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Shared on Camera




Ruby's apartment always felt warm and comfortable. I was curled up on her couch with a throw blanket over my knees, sipping a lukewarm chai latte while trying not to panic about my bank account.

“I’m seriously screwed,” I said, scrolling through my checking balance one more time, as if it might magically change. “Tuition hit, rent’s due next week, and I’ve got, like, forty-eight dollars until payday.”

Ruby glanced up from her laptop, legs tucked under her like a cat. She was wearing tiny black sleep shorts and an oversized tee that slid halfway off one shoulder. No bra, of course. Ruby never wore a bra unless she had to. Her hair was piled on top of her head in a messy bun that somehow still looked cute on her.

"Why don’t you just ask your parents for help?" she asked.

I gave her a look. “Yeah, that’d go over real well. ‘Hey Mom, remember when I said I could handle adulting? Just kidding, send cash.’”

Ruby smirked and took another bite of her cereal. “So, get a job.”

“I have a job. It just pays crap and takes up way too much time.”

She stared at me for a second like she was thinking something through. Then her face lit up like she’d just had the dumbest brilliant idea in the world.

“You know,” she said slowly, “I could actually use some help. With my page.”

I blinked. “What page?”

Ruby’s smile turned smug. “OnlyFans.”

I laughed, assuming she was joking. “Yeah, okay.”

“I’m serious.”

She set down her cereal bowl and turned her laptop toward me. And there it was—her dashboard. Her actual OnlyFans creator dashboard. I could see the subscriber count, the messages, the posts. And the earnings. Holy shit.

“You’re not kidding,” I muttered.

“Nope.” She leaned back, arms stretched behind her head. “It’s a lot of work. Editing, posting, talking to people. I barely keep up, and I could really use someone who’s, like, organized. And not creepy.”

I stared at the numbers again. She made more in a month than I made in a semester working twenty hours a week at the bookstore.

“You’re kidding,” I said again, because my brain was still catching up.

“I’m not. I’ve been doing it since last year. It started off as just feet pics and bikini stuff, but…” She shrugged. “There’s a market.”

I stared at her. Ruby was gorgeous—she had that effortless, sexy confidence that made people stare. Big brown eyes, pouty mouth, skin like sun-warmed honey. She wasn’t even trying right now and I could already see why some horny guy would pay twenty bucks a month to watch her stretch on camera.

“But I wouldn’t be—like—I mean, you’re not asking me to do anything… naked, right?” I asked quickly.

She laughed. “No! Jesus, Ava. I just need help with the backend stuff. Editing clips, answering messages. Scheduling posts when I’m busy. Admin work.”

I hesitated. “I’ve never edited porn before.”

She tilted her head. “You’ve watched it though… right?”

My face flushed immediately, which just made her laugh harder.

“Oh my god,” I said, sinking deeper into the couch. “Why are you like this?”

“Because I’m hot and self-employed,” she said breezily. “And because you’re cute when you’re uncomfortable.”

That last part made something twist low in my stomach. I ignored it.

“So what do you think?” she asked. “Just a week. Try it out. I’ll show you how everything works, and you can bail if it’s too weird.”

I chewed my lip, trying to imagine it. Logging in, watching her videos, answering thirsty guys on her behalf. It sounded insane. But also… kind of fascinating. And the money didn’t hurt.

“How much would you pay me?” I asked cautiously.

She grinned. “I’ll give you a cut. Ten percent. More if you’re good.”

I looked at her screen again, did some quick math in my head, and tried not to let my jaw drop.

Ten percent of that was way more than what I made shelving used textbooks.

I should’ve said no. It was weird. It was crossing a line. But the money. The way she looked at me, like this whole thing was no big deal. Like I could do it too.

“Just a week?” I said finally.

“Just a week,” she promised.

I swallowed. “Okay. I’ll try it.”

Ruby smiled like she already knew I would. “Good girl.”

And just like that, I had a new job. One that involved watching my ridiculously hot friend masturbate on camera and pretending it was just admin work.

What could possibly go wrong?
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I waited until my roommate was asleep before I logged in.

My bedroom was dark except for the soft glow of my laptop screen and the little string lights I kept pinned above my desk. I sat cross-legged on my bed with my comforter pulled up around my waist, telling myself this was work. Just work. Admin stuff. Nothing weird about it.

Ruby had texted me the login earlier with a winky face and a “don’t judge me [image: face blowing a kiss]” that I’d pretended didn’t make my stomach flip.

I typed in the username and password and held my breath.

Her dashboard loaded immediately. Her name was there in bold at the top, along with a profile photo I’d definitely never seen before. Ruby on a white bed, wearing a lacy black bra I didn’t recognize, looking straight into the camera like she knew exactly who was watching.

My chest felt tight all of a sudden.

I clicked into her scheduled posts first, like a good assistant. There were folders labeled by date, little thumbnails previewing videos. Most were solo clips. Some were short. Some were… not.

I told myself not to overthink it and clicked the first one.

Ruby appeared on-screen sitting on her bed, knees tucked up, hair down around her shoulders. She was naked from the waist up, breasts full and bare, nipples already dark and peaked. I sucked in a quiet breath before I could stop myself.

This wasn’t the Ruby I knew from brunch dates and late-night Target runs. This Ruby was looking into the camera with her lips parted, and her eyes heavy-lidded.

She smiled slowly and dragged her hands over her chest, thumbs brushing her nipples in a way that made my thighs press together without me even realizing it.

“Oh my god,” I whispered to no one.

I should’ve clicked out. I knew that. But my cursor stayed frozen while she leaned back against her pillows and spread her legs for the camera.

I had seen porn before. Obviously. I wasn’t a nun. But watching Ruby touch herself felt different. Wrong, maybe. Or too personal. Or both.

Her fingers slid between her thighs, slow and deliberate, and I realized I was holding my breath again. She knew exactly where to touch herself. She knew how to angle her body so the camera caught everything. The soft curve of her stomach. The dark triangle of hair between her legs. The way her fingers disappeared inside herself while her face stayed perfectly framed.

Real-life Ruby was always joking. Always casual. Always rolling her eyes at guys who flirted with her at bars. This version of her was focused. Intent. Confident in a way that made my skin feel hot.

I swallowed hard and reached for my mouse, forcing myself to do what I was supposed to do. Editing. I pulled the clip into my software, trimming the beginning, adjusting the lighting just a little. I zoomed in to crop out a shadow, and suddenly her body filled my screen.

Too close.

Her pussy was right there. Pink and wet and opening around her fingers. I felt something pulse low in my belly, sharp and unexpected.

I shifted on my bed, trying to ignore the slick warmth spreading between my legs. This was ridiculous. I wasn’t turned on by my friend. I was just… reacting. Anyone would.

But my hand had slid down to my thigh without me really deciding to do it.

I kept watching as I edited. Ruby moaned softly in the video, her head falling back, lips parted. Her breasts bounced slightly with the movement of her hand, nipples flushed and sensitive-looking. I remembered seeing those same breasts through thin tank tops in real life, never thinking much of it.

Now I couldn’t look away.

My fingers crept further, brushing over the waistband of my pajama shorts. I hesitated there, my heart beating too fast. I told myself I was just curious. That it didn’t mean anything.

I slipped my hand inside my shorts and froze when my fingers brushed my panties. They were already damp. That shocked me more than anything else.

“What the fuck,” I breathed.

I pressed my thighs together again, trying to calm myself down, but the ache between my legs only grew stronger. Ruby’s fingers were moving faster now in the video, her breathing getting heavier, her moans louder. The camera caught everything. Every twitch. Every wet sound.

I touched myself through my underwear, just a little, testing. My clit was swollen and sensitive, sending little sparks up my spine when I pressed against it. I closed my eyes for half a second, then opened them again, my gaze snapping right back to the screen.

I wasn’t thinking about women. I was thinking about Ruby.

That thought made me pull my hand away like I’d been burned.

I sat there breathing hard, my body buzzing, my pussy throbbing with need I didn’t know what to do with. The video ended with Ruby shuddering and gasping, her body going slack as she came.

I stared at the frozen frame of her flushed face and glossy lips.

This wasn’t just shock. I knew that much.

I saved the edited clip and closed the program, my fingers trembling slightly as I shut my laptop. I leaned back against my pillows and stared up at the ceiling, my hand resting uselessly on my stomach.

I hadn’t finished. I hadn’t even come close. But something had shifted anyway.

I rolled onto my side and pulled the blanket tighter around myself, my thoughts racing.

It was just work, I told myself again.

But as I lay there, still aroused and wide awake, I wasn’t sure I believed that anymore.
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Ruby poured me another glass of wine like she was trying to get me tipsy on purpose. She probably was.

We were curled up on her couch, legs tangled in a fleece throw, some dumb rom-com playing in the background that neither of us was really watching. Ruby’s living room was cozy—low lighting, candles on the coffee table, takeout containers still half-open between us. She was in tiny sleep shorts again and one of those ribbed tanks with no bra, her nipples clearly visible in the soft glow of the TV. She never seemed to care. Or maybe she just liked watching me squirm.

I wasn’t drunk. But I was warm. Loose. A little more relaxed than I should’ve been considering the fact that I now worked for my best friend’s porn account.

“Your editing is getting better,” she said, nudging my knee with hers. “You’ve got a good eye for what guys like.”

I rolled my eyes. “I literally just trimmed the part where you dropped the lube bottle and laughed.”

“Exactly. It was cute, but not hot.”

I laughed, sipping my wine. “Well, thank you for trusting me with your vagina content.”

“You’re welcome,” she said with mock pride, then paused. “Although you might need to level up soon.”

I looked at her. “What does that mean?”

She shrugged, her lips curving up in that way she always did when she was about to say something outrageous. “Just that everyone’s been asking for more girl-on-girl stuff lately.”

I blinked. “Wait, really?”

“Oh yeah. Tons of requests. Apparently two girls going down on each other is the Holy Grail for some of these dudes.” She reached for a dumpling with her chopsticks and popped it into her mouth like she hadn’t just said that.

I tried to act normal, but my throat was dry. “So… are you gonna do it?”

She shrugged again, chewing slowly. “I’ve done one collab before, but it wasn’t great. The girl was kind of stiff, and the chemistry just wasn’t there.”

I didn’t know what to say to that, so I just sipped more wine.

Ruby turned toward me a little more, her voice suddenly playful. “Too bad I don’t know any hot girls who’d be down to fake it with me.”

I snorted. “Oh my god. Don’t even.”

“What? You’d be perfect.” She grinned. “You’re cute, you’re already on payroll, and guys love the straight-girl-turns-curious vibe.”

I threw a pillow at her. “Absolutely not.”

She ducked, laughing. “I’m joking! Kind of.”

I laughed too, but my face was warm again. I blamed the wine.

She let it hang there for a few seconds before turning back to the movie like it really was no big deal. I tried to focus on the screen, but I could feel her next to me. The heat from her thigh brushing mine, the faint scent of her perfume—sweet and warm, like jasmine and clean skin.

Eventually, she spoke again. Softer this time.

“I mean… I’m not asking you to do anything crazy. Just some kissing. Touching. Stuff that looks good on camera.”

I turned to look at her, and she held my gaze, casual but steady.

“I’m not—” I started, then stopped. “I’m not into girls.”

“I know,” she said. “That’s why it would sell.”

My stomach flipped. I wasn’t even sure if I was offended or turned on. Probably both. “Jesus, Ruby.”

She smiled. “It’s just acting. You’d be helping me. Like a scene partner. You wouldn’t even have to get naked the first time if you didn’t want to.”

I shifted on the couch. My skin was buzzing now, not from the wine but from the thought of it. Her mouth on mine. Her hands somewhere they shouldn’t be. All of it recorded.

“You’re serious,” I said.

Ruby nodded. “I’m not gonna pressure you. But yeah. I’m serious.”

I stared into my glass. The wine was down to the last few sips, and I suddenly didn’t trust myself with another pour.

Part of me wanted to laugh it off again. To make a joke, change the subject, pretend like none of this made me feel anything. But the part of me that had touched herself to Ruby’s video the night before was still there. Quiet. Curious.

I didn’t say yes. But I didn’t say no either.

And I think Ruby knew that. Because she didn’t push. She just leaned back into the couch and clicked the volume up on the movie like the conversation was over.

But we both knew it wasn’t.
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Ruby had rearranged her bedroom by the time I got there.

The soft ring light was set up in the corner, unplugged for now. Her bed had new sheets—white, with tiny pale pink flowers—and her pillows were fluffed up like she was staging for a photo shoot. There were a couple of outfits laid out on the edge of the bed, but she was barefoot and wearing plain black leggings and a fitted crop top that hugged her chest in a way I tried not to stare at.

I still wasn’t sure how I’d let her talk me into this.

“It’s not filming,” she’d said. “It’s just for chemistry. To see how we look on camera together. Like a dry run.”

Now I was standing awkwardly by her dresser while she tossed aside a scrunchie and pulled her hair out of a loose ponytail.

“I feel ridiculous,” I muttered.

“You’re fine,” she said, grinning. “You look cute.”

I tugged at the hem of my hoodie. “I look like I’m about to cry in a college admissions vlog.”

Ruby stepped closer and ran her fingers through the front of my hair, brushing it out of my face. “No, you don’t. You look nervous. Which is actually kinda hot in its own way.”

I rolled my eyes, but my skin prickled everywhere she’d touched.

“So what exactly are we doing?” I asked.

She walked over to the bed and sat down cross-legged, patting the spot beside her. “Just poses. Stuff I might use for a thumbnail or preview. Clothed, casual, nothing crazy.”

I sat down stiffly, my thighs brushing hers, and tried to breathe normally.

“Okay,” she said, eyeing me up and down. “Let’s start with something simple. Lie back with your head near mine.”

I did what she said, stretching out beside her so our heads were a few inches apart on the pillows. She turned onto her side and propped her head on her hand.

“Look at me,” she said softly.

I turned my head. Her face was close. Way closer than I expected. Her eyes looked darker this close up, her lashes longer. Her lips were bare and pink, slightly parted.

“This is insane,” I whispered, half-laughing.

She smiled. “It’s just content.”

I didn’t respond. I couldn’t. My heart was thudding in my chest like I’d just sprinted across campus.

She shifted her position again, leaning over me now, one hand resting beside my shoulder on the bed. Her face hovered above mine like she was testing how far I’d let her go. She didn’t touch me—but it felt like she had.

“Okay,” she said after a beat. “Now imagine we’re about to kiss. Just pretend.”

I blinked up at her. “I don’t know...”

She grinned. “You’ll get used to it. Think about how you’d look if someone was about to kiss you and you wanted them to.”

I swallowed, my throat dry. “Do you do this with all your coworkers?” I put the word coworkers in air quotes.

She laughed. “Only the cute ones.”

I tried to smile, but my face felt frozen. I let my eyes fall halfway closed and forced myself to keep breathing while she leaned in closer, her nose nearly brushing mine.

We didn’t kiss.

She didn’t even touch me.

But something in my chest tightened like it was waiting for a drop that never came.

Her breath was warm, her scent subtle and sweet, like coconut shampoo. I was way too aware of the curve of her breasts under that tight crop top, the way her thighs pressed against mine. My body felt hot. Tense. Like I’d been turned inside out and exposed.

“Okay,” she said finally, pulling back just slightly. “Now sit up. Let’s try one where you’re behind me.”

I did what she asked, moving behind her on the bed while she slid forward. She took my hands and placed them on her waist, guiding them like she was shaping a sculpture.

“There,” she murmured. “Like that. Just hold still.”

Her back was warm against my front, and my hands—God, my hands—rested on the smooth curve of her sides, just under her ribs. I could feel the way she breathed, the slow expansion of her chest. I tried not to think about the skin under her shirt, or how easily I could slide my fingers a little higher and cup her breasts. The thought alone made my thighs clench.

“You okay?” she asked, not turning around.

“Yeah,” I lied. My voice came out too quiet.

We held the pose for a few seconds, and then she leaned back just enough for her head to brush my shoulder. Her cheek grazed mine, and my breath caught.

“Thanks for doing this,” she said softly.

I didn’t say anything. I just nodded, too overwhelmed to speak.

A few minutes later, we were done.

She stood up like nothing had happened, stretching her arms over her head, her shirt riding up just enough to show a sliver of her stomach. “You did great. Seriously. You looked natural.”

I slipped off the bed, trying not to stumble. My body was still buzzing. My underwear was damp and uncomfortable, and my face felt like it was on fire.

“I should go,” I said, grabbing my bag.

“Sure,” she said easily, walking me to the door. “Let me know if you’re up for doing a test shoot with the camera sometime. Just to see lighting and stuff.”

I nodded too fast. “Okay.”

I left without looking back.

And I didn’t stop thinking about it the whole way home.
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The café was one of those hip places with exposed brick walls and Edison bulbs that always felt like it was trying a little too hard. Ruby had picked it, of course. She liked pretending we were cooler than we were. I was already seated when she walked in, late as usual, wearing a fitted white tank top with no bra and faded jeans that hugged her like they were custom-made. Heads turned when she passed, and I hated that I noticed.

She slid into the seat across from me, grinning like this was just another catch-up hangout.

“Thanks for meeting me,” she said, pulling out her phone.

“No big deal,” I said, trying to sound casual.

It was a big deal, though. I hadn’t stopped thinking about her since the last time I was at her place. The practice run. The way her cheek had brushed mine. The sound of her voice when she said I looked natural. I’d barely slept that night, and when I did, my dreams were… confusing.

Ruby opened the Notes app and turned the screen toward me like she was showing me a grocery list.

“Okay,” she said. “Here’s what I’m thinking. We do a soft scene. Kissing, a little touching. Just enough to sell the fantasy. Clothes stay on or come off depending on what you’re comfortable with in the moment.”

I looked at the bullet points while my stomach flipped. “You really planned it all out.”

She shrugged. “Of course. It’s work.”

That word—work—somehow made me feel better. Like I could pretend this wasn’t completely insane.

She scrolled down and pointed to a line. “We’ll do it in natural light, on my bed. Nothing too heavy. I’ll direct most of it. You just follow my lead.”

I nodded slowly. “And the pay?”

“Thirty percent of the clip’s revenue,” she said. “If it does well, you’ll make a few hundred. If it really pops—maybe more.”

A few hundred dollars. For making out with my best friend on camera.

I took a sip of my iced coffee and tried to focus. “So, we’re… not actually doing anything real.”

Ruby leaned back in her chair, her mouth curving slightly. “Define real.”

I gave her a look.

She laughed. “No, Ava. I mean, yeah. We’re acting. It’s not about feelings. It’s about what looks good on camera.”

“So, just performance.”

“Exactly.”

I stared at her for a second. “Have you done this before?”

She hesitated, then said, “Once. In college. With a girl I hooked up with a few times, but it was never serious. Doesn’t count.”

That caught me off guard. “So you’ve… been with a girl.”

“Not really,” she said. “I’ve kissed a few. It was more about the vibe. No full-on sex or anything.”

I didn’t know why that answer made me feel weird. Like I’d wanted her to say no. Or yes. I wasn’t even sure which would’ve made me feel better.

“I’m not gay,” I blurted, then instantly regretted it.

Ruby didn’t flinch. “I know. I’m not either.”

We sat in silence for a second, the hum of the espresso machine filling the space between us. My legs were crossed under the table, and I realized I’d been bouncing my foot nervously the entire time.

“I’m just saying,” I added, softer now. “I don’t want this to… change things.”

Ruby’s expression gentled. “It won’t. You’re helping me with content. That’s all.”

She reached across the table and offered her hand like we were sealing a deal.

I looked at it for a second before finally taking it. Her skin was warm, her grip firm.

“We film tomorrow,” she said, giving my hand a small squeeze.

I nodded, trying to ignore the way my pulse skipped in my throat.

“Okay.”

It was happening. I was going to kiss my best friend. On camera. For money.

And somehow, I still wasn’t sure if I was terrified… or turned on.

[image: ]



Ruby’s bedroom looked different in the afternoon light. Softer, somehow. Like everything had been deliberately staged to look breezy and effortless.

Her ring light was already set up in the corner, glowing faintly. She’d swapped her floral sheets for plain white ones, smooth and crisp. There was a tripod on the floor with a phone mount attached, and a small basket on the dresser filled with things I didn’t want to look at too closely.

This was really happening.

I stood near her closet, holding up two options she’d given me: a sheer pale pink bralette with matching lace panties, or a silk black slip dress that looked like it belonged in a perfume commercial. Both were hot. Both made me want to disappear.

“I can’t pull this off,” I muttered.

Ruby was sitting at her vanity, applying mascara with practiced ease. “Yes, you can. You have a great body.”

“That’s not the issue.”

She looked at me in the mirror. “You want something less see-through?”

“No, I mean—I don’t know what I’m doing.”

She smiled and turned to face me. “That’s the point. You’re supposed to look like the curious friend getting talked into it.”

I sighed and turned toward the bed, still holding the bralette. I didn’t even own lingerie like this. It wasn’t me. But I’d agreed to this, and Ruby was treating it like it was no bigger deal than picking a filter.

I finally settled on the pink set. At least it looked less intimidating.

Ruby stood and walked over to me, barefoot, wearing black cheeky panties and a cropped tank top that barely covered her. Her stomach was flat and smooth, her skin glowing in the light. She looked completely unfazed. Meanwhile, I could feel sweat gathering behind my knees.

“Want help?” she asked.

I nodded, holding out the bralette like it might bite me.

She stepped in behind me, her fingers brushing my shoulders as she guided the straps over my arms. I felt the heat of her skin through my T-shirt as she reached around to fasten the clasp.

“You’re tense,” she murmured.

“No shit,” I muttered.

She laughed quietly, her breath near my ear. “It’s gonna be fine. Just follow my lead.” My pulse thudded low in my belly.

She slid her hands down my arms and stepped back. “Now the bottoms.”

I turned away as I pulled off my shorts and stepped into the matching panties. They were high-cut, the lace sheer enough that I felt practically naked. My thighs brushed with every movement. I tried not to fidget.

Ruby walked back to the vanity and started fixing her hair. I stood awkwardly near the bed, unsure where to go or what to do with my hands.

“You okay?” she asked, glancing at me in the mirror.

“I feel like I’m about to throw up.”

She smiled gently and came over to sit on the edge of the bed. “Ava. Look at me.”

I did.

“You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do. If you panic, we stop. If it feels weird, we change direction. I promise.”

I nodded. “I’m just… not used to being seen like this.”

“You’ve got nothing to be ashamed of,” she said. “You’re beautiful.”

My cheeks burned. “You have to say that. You’re trying to make me comfortable.”

“I don’t have to say anything,” she said simply.

I swallowed, feeling the nerves throb behind my ribs. But then she smiled again, slow and easy.

“Ready to get started?” she asked.

“Do I have to talk?” I asked.

“Nope. I’ll do most of it.”

I sat down beside her on the bed, the lace cool against my skin. My nipples were hard beneath the bralette, and I knew she’d notice. Maybe she already had.

Ruby leaned forward and reached for the phone mounted on the tripod. She adjusted the angle, checked the lighting, then glanced back at me.

Her expression was calm. Professional. But her eyes lingered for just a second longer than they needed to.

“I’m gonna hit record,” she said.

I took a deep breath and nodded.

She tapped the screen.

The red light blinked on.

And I felt like I’d just stepped off a cliff.

On the edge of Ruby’s bed, wearing the pale pink lingerie she’d picked out for me, my bare thighs began sticking slightly to the sheet. My heart pounded like I’d just run a mile.

She was across from me, legs tucked under her. Her hair was down now, loose around her shoulders, and she looked… comfortable. Calm. Like this wasn’t her first time.

It wasn’t. It was mine. And I couldn’t seem to stop my body from tensing every time I remembered that.

“Just start by looking at me,” she said softly. Her voice had dropped to something quieter—something different than usual. Not fake, not overly seductive. Just… intimate.

I looked at her, and her eyes scanned my face with such casual attention that it made my stomach twist.

“Touch my thigh,” she said, like she was asking me to pass the salt.

My fingers trembled slightly as I reached out and rested my hand against the soft curve of her upper thigh. Her skin was warm, smooth, her leg solid beneath it. It was just skin. Just contact. But it felt like the first step off a ledge.

“Good,” she murmured. “Now lean in a little.”

I did, slowly, heart thudding in my ears. Her face was close now, her lips slightly parted. The lighting from the ring light made her skin glow, her features sharp and feminine all at once. She didn’t look like Ruby, my friend. She looked like someone else. Someone s eductive. Like she knew I was about to kiss her before I even did.

“Kiss me,” she whispered.

I hesitated for half a second—long enough to feel the weight of the moment—then leaned forward and pressed my mouth to hers.

It was supposed to be light. Polite. The kind of thing you could pass off as acting.

But her lips were soft and warm, and when she kissed me back, it wasn’t hesitant at all. Her mouth moved against mine slowly, like she was savoring it. Her hand came up to touch the side of my face, fingers brushing my jaw, and my body jolted like a live wire had been pressed to my skin.

This wasn’t fake.

I kissed her again, this time with a little more pressure, and her lips parted slightly. I followed, opening mine just enough to deepen it. My tongue brushed hers.

My brain scrambled to stay in control—reminding myself that it was for the camera, that I was supposed to make it look real. But it didn’t just look real. It felt real. Too real.

Her other hand slid down to my thigh and squeezed gently, grounding me. The way she touched me wasn’t rough or urgent—it was deliberate, coaxing. Like she was testing what I’d let her get away with.

When we pulled back, our lips still close, I realized I was breathing harder. My chest was rising and falling, nipples pressing against the thin lace of my bralette, fully stiff and unignorable. I didn’t know if the camera could pick that up, but Ruby definitely could.

“You okay?” she whispered.

I nodded, barely.

“Slide your hand up,” she said, her voice huskier now. “Just over my hip. You don’t have to rush anything.”

I followed her instruction, my fingers moving slowly over the curve of her body, from thigh to hipbone. Her skin was unbelievably smooth. I felt her stomach tense under my palm when I moved higher.

She leaned in again and kissed me, slower this time. Her hand crept around to the small of my back and pulled me closer. I gasped quietly against her mouth when her chest pressed against mine. Her breasts were soft under her tank top, her nipples brushing mine through the lace, and I couldn’t stop the spark of heat that bloomed low in my belly.

I tried to tell myself it was just the setting. The mood. That anyone would respond like this with a beautiful girl pressed up against them.

But her hand slid under the back of my bralette, fingertips trailing along my spine, and my thighs squeezed together instinctively.

I wasn’t acting anymore.

She kissed down the side of my neck, lips grazing my collarbone, and then pulled back slightly to whisper, “That okay?”

I nodded again, my voice gone.

She smiled faintly and moved her hand up to cup my breast through the lace. Just one gentle squeeze, but it made me inhale sharply. My body reacted before my brain could keep up. I leaned into her touch. My nipple pebbled beneath her palm.

“God,” I whispered. “This feels…”

She didn’t make me finish the sentence. She just kissed me again, her thumb brushing softly over the stiff peak through the thin fabric.

And in that moment, the camera might as well not have existed. It was just Ruby’s mouth, Ruby’s hands, and my body unraveling in ways I never planned for.

Her hand trailed down my side, grazing the edge of my panties, and I didn’t stop her.

I wasn’t ready to admit how badly I wanted her to keep going.

But I knew I wouldn’t stop her if she did.
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I didn’t realize the camera was still recording.

Or maybe I just didn’t care anymore.

We were tangled on Ruby’s bed, our legs brushing, her hand on my waist while we kissed like it wasn’t the first time. Her lips were softer than I remembered, or maybe I was just paying more attention now. I had stopped thinking about the pose or the angle or how I must look on camera. My thoughts had narrowed to the way her mouth moved against mine, how her breath caught when I pressed closer.

This wasn’t fake anymore.

She pulled back just enough to look at me, her voice low and serious. “You okay?”

I nodded, breathless. “Yeah.”

My heart was pounding hard, but it wasn’t panic. It was something else. Anticipation. Heat. The weight of something tipping over.

Ruby’s eyes searched mine for a second longer, and then she kissed me again. Her hand moved from my waist, skimming up over my ribs until her fingers found the edge of my bralette. She slipped underneath without asking, palm warm against my bare breast. I gasped into her mouth when her thumb brushed across my nipple. It was already hard, embarrassingly sensitive, and the light pressure made my hips shift instinctively.

I couldn’t pretend anymore.

I didn’t want to stop her.

Her kiss deepened as her fingers rolled my nipple gently, teasing it in slow, lazy circles that made my skin feel electric. I arched toward her, mouth falling open in a sound I didn’t recognize—something between a sigh and a moan.

“God,” I whispered.

She smiled slightly, pulling back just enough to tug the bralette over my head. I let her. My breasts were fully exposed now, flushed and trembling with the rest of me. I was too turned on to feel self-conscious. I wanted more.

Ruby kissed down my neck, her lips soft and unhurried, trailing warmth along my collarbone and chest. When she reached my breast, she didn’t hesitate—she took my nipple into her mouth, sucking lightly before flicking her tongue over the tip. My thighs squeezed together hard.

I didn’t know it could feel like this. My whole body felt tight and hot and wired, like I’d swallowed something electric.

Her hand slid down my stomach, slow and deliberate, until it hovered just above the waistband of my panties.

She paused.

“Still okay?”

I nodded, barely able to speak. “Please.”

She slipped her hand inside, fingers curving down between my legs. I gasped when she touched me—just a soft stroke at first, right over my clit, but I jerked like it had shocked me. I was wet. Soaking. The lace stuck to me, and she pushed it aside like she already knew.

She kissed me again as her fingers moved lower, sliding between my folds, teasing at the entrance of my body. I whimpered, overwhelmed. No one had ever touched me like this. Not this gently. Not this confidently.

She circled my clit with two fingers, just enough pressure to make my hips rock toward her. I couldn’t stay still. My legs fell open wider, my breath coming in ragged bursts.

And then she shifted lower.

I opened my eyes in time to see her slide down the bed, her lips brushing over my stomach, my hip, and then she was kneeling between my thighs, hooking her fingers into my panties and dragging them down.

I almost stopped her. Almost said something.

But I didn’t.

I just lay there, trembling, legs parted, while she settled between them.

Her mouth pressed softly to my inner thigh first, kissing higher and higher until I could barely breathe. When she finally licked me—just one slow swipe from bottom to top—I made a sound I’d never heard come out of my own mouth.

She did it again, this time with more pressure. Her hands gripped my thighs to hold me still, and then she started working me with her tongue, licking and sucking my clit like she had all the time in the world.

I couldn’t think.

I couldn’t fake anything.

My back arched off the bed as the pleasure built, fast and sharp. Her mouth was warm and wet and perfect, and when she sucked my clit just right, everything snapped.

I came hard.

My whole body clenched, thighs shaking, toes curling. I cried out without thinking, my hands gripping the sheets. My orgasm tore through me like a wave I couldn’t hold back, and I felt myself pulse around nothing, soaking wet and completely undone.

Ruby didn’t stop until I was whimpering, too sensitive to take more.

When she finally pulled back, her face was flushed, lips slick. She crawled back up beside me, brushing hair away from my forehead as I lay there, panting, trying to remember how to function.

Neither of us said anything.

The room was silent except for our breathing. Somewhere in the background, the soft click of the camera still recording.

Our eyes met.

She didn’t smile. She didn’t say anything clever.

She just looked at me like she already knew this had changed everything.
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We hadn’t moved.

I was still on my back, chest rising and falling, skin damp with sweat, legs slack and trembling. My panties were pushed to one side, the air between my thighs still warm and sticky. I could feel the wetness cooling against my skin, the way my body hadn’t quite come down yet.

Ruby lay beside me on her side, one hand propping up her head, the other resting lightly on my stomach. She looked relaxed. Like nothing about what we’d just done was surprising to her.

Me, on the other hand—I felt like I’d stepped into someone else’s life. Or maybe into a part of myself I didn’t want to admit existed.

She watched me for a second. Then she smiled—not cocky, not teasing. Just soft. Knowing.

“Your turn,” she said quietly.

My throat went dry.

“What?” I asked, though I knew exactly what she meant.

She shifted onto her back, her hair splayed across the pillow, her legs parting just slightly. Enough to be an invitation.

“You don’t have to,” she added. “But if you want to…”

The thing was—I did. I really fucking did. And I didn’t understand it. My brain was a mess of static, trying to tell me this was going too far, that I’d already crossed lines I couldn’t uncross.

But my body knew exactly what it wanted.

I sat up slowly, still bare from the waist up, the bralette forgotten somewhere on the floor. My nipples were still tight, still flushed. My thighs trembled when I moved, the aftershocks of my orgasm lingering in the background like a low hum.

Ruby reached down and tugged her tank top off, tossing it aside. Her breasts were perfect—round, high, her nipples dark and already hard. She slipped her panties down without ceremony and lay back again, completely naked now.

The camera blinked in the corner, still on.

I moved closer.

Every part of me felt shaky. Not from nerves, exactly, but from the weight of what I was about to do. I’d never gone down on anyone before. I’d barely seen another girl’s body up close like this, and now I was supposed to use mine?

She spread her legs a little wider, her knees bent, heels flat on the mattress. Her pussy was slick and pink and open. I could smell her—warm and musky, familiar in a way that made me throb all over again. I’d felt that smell. I’d come from it. And now it was her.

I lowered myself between her thighs, my hands sliding up her legs to her hips. She tilted her pelvis slightly, guiding me without touching me.

“Start slow,” she said, voice low. “Just like I did.”

I leaned in and kissed the inside of her thigh first. Her skin was soft, her muscles flexing slightly under my lips. Then I moved higher, kissing closer and closer until the heat of her was right in front of me.

I licked once, tentatively, just the way she had with me. From bottom to top, my tongue gliding along her folds. Her body responded immediately—her hips twitching, her breath catching.

That response sent a jolt straight to my core.

I licked again, a little more confidently, my tongue circling her clit. She let out a soft, shaky sound, her hand sliding into my hair but not pushing—just resting there.

“Yeah,” she whispered. “Just like that.”

I lapped at her slowly, trying to remember what had driven me crazy. The rhythm. The pressure. I wasn’t graceful, and I wasn’t sure I was doing it right, but her body told me when I was. Her thighs trembled. Her breath got uneven. Her hips rolled toward my mouth when I hit the right spot.

I sucked gently at her clit, lips wrapped around it like I’d seen her do, and she moaned—really moaned—her back arching, her stomach tightening beneath my hands.

The rawness of it stunned me. She wasn’t holding back. Wasn’t performing. She was feeling it.

I was the one making her feel like that.

And I liked it.

I wanted more of it.

Her legs started to shake. Her grip in my hair tightened. She cursed under her breath, and then she gasped, “Don’t stop. Please—don’t stop.”

I didn’t.

I kept sucking, kept licking, feeling her body start to come apart under my mouth. Her thighs clamped briefly around my head before she let go again, her body shuddering hard.

She came with a cry that she bit down halfway through, her hands fisting in the sheets, her whole body arching toward me as she pulsed and throbbed against my tongue.

I stayed there, holding her thighs, stunned by how good it felt to give her that.

When she finally relaxed, collapsing back against the pillows, I pulled away slowly. My mouth was wet. My chin slick with her arousal.

I wiped it with the back of my hand and crawled up beside her.

We didn’t say anything.

The camera was still recording, the red light steady in the corner.

But neither of us moved.

Her chest rose and fell in quiet, shallow breaths, her lips parted, face flushed.

I couldn’t stop staring.

I had wanted that. All of it.

And I didn’t know what that meant anymore.
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Two days later, I was back in Ruby’s apartment, sitting on the same bed where I’d gone down on her like it was the most natural thing in the world.

The sheets had been washed. The lighting was different. Her room smelled like eucalyptus now, not candle wax and sweat. But my body remembered everything.

Ruby sat cross-legged beside me, laptop open between us. The screen was paused on a still frame of me kneeling between her thighs, my mouth slick, my eyes heavy, her hand in my hair.

I barely recognized myself.

We hadn’t spoken much since the shoot. A few texts. Some emojis. But nothing real. I couldn’t decide if that made me feel relieved or abandoned.

Now, she clicked play.

I watched myself lean in. Watched my hands slide over her hips. Watched her mouth fall open when I licked her for the first time.

I remembered exactly how she tasted.

My stomach turned over in the best and worst way.

We watched the whole thing without speaking. Just sat there, side by side, eyes fixed on the screen while our past selves kissed and undressed and made each other come like it meant something. And maybe it did.

Because we weren’t acting.

When the video ended, Ruby reached forward and paused it on a quiet frame—just the two of us lying next to each other, flushed and dazed. She exhaled slowly, rubbing her hand over her face.

“Well,” she said. “It’s definitely… hot.”

I swallowed. “Yeah.”

She didn’t move right away. Neither did I. The silence stretched long enough that I had to fill it.

“Do you think this…” I started, my voice quieter than I meant, “means something?”

Ruby looked over at me, and her expression wasn’t flirty or smug or composed like it usually was. It was unsure. A little guarded.

“I don’t know,” she admitted. “I’ve been trying not to think about it too hard.”

I nodded. That was fair. I’d been doing the same.

Except I had been thinking about it. A lot. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw her mouth. Felt her tongue. Heard the sound she made when I touched her just right. I couldn’t file it away as performance, no matter how much I tried.

Ruby closed the laptop, her fingers lingering on the edge. “I’m not sure we should film again right away.”

That surprised me. “Really?”

She glanced at me. “Yeah. I mean, the money’s great, and people are going to eat this up, but… I just think maybe we need to figure out what this is before we do more.”

I couldn’t tell if that made me feel better or worse. I was still figuring it out too. I didn’t feel like I’d become a different person, but I couldn’t deny what had happened. What I’d done. What I’d wanted.

I looked at her. She looked tired. Not in a bad way—just stripped down. Honest. No performance left.

“Do you want me to go?” I asked.

She shook her head. “No.”

“Do you want to talk about it?”

“Maybe,” she said, voice soft. “But not right now.”

We sat in silence again, and this time it didn’t feel awkward. Just… quiet. Full.

Then Ruby looked at me and tilted her head a little, like she was trying to read me.

“Do you want to stay the night?” she asked.

She didn’t say it like a come-on. Not like a joke. Just a question.

There were no cameras this time. No script. No makeup or lighting or performance.

Just us.

And the strange, humming feeling that none of this was pretend anymore.

I nodded.

“Yeah,” I said. “I’ll stay.”
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