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Chapter 1: BBC Webcam
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“Shit, Trayvon... you’re actually doing this.”

The words hissed out of me, a low, disbelieving whisper swallowed by the sterile white glow of my laptop screen. My reflection stared back from the dark rectangle of the camera lens—wide, dark eyes, a jaw clenched tight enough to ache, and the stark, rolling definition of my shoulders and chest, still damp from the shower. I looked like a stranger. A very large, very naked stranger.

My right hand was wrapped around the base of my cock. My left was braced flat on the cheap IKEA desk, knuckles white. The sheer, impossible size of it, thick and heavy and jutting out from my body like some alien monument, still sent a jolt of pure disbelief through me every time I looked down. Thirteen inches. The tape measure had confirmed it this morning, lying coiled on the bathroom floor like a guilty secret. Seven inches in circumference. My ex, Chloe, had always called it a “monster” with a breathy mix of awe and complaint. I’d thought she was just being Chloe—dramatic, a little cruel. Turns out she was an underachiever in the description department.

The plan had formed in a haze of desperation and cheap ramen. Rent was due. Student loan payments loomed like thunderheads. My degree in marketing was gathering dust while I delivered groceries. Then, the late-night, shame-scrolling research: camming. The money some of these guys made... it was obscene. And the niche that kept popping up, the one with the real financial firepower? It wasn’t the straight side. It was the gay side. Specifically, the side that worshipped exactly what I was currently holding in my hand.

A chime from the laptop—ding—snapped me back. The site’s dashboard. I’d set up the account an hour ago: “TrayvonTitan.” The bio was bare bones: “New. Just showing off.” I’d angled the webcam, a decent one I’d pawned my old game console for, to capture the dramatic V-taper of my torso, the heavy swell of my pecs, and the full, ridiculous length of my dick pointing straight at the lens. Below that, just out of frame but hinted at by the curve of my lower back, was the other asset: the “bubble butt” my football coach used to yell about, the one that had filled out even more with the weightlifting I used to stave off boredom.

I hadn’t even started a show. I was just... there. In the “offline” preview window. And the viewer count was climbing. 12. 45. 103.

Another chime. A private message popped up in the chat box on the side of the screen.

User ‘DaddyWants2Know’: $25 tip to flex that ass for us, stud. Show us what you’re working with back there.

My heart hammered against my ribs, a frantic, trapped bird. Twenty-five dollars. For turning around. That was two decent meals. That was part of a utility bill. The logical part of my brain, the one that had gotten me through college, was screaming. The desperate, broke, oddly curious part of me was already moving.

I licked my lips, which had gone dry. “Uh... sure,” I muttered, the sound too loud in my quiet room. I didn’t know if they could hear me; my mic was on. I shifted on the chair, the cheap leather creaking under my weight. Slowly, keeping my gaze locked on the camera’s unblinking eye, I began to turn.

I moved with the deliberate, almost clumsy care of a man performing a task he’d never done before. My back muscles rippled, each lat flaring as I presented my shoulder first, then the sculpted plains of my spine trailing down into the small of my back. I heard the rapid tick-tick-tick of tips hitting the dashboard. $5. $10. Another $25. The numbers were a blur.

Then I was fully turned, bent slightly at the waist, my hands braced on my knees. The camera now had a full, unobstructed view of my ass. It was, objectively, massive. Two perfect, heavy globes, taut and round from years of squats and deadlifts, currently clenched tight with tension. The dim light from the desk lamp cast deep shadows in the cleft.

The chat exploded.

Holy fuck that’s an ASS

Look at the shelf on him!

$50 to spread it, Titan. Show us your hole.

Fifty dollars. My breath hitched. The air in the room felt thick, charged. This was it. The point of no return. A strange, heady cocktail of shame, power, and raw greed flooded my system. I wanted to see that tip notification. I wanted to feel what it was like to be wanted like this, even if it was by faceless usernames and for all the wrong reasons.

“Okay,” I breathed out, the word shaky. “Okay.”

I reached back with one trembling hand. My fingers, so large and blunt, looked almost delicate against the sheer acreage of my own cheek. I pressed my fingertips into the firm flesh, feeling the heat of my own skin. I applied pressure, and slowly, so slowly, I pulled myself apart.

The schlick of skin separating from skin was obscenely loud in the quiet room. A cool draft from the window kissed the newly exposed, incredibly intimate place between my cheeks. My heart was a drum solo in my ears. I held the position, bent over, exposed, my own heartbeat throbbing in the tight ring of muscle now on full display for over two hundred anonymous viewers.
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