
        
            
                
            
        

    
FILTHY AND FERTILE ON CAMERA

By Brandi Black


"D
o you like that?" I asked, as I slipped the strap of my tank top off my shoulder and gazed seductively at the screen.


"Hell yes," the man I only knew as UP2FUK89 moaned as he stroked his hand over his glistening cock. His internet connection wasn't good and the whole video was pixelated but I could still make out his long thick shaft and how frantic his hand movements were.


He was close, and I loved it. Before long, I'd have more money coming my way, and I'd be a tiny bit closer to the round of IVF that I'd need to have a baby.


I kept stripping, pulling my top down over my tits. I wasn't wearing a bra, so my nipples were fully visible on the camera, and I squeezed them between my thumb and forefinger as they grew stiff. I didn't have any time to waste — I didn't want him to cum before I'd shown him the good stuff — so I abandoned my top and went straight for my miniskirt.


"Yeah... show me that pussy," UP2FUK89 panted as I lifted the fabric, revealing my freshly shaved mound. I swayed like I was dancing and I knew exactly how good it would look with the camera half up my skirt, especially when I widened my legs so my lips came apart.


"Do you ever fuck men on camera?" UP2FUK89 asked, and I smiled but pulled the camera away from my pussy.


"You know I don't," I said, waggling my finger like a disappointed teacher. "It's solo play only."


UP2FUK89 groaned, and I pulled the camera back under my skirt and began fingering myself, sliding my fingertips into my wetness, knowing it was exactly what would tip him over the edge.


It wasn't like I didn't want to fuck anyone on camera — I knew how much extra money that would bring in — but my boyfriend Patrick didn't exactly approve of my camming, so I usually only did it after he fell asleep. He would never volunteer to fuck me on camera, and I couldn't invite anyone else over either — Patrick would have a stroke if he found out there was another man in the house, slamming his cock inside me while he slept.


"If I could find a way to do it, would you volunteer?" I asked, and it was enough to make UP2FUK89 lose all control. His cock erupted all over his fist, white cum dripping over his knuckles, and he was so lost in his own pleasure that he couldn't even answer me for a few minutes.


"Holy shit, Ashley, I'd love that," he finally said as he fell back on his bed and regained his breath. "I've been fantasizing about your hot cunt ever since I first saw it."


I couldn't help feeling a flare of desire at his words. When I first started camming, I didn't think any of the guys on my screen would ever turn me on, but lately I'd been getting as much out of it as them. Especially UP2FUK89 — he was blonde and attractive, with thick hair and a strong jaw. I didn't know why he was camming with me instead of pursuing all the girls he could have had in real life, but I wasn't complaining. Ever since Patrick and I had given up on the idea of having a baby naturally, he'd become less interested in sex, so knowing there were attractive men out there who wanted to fuck me was a massive turn-on.


"I can come over right now?" UP2FUK89 suggested, and the words brought me crashing back to reality.


"That's not a good idea," I hissed, glancing at the wall. Patrick was on the other side of it, fast asleep, his feet dangling out of the covers like they always were, and I was careful to keep my voice down.


"Why not?" UP2FUK89 said, flashing a smile that was equal parts friendly and disarming.


"My boyfriend wouldn't like it," I said, smiling back without being able to help it. I tried not to admit I had a boyfriend with online guys because I wanted to maintain the illusion that I was available, but what else could I do? I'd always been hopeless at making up answers when I was put on the spot, and it made me a terrible liar.


"Your boyfriend?" UP2FUK89 asked, with a teasing tone in his voice. "You two should perform together."


The idea of even asking Patrick made my cheeks flash red, something that UP2FUK89 definitely would have noticed.


"He... p-prefers being behind the camera," I stuttered.


"Is he behind the camera right now?" UP2FUK89 asked.


"No," I admitted. All I wanted to do was change the subject and there was a queue of other guys waiting for me, eager to see their own show. I tried to limit my private shows to ten minutes each, but sometimes I went over that for good tippers like UP2FUK89. "I've gotta go," I said, hovering my mouse over the next guy, one I hadn't seen before.


"Okay," UP2FUK89 said, "but can you at least tell me your name?"


"You already know it's Ashley," I said, and blew him a kiss. It was the name I used for camming, and it was the only name he was ever going to get.


"I meant your real one," he insisted.


I smiled. "That'll cost way more than you can afford."





"OH, LOOK AT THAT AVO!" my best friend Hayley gasped as the waiter brought out two thick slices of toast coated with a generous dollop of smashed avocado, garnished with feta cheese, balsamic vinegar, pine nuts and a lemon wedge. "Are you sure you'll get through all that?"


I grinned, my knife and fork ready in my hands. Maybe it was all the writhing around and energetic masturbating I did, but camming always made me extra hungry. I cut a wedge of toast and shoved it in my mouth, savouring the deliciousness of it.


"Of course I will," I said, after I'd swallowed it and washed it down with a swig of coffee.


Hayley's breakfast looked a lot more manageable than mine — she had a small plate of muesli, topped with fresh fruit and yogurt.


"So," she said, leaning forward so her hair draped on the table. "How's your secret project going?"


I chewed my next bite of toast. Hayley was the only person in the world who knew exactly what I was doing, and to my relief, instead of judging me, she'd been super excited about the whole thing. She wanted to know all the details — about my clients, my interactions with them, how much money I was making — and it made me wonder if she was thinking about giving it a go herself.


It also made me wonder if she'd be up for filming stuff together. Lesbian content sold really, really well, and Hayley had the same kind of body as me — fit, lean and perky, with wavy brown hair and wide eyes.


"It's going great," I said. "Every time I check the site, I've got new subscribers, and they all seem to really love what I'm posting."


"That's amazing," Hayley said, as she scooped muesli with her spoon.


"There's just one thing," I admitted. "More and more guys keep asking if I can film content with someone else. I love the idea, but Patrick would never go for it."


Hayley shrugged. "Who says Patrick needs to be involved?"


I laughed. "What would I do, book a motel room and invite all the guys on the internet to come over? I'm trying to earn money, not throw it away."


The waiter brought our drinks over and we stopped talking for a moment, both absorbed in our food.


"You wouldn't need a motel," Hayley said. "Just wait until Patrick's away for work and send out an open invitation."


"Do you think that will work?" I asked. "I don't want him to find out..."


"How would he?" Hayley asked. She added a spoonful of sugar to her coffee and stirred it. "As long as you clean everything up before he gets home, he'll have no idea."


I let the idea turn over in my mind as I sipped my own drink.


"Who knows," I said. "Maybe I'll even get pregnant and save a fortune on IVF."


"If that happens, you'll be able to spend all that money on yourself," Hayley pointed out. "And me, of course."


"I'll treat us both to a spa weekend," I promised. "Facials, massages, beauty treatments..."


Hayley whistled, and I could tell she was planning it in her head already. "If you need any help organizing anything, I'm in,"





PATRICK WAS a Cameraman for a major television network, so while he was usually stationed out of the main studios, sometimes his work sent him ail around the country on different projects. Luckily, it didn't take long for me to find a window of opportunity where he wouldn't be around.


"It's a reality show," he said, as he chewed a piece of bacon. "Twelve contestants in the desert to see how they survive."


"That sounds brutal," I said, as I shook the orange juice bottle so the pulp spread through evenly. "Why would anyone put themselves through that?"


"They'll do anything if they want to be famous," he said with a shrug as I poured two glasses of juice. "And the travel allowance alone should be enough to bulk up our bank account, so I'm not complaining."


"Me neither," I said quickly, not wanting to accidentally talk him out of going when I had such big plans. "So you'll be gone for what, six weeks?"


Patrick nodded.


"Yeah, unless it rates well enough to extend."


I smiled to myself. Often his overnight trips were just for a day or two — even if the show wasn't extended, six weeks would give me plenty of time to make more money than I'd ever made before.


My good mood continued through dinner and being together felt like it used to, before work and IVF and arguments about my camming took over our lives. Patrick stayed up after nine PM for the first time in ages, and we were fucking when my usual time to log into the site came.


If only they could watch us, I thought, as I rode Patrick's uncovered cock on our crumpled sheets. My subscribers would pay a small fortune to watch my slick pussy slide up and down his thick shaft, and I could position the camera right behind us, Zoomed in, so it focused entirely on my pussy and asshole.


"Oh yeah," I moaned, the fantasy of being watched by hundreds — maybe thousands — of guys while I fucked Patrick turning me on more than I expected.


"You like that, do you?" Patrick asked, squeezing my butt cheeks as he slammed into me. "You like being on top?"


"You know I do," I panted. And honestly, it didn't really matter to me. I liked every position — me on top, him on top, doggy, leaning against a wall, however we could find a way to balance in the shower — any excuse to have a cock driving deep inside me. It's one of the reasons why I decided to try camming in the first place, instead of selling knitwear on the internet.


"I'm gonna come," Patrick gasped, and lurched up and down on the bed while he pulled my hips down as hard as he could. His cock was already throbbing inside me and I gasped as it began to quiver, dumping loads of hot cum into my abdomen.


What if my subscribers could see this, I thought, as my pussy contracted around his cock, sending streams of pleasure through my whole body. I came hard, every muscle in my body clenching and spasming as my vision blurred and I cried out with random sounds.


Finally, as the orgasm subsided, I fell on top of Patrick as he wrapped his strong arms around me and kissed my forehead.


It almost felt like old times again.


But then the moment passed, and he got out of bed to check his wardrobe for clothes he might pack, pulling out some of his nicer dinner outfits.


Was he planning to hook up with someone else while he was away, I wondered briefly, but then decided it didn't matter.


Not considering what I had planned.


"Where are you staying?" I asked, and Patrick took too long to answer.


"Just a motel in Alice Springs," he said. "The network booked it."


Just as I'd suspected, I thought with annoyance. He was definitely planning to see someone — why else would he take his best suits to a roadside motel in the middle of the desert?


Maybe it was Rowena, I thought, the newsreader they were pushing into other hosting gigs that Patrick kept hanging out with. I met her once, at some awards thing — she was pretty, although her hair seemed too blonde in real life.


I reached between my legs — my pussy was still wet from his cum.


"Do you think it happened this time?" I asked.


Patrick threw a glance at me as he eased his suit into its bag.


"What?"


"Do you think I'm pregnant?" I asked, scooping out his cum with my fingertip.


"Let's not get ahead of ourselves," Patrick said, and I felt a twinge of annoyance at his pessimism. We already knew the chances of us getting pregnant naturally were slim — why resign ourselves to failing without at least giving it another chance? But then that was always his personality, with everything. As soon as something needed a little effort, he was nowhere to be found.


"Well, we could be," I said, trying not to show him how much that comment had hurt me. This was something we both wanted, I was sure of it. Why else would he have come with me to see the specialist? But sometimes, the way he spoke about it made me wonder if he really was on board with it, or if he just wanted something to show off at work.


"Well, I'm buggered," Patrick said, and flipped the lid of his suitcase closed. "You don't mind if I go to bed now, do you?"


"No, that's okay," I said, as I stopped up to pull my underwear back on. "I've got things to do, anyway."





THERE WERE ALREADY 20 guys online when I logged on and I smiled when I saw the line of green circles that told me they were waiting for me. UP2FUK89 was there, and I clicked on his name, feeling a wave of happiness when I saw him in my screen, his cock already out.


"I've been waiting for you," he said, as I adjusted my camera so it broadcast him a close-up view of my boobs.


"I know," I said coyly, as I played with the strap of my bra. "Was I worth the wait?"


"Always," UP2FUK89 said, as his hand slid up and down his shaft. "You know you're my favourite."


"In that case, why don't you tell me your real name?" I teased. "UP2FUK89 doesn't really roll off the tongue."


He chuckled and his cock became pixelated. "What's in it for me?"


"All of this," I said, and pulled the bra strap down my shoulder. "In real life."


I couldn't help smiling when I heard him gasp.


"Does that mean what I think it means?" he asked.


"My boyfriend's going away," I said, "so I'm having some friends over."


"Am I one of your friends?" UP2FUK89 asked, as his hand moved faster.


"You will be if you tell me your name," I replied, as I unclasped my bra and let it fall down my breasts.


"Russell," he said, and I could tell by the tone of his voice that he was telling the truth. "Now, what's yours?"


I'd never told any of my online contacts my real name before. It was expressly forbidden — but then, wasn't meeting in real life forbidden too? And I was about to do that, if my clients were on board with it.


"Cassie," I said, holding my breath, and then I released it and laughed. "That seemed like it would be such a dangerous word to say, but look at this — the roof hasn't collapsed, an asteroid hasn't hit the earth, and I haven't even been kicked off the site."


"Cassie," Russell repeated as he squeezed his balls with his free hand. "I like it... it's a sexy name."


"Thank you," I said, as I pulled my panties off and dropped them on the floor. "Do you wanna see how my cunt looks when it's full of cum?"


Russell laughed. "I think you already know the answer."


I lay back with my ankles either side of my laptop and tilted the screen down so the camera focused on my cream-filled pussy.


"Oh, Cassie," Russell moaned. He was getting into it now and the tip of his cock was bulging and red, the tension visible as he moaned and masturbated.


"Hey Russell," I said, as I slid my fingers inside my pussy, playing with Patrick's cum, smearing it all over my clit. "I've got an idea that I'd like to run by you."


"Mmmm," he moaned, too lost in his pleasure to use words.


"I'm thinking about inviting all my best clients to come over and fuck me," I said. Russell's hand stopped mid-wank.


"Are you serious?"


I nodded and then remembered he couldn't see my face. I tilted the camera up so he could see exactly how serious I was.


"So that's... hundreds of random guys coming over to fuck you?" Russell asked.


"I know it sounds ridiculous," I started, "but..."


"That's so fucking sexy," Russell said, as I moaned and pumped my fingers deeper inside me. I was using three fingers now, and I could feel my pussy stretching, wanting more. Wanting Russell's thick hot cock, burrowing as deep as it could go.


Russell gasped and pumped his hand faster, and I knew he was getting close.


"Yeah, Cassie," he groaned as his cock strained and he squeezed his balls. "Fuck that pussy for me."


I leaned back on the chair so I could get a better angle, thrusting my fingers in all the way up to the third knuckle.


It happened so fast I wasn't sure when I became aware that Patrick was awake. Maybe I heard his footsteps in the hallway, maybe I heard the door unlatch or maybe I saw the reflection of it opening on my screen. Either way, my body went into full-blown panic mode and I slammed the laptop lid shut and jumped out of the chair, still naked.


"Are you fucking serious?" Patrick asked, storming into the room.


"I was just..." I said, glancing around for anything that might spark an idea for a plausible explanation for why I was masturbating in front of my computer.


"I Know what you were doing," Patrick growled, his face a deep angry red. "You're camming again."


I made a noise that sounded like a cat in pain.


"It's for us," I insisted. "For our IVF."


"Don't you care that hundreds — maybe thousands — of men are out there, seeing you naked?" Patrick asked. "Cas, you're a real estate agent. Anyone could recognize you and you could lose your job."


I didn't know what to say — I'd tried it all before: showing him my income, telling him it turned me on, pointing out that nobody had recognized me so far... none of it worked, so it had been easier to keep it a secret.


Patrick made an exasperated sound and walked out of the room, slamming the door behind him.


I waited for a few seconds to see if he'd come back in and continue the fight and when he didn't, reopened my screen.


"What happened?" Russell asked. "I was so close!"


He wasn't kidding. My heart was still thumping, and I felt my hands tremble as I reached for the mouse.


"Sorry," I said. "I thought I heard an intruder."


"What was it?" Russell asked.


"Must have been the neighbour's cat," I said, wishing that was all it had been. I couldn't think about that now, though — I had money to make and that fight with Patrick would probably last for days. All I could do was put it out of my head and keep going.


"Now, where were we...?"





I DUG my brightest red lipstick out of my makeup case and wound it up, inspecting the colour. It was fire engine red and practically screamed sex.


Perfect.


I pouted in the mirror and smoothed it over my lips, loving how it complimented my sexiest red lingerie set and dark makeup.


What next? I stepped back and inspected my reflection. My body was fit and toned from months of running, and I'd tousled my hair into sexy waves that made me look like a model who'd been standing in a wind tunnel.


All I needed now was a trench-coat to complete the look — there didn't seem to be much point in wearing actual clothes, given that I didn't think I'd be wearing them for long.


Patrick had one in his closet that he'd left behind, so I pulled it out. It was too large and too long, but that somehow made it perfect.


He'd left this morning in a bad mood, giving me no more than a terse peck on the cheek as he disappeared out the door with his suitcase. I'd expected to feel bad for lying to him, but as I watched him climb into his car without even looking at me, all I felt was a swell of anger.


Maybe we shouldn't have kids together, I realized, but the idea made me so sad I pushed it out of my head.


I had work to do.


It had taken me a whole hour to get ready, but it was worth it. Hayley and I had planned out all the details meticulously over the past few days and as I smacked my lips together, admiring the colour one last time, I heard a knock on the door.


Hayley stood in the doorway wearing denim shorts and a tight t-shirt, holding a bottle of champagne, and her eyes almost popped out of her head when the trench-coat fell apart and she got an eyeful of my almost-naked body.


"Cas!" she gasped. "I can't believe you'd been hiding such a hot body under all those real estate agent suits."


"Hi to you too," I said with a smile as I let her into the house. The plan was that Hayley would stay hidden somewhere while I was fucking whoever showed up, just in case any of the guys did anything I didn't like. She came in and inspected the place like a security guard, pointing out exits and hazards.


"Hayley, it's okay," I said. "These guys are my followers, I talk to them all the time. They're not going to hurt me."


Hayley didn't look convinced. "You can never be too careful. Especially when you're inviting strangers into your house."


Maybe I should have been more nervous than I was, but the truth was, I was just excited. How long had it been since I'd felt any kind of passion in my life? How long had it been since I'd done anything wild and reckless, just for the fun of it?


Patrick had been fun at first, but as we fell into a routine, we also fell into a rut. Aside from last night, we hadn't done anything spontaneous in months.


The reality of what I was doing finally hit me when I typed up the invitation on my computer.


Open invitation to come to my house and fuck me for $400.


I'm 28 and fit with E-cup tits and a never-ending appetite.


The front door's open... come on in and head towards the fucking sounds.


28 Applebush Crescent.


I held my breath as I re-read my invitation with my finger hovering over the mouse. Was I really brave enough to do this?


Thinking about it while I was masturbating was one thing, but actually giving my address to all my followers was something I couldn't turn back from.


I remembered Patrick carefully stroking the wrinkles out of his suit as he tucked it inside his bag. Almost like he was stroking a lover.


Fuck it, I thought. If he could be reckless, so could I.


I pressed "post" and held my breath, almost as though I thought someone might burst through the door the second it went live, but nothing happened. I went back to the bedroom where Hayley was arranging bottles of lube on the bedside table.


"When do you think they'll start turning up?" I asked.


"Well," Hayley said as she gave the room one last glance. She'd removed all hints of Patrick — all our photos, his tie rack, his shoes, and now the room looked like it would have belonged on a porn set. She'd even set up my laptop at the end of the bed with the camera on, ready to live stream everything. "They'll have to see the invitation first, then they'll have to get here..."


A horrible realization hit me. What if nobody showed up? I'd been so focused on all the things that might happen when my house was full of men that I never even considered the alternative. It was entirely possible that my followers might be busy or might live too far away or just might not be interested in taking the fantasy beyond their computers.


"I'd say at least twenty minutes," Hayley said, completely unaware of my train of thought.


"What if nobody turns up?" I asked, but Hayley laughed.


"Are you kidding? Look at yourself." Her eyes traveled over my lingerie again. "These guys are gonna swarm all through this house. If anything, I'd be more worried about too many showing up than not enough."


I spun around to look at my reflection in the mirror. How could she be so confident? Sure, I looked great, but nobody aside from us knew that. What if they thought it was a scam? Or if they just weren't interested?


Hayley seemed to sense my unease because she pulled a board game out from the top of the wardrobe and set it up on the bed.


"Your turn first," she said, handing me the dice.





TWENTY MINUTES INTO THE GAME, Hayley was kicking my ass. Every time I started to catch up, she'd roll a six and fly across the board again. We had a glass of champagne each and I found my nerves fading away, although I couldn't stop glancing at the clock.


So far, there had been no signs of anyone arriving at the house, even though we'd left the front door open and my ears strained to hear the sound of approaching cars.


Hayley rolled another six, and I groaned as her tiny plastic game piece overtook mine.


"You must be cheating," I said, but Hayley shook her head as she shrugged and grinned, until her expression changed.


"I think I heard a car!" she gasped.


We both ran to the window and tried to stay as low as possible as we moved the curtain. There was a car I hadn't seen before in my driveway — an expensive one, by the look of it, although I didn't Know enough about cars to know exactly what brand it was.


Hayley grinned, grabbed my hands and squealed with excitement.


"Good luck," she said. "You know where to find me if anything goes wrong."


I nodded.


"Oh my God, I can't believe I'm actually doing this!"


I could hear footsteps on the floorboards now and jumped on the bed, tossing the board game out of sight. Suddenly, the fact that I'd been losing wasn't anywhere near as important as it had been a minute ago.


"Hello?" I heard a man's voice say. "Ashley?"


"In here," I called out, as I arranged myself in the sexiest pose I could come up with in five seconds.


The man appeared in the doorway and surveyed me with blue eyes, drinking in the trench-coat and the glimpses of lingerie beneath it. I didn't recognize him, but then I only ever saw the lower half of most of my followers.


"Hi," I cooed.


"Am I the first one here?" he asked.


"Absolutely," I said, as I patted the empty space on the bed next to me. "Why don't you come over to the bed?"


The man seemed nervous. He sat on the edge of the bed and stared at his feet as though he was afraid to look at me.


I kneeled behind him, touching his shoulders at first, then kissing his neck and running my fingers through his hair. It was almost like my touch awoke something inside him, because soon he reciprocated my affection, leaning back to kiss me and reach inside my trench-coat.


It started to feel natural after that. His tongue massaged mine, and we leaned back against the pillow when suddenly I became aware that there was someone else at the door.


"Ashley," the newcomer said, and stepped into the room. I waved him in and he kneeled on the bed, squeezing my breasts while I kissed the first man.


It felt incredible, being the center of attention. Especially when a third man showed up, and I started to realize I shouldn't have been worried. Of course men were going to be interested in fucking me — especially the men who were already paying good money to see me naked.


The first man had pulled my trench-coat down over my shoulders and his lips were working their way over my breasts. He pulled my bra down so my erect nipples were completely uncovered, ready for his mouth, and rubbed my clit through my underwear.


The second man stroked everything he could reach — my arms, my abdomen, my legs — and waited for his turn, while the third man came into the room with his fly unzipped, stroking his cock while he watched.


The first man's pants were already down and he nudged his impossibly stiff erection against my underwear. I felt the tip bulge against my opening and spring away, and I wriggled down on the bed, trying to find his cock again. The man nudged my panties aside and kissed me harder as he skewered his cock inside me.


It was a shock at first, the sudden intrusion taking me by surprise, but as he kissed me I started to relax, letting him enter me deeper and deeper until he'd filled me to the hilt. I relaxed as he moved, confident that he was taking control, and soon enough, I felt my body reacting to his thrusts.


"You're so wet," he panted, and I grinned.


"Of course I am! Do you know how much this turns me on?" I asked, letting my eyes drift over the other men in the room. At least another two showed up while I'd been distracted and I watched them as the first man entered me, getting as much pleasure from the widening of their eyes and the hardening of their cocks as from the sensation of the cock moving inside me.


Perhaps the man fucking me felt it too, because he gave one last massive heave and came inside me, dumping ropes of hot cum inside my quivering pussy.


I, on the other hand, was still warming up. As he gave one last final shudder, I rushed him away and gestured for the next man to climb on top of me.


His cock was thicker, and I felt my body resist for a second as he strained against my pussy opening, but after a few seconds, he slipped inside me.


Why hadn't I done this before, I wondered, as he filled my pussy completely and withdrew again, the muscles in his thighs tensing from the effort.


My room was full of men now, most of them naked, all of them masturbating. They squeezed my breasts, stroked my ears and touched my feet, but all of my attention was on the man who was inside me. He had green eyes, dark hair and the kind of smile that made me think I'd like to be friends with him, but he was also strong and determined to give me an orgasm.


His cock curved through my pussy, stimulating me in places I'd never thought possible. This man was a master of his hips, I thought, as he veered around inside me again, steering his cock as though it was a luxury sports car.


I grabbed his back, my fingernails sliding across his skin as he pumped his cock further inside me, his chest hair scraping over my breasts.


"Fuck me," I murmured, and the man did exactly as l instructed. His cock moved faster and his entire body seemed to tense up as I hauled myself on top of his cock, riding him as he fell back on the bed, his forehead covered with sweat.


"You're fit," he said, and I smiled.


"Did you ever doubt that?"


He shook his head as he angled his cock deeper inside me.


Although I had a ton of followers, I felt like I'd started to recognize him. His green eyes watched me while I fucked him, and I slowly started to connect them with HORNY4U, one of my first ever followers. And when I saw the hedgehog tattoo on his wrist, I was sure.


"You looked strong," he said. "But you can never really tell what's real on the internet."


You can never really tell what's real in life, either, I thought, but kept it to myself. He didn't need to know about my relationship problems or self-doubt, especially when his cock throbbed inside me and his hands gripped my waist.


It was so weird seeing people I barely recognized from chat rooms in my bedroom. Aside from HORNY4U, I recognized CARRRRL and HOWIEBEE from their tattoos and LOSTBOY94 and ANYTHING50ES from their faces. The only person I hadn't seen yet was Russell, although there were so many men in my room now that he might still have been in here.


Their faces blurred together as one cock left me and another one sank deep inside my pussy. Someone rolled me onto my stomach and I squeezed the sheets as I felt another hot, throbbing cock enter me.


I wondered what it must sound like to Hayley in the next room, and whether she was sick of hearing moans and gasps yet. Just as I thought that, a finger reached up my butt crack and softly probed my asshole.


"Oomph," I said into the pillow as another pair of hands lifted my hips, pulling my ass up and making my asshole easier to reach. The finger probed inside it, just an inch, enough to make me give it my full attention.


Patrick and I had tried this before, but never in this kind of situation. In fact, I'd never been in this kind of situation at all. Another cock sank into my pussy and I thought for a second that my asshole might be left alone now, but another finger wriggled into my tightly puckered entrance and I moaned with pleasure to feel it rub against the cock that was inside me, only separated by a thin membrane.


The cock tunneled inside me while my muscles clamped around it and I felt an orgasm building inside my abdomen. It started with a small tingle but built up as pleasure pulsed through me and I moaned into my pillow.


"Holy fuck," I murmured, as I arched my back, pushing my ass higher. Whoever was fucking me knew exactly what he was doing, and I wanted him deeper inside me, and that finger seemed to be building up momentum. I couldn't hold back any more — my toes curled and my fingers dug into the sheets, squeezing the mattress. One man was stroking my hair as a thousand hands touched my body, stroking my back and shoulders, navigating around the man who was fucking me.


All the tension inside me was released at once and my entire body went stiff and rigid as a wave of pleasure flowed through me, pulsing through my body and radiating out to my fingers and toes.


The man who was inside me couldn't hold back any more either. His hands burrowed under my stomach and his cock strained inside me as it reached its threshold of pleasure. It quivered inside me as it unleashed ropes of hot seed inside my body and my pussy clamped down, trying to hold it in.


I gasped with pleasure as he fell on my back and the surrounding guys seemed to crowd closer, even more eager to have their turn.


And as soon as he pulled out, dripping the last spurts of cum across my pussy and asshole, someone else dived in, eager for his own turn. Another cock found its way into my mouth and I sucked it eagerly, as though it was a popsicle.


My room seemed to be extra crowded, as though the walls had somehow constricted, but I knew it was just because there were so many people here. I doubted Hayley would be able to hear anything beyond the general murmuring of voices now, but she was still in the laundry.


Until suddenly, she wasn't. I turned over, rolling on my side so that one of the guys could maneuver into my pussy while another guy licked my asshole and she was right there, next to me on the bed.


"Hayley!" I gasped. "What are you doing in here?"


"Seeing what the fun's all about," she said, as someone entered her from behind. "After a certain amount of time hearing it, you just want to give it a go."


I'd never seen her naked before and having her so close to me, her breasts inches away from mine, made me even hornier than I already was.


"And?" I asked, as I leaned closer to her so my nipples brushed against hers with every thrust. "What do you think?"


Hayley's eyes were full of lust.


"Why didn't I do this before?" she asked. "This is every single one of my fantasies brought to life with another twelve I hadn't even thought of."


I couldn't help it... I was so horny I had to kiss her. Our lips met, and hers were so soft that for a second I was worried I might be hurting her. But she moved closer and kissed me back, and I knew that she was enjoying it as much as I was.


Someone else was climbing on top of me, nudging his cock against my cheek, and I knew exactly what he wanted me to do. I turned my head, allowing it into my mouth, and it pumped into my mouth while I squeezed Hayley's hand and felt another cock disappear into my pussy. How many men had fucked me now? Five? Ten? Fifteen? I'd lost count, but somehow that made it even more fun.


Someone's cock nudged its way between my ass cheeks and I froze. I'd never been fucked in the ass before — I'd experimented with fingers, but a whole cock? It seemed so much bigger, such an insurmountable challenge. I adjusted my position, but its owner was insistent and prodded the tip against my asshole again.


I rolled over, determined to see who it was.


Russell.


He smiled apologetically and leaned back, pulling his cock away.


"Sorry, did that hurt?" he asked.


"A little," I said. "Let's do it again, but take it slow."


Russell prodded my ass again, but slower this time, loitering around the outside like he was waiting for permission to come on board.


I lay still, letting my body adjust to the sensation, until it started to feel good.


"Okay," I said. "A little bit more."


Russell obeyed, his muscles shaking as he pushed in a little bit further, letting me get used to his size.


"A little bit more," I said, as my asshole opened up, willing to accept another inch or so.


Russell did exactly what I said, and I already knew that everything we were about to do was incredible. After another few stop-starts, he was finally buried inside my ass.


"How's this?" he murmured, as he held me and moved against my body, thrusting his cock in and out of my virgin passage.


"Incredible," I gasped, not ready for how much I was enjoying it. I'd heard about it — even Hayley raved about it — but I'd never been brave enough to try.


After a few minutes, another man lay in front of me, ready to fuck my pussy. I was about to ask them to leave when Russell whispered into my hair.


"Trust me, you'll love it."


I'd loved everything he'd done so far, so how could I not trust him? I opened my legs wider as the man adjusted himself in front of me so his cock was ready to enter my pussy.


The first moment of penetration was a tighter squeeze than usual, and it took a few seconds of maneuvering for both men to fit inside me at the same time.


"Fuck, this feels incredible," the man moaned as I bucked my hips and sank my body over both of them at once. I could feel their cocks rubbing against each other inside me, barely separated by the thinnest piece of skin, and I moved faster, the visual image making me hornier than ever.


Both men seemed to love how I was moving, especially since it meant my pussy and asshole were grinding down on both of them at the same time.


"What's your wildest fantasy?" Russell whispered as another man climbed on top of us and angled his cock inside my mouth.


That wasn't a hard question to answer.


As another orgasm swelled inside me, there was only one answer.


"This."





I SENT out the same invitation every day while Patrick was away and my fuck-fest grew more and more popular. Within a week, there were so many people that they had to line up outside, and within two weeks, we were turning people away.


Hayley and I ended up with so much money we couldn't even physically hold it all at once, and I wondered what Patrick would think if he saw it.


Would he suddenly realize that what I'd been doing was a great thing for us, and our relationship? It was unlikely if he was having dinner with Rowena in some motel restaurant, rubbing his foot up her shin.


I tried not to think about him, even when I knew he'd be coming home soon.


He arrived on a Monday, and I paced the house anxiously, making sure I'd picked up every last food wrapper and discarded cigarette butt. I didn't want any evidence of anything I'd done while he was away in the house.


"Hi," he said, giving me a peck on the cheek. "I'm fucked, how about you?"


"Uh, yeah," I said, marveling at the coincidence of his word choice. "Completely fucked. How was your trip?"


As I'd expected, he didn't say much. He threw himself on the couch, crossing his legs over the armrest.


"It was okay."


"Did you get to see Uluru?" I asked, and he climbed off the couch and headed for the kitchen.


"Yeah, from a distance," he said, "but we were shooting a lot, so we didn't get a lot of time for sightseeing."


I knew he was lying, but I didn't care anymore. I had far better news.


"So there's something I need to tell you," I said, as he pulled ice cream out of the freezer and stabbed it with a dessert spoon.


He looked up but didn't say anything.


I smiled — I couldn't help it anymore, I was so ecstatic it felt like all my emotions were bursting to escape.


"I'm pregnant."
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