurry,  holding  back  his  orgasm  by clenching his fist around his cock. He planted his knees down on either side of his roommate and then  he  pointed  his  tip  down,  just  as  he  began  to  unload.  Many  blasts  went  straight  into  her perfect mouth, and many others splashed against her face, making a big, warm mess. She smiled the whole time, as if she liked it—and maybe she did like it. 

Charlie was a bit embarrassed by how much cum he managed to expel on her face—almost enough to fill half a pint glass by the looks of it. Then he looked up and remembered that he was still on camera. He quickly tucked his cock away and sprung up to his feet. He waved goodbye to his  private  show,  and  then  he  waved  goodbye  to  the  hundreds  of  fans  waiting  for  the  private show  to  end.  “I’ll  be  back  on  tomorrow,”  he  said  before  cutting  the  feed.  It  wasn’t  his  most profitable show, but he still made twice as much as he would have made had he spent eight hours at his previous job. 

He turned to Susie, who was now wiping the cum off of her face. “I’m really so sorry,” he said. 

“Sorry for what?” she said. 

“For  coming  into  your  room  and  using  your  stuff.  I  have  my  own  stuff—and  more  on  the way,”  he  said.  “I  even  have  my  own  set  up  in  my  room.  I  just  though  I  would  do  a  sort  of homage. I know I shouldn’t have invaded your privacy, and I know that it—” 

She  started  laughing,  cutting  him  off.  “It’s  fine,  Charlie.  You  look  good.  And  I’m  really flattered. You got my look spot on.” 

Charlie felt himself blushing. “You really aren’t mad?” 

“Not at all,” she said. “But I do have a favour to ask of you.” 

“Of course. Anything. What is it?” 

“Tomorrow  at  9:00  AM,  I’m  going  to  fuck  you  on  my  live  stream.  I  usually  get  about fourteen thousand live viewers, and then it will probably get a few hundred thousand views later as well. You don’t mind, do you?” 

Charlie’s heart fluttered with a strange sense of excitement. She didn’t seem to think that his newfound career path was weird. And how could she think it was weird? She knew how much money could be made. She knew how miserable Charlie was at his previous job, always asking her for rent early so that he could pay off the mortgage. 

“We go live at exactly 9:00 AM, so be ready,” she said before slipping into the bathroom to take a shower. Then she poked her head out. “Oh, and now that you’re one of us, maybe we can

look into getting a bigger apartment—something with a nice view and lots of space for different sets.  Think  about  it.”  She  slipped  back  into  the  bathroom,  leaving  Charlie  with  an  excitement tingling in his heart. This was the start of something big. 
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