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PART 1: WHAT ARE YOU SO AFRAID OF?

CHAPTER 1

It all started the day my wife Angie had a nasty accident.

She was out doing one of her deliveries and when she hopped out of her van, she twisted her foot and fell hard onto the tarmac. The injury was bad enough that she was rushed into surgery and came home with a boot on her foot.

We couldn’t remember the last time she’d stayed indoors all day. She was usually out sweating under the sun working long hours for her delivery business. With the injury she was out of work for the foreseeable future, and the cherry on top was that I’d been unemployed for a while as well.

Technically I was half-househusband and half in-between jobs. Angie typically made enough money for the both of us—she’s always been the go-getter and very driven—and she’d never failed the small businesses she helped grow from little seedlings by delivering for them. Now that she couldn’t work our finances had taken a huge dip, with the stress landing squarely on my shoulders.

It took only a month after Angie’s accident for our bills to start piling up. Angie was frustrated.

“I don’t understand it,” she snapped at me one afternoon. “What’s taking them so long? You haven’t had a callback in two weeks.”

I set down her mug—half coffee, half milk, two sugars—and winced.

“I have no idea,” I mumbled. I didn’t have the heart to tell her I’d had three new job rejections since the last time I’d shared an update with her.

She let the magazine she’d been reading flop over her leg. Her leg was set up on our coffee table. “I hate this. I hate not working. You know we’re not going to survive much longer if you can’t find some new work, right?”

I sighed. “Yeah.” I hated that I wasn’t contributing financially and I hated even more that we were at our wit’s end trying to figure out a solution. I hated I couldn’t be more of a man and support my wife when she needed me. With our rent and car payments looming over us, our bank account was about to go negative.

Why did the current economy have to suck so much?

That evening, I perched on the edge of the sofa across from a very agitated Angie and loaded up on some fresh coffee. I spent three hours applying for jobs and looking for freelance gigs. Afterwards I refreshed my inbox. No new emails.

Fuck. I stared up at Angie who still had her poor foot elevated on a pillow, a grimace on her face. I wondered if the swelling had gone down any today. If not, I’d need to head down to the drug store tonight and get her some more Tylenol. She really looked like she needed it.

I opened a new tab and browsed some job sites again. It was still the same old listings; no new positions, no new interviews, not even a cold-call or email to schedule something. My chest squeezed and my body tensed.

There had to be a better way…

It was only a few minutes later that I stumbled across a weird website. It was a forum dedicated to ‘cam girls’. Intrigued, I browsed through some of the posts. My eyebrows went up higher and higher the more I read. These were girls that sat in their bedrooms and conducted live webcam shows for money—a heck of a lot of money, apparently. One girl boasted that she made upwards of $500 an hour simply by lounging around and masturbating for pervy men. Another girl had had her entire apartment—a two-bedroom penthouse suite—bought for her by a seventy-year-old sugar daddy who she regularly ‘serviced’ in private shows.

What the fuck?

The fact that these chicks could make so much money just getting off in front of a camera hit me like a punch to the gut. I’d always thought girls had it easy, especially pretty girls. Pretty girls like Angie. I snuck a glance at my wife again. She was pretty hot. Guys definitely stared at her when we went out. Men and women. She had a sexy dark bob with bangs, creamy olive skin, a beautifully toned and firm body, plus a pair of boobs any man could drool over. I’d always wondered why she’d been so determined to do soul-sucking blue-collar work when her looks could’ve gotten her anywhere she wanted career-wise…

I clicked on post after post on that forum, reading all the stories and experiences of these girls. It almost seemed like a fantasy. With my head spinning, I quietly went to the bathroom, where I shut the door and pulled up a random cam site on my phone. The home page was full of pictures and profile snippets of young women, most of them nude or very nearly nude, posing with pouts and smoldering stares. The photos were all professional shots. They clearly paid a lot of money to have those pictures taken. At the top of the website a flashing tab screamed ‘Live Now’ in huge red letters. My finger hovered over the button.

I took a deep breath and clicked.

Dozens of thumbnails filled the screen—most were girls, but there were a few couples and even a man. As I kept scrolling, the girls just seemed to be getting prettier and more explicit. Wow. I wasn’t sure how I’d feel about Angie doing something like this, with hundreds of men ogling her, but...I could appreciate that there were a lot of perks that came along with it. Not the least of which was a big fat paycheck.

Maybe it could actually be kind of hot.

Angie had been doing great with the delivery business she built from the ground up, now that she was three years into it, but surely she was burnt out by now, especially when she’d lost a ton of contracts because of her accident. And the best part was an injured foot wasn’t really going to get in the way of her ‘performing’ for an audience—for the most part, anyway.

Maybe this was really what we needed.

A way out.

I just had no idea whether she’d agree to do it…

***

By the following week, I’d actually forgotten all about cam sites and the lure of it all. I was busy after all—taking care of Angie’s every need while taking care of the housework too. Angie was growing increasingly restless with each passing day, and I could feel her frustration simmering in the air. She was slowly getting better, but there was simply no way she could work until that boot was off.

Then, soon afterwards, the landlord paid us a little visit.

It was all very embarrassing. He said that he was sorry, but he was going to have no choice but to evict us if we couldn’t pay our rent. He gave me a week.

We didn’t have the money. I hadn’t even considered the possibility that we’d actually have to move out of the little apartment Angie had cherished for so long.

If I didn’t pull things together, wouldn’t I have failed as her man?

The thought actually made me sick.

That was when—very suddenly—I remembered the cam girl forum I’d stumbled upon the other day. I tried my best to put the idea out of my mind while I gathered a pile of old stuff we could sell off. But the thought just wouldn’t leave me alone.

It wouldn’t hurt to just ask her. Right?

That night, as I was doing a last minute laundry load and Angie hobbled up to see what I was doing, I gathered up my courage and finally spoke.

“Honey…” I swallowed hard. “I might have found a way to bring in some extra cash while you’re off your feet.”

Angie’s eyes widened. I could see the hope in those brown eyes. “Okay. I’m listening.”

My mouth was suddenly dry as dirt. “Well, there are these sites...you know, where people do live shows. It’s decent money if you can build an audience.”

I waited for her to read between the lines.

The air seemed to go still.

Angie moved past me and plucked her lotion from one of the side shelves. She uncapped the lid, squirted some in her hands and then rubbed them together. The scent of peaches and vanilla drifted up into the air. She smoothed the cream up her arm and frowned. “Live shows? You mean like a porn site?”

Blushing, I nodded. “Kind of.”

Her expression darkened instantly. “You’re telling me—your injured wife—to strip for strangers online?”

“Well, when you put it like that...” My face felt like it was burning.

“Forget it. It’s not happening.”

My heart sank. I turned away and punched in one of the dryer settings.

“Wait.”

I pressed start, but didn’t look up.

“Look at me,” Angie said in a low hiss. “Did you really think I’d be willing to do something like that? Put away my integrity for what? Some fast cash? I can’t believe you even suggested it.”

I could feel it happening. Another fight. We’d been having plenty of those lately. I swallowed down the urge to groan.

“Well, what do you think we should do?” I asked. “This time next week we could be out on the streets. Even if we sell all our old stuff, we’d still be short almost 500 bucks in rent. I can’t just materialize a job out of thin air. I’m not a magician.”

Angie scowled. “Don’t be ridiculous. We wouldn’t be homeless. We’d stay with my mother.”

Fuck. Staying with my mother-in-law was definitely the worst case scenario. I shuddered at the thought of living possibly months with the withered old battle-axe in that stinky sofa-bed of hers.

“But...that’s not what you want,” I said gently. “You love this place. I know you do too. I guess what I’m trying to say is we need to be a little creative now that we’re strapped for cash.”

Angie pursed her lips.

“Hey, Ray?” Her hand was suddenly on my wrist. “Will you look at me?”

I did. Angie’s expression was soft, her lips a gentle bow. It was a look I hadn’t seen in a long time, but for some reason it unnerved me. She was looking at me in a very strange way.

“You know what?” she said slowly. “I think I have a better idea.”

A chill went down my spine. I didn’t like the sound of that.

“What?” I asked.

“Why don’t you be the cam girl instead?”


CHAPTER 2

It took me a good minute to comprehend what Angie had just said to me. And when it finally clicked in my brain, I let out a loud nervous laugh.

“Me? You’re joking, right?”

Angie shook her head. Her hand tightened around my wrist, and the scent of peaches hit my nostrils once more. I waited for her to tell me it was sarcasm or that she was playing with me, but she just keep gazing at my face with that oddly soft smile.

“Honey, I’m not joking. I’ve always thought you had that ‘pretty boy’ look in you…”

The nervous laughter died in my throat. Pretty boy look? That was the first time Angie had ever said something like that to me, and it made the pit of my stomach clench tightly.

“You’re serious,” I said flatly.

“Of course I’m serious. Think about it, Ray. You’ve got a cute face, and it wouldn’t be too hard for me to fix up those brows, put some makeup on you and some heels and a sexy little dress and make you look a lot like a girl.”

I licked my lips. “I don’t know, Angie.”

“And no one would even know. You’d be safe behind a screen. You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do.”

“But...but...” A cold sweat was breaking out on the back of my neck. “I’m a guy. I, um, have a dick.”

Angie’s voice tightened. “And I’m a girl. When’s that ever stopped me? I do fucking deliveries for a living and I love it. You just have to sit there looking pretty and I’m sure we’ll figure out how to make it work. Come on. It’s time for you to pull your weight here. What are you so afraid of?”

What was I afraid of? It seemed like a stupid question. But was this even possible? Could I really pass as a girl? Could I even earn any money without revealing the fact I was a man?

There were too many stumbling blocks.

“I’m not so sure,” I said. “What about the clothes and everything?”

Angie smiled. “Just leave that to me, baby. You won’t have to worry about a thing.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but she cut me off before I could get the words out.

“Come on,” she purred, giving me that stupidly seductive look again.

“I’ll think about it,” I said. “I’m kinda drained. Do you want to head to bed?”

***

The idea was ridiculous.

Ridiculous.

That night, I had one arm draped around a sleeping Angie, the other holding up my phone camera in the dim bedroom light. My screen showed a thirty-year-old guy with dark hair, thick eyebrows, and stubble that made his chin rough and scratchy. It didn’t seem like a face that would bring in the money. It didn’t seem like a face that could look like a girl at all. Pretty boy, Angie had said. Ha. Yeah fucking right.

I ran my thumb across my jawline, my heart beating fast. Then I pressed the record button on my phone and—feeling like a complete idiot—bit my lip and tried to smile in a flirty, sensual way, the way I’d seen those cam girls pose for their photos.

I ended the recording and watched the video. What I saw made me cringe.

“Give me a fucking break,” I muttered.

Angie was just doing this to drive home a point, I realized. I wasn’t being the man of the house and this was her way of punishing me for being so spineless. Well, I was going to show her. We didn’t need to do anything ridiculous like sell ourselves online to get out of the hole we were in.

I deleted the video and turned off my phone. I snuggled up next to Angie, gave her a little kiss on the back and drifted off to sleep.

The next morning, I hurried to my desk in the living room. I turned on my laptop and went straight to my inbox. It was empty. I groaned, then shot off a few applications, sent off a few LinkedIn requests and refreshed my inbox for the second time.

Nothing.

“Ray?”

Angie’s voice made me jump in my seat. I spun around. She was standing in the kitchen. Her temporary crutches were propped up against the counter and she was leaning against the wall for support.

“Are you applying for jobs again?” she asked.

I nodded glumly. “Yeah. But nothing’s biting.”

“Nothing’s biting,” Angie repeated, her face clouding over.

“I know,” I mumbled. “I’m doing what I can...”

She was already shuffling towards me, her lips pulled tight in that thin, angry line. “What you’re doing isn’t enough. Ray, we need money. Real money.”

“I told you, I’m working on it.”

“So did you think about it?” Angie pressed.

“About what?”

She huffed out a frustrated breath. “About what we talked about last night.”

“I...” I wasn’t sure what to say. I’d been hoping she’d forgotten all about the conversation we’d had earlier. “I did. And I...well, to tell you the truth, I think it’s crazy. I can’t be a cam girl.”

“Why not?” Her tone was gratingly harsh—harsh enough to make the hairs on the back of my arms prick up.

“Because I’m a guy!”

“So?”

“Because people wouldn’t pay to see a guy!”

“Not that again. I told you—I’d make you up and not a single soul will know. It’ll be our little secret.”

Angie took another pained step and sat down beside me on the couch. She placed a hand on my thigh. I shivered, but didn’t move away.

“Ray...it’s either that or we’ll be forced to move in with my mother. Is that what you want?”

“No, but—”

Angie held a finger up to my lips and shushed me.

“Then stop arguing and pull up the website you were telling me about.”


CHAPTER 3

There was no way around it now.

Not with Angie’s glare pinning me down like a vulture.

My hand shaking, I navigated to the cam site I’d visited days before. With my finger hovering over the Live Now button, I paused and took a deep breath before hitting it with a tap on the screen.

Instantly the screen filled up with thumbnails of girls in all sorts of explicit positions. Seeing those pictures in front of Angie made me squirm uncomfortably. I wasn’t the sort of guy who watched porn in front of his wife, and now I was so far in over my head it wasn’t even funny.

Wait—why was I even entertaining this?

I was just about to close the browser when Angie grabbed my hand and shook her head.

“We’ll look at the ones that are actually wearing something,” she said. She seemed totally at ease, which just made me jumpier. “Is there any outfit on there you like?”

“Like?” I repeated dumbly.

“Like,” Angie insisted. “I’m just trying to make this easier, honey. This is for you, not me.”

“But—”

“Shh. And be open-minded. You might never know which ones you end up really loving until you try them out.”

Try them out?!

My heart had already started hammering. There was no way this was going to work. There was no way I could be a convincing chick, let alone be a cam girl and Angie was crazy if she thought otherwise.

Angie leaned over the screen and pointed at the moving thumbnail of a cute young brunette on her knees. She was dressed in a sexy schoolgirl outfit, complete with a mini-skirt and pigtails. “I think that one’s cute. What do you think?”

“I...I don’t know.” I swallowed hard. I mean, she was hot, but the thought of actually being her was a whole different story. “I think she’s pretty, yeah. But I’m not really sure.”

Angie frowned. “Okay, that’s fine. Keep scrolling. There’s bound to be something you like.”

I kept scrolling. The whole thing still felt like a waste of time to me. Most of the girls apart from the one wearing the schoolgirl outfit were wearing extremely titillating lingerie. Even with my nerves on overdrive, it was hard not to get aroused scanning through all the sexy feminine finery on display. I found myself breathing a little faster, my pants getting a tad tighter in the crotch. I prayed Angie wouldn’t notice.

After several awkward moments, I came across a girl in a short black dress and a pair of red heels. She was sitting with one smooth, tanned leg over another. I blinked. She was very pretty—model pretty—and there was something about the way she was sitting and the look on her face that slightly appealed to me. She seemed different, somehow. Not too much of a try-hard. Elegant. Maybe even classy.

“She’s got a nice edge to her, hasn’t she?” Angie said softly beside me.

“Hmph.” I quickly tried to scroll down, but Angie’s hand slammed down on my arm and stopped me.

“Stop trying to avoid my questions, Ray. Do you like the way she looks or not? Tell me. Do you see yourself wearing something like that?”

“I...” I stared at the girl in the dress.

Why the hell was my wife being so pushy?

The more I kept looking at the girl, the more I was starting to think I just couldn’t do it. She was just so...alluring.

“I don’t know,” I finally mumbled.

Angie scoffed. “Oh, come on, Ray. You either do or you don’t.” Huffing again, she grabbed her crutches and hoisted herself off the sofa. “Alright. Have it your way. I’m going to call Mom and tell her to have the sofa-bed ready for us.”

“Wait.”

Angie plopped back down beside me, an expectant smile on her face. I scrunched up my nose and thought about it hard. If someone put a gun to my head and told me to choose between getting evicted or dressing up in sexy girl clothes in front of a camera, the choice was obvious. And maybe wearing a black dress and heels wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world…compared to living with my mother-in-law…

I gritted my teeth. “I guess it’s fine.”

“Fine?”

“I guess I think I could do it.”

“Well, then. Click on the picture. She must be live.”

We both leaned forward a bit, watching the screen intently as I clicked the image. It took a second, but then the window opened up to a live feed of the girl in the black dress. For some reason my heart skipped a beat.

She was sitting in a chair in a spacious bedroom, a flute of champagne in her hand. She had long black hair, parted neatly down the center to frame her delicate features. Her dark brown eyes were framed by long lashes, and her lips were full and a creamy red. She looked like a fucking supermodel. 

“Wow,” Angie whispered in my ear. “She’s so sexy. Don’t you think?”

I perked up an eyebrow at her. Was that a trick question?

The girl set her drink down and leaned forward so that her cleavage was visible in her low-cut black dress. She smiled. My heart skipped another beat. It was like she was smiling right at us.

“Hi,” she finally spoke. Her voice was deep and sultry. “Are you all enjoying the show so far? I hope you’re all having a wonderful evening.”

I checked the viewer count. It read: 3209.

“That’s a lot of people,” I said. “I can’t believe she’s got three thousand viewers and all she’s doing is sitting there and drinking.”

“She has it so easy,” Angie said. She nudged my shoulder. “So easy even a guy could do it, right?”

Her upper lip curled while she turned to look at me.

I winced. “So how much do you think she’s making doing this? Surely it can’t be a lot?”

“I guess we’ll find out ourselves, won’t we?”

I sighed. This stupid idea of me being a cam girl had stuck so far inside Angie’s brain there was now no way I could get out of it.

“If she’s good she’s probably earning at least $300 an hour,” Angie said. “Maybe even more. I’ve heard it’s all about pulling viewers in. She’s got us intrigued, hasn’t she? Bring me a glass of wine, Ray. We need to sit back and watch her.”

***

Unfortunately, pretty soon it became obvious we had some big problems on our hands.

It was all nice and tolerable at first…maybe even a little dramatic even though nothing was really happening. The cam girl kept drinking champagne with that seductive look on her face as the viewer count kept going up and up. She didn’t really speak much.

The thing was, both Angie and I were kept totally in suspense. What was she waiting for? What was she going to do? And the more we were kept waiting, staring at her beautiful body in that smooth, curvy, fitted dress, the more I wanted to just tear it off for her.

And then…probably thirty minutes later, the show started. The girl leaned back in her chair, her eyes half-closed in a sensual stare. With breathtakingly slow movements, she began to massage and stroke her body over her dress. When she reached the top of her breasts, rubbing them and twisting them, I could almost see the lining of her bra.

It was the first time I’d ever seen a cam show, and I was riveted. It was pretty clear there was no acting on her part—she was really enjoying teasing us, showing off the magic of her still-concealed assets. The fact that it was all live was the cherry on top.

Minutes later, while we watched with bated breath, she lifted the hem of her dress with one hand. Her legs were so lean and shapely, and smooth as butter.

I couldn’t stop my cock from fidgeting, even with Angie watching right beside me.

The viewer count kept climbing, and after a while I noticed that tips were coming in too.

“Honey,” I said. “Look at that. People are sending her money!”

Angie was silent. She seemed as entranced as me.

I kept my eyes glued to the screen as the cam girl peeled down the straps of her dress. Two black shoulder lines from her bra came into view, and then, after a quick adjustment, the full, rounded cups of her breasts. I tried not to gape as her fingers closed around the luscious flesh of one breast and squeezed it. Her hand slithered down the front of her dress, between her thighs to start rubbing herself through black panties. She widened her legs so that the camera could get a good look at her crotch.

I turned to face Angie again. Couldn’t she see the problem here? For one, we didn’t own any fancy lingerie. Angie had always stuck to practical attire like sports bras and stretchy women’s briefs, and we most definitely didn’t have the money to splurge on the kind of expensive undergarments and high heels that woman was wearing.

But also, there was the obvious fact I didn’t have boobs...

“Angie?”

But Angie’s eyes were still fixed on my laptop. Her cheeks were lightly flushed and it was like she was in her own world. She didn’t seem the least bit worried. In fact, there was even a small smile on her face.

Why was she suddenly in a better mood than she’d been in months?

The skin on my arms started to prickle again. Was this turning her on? Or was she imagining me there on the screen, performing those erotic movements?

I switched my attention back to the screen. That was when I uncovered the real reason behind Angie’s sly little smile…
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CHAPTER 4

“Holy shit!”

My voice had cracked and I didn’t even care.

“She’s...she’s—”

But once again, I was ignored. Frustrated, I kept watching. The girl’s legs were now spread very, very wide as she stroked the gusset of her panties. Except now there was a very long, very thick obvious bulge protruding out from the black lace, as well as two tiny little orbs nestled beneath it.

When the girl—was she even a girl?—dipped a finger teasingly under the lace, I thought my heart would jump out of my chest.

She slowly began pulling the gusset to one side, revealing what had lay hidden under there for so long. One massive, thick, erect penis. It was so massive, in fact, she had difficulty holding it with one slender hand.

Our tiny living room echoed with her soft moans and the sound of her fingers slipping and sliding over her veiny shaft. I was shocked, yes—actually, shocked didn’t even begin to cover it—but surprisingly, I was also mesmerized. This girl—this cam girl—had a penis.

By the time she fished out her dildo and began sliding it up and down that dark space beneath her cock, I felt a stirring in my own groin.

And I didn’t like it.

Without thinking, I ‘x’ed out of the site, slammed the laptop shut and pushed myself away from the couch.

Angie threw up her hands. “What the hell was that for?”

I glared at her. “Forget about it. I’m not doing this.”

“You’re such a fucking prude.”

“No, I’m not.”

“You’re only scared because you liked it. And don’t even try to lie to me right now…you liked the fact she had a cock, didn’t you?”

Angie hobbled off the couch and stood in front of me.

“Listen to me, Ray. You will become a cam girl. Just like her.”

I took off my T-shirt. I was sweating. “Do you have any idea what you’re asking me to do? How humiliating it’s going to be? Fuck. I still have my pride. You’ll never look at me the same way again!”

“In what way? As a man? Because I stopped looking at you like that a long time ago.”

There was a sudden cold silence in the room. Her words had gone through me like daggers.

My worst fears had come true. My own wife didn’t actually see me as a real man anymore.

Was it possible to recover from this?

“But…but we don’t have stuff like that, do we? The bra? The panties?” I said weakly. I pointed at my chest. “Plus she’s—he’s—obviously got a boob job. Are you gonna pay for mine, huh? Huh? And...and...”

The image of how big her cock had been was seared into my mind, and it flashed before me again.

Angie stared at me. “Are you thinking about her size? Well, I don’t want you to feel embarrassed because yours doesn’t…compare…to her like that. We can work with what we’ve got.” She leaned towards me and her face grew cold, colder than I’d ever seen it. “This is your chance to finally be useful around here. You should just be happy there’s an actual audience for girls like that, because I can guarantee you no one would pay to see you.”

I could feel myself deflating. Angie had never been this cruel to me before.

Why was she punishing me like this?

When Angie kept glaring at me, I finally gave in.

I just didn’t want to have another fight.

“This stops once our rent is paid,” I said. “Once that happens, we forget all about this.”

“Fine, fine,” she said in a scarily dismissive tone. “Now, can you please get me my phone? I have someone I need to call...”

***

Three days later, the pounding on our bathroom door was practically making the whole apartment shake.

“How much longer are you going to take?” Angie yelled through the door.

“Not much longer,” I shouted back. Under my breath, I growled, “Sorry, it’s just that I’m trying to shave my hairy ass for the first fucking time.”

I didn’t even know why I had to. Shave my ass, that is. Or why it mattered if my ass had to be scrubbed raw by one of Angie’s organic sugar scrubs, then lathered in so much bath oil my buns bounced if you poked them. No one was going to see me down there and I was going to make sure of it.

A quick glance in the mirror let me know that I didn’t have even half the beauty of the cam girl we’d seen. Even after shaving my pits, legs, the hair above my belly button, the little hairs sprouting underneath my belly button and now all the hairs on my butt, I still looked like a 30-year-old dude.

“I can’t believe I let you talk me into this,” I muttered as I grabbed the razor for the umpteenth time and dipped it back into the bowl of sudsy water.

I was positioned uncomfortably with one leg balanced on the tub, a mirror resting at my feet. As I cut another square off of my crack I glanced quickly down the curve of my leg to make sure the razor didn’t catch anything around the sensitive skin of my testicles.

My back joints creaked as I gingerly slid the razor down again. When I was finished, I picked up the mirror and inspected all my bottom bits. It wasn’t perfect, but it would have to do.

Angie banged on the door. “Let me see!”

I winced. “I’m done! I’m done.”

As soon I twisted open the lock on the door, Angie burst into the bathroom. Her eyes were wide as she stared at my nude body, now almost completely stripped of all hair apart from what was on my head.

“Not bad,” she said with a smirk.

My stomach did a little flip. Why did her comment make me feel strange?

I quickly wrapped a towel around my waist and pushed past her, trying to ignore her lingering eyes.

Angie followed me into the bedroom and peeled off her robe.

I whistled. She was wearing a hot pink lingerie set, her breasts and crotch barely concealed by a few thin strips and straps of flimsy material. For the first time I noticed that her non-injured foot had been decorated by one red heel.

“How about this?” she said, looking down at herself. “It’s so pretty, I almost want to wear it myself.”

My cock twitched. Angie looked amazing with her breasts pushed up like that and access to her pussy just barely blocked.

“You look perfect,” I said. “So perfect you should do the show tonight yourself. Let’s face it, I’ll never look as good as you. So why won’t you do it, huh? Think of the money you could make...”

Angie ignored my plea and made a show of removing the bra and panties, which admittedly made me more than a little horny.

“If you do well tonight, then maybe you might get to watch your own special show. From yours truly,” she teased, swaying her hips hypnotically.

Oh god. Angie knew exactly how to play me.

Suddenly she was walking right up to me, barely limping. She snapped a hand firmly around my cock.

“I’m serious, Ray,” she said, squeezing so tight that I squirmed. “I’m counting on you. You better put your best face forward out there tonight. Prove to me you can do this.”

“Or else?” I joked.

Her eyelids lowered. She wrenched her hand away and placed it over my belly button. As her finger entered the little hole, a chill went down my spine and straight to my toes. “Trust me, sweetheart. You don’t want to know.”

I sighed silently. So Angie meant business. What else was new?

“Help me get this off,” Angie said, pointing to herself. “Quick.”

Once she was undressed she wrapped her robe tightly around herself. She held up the lingerie set. “I know it’s a little bit too small for you. Mira’s a size 8. But it’ll have to do for now. Once we get enough cash we could invest in some good custom-made stuff just for you.”

I cringed. “If, you mean...not once.”

Angie instructed me to slip Mira’s lacy brassière over my arms, then she buckled it in at the back for me. The feeling of lace tickling over my nipples had me gritting my teeth while my heart beat with fresh nerves.

“I should definitely take a picture of you and text Mira once you’re all dressed up,” she said as she inserted a bulbous-looking flesh-colored pad inside the bra cups to create some cleavage.

“You should most definitely not,” I said.

Mira, one of Angie’s friends, turned out to be a cam girl herself. As soon as Angie had called her, she said she’d be more than happy to ship us a box with ‘a few’ of her things to get us started. But she lived on the other side of the country and the shipment got delayed, so her box had arrived just that afternoon.

And since we were on a time crunch for the rent, Angie had decided that tonight would be the night of my first cam show.

From the outside, you’d never guess Mira was a cam girl—she was, well, kind of plain looking, with an unremarkable face and a body that was always in sweatshirts and jeans. But when Angie shared one of her more intimate photos with me, I was blown away.

Could just make-up, doing your hair, and the right clothes transform a person so much?

I guess I was about to find out.

Minutes later, Mira’s pink lingerie was all wrapped around me, thong and all. It felt weird putting clothes on my naked, hairless skin, let alone clothes that felt so obviously feminine and sexual. Red pumps and thigh-high stockings were added shortly after. The stockings looked like they’d be itchy, but when I put them on, I was surprised at how silky-smooth they were. They felt like butter. The pumps were very tight and I was just glad I wasn’t expected to walk in them.

It wasn’t long before Angie applied what seemed like a lifetime’s worth of makeup to my face. Her friend had sent us practically everything—a variety of lingerie sets, cosmetics, hair products, shoes, and hair pieces—everything you’d need to build and curate an online cam girl identity. There had to be about five lingerie sets packed in the box and three wigs—blonde, redhead, brunette, but what had actually filled me with even more nerves was the fact she’d sent us some toys, most of which were dildos in different lengths, widths and colors.

I stayed silent as Angie continued to work on my face. I think she could tell I wasn’t too thrilled about the whole thing—but if she could, she was acting like she didn’t give a shit. Her words kept repeating in my mind even though I tried hard to make them stop.

I stopped looking at you like a man a long time ago.

Fuck. I had failed her as a husband. And that hurt.

Maybe I should just be grateful she was giving me this chance.

“What do you think?” Angie finally spoke while she clipped the platinum blonde wig onto my head.

I stayed silent.

“You’re too pretty to be this pouty. Go on, take a look at yourself.”

I stared at the girl in the mirror. Her lips were painted red and her brown eyes were now enhanced by long lashes, her cheekbones defined by a touch of blush. Her long, layered blonde hair spiraled down her shoulders, the tips resting lightly on her busty chest. Her bare shoulders and collarbones were dusted by a sprinkling of shimmer, giving away to an illusion of a small waist and wide hips thanks to the angles of her strappy pink lingerie.

She looked nothing like Ray, and she looked nothing like the girl we’d seen on the website.

She was still stunning.

I felt a stab of fear.

“Come on,” Angie whispered. She adjusted my hair and pressed a kiss to the nape of my neck. “Don’t you think you look sexy?”

Why did this feel so humiliating? The fact that I could look this good as a girl?

“Are you telling me I look better this way?” I asked.

“You said it, not me. But is that so bad?”

“Well, yeah. I want to know what you think.”

“You want to know what I really think?”

“Yeah.”

“Then I’ll tell you. I think you’re going to enjoy being a prostitute for me tonight.” Angie cupped my balls through the lace and squeezed, gently this time. “Don’t tell me you don’t like this.”

“I—”

“Do you feel embarrassed?”

“Y-yes.”

“Why?”

“Because I’m a guy. I shouldn’t look like this.”

She leaned close and pressed her lips against my ear. “Look like what? A little slut? A slut who’s going to make me a lot of money?”

A wave of heat washed over me. I didn’t know whether to be disgusted or aroused, but the expression on her face was so intense it was making me feel all kinds of ways.

“Let’s just get this over with,” I muttered, rotating away from her so she wouldn’t see me blush.

“You’re the one who’s taking forever.” Angie grabbed her crutch and limped away. “Now let’s get you out of here. Your show’s starting in ten minutes.”


CHAPTER 5

Our apartment’s guest bedroom had once been filled with junk. Now it had been converted into a cam girl’s studio. I gasped softly as I entered it, shocked at how much Angie had been able to do in such a short amount of time.

The room had been set up with a laptop in front of the bed. Sitting between them was a cushioned chair Angie had stolen from our dining room. On the desk was one of my external monitors, connected to the laptop. The dull beige walls had also been covered in white Christmas lights, which bathed the entire room in a pale softish glow.

Angie handed me a robe and ordered me to wear it.

I slipped it on and tied it at the waist. This had to have come out of Mira’s box too, because it was made from a blowsy, slippery silk material with a lace trim.

“Perfect,” Angie said. “I think we’re all ready. Are you?”

I nodded slowly.

The truth was, I was far from ready. In fact, I was on the verge of running right out of this room. But it wasn’t like I could back out of it now, not when Angie had the moving parts already in motion.

She grabbed me by the shoulders and forced me to sit down on the cushioned chair. “We have five minutes before we go live,” she announced. “You need to look comfortable and inviting. So stop thinking and start looking pretty. Oh, and…” She reached behind the laptop and held up her body lotion. “Let’s get this rubbed all over you while I check if everything’s working. I don’t want any part of you looking crusty.”

I bit the inside of my lip, hoping she couldn’t see just how scared I was. Soon I was smelling like peaches and vanilla. I tried not to look at what she was doing on the two screens, but I couldn’t help reading a snippet from the profile Angie had created for me:

‘Hi everyone! My name is Raye, and I’m brand new to this cam show business. Please be nice to me because it’s my first time. I might look innocent but I’ve been a very bad girl and I need to be punished! I would love it if you could give me a hand and help me out with punishing me!’

I swallowed away the dryness in my throat. What had I gotten myself into? I was about to cross a forbidden line—a line that had never existed in our marriage until today. I felt my balls draw themselves back in, my muscles tensing almost painfully to hold back the humiliation of being made to do something so emasculating.

“Here’s what’s going to happen,” Angie explained. She was hopping a little to keep her balance. “The viewers are going to watch you for free, but eventually, we’re going to switch things up a little bit.” She picked up a hairbrush and started working out a knot in my wig, working rapidly. “That’s when you start thinking of them as your customers. You’ll tease for tips and ask them what they want to see. You’ll listen to their suggestions and do the things they want. Is that clear?”

“Wait a sec,” I said, breathing hard, my heart fluttering. I was feeling like I was being dunked head-first into the deep end of the pool without anyone on the other side to rescue me. “What do I do with my hands?”

“Whatever you want,” she said, which actually wasn’t true at all because she’d just effectively told me she was okay with having total strangers control me. She finally saw the hesitation on my face. “Look. You’ve got to feel it, Ray, or it’s never going to come out of you. Just believe that you’re a girl. A girly girl. I promise you it’ll help.”

“Okay,” I mumbled.

In less than a minute we were live.

At first, nothing happened. I looked at the viewer count. It showed a 0.

And then it jumped.

I blinked. The count went up by three numbers, then four, and then five. Within another minute there were eight people watching me.

I couldn’t believe it. We’d barely started and eight whole people had already tuned in to see me?

Angie pressed the mute button and whispered out of the frame. “You know what you have to do now, don’t you? You need to welcome them.”

“Wh...what?” I stuttered.

Angie jabbed her finger at the second monitor she’d propped up. It showed the comments box. I took a moment to read the messages.

I’d been so sure that the viewers would all be taunting me or poking fun at me for clearly being a man. But what I saw was something else entirely.

‘Damn. We’ve got a sexy new girl?!’

‘You definitely look like you need a good punishment. What did you do bad, baby?’

‘Please take off that robe. I want to see how good your clitty looks in panties.”

‘Those lips will look pretty good around my dick.’

I was feeling funny. They weren’t mocking me, but they were so…explicit. They—these men—were treating me like I was a female sex object. Well, I guess I was one. And, looking at the gleam in Angie’s eyes, she was totally fine with it. I wasn’t sure why, but that was actually turning me on. I could feel blood rushing to my cock, making it pulse and stiffen.

I’m never taking this robe off…

Angie turned the mute off and gently pushed me towards the microphone.

I had to do it. I had to. But my throat still felt dry and I was so scared my voice would start shaking and I’d make an idiot of myself.

I leaned into the mic.

“Hi, everyone,” I said, staring down the barrel of the webcam like a deer in headlights. “I’m Raye. I’m new, but I’m so excited to be here.”

My voice came out high-pitched and a little wispy. It was painfully obvious I’d never had any practice talking like a girl…

Clearing my throat, I added, “Sorry. I’m really nervous! I’ve never done anything like this before. Yes, I’m a cam girl virgin.”

I fake-laughed, which came out like a very nervous titter. That was when I made the mistake of looking at that view counter again. Twenty-eight people.

Holy shit. That was like twenty-five more than the number of people who came to the Christmas party at my last job…

“Honey, the viewers are waiting,” Angie whispered.

“Right. Sorry.” I cleared my throat again. “So, um, I hope you all like what you see.”

I glanced at the monitor. The viewer count had jumped to thirty-two. The number just kept growing. I was now holding the attention of thirty plus horny dudes.

That made me feel even weirder. What the hell was I supposed to do now?

“Ray?”

“Um?”

“You better do something now,” Angie said. “Don’t ruin this for me. Or I’m going to come straight over and knock your little balls out.”

I looked up at her, dazed. Her eyes were narrowed but there was a softness in them that hinted she was enjoying seeing me squirm. Like she couldn’t wait for me to embarrass myself in front of my audience.

I stared at myself in the live feed, still not being able to recognize the girl on the screen. A drop of sweat broke out on my upper lip. It was already damp from the three layers of peach lip-gloss Angie had applied on me. My stomach churning, I reminded myself that this would all stop once the rent was paid. Just one show…where I’d sell my now feminized body for cash…and we’d be done.

But of course, as life does, things didn’t turn out the way I expected them to.

Oh, if only I’d known just how wrong things would go on my first night…

Just how humiliated and helpless I was going to become…


CHAPTER 6

Why hadn’t I taken any shots before this dang show started?

The comments section was blowing up with messages for me to take off my robe. They were practically chanting. Angie urged me to just do it, to give the men a taste of what ‘sissy Raye’ could offer.

Hesitantly, I stood up. Hopefully no one was going to notice the sweat that had dripped down my back and gotten stuck to my expensive robe. Taking a deep breath, I untied the sash of the robe.

It slipped off my shoulders, falling downwards in a puff of silk.

And then…I was exposed.

Bared for all to see in lingerie…

The first thing I was aware of was Angie’s sharp intake of breath. I looked at her, worried that I’d done something wrong, but her eyes were bright and she was smiling.

Her gaze was actually making me uncomfortable.

I’d never seen her so eager about something—unless you counted her delivery business of course.

“You look pretty hot in that,” she said in this overly charged tone.

“Thanks,” I muttered, my heart thudding.

“Now give them a twirl,” she ordered briskly. “Show them your assets. And for god’s sake, don’t stand there like a tree. Get those hips moving. Put your hands on your body and act like you’re feeling yourself.”

I spun around, a little awkwardly thanks to the red pumps Angie had forced me to put on. She put her hand up, signaling me to stop just as my butt reached the cam. With my head slightly turned to give them a view of my side profile, I could just about make out a slice from the live feed. My long legs leading up to the skimpy pink thong, hugging the bottom curve of my butt. Further up the hip straps, the way they sliced across the dimples right above my pale cheeks, giving way to my naturally small and curvy back.

Dings went off one after the other, and I didn’t need anyone to tell me what my audience was thinking.

I swiveled back around slowly. My fake breasts moved perkily, almost bouncing in the tight elastic confinement of my bra. From this view it was painfully clear how my panties were barely able to contain my junk. Angie slid a piece of paper toward me. A shot of adrenaline rushed through me as I saw what she wanted me to say.

The worst part was that I was so caught up in that moment, I barely had the brain space to resist her.

As softly as I could, I said, “I’ve got a great body, haven’t I? I know you all would love for a chance to touch it. Feel my big ass...screw my cute, tight, virginal hole...”

My heated, bashful smile couldn’t hide the flush of humiliation across my face. In fact, where were two big red splotches on the apples of my cheeks, showing even through my makeup.

“Good girl,” Angie whispered.

I could feel my entire body getting warm. Why did her compliment make me feel so good?

“Now sit down,” she said. “Place yourself a little closer to the camera. And spread your legs, honey. Let them see your bulge. We don’t want anyone mistaking you for a real girl, do we? Everyone should know exactly what you are.”

Another ripple of adrenaline. It was making me feel both hot and cold. Timidly I sat down and opened my legs, the soft underside of my thighs brushing past the cushion. The position reminded me of how the cam girl we’d watched together had started her show. On the feed, I could clearly see the outline of my cock and balls through the panty crotch. It was nowhere near the proportions of the trans girl, of course, but I had to admit...with their relative small size they kind of looked cute.

The viewers seemed to love it. They could all tell I was blushing. I wondered what they were doing while watching me. Did they have their cocks in hand already, jerking off to the sight of me?

Someone on the chat asked me why I decided to start camming.

It was a seemingly easy enough question to answer. I explained that I’d been a stay-at-home husband until my wife had an injury that prevented her from working. But as soon as I said that turning me into a cam girl had been her idea, I knew I’d given myself away. People started calling me a pathetic, useless husband and that I deserved to be treated like the submissive little bitch I was, and that I better do anything and everything my wife told me to do to make ends meet.

It would’ve been easy to be offended, except for the fact that it was all true...

Angie’s face shone. “They like you, honey. They like you a lot. Now ask them what they want you to do. Make them feel like you’re their little slut.”

I inhaled. Exhaled. Then inhaled again. It was time to put my money where my mouth was.

I sat up a little straighter so my boobs looked even bigger and ran my fingers flirtatiously through my hair. I was imagining all the nasty guys wanting a piece of me. Waiting for me to fulfill their femboy slut sexual fantasies. It seemed like a tall order. I looked up at Angie again. I could feel the heat between us and an electricity coursing throughout my body. Was she getting off on the fact that I was about to sell my body and perform for a bunch of men?

It was so messed up.

“Please tell me what to do, boys,” I purred, pouting while I drew back a lock of hair from my eyes. “Remember, I’m all yours tonight…just a bad girl waiting for you to punish me.”

As soon as I did, I realized someone had tipped the equivalent of thirty dollars requesting me to strip off my bra and act sexy while I did it. They wanted to see my real sissy boobies, they said. And if I did, they’d think of a good punishment for me later. For additional cash, of course.

My mind whirled. Thirty dollars just to ruin my illusion of cleavage and show them my man chest? And potentially more if I did what he said?

It would be a small chunk of money to contribute to our rent, but it was still something. A part of me still couldn’t believe some lonely guy holed up in his room was actually going to pay me for it. Maybe if I could actually make this work, Angie would be proud of me for once.

I was desperate to show her I could man up and bring in the money for once.

Keeping the dollar signs ringing inside my head, I slipped my hands over my huge bra cups and squeezed them together. Then I pulled on one bra strap, letting it slide over my shoulder a little just to tease them.

“Do you really want to see them, boys?” I asked, my voice trembling a little. “Do you really want to see my small sissy boobies?”

Incredibly, even more tips came in. More money.

I let out a soft, nervous giggle. Pulling out the breast padding one by one, I set them down on the desk beside me. My chest instantly flattened. I became more nervous. Without the paddings to help me, I really needed to up my femininity.

Slowly, I turned around, giving the audience a view of the bra hooks at the back.

“Thanks for the tips. You all are the sweetest. I’m going to take my pretty bra off now for you boys,” I said, trying to keep my voice high and melodic. With another quiver in my guts, I handled the clasps. Tried to pull on them, expecting them to open easily. I tried pulling in the opposite direction.

They didn’t budge.

I pulled again, harder this time.

“Uh, guys, I think it’s stuck.” Out came my male voice. Fuck.

“What are you doing?” Angie hissed, hitting the mute button.

“I can’t get it off...I need help...”

I stood there, frozen, still with my back to the camera. I didn’t dare turn around and show them my face.

Angie’s eyes thinned into slits. “You’re kidding, right? You’ve unhooked my bra a million times.”

“I’m not. It’s different when you’re the one wearing it,” I said, suddenly feeling like crying. The show was live and it wasn’t like I could pause and ask Angie to help me out. God, I’d tried so fucking hard and I was still going to bomb this.

I bit my bottom lip and gave Angie a pleading look.

She took a deep breath and whooshed it out. I knew she was pissed off and trying to calm herself down. She probably thought I was an idiot.

She reached around and tightened the belt on her robe.

When I felt fingers grip onto my bare shoulder, the skin of my balls literally tightened all at once and my heart missed a couple of beats.


CHAPTER 7

“You naughty sissy,” Angie rasped loudly, entering the live frame with a level of grace that suggested she’d never torn a tendon in the first place. “Don’t you know how to follow instructions?”

Her tone was filled with so much authority that it sent a funny jolt through me. She’d pushed her way boldly and fully into the livestream now and fresh dings were already blasting through.

“Raye’s Mistress wasn’t expecting to work tonight,” she announced, “but it looks like she’ll have to, because...as usual...this lazy sissy can’t do anything right. I think that calls for double the punishment, don’t you, boys?”

There was a flurry of new comments.

What the heck was she talking about?

“Bend forward, sissy.”

She slammed me forward before I could even do it. The clasps of the bra were right in front of her. I heard her grunt and then the clasps popped open.

“Take off that bra and show the good gentlemen the tits they paid to see. Now.”

I nodded numbly. Angie’s tone was stern, her voice sharp as needles. The shame must’ve broken through all rational behavior because I peeled off that bra quicker than a cheap stripper starving for tips. A fire burned inside me when I realized the comments section was excitedly discussing just how small my breasts were and how convincingly I’d fooled them with the bra pads.

“Yes, they’re barely a handful,” Angie said, coming right up and pressing my tits painfully close together. “But sissy Raye’s all natural because that’s just how I like her. Small but perky, and best of all, so easy to bite. Tits like hers can put anyone in a good mood.” With a sensual laugh, she thumbed my nipples and painfully rolled them between her fingers, causing me to squeal. “How’s this for a punishment, huh? This is what you get for being such a bad, bad girl.”

She prodded me sharply from the back, making my chest jut out and my tits fall fully under the lighting. I heaved, still not being able to trust what was showing on the feed: a long-haired blonde girl, topless, getting her nipples pinched, her face twisted as she tried not to make the pain...and the pleasure...too obvious.

“Are you enjoying this?” Angie demanded.

“Y-yes, Mistress,” I breathed.

“Then I’m obviously not doing it hard enough.”

Pain exploded across both nipples as they were twisted and tugged at the same time. My head shot upward and I screeched. It took everything for me not to cross my hands to rub and soothe myself and squirm away.

I stared up at my wife. I almost couldn’t recognize her. Why are you hurting me like this? I wanted to ask her. And why does it look you don’t even care? But the words were lost in my throat as I realized Angie was holding a vote to collectively decide what my punishments were going to be. It didn’t take long for the group to come to an agreement. Two punishments rolled into one: attach clothes pins on my nipples while I receive a vicious spanking.

“Well, aren’t you a lucky girl the nice men are letting you go so easy?” Angie said sultrily, one palm cupping the side of my face. “If it was up to me, I’d have rubbed that ass raw with a bottle brush after shoving a cock into your unprotected little hole. I think we’ll have to take this to a private show. I think my poor sissy will die from shame if all of you witness how red her pretty ass will get. Gentlemen, I invite you to click on the link below if you want to see Raye’s destruction.”

Angie reached into the comments box and copied a link. Then she thrust the microphone towards me. She didn’t say a single word, but somehow, looking into those stern, merciless eyes I knew exactly what she wanted me to say.

“Please click the link to spank me and torture my nipples,” I begged. “As you know I’ve been such a bad girl and I deserve to be punished...”

***

At the time, while it was all unfolding, I never really had the time to process what was actually happening. It was only later that I was hit by the full force of what Angie had done to me—what she’d reduced me to—and I guess that was the main thing that led to the fight between us.

I remember feeling stunned as Angie pulled me cruelly by my cock and balls and led me to the bed. We didn’t have clothespins but she’d found these long, thin, clawy hairclips she called ‘sectioners’, and they were clamped onto my nipples. The biting pain of them swelled into pulsing stabs as Angie hauled me and made me lay horizontally over her lap with my left pump resting on the ground for balance.

They all loved her of course.

And they loved me because of her. Because I was the play-toy of a sexy domme. The viewers were practically worshipping her, praising her for punishing me, wishing they were me. And people were actually clicking on the link to our private show and paying to see the tension between Angie and I unfold in real-time. Because all of it was real.

The frustration I was feeling was real.

The shame was real.

The pain.

The lust.

As I lay over her lap a part of me couldn’t believe how strong Angie was, how she held me perfectly still despite the fact I was struggling. Years of loading and unloading boxes under the hot sun had toned her muscles—something I’d never really noticed or appreciated until that night. But now I could not only feel how much stronger she was than me, I was also weirdly impressed. It just made her a million times sexier.

“Please...” I whispered, still too scared to ruin the livestream for her.

I was expecting Angie to wink back—or smile, or whisper something in my ear to tell me she was just acting and everything was going to go back to normal after this. But she just ignored me, rubbing her palm over and over my ass to warm it up.

Everyone could see my ass. See the thong partly hiding inside my crack. Only I could feel the pleasurable stretch of the beginning of my erection against the front side of Angie’s thigh.

She was really going to do it. Spank me like a kid.

I closed my eyes tight and waited for the humiliation to begin.

Angie’s sharp exhale blasted into my ear the moment her hand connected with my backside with a loud, stinging smack.

I felt my lungs squeeze as I cried out.

“Did you hear that, gentlemen? That was sissy Raye’s ass getting its first spanking. And it wasn’t even that hard of a slap! She’s got such a low pain tolerance, poor darling. Of course, that’ll double the fun for all of us, won’t it?”

Angie’s palm swung down on my ass again and I sucked in a sharp breath as the impact lanced through me. She’d never been this rough with me, even while we fucked. In fact, it was me always begging her for a chance to be rough with her, but she’d always told me she wasn’t that into it.

“Are you going to be a good girl for me, Raye?”

“Yes, Mistress!” My eyes were growing teary.

“Do you deserve to have your ass hurt and sore?”

“Yes, Mistress...”

“Will it be a good lesson for you to be shamed like this?”

“Of course, Mistress...”

Both my eyes and ass were soon burning. I could taste mascara on my lips. My nipples throbbed and I could feel they were longer and bigger than they’d ever been thanks to the clamps. Angie’s glossy bob shook each time she spanked me. It was like she was quenching several years’ worth of bottled up frustration on me.

Had she ever thought about my ass before tonight? Ever thought of hitting me like this, like I was a little boy who needed to be disciplined? She just seemed so...unapologetic.

And yet...I’d know that light on her face anywhere. She was turned the fuck on.

In fact, I could feel her desire for me so clearly, as if it was a wild animal thrashing to be let out.

My shame and frustration was real, alright, but my wife wasn’t faking it either…


HER HUSBAND, HER CAM GIRL




PART 3: I’LL MAKE YOU FEEL GOOD, HONEY
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CHAPTER 8

“How many was that, sissy?”

Angie flicked some tears off my face. She’d swapped hands in the middle of my public punishment and was spanking me with her other arm. Even her weaker left hand could swing harder than I’d ever thought possible.

Of course I hadn’t been counting the number of times she’d hit me. That called for even more beatings, and this time I was ordered to count while saying ‘thank you’ to the gentlemen who were watching me.

The pain soon morphed into a numbing sort of feeling, but even the worst of it hadn’t come close to the fiery thrum of my cock. When my balls bounced with each thwack I could feel an ache inside them and an embarrassingly desperate thirst for release. My screams by then had turned into girly moans, a change that wasn’t lost on my viewers or Angie, who made it a point to inform them they were now hearing my slut-in-training voice that came out whenever I was particularly horny.

In the end I ended up with my head buried in the warmth of Angie’s chest, curled up like a baby with my face hidden by my long wig, feeling her heart beat to avoid thinking about the men who’d just paid to watch me be so exposed. And just when I thought she was done, she whispered, in a purr almost, that someone’s ‘clitty’ was hard.

“I think we should thank the viewers for being so generous, don’t you?” Angie asked.

I agreed, of course. I thought I just had to say ‘thank you’, after all. But her idea of gratitude now was to sit me up on her lap and show them the stain on my thong that was coloring the spot darker than the rest of it. Then I was told to pull out my ‘clitty’ so that the nice gentlemen and the nice ladies (if there were any, but she didn’t think so) could see just how hard it was. Viewers began leaving comments telling me I might as well be a girl based on how small my dick was. At this point I was so aroused and embarrassed that I was leaking even more precum all over Angie’s thighs.

What was happening to me?

I had no idea, but now there was no way I was going to be able to control what was coming out of me…

With me trembling as I sat on her legs, Angie instructed me to play with my nipples while she jerked me off.

“Sissy Raye’s not allowed to touch her clitty,” she teased, wrapping a couple fingers around my shaft and smearing my own juices down and over the crown to make sure her grip was tight and smooth. “Only her Mistress can masturbate her. I want you to moan really loudly for me, honey, to thank the good people who paid for this. Show them how happy you were to be punished by squirting into the camera.”

Gasping, my jaw dropped open and I shoved both hands on my tiny breasts and massaged my tortured nipples. The truth was I didn’t need to be told and I didn’t need any more motivation. Angie’s breath fanned down on the nape of my neck as she kissed a wet trail from behind me from my earlobe down to my shoulder. She was so slow, taking her time, playing with my dick, letting it rub all over my panties leaving its own little trails, but I still wasn’t allowed to touch myself for a release.

It was like she loved doing this to her man, turning him into a woman, but she also wanted everyone on that dang website to know who was really in control.

Before long I felt a tickle deep inside me and a throb of heat quickly rushed up towards my tip. I knew I was going to cum whether she wanted me to or not.

Tugging and twisting at the clamps on my tits, I came and came hard, all over my flat stomach and Angie’s hand.

There was something so shameful but liberating when you have a release like that. In fact, it was probably the best orgasm I’d had with my wife—no, probably the best one I’d had ever. But instead of making me feel better I was becoming even more confused and...angry.

“I think they enjoyed it,” Angie announced once it was all over.

As soon as silence fell again, I jumped off her lap. Now that I’d come back to my senses I wanted to get as far away as I could from her.

I didn’t know how I was supposed to look at myself in the mirror ever again.

“Why the fuck did you do that?” I asked as soon as she had come looking for me.

“Calm the fuck down.”

“That wasn’t what I signed up for.”

“You signed up for a sex show. I don’t know what else to tell you.”

“Okay, but I didn’t ask you to fucking trample all over me! To steamroll over me! You…you destroyed me out there.”

“Oh, shut up, Ray. Stop being so dramatic. You fucked up and I saved you. That’s all there was to it. I’ll be in the bathroom once you’re done with your hissy fit. In case you forgot, you creamed all over me.”

“You’re the one who did it to me! It’s not like I asked you to touch me!”

“Well, I thought it was hot. And judging from how wet your panties were, you did too.”

Such a shameful reminder. I was close to breaking down in tears again, but I knew crying would just prove to her how pathetic I really was. “It’s unfair, Angie, that’s what it is,” I said, my words shuddering. “I don’t know why you think it’s okay for me to sell my body like that while you don’t. I feel so...used...by you.”

Angie’s eyebrows arched almost toward her hairline. “Used? I didn’t say you used me while I busted my ass out there for my business while you played housekeeping. It’s what you do in a marriage. Sacrifice.” She turned her back to me and began limping towards the bedroom. “I’m out of painkillers again.”

“I’ll get them for you right away,” I mumbled, staring after her. It must’ve been difficult for her to pretend like she didn’t have an injury.

I spent more time than I needed to get rid of the evidence. All the makeup, the stupid bra, the wig. As expected, I still had a lovely red tinge on both my ass cheeks. My toes were numb and the back of my feet hurt enough to need crutches.

By the time I went out and returned home with a bottle of Tylenol, I felt embarrassed. Was I blowing things up worse than they needed to be? Making mountains out of molehills? Maybe Angie was just trying her best too.

Sometimes, Ray, you really do act like a little girl…

I slowly entered our bedroom and handed her her nightly pills, the Tylenol, and a glass of water. “Hey. You okay?”

“Not really.”

I sighed. “Can I ask you a question? Please?”

She didn’t even look up.

“I want to know,” I said, after drawing in a breath, “if what you did to me tonight was a performance. Because it felt—I don’t know—pretty brutal.”

Angie swallowed down her second pill and instinctively glanced at my ass. I shied further away from her.

“I think you should know me enough by now to know whether it was. But is it so bad I didn’t hate it?”

I paused. “You’re telling me you liked hitting me? Degrading me?”

“Yes, Ray, I liked it,” she said, looking me straight in the eye. “Maybe I do like to dominate you. You’re pretty easy to dominate. You’re like a cute little rabbit.”

“But…” I said slowly, “…it’s like it was a whole other Angie out there. I never knew you could roleplay as a Mistress so well! I had no idea you even knew about that stuff.”

“It’s not just husbands who have secret porn stashes, you know. Wives do too.” She smiled and touched my hand, and for some reason it sent the biggest tingle through me. “Look, you don’t have to be embarrassed if you liked it too! This is new to both of us, but...I don’t know...I feel like we have it in us to navigate it together.”

My chest warmed. For once, was my wife saying I had something in me?

“It’s okay to let your guard down, Ray. You don’t have to act so tough all the time. Or manly. I didn’t marry you for that.” She winked and picked up her phone, showing me the screen. “Look.”

I squinted. It took a minute for it to hit me.

“$600? You’re kidding me.”

“The private show was a big hit—we had almost a thousand people tuning in. Your viewers are also pretty generous. It’s a good sign.”

I did a quick calculation in my head, checking to see what we had left over once we handed over the chunk that belonged to the camming site. “Holy shit. We made rent.”

“Yeah. In one night. Isn’t that cool? I guess you made some rich old guys cum like firehoses all over their walls.”

“Angie!” I groaned, throwing a pillow at her. “I’d love it if you don’t mention that to me ever again.”

“Come here.” She reached for me, pulled me close. I let out a tiny moan as she cupped my sore ass. “Maybe I could kiss this to make it feel better?”


CHAPTER 9

It was Angie who initiated sex the following morning. I was rustled out of sleep to her playing with my morning wood.

“Good morning, honey,” I murmured, feeling her heavenly hand work its way up and down my shaft. Bringing my arms forward, I hugged her and rested her head on top of the pillows. “Lean back. I think I should be doing the grunt work today.”

I kissed her long and hard. Her lips were soft and smooth, her tongue warm, hot, and scented. I felt her tongue ring sliding against mine, something that was always a turn-on for me. I was shuddering with excitement by the time I had my hard rod angled at her entrance.

But after just that first thrust inside her, I felt so different. Fucking her like a man felt like a joke. I kept thinking about what I’d been dressed up as the previous night. The tightness of the strappy bra, the humiliation of getting spanked and made to cum while I pulled on my nipples. My insides twisted and all the self-doubt flooded back. How could I still be her husband and satisfy her with the very thing that had been called a ‘mini-banana’ by one of the more charming viewers?

“Ray?”

“Sorry, I’m not feeling it,” I mumbled, pulling out abruptly and hiding my penis back inside my shorts.

Angie was watching me. There was a tiny frown on her face, a question in her eyes.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing.”

“It’s not nothing,” she bit back sharply. “It’s written all over your face. Are you still upset about last night?”

“No. Not really.”

“Do you feel...inadequate?”

“I’m fine.”

“I think I know what’s going on.” Angie pushed herself up, wincing a little as her muscles flexed. “Maybe we should try something new then.”

“New?”

“Yeah. Wait here.”

I tried to stop her, but she wasn’t having it. A minute later she returned with a couple of items, practically all of which made my blood go cold. She let them all flop on the bed. Seeing all those big, colorful plastic cocks splayed out like that made me feel funny.

“Mira was adamant I try one of these on you,” Angie said casually, as if she was talking about trying on T-shirts. Was that a smirk she was trying to hide, or was I seeing things? “And I’m not going to lie, I was kind of looking forward to it. Now’s a good time as any, right? I’ll make you feel good, honey. If you’re not comfortable fucking me, I’ll do it to you.”

She shook her head at my protests and I slumped, my cheeks flaming as she picked out a thick brown cock and hit me playfully with it. “Go ahead and choose one. And while I put it on, I need you to put your blonde wig back on and your choice of bra and panties. Understood?”

“W-what?” I stammered, my voice just a notch above a whisper.

Angie’s eyes narrowed. “Didn’t hear you. I asked you if you understood me.”

The silence that filled between us was suddenly so thick with tension you could’ve carved it with a butter knife. My heart was fluttering as I replied with, “Yes, Mistress, I understand...”

“Good girl. I’ll give you ten minutes to get ready.”

Ten minutes was not a lot of time. I spent about five minutes going through all the stuff in Mira’s box, trying to figure out what I should wear. There was a pair of bright white cotton panties with frills and a big pink bow at the front. The matching bra for it had a ribbony corset-like extension that would go almost down to my waist. That was the one I decided to wear because it was the most conservative of the lot (okay, yeah, maybe I did think it would look kind of cute on me). Finally I reached for the blonde wig and tried to put it on, which ended up taking another five minutes. When I was done, I thought I looked like something you’d put on top of a cake. But before I knew it Angie was shouting for me and I was walking shyly back into the bedroom, my body covered in one of her white, fluffy robes.

“Get rid of that,” Angie said sternly, pointing at the robe.

Breathing shakily, I untied it. Then I let go, letting it fall in a cloud around my ankles.

“Turn around,” Angie said.

My face burning, I did what I was told. I could feel the weight of her gaze on me. Did I actually look good?

“Mm. You look hot, baby. I like what you picked.”

Still with my back to her, I secretly grinned. I was her baby. I was hot. My heart swelled.

Maybe I really was a bit of a sissy if I was so happy being called hot in panties...

“Now get into bed and see what’s waiting for you.”

Angie had her legs spread straight open and her head propped up by several pillows. I just about caught the look of bliss on her face when she saw my jaw drop. She was back in her sleeping gear, which was an old T-shirt and panties, but now there was a strap-on around her waist. Earlier I’d picked out a dildo at random, but now I was regretting because it looked fucking huge like that, protruding from her crotch.

I was just about to cross over when I saw something else that made my stomach tighten. The laptop propped up on our bedroom TV console, facing the bed.

“Um, Angie?”

“Yes, honey?”

“Are we...”

“We will be if you press the ‘Go Live’ button.”

“So we’re not live now?”

“Nope.” Angie had started playing with her cock, her hand smoothing up and down its shaft. Just the sight of that was making me weak. She looked so dang powerful. “It’s up to you, but I thought it would add to the fun. We don’t have to worry about making money this time, though. This is just for us, and if anyone out there happens to stumble across us, well, it’s their lucky day, isn’t it?”

Biting my lip, I gazed at the screen, then down at myself, and back at the screen. In the end I couldn’t believe how easily the decision came to me.

“W-what do you want me to do, Mistress?” I asked softly, climbing onto the bed, aware only faintly of the dings in the background as people started to stream in.

“I want you to suck my dick.”

My asshole crinkled so tightly at the way she’d said that. Sliding over to her, I positioned myself between her legs and bent forward. My stomach was swimming with butterflies. Without making myself think too much, I took the fat purple head into my mouth and began to suck.

“Fuck yeah,” Angie murmured. “That’s hot. I want to see you drool making me nice and wet for your pussy.”

My face grew hot. It wasn’t hard to imagine what she was talking about. Me on my knees, butt cheeks spread wide while a couple of horny strangers watched me lose my anal virginity to my equally horny wife.

Angie kept giving me encouragements, calling me ‘pretty’, ‘cute’, ‘naughty’ and so on, her hands lightly stroking the flowy blonde strands waving down my back. It was nice, feeling her touch and her words relaxing me. I was getting into it, actually enjoying the taste of the rubber, the softness and smoothness of it and the way it slightly warmed up inside my mouth. I had no idea how big of an audience we had, but I knew by the movements of my head it was very obvious what my wife was making me do.

“Don’t forget my balls,” Angie ordered loudly.

Shivering, I leaned in and took one of the fake testicles into my mouth and started rolling my tongue around it. I was taking it slow, going half by instinct and half by Angie’s cues. Then I returned to sucking the shaft.

“Do you like my big dick, pretty girl?” Angie asked, grabbing a fistful of my hair and making me look up at her. “How does it make you feel?”

Her eyes were dark and smoldering. I leaned into the truth and said in my feminine voice, “It makes me feel like such a slut, Mistress.”

“Good. Then show me how slutty you can be and take me deep down your throat. I’d love to see a pretty bruise back there by the time you’re done. You’re going to need a lot of practice if you want to make me money, isn’t that right?”

“Right, Mistress,” I breathed.

Angie smirked lightly. “What an obedient little cocksucker I have. Go ahead. Deepthroat my dick.”

I got into position. It was a little difficult at first. I couldn’t decide how to angle my jaw and how deep I should take it in one go. Angie’s thighs were flexing as I began my swallow. A noticeable wet stain started to appear on her panties as I took on more of her length. She was getting so turned on seeing me like this and that was only spurring me on…

I tried to take her in a little deeper, but it was just so big. Was I even going to be able to take it all? As I felt the head nudge the back of my throat, I stopped. My eyes were watering, my mouth full of saliva, but I didn’t want to give in. I flicked my gaze up at Angie. Suddenly I didn’t even care I had an audience. I wanted to do this for her.

I wanted to give my beautiful wife the show she wanted.

“That’s a good slut,” Angie purred as I took the strap-on even deeper.

My entire body was shivering now and I had to grab her thighs for support. She kept talking, her voice like a spell. It was all I could hear. The dildo slid even further down my throat, impossibly fat, almost blocking my air supply. Amazingly, I loved the feeling of it, the powerlessness of it, the dirtiness of a man, a husband, doing this to his wife. It felt so good being my wife’s little bitch and her obedient sissy-sucker.

Angie grabbed my head and thrusted her hips upward, which had the effect of pushing her cock even deeper into my mouth. She held it there while our eyes locked and mine started to tear up. It was the first time I was being so vulnerable with her in our marriage. It was the perfect time to accept who was really going to wear the pants in our relationship.

Angie released her hips, letting me go as they rested on the mattress.

“Come up here,” she said, pulling me up and wrapping her arms around me. Her tongue slid over my bottom lip. Precum soaked into the front of my panties while we kissed. I couldn’t believe how much I was enjoying this. I couldn’t believe how much Angie was enjoying it.

Now that I’d sucked her dick, I wondered what it would feel like for her to actually fuck me with it…

I didn’t have to wait long…


CHAPTER 10

“I think you’re ready,” Angie said a minute later, her voice low and husky.

She was on her knees, behind me, pulling down my frilly panties and stretching my ass cheeks apart. She was making a real show of it, acting like my butt was a juicy peach and she was the hungriest woman on earth.

“Mmm, my sissy husband’s pussy is so cute. Look at it pucker up for me,” she cooed. She continued to stretch open my cheeks until I felt the breeze tickle my hole and all of its pinky brown folds. “Now hold this open just like this for me. I want to show our audience this view up close, okay? I’m sure they’ll want to see this.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered, closing my eyes as I clutched onto my buns as firmly as I could so they wouldn’t close.

My naughty hole was already clenching hard. I knew it would be winking at the viewers.

The fact that Angie was showing people my most private of parts was so hot, I could’ve cum right then and there.

“They’ll also want to see this,” Angie said, positioning the laptop below me and lining her fingers along my erection poking shamelessly out of the moist cotton. “Look how wet you are. I bet you’re dreaming about my cock in your sweet virgin ass, aren’t you? Mmm. Are you ready to show our gentlemen just how much you love being fucked like a girl?”

“I’m ready, Mistress. Ready to have my cherry popped...”

As I felt myself being lubed up for the job, I stayed motionless, gripping my cheeks and keeping myself ready. I could already hear the messages and tips coming in. Holy shit, they all loved it. Maybe they all wished they could fuck me too. I was such a bitch in heat I knew I’d offer them all my ass if I could.

Angie slid her dildo up and down my crack, searching for my opening. I was already so ready. I closed my eyes and bit down on the sheets as I felt the dildo-head pop past my outer ring of muscles, and then again when it slipped in deeper. It hurt, in a this-is-new-and-too-tight kind of way. Angie had angled the cam in a way to capture all of my facial expressions as I was broken into. I started to ‘ooh’ and ‘ahh’ a little for the camera to show the audience my enthusiasm.

Being watched while I was in pain was so hot.

Angie curled her strong hands into the curves of my hips, holding on, helping herself gain more leverage as she pushed into me. Even though she was being gentle, I could tell she was enjoying the pain she was making me feel, coercing my body to open up for her. When the dildo was a good distance in she paused, as if our audience needed this moment to witness the depth of her penetration. Then she began to thrust in and out.

In. And out. And in. And out.

I got louder each time the dildo reentered me, stretching me a little further. A rush of excitement was filling me, heating me, overwhelming me. After she found her rhythm, Angie pressed down on my back, bending me all the way so that both her palms covered mine as I gripped at my butt.

Soon there was no mistaking what was happening. I was being pegged for a live stream.

I was losing my anal virginity for everyone to see.

And I was loving it.

Could I have even imagined things to turn out this way? I couldn’t believe how reluctant and difficult I’d been when Angie had first suggested the idea of me becoming a cam girl. I’d thought she was being ridiculous. If only I’d known then how good it would feel to have a dildo inside me, moaning like a bitch while I was being fucked...

So good I would do it for free...

“It feels so fucking good,” I couldn’t help saying in a whisper as my asshole clamped tightly and fluttered around the dildo’s tip. There was no way I could pretend I didn’t like this anymore. “I love being your slut, Mistress.”

“Told you I’d make you feel good,” Angie murmured. “You’re taking my big dick like a champ.”

The strap-on suddenly slid out of me. The emptiness I felt was like a physical ache.

“M-Mistress?”

“Turn over,” Angie said in a low voice. “I want to see your face while I fuck you.”

Getting my pulse under control, I did as Angie instructed. She yanked up my panties up to my knees and stared at my nakedness, admiring her work and how wet she’d made me. Then she dropped the bombshell.

“I want you to be a cam-girl full-time.”

Still laying completely vulnerable and open, I took in a sharp breath. “Full-time?”

“Mm-hmm.”

“Great,” I breathed. “We could do it together.”

To my horror, Angie shook her head. “You’re going to carry on alone. When my leg’s better, I have to get back to doing deliveries.”

“But...but...if we do it together, we could earn a ton of money. I know that for a fact.”

She smirked. “I might do it once in a while. When I feel like it. My business is what I love. Hustling and making deliveries in my little van. But this? this is something you can grow to love, honey. You can be amazing at it. Think how sexy it will be watching all the men adore you and throw cash and tips at you just for you to get off online.”

She didn’t really wait for an answer. Keeping the weight off of her thigh, she eased me backwards until the cool sheets caressed my back. She spread my legs open and placed them on her shoulders, causing my ass to lift from the bed. As she penetrated me again, I considered what she was saying. Could I really do it? Would I really be okay with making sissy Raye my full-time identity?

Angie tilted forward, causing her penis to slide so deep into my hot, soft flesh. I gasped as a flicker of pleasure flared up the base of my spine. The cam light on her laptop was still blinking in front of me, and I could just about make out the live image of us on the screen. I wondered if our viewers were waiting for me to make my mind up.

“I know you want to do it,” Angie whispered as she continued to fuck me, her smirk growing bigger as my face began to involuntarily twist in pleasure. “You want to be my streaming sissy princess, don’t you?”

At those words, tingles jumped through my body. She fucked me harder. Deeper. Our gazes met. I was about to cum just by being fucked in my ass...and she knew it.

That was the moment I decided to let go. I would let my wife take the lead and do anything she wanted me to. If there was one thing I’d learned from this experience, it was that I liked being submissive. It was actually freeing to hand over control and feel the flutters from being so desired. And about the part where I had to transform myself into a girl, well, I had to admit it felt good to finally not have the pressure trying to be a ‘man’.

And if Angie—and our audience—liked me this way, who was I to complain?

I wondered how much we’d make for this session, but the question was quickly overtaken by the pleasure. “I’ve decided I’ll do it, Mistress,” I cried, just as another moan erupted within me and a heavenly throb began working its way outward from my belly. “I’d love to be your cam girl!”


THE END

Thank you for reading!

Lots of love,

Rae
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A full-time content writer by day and an erotica writer by night, Rae Robinson writes all kinds of dirty stories when the doors are locked and anything can happen. Her main interests include femdom, sissification, and feminization. She particularly loves exploring the intersection between sexuality and self-identity.
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