[Gessica dances, the view from the web-cam crops off her head.  No nudity is seen - her words speak for her.  The following is voice over.]
GESSICA (V.O.) 

With a mute expression I become every man’s fantasy.  I’m their kid’s under-aged baby-sitter, their doe eyed grade school teacher, their mud-flap girl.

(A BEAT)  

I don’t know who enjoys this change of identity more; me or them?  When I’m in front of my web-cam I’m not the same complicated single mother I was before.

(A BEAT)  

With each video stream I’m transformed; into the confident and care-free girl I long to be.

Faster now, Gessica thrusts and flows with intricacy; like she was water.

GESSICA (V.O.) 

Every once in a while... in-between pelvic thrusts, I think about all the man-boys I exploit through my web-cam.  How they give me hard earned money for offering a glimpse at something they will never receive.  I feel their eyes glaring at me, as depraved men soil their socks over a 72 pixel per-inch low-res video of me.

(A BEAT)

I think of all this, then I realize... I like it!

(A BEAT)  

It means I can control a man from hundreds of miles away.  I can take from them; everything, and leave them with nothing.
