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Chapter 1



We live in strange times. Denying it doesn’t make it any less true, so let’s just get the facts out of the way. The economy is garbage, working your ass off no longer guarantees anything except maybe a slower death by PowerPoint, and a middle-class salary now buys you a ten-year-old Civic and rent in a neighborhood you wouldn’t walk at night. Real jobs—actual forty-plus hours a week—are barely worth the fluorescent lighting. And yet the wheel keeps turning, and somehow there’s still disposable income floating around for things nobody strictly needs.

Like paying girls on the internet to take their clothes off.

In a world drowning in free porn, why do men still open their wallets and rain money on cam girls? It makes no logical sense. Strange times, like I said.

My girlfriend gave me that same speech, only hers was framed as “we’d be idiots not to take advantage of the idiots.” She was twenty when the idea first started creeping into our conversations. Turned twenty-one a couple months later, right around the time I finally caved. I was twenty-seven, stupidly in love with a girl I genuinely believed was the prettiest creature on earth.

At that point her arguments were getting hard to ignore. My own job wasn’t tanking, but the “upward mobility” looked like a twenty-five-year crawl toward a beige life I wasn’t even sure I wanted. Meanwhile I had a gorgeous, restless twenty-one-year-old who wanted to travel, who wanted to live now, not in 2045 when we’d maybe saved enough for a down payment on a condo the size of a shoebox.

I’m not saying it’s fair. I’m not pretending this is how things should work in a just world. I’m saying this is the world we actually live in, and in this world she can have pretty much anything she wants, right now, if other men are willing to pay for the privilege of looking at her. She can still be my girlfriend. We can still be a team. That was the pitch that finally broke me.

So I told Lottie she could start a cam channel.

We’d done the research. With her looks she could make money hand-over-fist even keeping things extremely tame. Lottie is a 5’3 blonde with a tiny waist, a ridiculous ass, perky little 34B tits with pale pink nipples, and the kind of sweet, innocent face that makes you feel like a predator for even thinking dirty thoughts. She photographs like the girl next door you’ve had a crush on since high school, except her body is straight out of the fantasies you feel guilty about.

We decided early on that her biggest selling point would be the “good-girl girlfriend experience” that lonely men lose their minds over. No tattoos, no piercings (except ears), no birthmarks—basically zero identifying features. She’d wear a delicate black lace half-mask that covered just enough to give plausible deniability. The plan was to tease, to flirt, to make them believe they were slowly corrupting her, but to always stop before anything was irreversible.

Creating a channel that actually prints money doesn’t happen overnight. Any girl can flip on a potato-quality webcam and beg in broken English until she gives up in tears. We wanted class. We had enough saved to buy decent lighting, a 4K cam, and a couple cute outfits. During all that research it obviously became clear that I’d spent more than my fair share of time “studying” cam sites. Lottie didn’t shame me for it; if anything she treated it like free consulting.

She laid out her hard limits clearly:


	● Underwear was as naked as she’d go (at least at first)

	● Mask stays on, no full face ever

	● Eventually maybe toys, maybe a Lovense vibe the viewers could control, maybe sucking a dildo if the money was absurd

	● She’d flirt, she’d edge them, she’d play the naughty but reluctant girlfriend

	● She would touch herself for the camera but it would be “acting,” not actual enjoyment

	● And most importantly: I was not allowed to watch. She said she’d be too self-conscious if she knew my eyes were on her while she did it.



I agreed to every condition.

She picked a Saturday night for the debut—peak traffic hours. First shows are always slow, and half the girls who claim “first time ever uwu” immediately shove monster dildos places the sun doesn’t shine. We wanted authenticity. We could afford patience.

“How do I look, babe?” she asked, doing a little spin in front of me.

Like a fantasy in human form. Tight cream sweater, tiny black pleated skirt, white thigh-highs. Hair in a high ponytail. The mask made her look mysterious instead of anonymous.

“You look perfect,” I told her. “You nervous?”

“Little bit. Walk me through the checklist one more time?”

I smiled at how cute she was when she was anxious. “Hair shiny, outfit says ‘corruptible Catholic schoolgirl’—check. Ugly granny panties underneath so there’s no chance of an accidental flash ruining your brand on night one—check. You are not going to be desperate, you are not going to strip the second someone waves twenty bucks. Tonight is purely intro, chat, maybe a couple followers. That’s it.”

She nodded, biting her lip. “I have the power until I give it away, right?”

“Exactly. We’re playing the long game.”

She took a deep breath. “You sure you’re okay with me flirting? Pretending I’m single and… secretly kinda slutty?”

I swallowed the lump in my throat. “I know who you come home to. We’re a team. This is smart. Go be brilliant.”

She kissed me—deep, hungry, almost desperate—and then disappeared into our bedroom and shut the door.

That was it. My girlfriend was now live for strangers.

I lasted about thirty seconds on the couch before the reality hit me like a truck. She was in there, right now, smiling at men who were jerking off to her. I was hard instantly and hated myself for it.

I kept my promise that first night. I left the apartment, walked aimlessly for two hours, bought Thai food, came home around 11:05. Lottie was curled up on the couch in pajamas watching some baking show, cheeks still pink.

“Hey,” she said, smiling like nothing world-altering had just happened. “We are still broke, by the way.”

I laughed more from relief than humor. “How broke?”

“Forty-eight tokens. So like… four-eighty before taxes? Do we even pay taxes on this?”

She looked flushed, excited, not traumatized. That was… good?

“First hour was dead,” she went on. “Then two guys hung around the whole time asking about my fake community-college classes. Everyone else just popped in, called me a tease, and left when I wouldn’t flash my tits for five tokens.”

I set the food down and pulled her into my lap. “And how do you feel?”

“Like I actually did it. Like it’s real now.” She kissed my neck. “Thank you for letting me try. Seriously. And you can tell me if you hate it. We stop anytime.”

That night we fucked like we were trying to erase the previous three hours. Reclaiming, reassuring, whatever you want to call it. It was the best sex we’d had in months.

And that became the routine.

Eight shows over the next two weeks. Total earnings: $318 after the site’s cut. I made more in a single paycheck. She was sticking to the script—cute outfits, sweet voice, endless teasing—but the big spenders weren’t biting yet. She was starting to chafe against the “perfect angel” role. The same five or six guys showed up religiously, but none of them were the whales we needed.

“We need to move to phase two,” she said one night, tracing circles on my chest after another barely-lucrative stream. “I’m boring them, Ry. I can feel it.”

I knew she was right. I’d been the one holding her back, terrified of the slippery slope. But $318 wasn’t going to get us to Bali.

So I told her yes.

Her plan for the next stream: start slow, let the pressure build, then—if someone stepped up with real money—lose the top and skirt and give them the first real glimpse. She set the prices high on purpose: 800 tokens for the sweater, 1200 for the skirt. She wanted to feel like she still had control.

That was the night I broke my promise.

I waited until she kissed me goodbye and locked herself in the bedroom, then I grabbed my laptop, made a burner account (“Guest_83t5y”), and clicked her thumbnail.

And there she was.

LottieInBloom, 19 viewers, waving at the camera in that same cream sweater and pleated skirt, mask perfectly in place, green eyes bright.

“Hey sweeties, missed you guys… JimTheGent, you made it! And CornDogMillionaire, hi baby…”

I slipped headphones on and tried to breathe.

She was good. Better than good. She greeted the regulars by name, laughed at their lame jokes, ignored the flood of “show tits” and “spread ur legs whore.” When someone tipped even a single token she lit up like they’d sent a hundred.

Then JimTheGent dropped 50.

“Thank you, Daddy,” she said, voice syrupy.

My stomach dropped through the floor. Daddy? We had never discussed “Daddy.” And the way she said it—natural, practiced—told me it wasn’t the first time.

I hated how hard it made me.

An hour in she started pushing back against the demands, exactly like we’d planned.

“You guys are so bad,” she giggled. “There’s free porn everywhere and you still want me to take my clothes off? I’m just trying to relax after midterms…”

Some guy with the username BigTipper87 called her bluff.

“Name your price, princess.”

Chat went quiet.

She pretended to think about it, cheeks pink. “Taking anything off would be… a lot. Like a thousand tokens for my top? Fifteen hundred for the skirt? I don’t even know if I could…”

BigTipper87 didn’t hesitate.

“4000 tokens right now, top and skirt off, and you call me Sir and thank me like a good girl.”

Dead silence.

Lottie’s mouth actually parted behind the mask. I could see the exact moment she realized he was serious—and the exact moment she decided to do it.

“Forty-five hundred,” she countered, voice smaller, “and we have a deal.”

“Done.”

The token explosion sound effect blared. Chat lost its mind.

She stood up slowly, like she was in a trance.

“Yes, Sir,” she whispered.

Then she pulled the sweater over her head.

Black lace bra—my anniversary gift to her last year. The one I’d taken off her myself in a hotel in Miami. Her nipples were hard beneath the sheer fabric. She gave the camera a shy little smile and reached for the skirt zipper.

“That’s it, good girl,” BigTipper87 typed. “Show everyone what I bought.”

“Yes, Sir.”

The skirt dropped. Matching black lace thong. She turned, arched her back, gave them the full view of that perfect ass I’d spent two years worshipping. Slapped it once, lightly, like she was testing how far she’d already fallen.

Tips rained: 10, 25, 50, 100. The viewer count shot past 60.

She basked in it. I could see it. Shoulders back, chin high, lips parted. My sweet, innocent girlfriend was high on the attention.

Twenty minutes later she put the clothes back on, thanked everyone with trembling politeness, promised she’d “probably never do anything that crazy again,” and ended the stream.

Total for the night: 6,800 tokens. Roughly $650 after the site’s cut.

I slammed the laptop shut and tried to look normal by the time she came out.

She didn’t come out right away.

I waited. And waited. At one point I crept to the bedroom door and heard it—the soft, frantic rhythm of her breathing, the faint buzz of the little bullet vibe we kept in her nightstand. Ten solid minutes before she finally emerged, hair messy, pretending she’d just been “cleaning up.”

We ate cold Thai food while she recounted the night—leaving out the “Sir,” leaving out the “Daddy,” leaving out the part where she masturbated the second the camera turned off.

I kissed her anyway. Carried her to bed. Fucked her until we were both raw.

She was still mine.

I was still hers.

We were still a team.
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