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Her close friends had been jokingly suggesting for months that Abby should create a private account on Fanvue or something similar.  She definitely had the looks, blonde hair, slim, big boobs, great ass, drop dead gorgeous.  She was always attracting attention from guys wherever she went.

Reluctant at first, one night after going out and having several guys make rude and suggestive comments to her and her friends, the 23 year old digital marketing professional, decided to do it.  “I may as well try and make some money off of it, if these creeps are just gonna be telling me how badly they want to get me in the bedroom when I’m out.  At least I’d be the one in control if I did it by myself,” she thought to herself.

Her close friend and roommate Victoria said she’d help her with the pictures and videos since she had studied photography in school.  So they did a little research and began creating her private pages and starting a new Instagram account, one her family members and close friends wouldn’t know about.

“How crazy do you want to get with this?” Victoria asked her.  “I don’t know, I mean I don’t have to have sex on camera, but I’ll definitely post lingerie and suggestive photos and some tasteful nude pics and videos.  Oh, and I’ll chat with these guys, yea I’ll do that. It could be fun.” Abby told her good friend.

She slowly started gaining followers and getting a lot of DM’s, one by one she’d block the jerks and sickos, and start chatting with the “normal” guys and directing them to her private pages where she was more comfortable talking a little more naughtier and flirty to them. 

It was there she was posting some very revealing photos and videos and the followers started coming.  She began getting some subscriptions and that’s when she would really allow her paid members to get to know her more and flirt with them. They were really interested in her and talked about what they wanted to do to her.

“Oh my god!” She yelled out one day at her apartment, “Vicky” and Victoria came running into her bedroom, “What?”  Victoria ran in asking her what she was yelling about. “One of my subscribers just tipped me $500” she told her friend.  “Get out!!!” Victoria responded in shock.”

“Yes, it’s one that has been on here for a couple of weeks and he and I have been doing some really sexy and dirty talk, and he says he gets off all the time when we do.” Abby explained to her friend.

“Thats’s crazy!  How much have you been getting?” She asked her, “Not what I’m getting from the subscriptions, tips are usually between $20-$50 depending on dirty we get and how often we chat, plus when I put some really sexy pics up that get them all hot.” She said laughing.  “You’re helping me with all these pictures and editing you’re doing.  I’m taking us out for dinner.” Victoria laughed and said, “Deal!  I knew they’d go crazy for you.”

“You should hear what some of them want to do with me,” she told Victoria, “Oh let me hear,” an interested Victoria replied. 

“This one guy, James, from the UK keeps saying how he wants to shove his 9 inch cock deep inside me and fuck me til I pass out” she said while Victoria listened in shock at the descriptive wording James used in their chat.

“How many followers do you have on Instagram now?” Victoria asked her, Abby checked and told her, “Over 20 thousand now.”  “That’s awesome, and it’s only been up a month.  How many subscribers do you have on Fanvue?”  

Abby double checked, “A little over 300.” She told Victoria, who quickly did the math in her head, “Damn that’s like $3,000 a month, not with tips either, right?”

Abby nodded and said, “ I think in a few months I can maybe quit my job and focus on this full time. You still gonna help me?”  Victoria laughed, “Damn right, and you can hire me with that kind of money rolling in” and they both laughed.

Abby began to develop a pattern where she’d post her everyday pics and a sliver of her regular life on Instagram and get the men more curious about her and they’d jump over to the Fanvue and follow or subscribe to her page.

One particular subscriber, Mack25, would chat with her everyday, they began to develop a sort of bond and her pictures drove him crazy.  He wanted her so badly, he’d jerk off to her while she would describe what he could do with her in their chats. He was generous with his tipping too, repeatedly sending her $100 every week, maybe more if she posted a sexy photo set she and Victoria worked on.

Mack25 surprised her by telling her he was flying into Charlotte, where she lived and wanted to meet her.  Abby was a little flustered by his news and ignored him for a couple of days.  She told Victoria about it and she said, “Abby, you can’t go meet with him, you don’t know him!”  Abby knew she was right but she couldn’t get the thought out of her head.  She was intrigued and the thought of meeting him seemed innocent despite all the naughty talk they had been exchanging.

They exchanged messages a few more times about his plans and told her when he'd be arriving and that he was staying at the Ritz-Carlton downtown. She got nervous and excited at the same time, her stomach flipping at the thought of meeting him. She told Victoria she was thinking about going, but only during the day, in a public place, and she'd leave if she didn't feel comfortable. Victoria reluctantly agreed, but made her promise to share her location via her phone and text her every 30 minutes.

The day arrived and Abby spent extra time getting ready—she was nervous, he had been generous to her but she wasn't sure what he looked like or how he'd act in person.  Before she left, she told Victoria, "I'm just getting coffee with him, that's it.  The hotel lobby, full of people—totally safe."  Her stomach twisted as she applied a light gloss, her fingers slightly trembling—she wished she hadn't worn the tight sundress, suddenly feeling self-conscious about how much it clung to her hips, how the neckline dipped just low enough to tease.

He told her what he'd be wearing so she'd recognize him.  When she went into the hotel lobby area she spotted him, he wasn't quite what she was hoping for in the looks department. He was older than she anticipated, mid 40's, not hot by any means, but wasn't ugly, not that that was a ringing endorsement.  He had on a well fitted blazer, grey pants, leather shoes—she could tell he had money—but she wasn't really interested in the money anymore, she'd gotten plenty of that already. He stood when he spotted her, his gaze burning through her as she approached.

They sat and talked, his voice deeper than she imagined, she was trying to get her bearings between how they chatted online vs how he spoke and behaved in person. His eyes never left her tits the entire time, she could feel his stare burning into her cleavage, and she could see his pants tenting slightly as his arousal grew. His hand tapped nervously on the table, she noticed his fingers had an untanned spot where a wedding ring would normally be. "So," he said, leaning in a bit closer, "how do you want to proceed?"  She was a little startled, not really knowing how to respond, "Um...what do you mean?" she asked nervously. fidgeting in her seat, "Umm can I have a coffee?"

Mack25 nodded and called over someone from the hotel and ordered a coffee for her, "I mean, we've had some very hot and intimate chats online and I've seen a lot of sexy pictures of you.  Now I'm wondering if I should get a private show?" he asked.  "I-I don't do that in person," she stammered, but he just smirked and slid a thick envelope across the table toward her, the corner peeling back to reveal a stack of crisp hundred-dollar bills.

The waiter came over and handed her the coffee, she took a sip, "Umm...I'm not a, uh prostitute. I don't sleep with my subscribers," she said softly, her cheeks flushing. Mack25 chuckled low, pushing the envelope closer, "I know..I know...I know...it's just I was wondering if...maybe I could see how you undress and enjoy your body while I watch." His voice was thick and raspy, his fingers twitching near his lap. Abby felt her own pulse throbbing between her thighs—her mouth suddenly dry—she swallowed, glancing around the lobby, "H-here?"

"Well in my room," he said.  "I..I..wasn't expecting this, I thought we'd talk and just um..you know meet.  I need to think about this, I can't do...not today anyway," she stammered, her fingers tightening around the coffee cup, the heat seeping into her palms as her pulse hammered in her throat.  Mack25 exhaled sharply through his nose—she watched his nostrils flare—before he leaned back, his knuckles whitening around the envelope.  "There's more where this came from if you decide to do this."  Abby felt the weight of his stare, the way his tongue flicked across his lower lip as his gaze dropped to her thighs pressing together under the sundress.

She took another sip of her coffee then told him, "I'm going to have to excuse myself, maybe...I will get back to you.  It was..I'm sorry I need to go."  She stood quickly, the sudden movement drawing his attention to the way her nipples visibly tightened against the thin fabric of her dress. His jaw clenched—she could hear the faintest whisper of skin sliding against fabric as he subtly adjusted himself in his seat. "Of course," he murmured, but his fingers twitched against the envelope, the gesture greedy and impatient. "I'll be upstairs. Room 1219." The way he said it wasn't a suggestion, it was a dare.

She walked away briskly, not looking back as she left the hotel door, her heartbeat drumming in her ears—she didn't even realize she was holding her breath until she gasped for air once outside. The envelope's outline still burned in her mind, thick enough to pay rent for three months, her fingers twitching with the ghost sensation of touching it. "Room 1219," his voice slithered after her like smoke.

The drive home was a daze, when she walked into her apartment Victoria jumped up immediately—she must have looked wrecked because her friend's playful smirk dropped into concern. Abby tossed her purse onto the couch and sank beside it, the sundress bunching around her thighs as she exhaled sharply, "He offered me five grand. Just to—just to watch." Victoria's mouth parted, her brows lifting, but before she could speak Abby continued, her breath hitching, "I could feel him staring at me the whole time, Vic. Like...like I was already naked. His fucking pants were tenting." Victoria inhaled sharply, her fingers twisting in the hem of her shirt—Abby watched her friend's throat bob as she swallowed.

Abby's phone buzzed—Mack25 had sent a photo. Her pulse roared in her ears when she tapped it open: the envelope of cash spread across crisp hotel sheets, but what made her thighs press together was the thick outline of his cock straining against his dress slacks beside it. "Fuck," Victoria breathed, peering over her shoulder before snatching the phone, her thumb hovering over the delete button—but Abby grabbed her wrist, her own fingers trembling. "Don't." They stared at each other, the air between them crackling— "Let's at least talk about the pros and cons," Abby said.

Victoria exhaled, "Ok..okay. Pros: It's five thousand dollars for one afternoon. That's more than you make in a month at your job. You're already comfortable being naked on camera—this is just...live." Abby was nervously playing with her hair, twisting silky blonde strands around her finger, her pulse hammering as Victoria continued, her voice dropping to a whisper, "And let's be real—you liked how he looked at you. I can tell." The flush creeping up Abby's neck betrayed her before she could deny it; "No it's not that, I just..the messages we've sent to one another and now the person is in front of me but the person I know was in those messages, so..so I know that person."

Victoria dropped her head, "Ok...anymore Pros?" Abby hesitated, then whispered, "It's basically the money...and there could be more of it.  He's sweet I think, maybe...I don't know." 

Victoria jumped in, "Ok, Cons are we don't know if it's safe, if he's gonna push further, if he's recording you without permission—" Abby cut her off with a shuddering exhale, her fingertips brushing against her own collarbone where Mack25's gaze had lingered like hot wax. "He wants me to take my clothes off and sensually masturbate while he watches.  I'm assuming he's going to pleasure himself too. That's all." Her voice cracked on the last word.

"You need to set ground rules before you meet...if you decide to go through with it," Victoria said, and Abby nodded, "Yes...help me come up with some." Victoria pulled out her phone and started typing, "Let's see...only stripping and touching yourself, absolutely no penetration, no touching him, no lying on the bed—he watches from across the room, and he doesn't get to record anything." Abby nodded along, "But I think if...well I know he'll tip me a lot if I...what can I do?" Victoria smirked, "Tell him you'll let him cum on you—just not inside. That's worth an extra grand alone." Abby inhaled sharply—her nipples visibly tightening beneath her sundress—before whispering, "I could do that, where?  Not my tits huh?" Victoria shrugged, "Your stomach...or thighs maybe."

Abby picked up her phone and began messaging him through the Fanvue platform, "Ok, I have some ground rules before I agree to this."  She went through them but left off the part about him cumming on her, keeping that in her back pocket to possibly earn more money when he may be in his most desperate state.

Mack25 quickly responded, "Rules noted," followed by an image of ten crisp $1000 bills fanned across the hotel duvet. Abby's breath hitched as Victoria's fingers dug into her shoulder, both staring at the screen. "Holy shit!!  That's another 5 K!"  Victoria exclaimed, "Ask him if he's cool with your rules.  Does this additional 5 grand mean anything else or is he ok with everything?"

Abby replied and Mack25 sent his response, "It's all included...if we have fun, maybe there's more we can talk about."  Abby turned to Victoria, "Holy crap, Ten grand..." Victoria said, "I can come with you, I'll wait downstairs in the lobby?" Abby thought for a second, "Maybe...but I don't want him to think I'm some scared little girl." Victoria nodded, "You're right...don't tell him and I'll wait outside until you get into the elevator then go to the bar or something.  You can text if you are able to when you're up there.  Like when you go to the bathroom." Abby took a deep breath, "Okay...okay." She quickly messaged Mack25, "Tomorrow, 6 PM."

The next evening, after getting home from work a little early she spent some time getting dressed. She was bringing a couple of different outfits in a bag but she was going to dress in a tight skirt and blouse when she got there—she wanted to give him the thrill of peeling them off her. Victoria helped her pick out lingerie, something sexy but not too trashy, a black lace set that hugged her curves perfectly, the cups just barely containing her full breasts while the panties rode high on her hips, framing the smooth skin of her waist. "Are you sure you're okay with this?" Victoria asked, her fingers lingering on Abby's shoulder—the warmth of her touch sending a shiver down Abby's spine. Abby swallowed hard, her pulse fluttering against her throat, "I'm nervous...but I keep thinking about his hands shaking when he offered me the money. How desperate he looked."

She arrived at the hotel and he messaged her what room he was in. Abby took the elevator up and walked toward room 1219, her heels clicking softly against the plush hallway carpet. Her stomach twisted, her pulse hammering as she raised her hand to knock—after a couple of seconds the door swung open. Mack25 stood there, dressed sharply but his gaze already ravenous as it slid over her body. "Come in," he murmured, stepping aside to let her pass.

It was a very nice room, but Abby barely noticed—every nerve in her body was alright as she stepped inside, acutely aware of the door clicking shut behind her. Mack25 didn't touch her, offering a glass of champagne, "Here maybe this will calm you a little," he told her.  She didn't want to get drunk but figured one glass would calm her, like he said.

"What's in the bag?" he asked her.  She took a sip of the champagne and said, "I thought I'd...well you'd like me in a couple of different outfits," she answered, her fingers trembling slightly against the glass.  She gestured toward the bathroom with a tilt of her head, her blonde hair catching the soft lighting. "Would you mind if I...could I change in there?" Her voice was barely above a whisper, the words catching in her throat. Mack25 leaned back in the plush chair, his fingers steepled together as he nodded—his dark gaze following every nervous sway of her hips as she disappeared behind the door.

Inside the bathroom, Abby exhaled sharply, her hands shaking as she fumbled with her phone—Victoria's reply was immediate: "Breathe. The bar's packed. Say the word and I'm up there." The text grounded her, just long enough to peel off her blouse and skirt, letting them pool at her feet before stepping into the lace lingerie, the black fabric clinging to her skin like a second layer. The mirror reflected her flushed cheeks, her parted lips—she trailed her fingertips along the swell of her breasts, imagining his gaze there instead, the way his breath would hitch when she emerged.

The champagne's bubbles had lightened her nerves just enough—she drained the glass before stepping out, her hips swaying deliberately as she paused in the doorway. Mack25's reaction was visceral—his fingers clenched around the armrests, his pupils dilating until his eyes were nearly black. "Jesus," he rasped, his gaze dragging down the lace cups barely containing her nipples, the way the garter straps framed the softness of her inner thighs. Abby bit her lip, slow-blinking as she leaned against the doorframe—letting him look at his fill before pushing off with a deliberate roll of her shoulders.

She moved toward the center of the room with calculated slowness, her bare feet sinking into the plush carpet as she trailed her fingertips along the edge of a side table. "You like this one?" she murmured, pausing to arch her back slightly—the lace stretched taut over her breasts, the rosy peaks visibly hardening beneath the fabric. Mack25's breath hitched audibly; she watched his throat bob as he swallowed hard, his knuckles whitening where they gripped his knees. "Fuck yes," he growled, but he didn't reach for her—just sat there vibrating with restraint, his cock straining obscenely against his slacks.

Spinning slowly to give him a view of the garter straps clinging to the swell of her ass, Abby caught her own reflection in the mirror—cheeks flushed, lips parted—and let out a soft, practiced laugh. "I bought this one with one of the tips you gave me," she murmured, hooking her thumbs into the waistband of the lace panties and letting them slide down just enough to reveal the first hint of soft blonde curls before snapping them back up. Mack25's sharp inhale filled the silence between them, his knuckles white where they gripped the armrests. She smirked, swirling her fingertip around her belly button languidly before dragging it lower, watching his Adam's apple bob as he swallowed hard.

He slid his hand into his pants, slowly stroking himself through the fabric—his other hand gripping the chair arm like he might tear it off if he let go. Abby bit her lip, watching his fingers move beneath the expensive wool, the way his thighs tensed as she hooked one finger under the lace cup of her bra and tugged it down just far enough to reveal a pink, pebbled nipple. A rough exhale escaped him, his hips jerking forward unconsciously— "Touch yourself," he rasped, his voice thick with restraint. Abby let her fingers trail lower, ghosting over the damp lace between her thighs before dipping underneath—her breath hitched when she found how wet she already was, her own arousal surprising her.

The champagne glass clinked as he set it down harshly, his free hand fumbling with his belt—metal teeth scraping as he tore his cock free, thick and flushed red with desperation. Abby gasped, her fingers stuttering against her clit—she hadn't expected the sheer girth or length of his cock, "Holy shit..." she whispered, she'd never seen one that big before. Mack25 groaned, his hips thrusting forward involuntarily as he pumped himself roughly. "Fuck...keep going," he gritted out, his eyes locked onto her fingers disappearing beneath black lace, the sound of slickness unmistakable now.

She watched his thick fingers stroke himself—the way his foreskin slid back to reveal the glistening head, the veins standing out along the shaft like ropes under tension. A drop of precum beaded at his tip, and Abby’s breath caught when he smeared it down his length with a rough twist of his wrist. The scent of him—musky and masculine—mixed with the champagne’s crisp tang as she arched her back, her own fingers circling faster now, the lace soaked through and sticking to her swollen lips. "You’re bigger than I imagined," she breathed, her voice shaking as she hooked a finger under the bra strap and let it slither down her arm, baring both breasts fully—her nipples stiffening in the cool air.

To her surprise he stood up, her eyes widened a bit, "What..what are you doing?" she asked. "Just want a better look," he rasped, his cock bobbing obscenely as he took slow steps toward her—each movement making thick veins pulse along his shaft. Abby’s breath came quicker, her fingers slowing between her thighs as he knelt before her, his hot exhale ghosting over her damp lace. "Fuck, you smell incredible," he growled, his nose pressing against the soaked fabric as his fingers traced the garter straps clinging to her thighs. She whimpered when his tongue flicked unexpectedly through the lace, the sudden wet heat against her clit making her hips jerk forward—her nails bit into her own breasts as he moaned into her, his hands gripping her ass to pull her harder against his mouth.

She had said there was a no touching rule, but she let his hands pull her into him anyway, his tongue swirling against the sodden lace until she could feel her own wet warmth soaking through onto his chin. Abby gasped sharply, fingers tangled in his hair—it was so wrong, and she saw the envelope of money on the end table and thought maybe just a little bit and she might get some extra—his tongue pressed harder into the fabric, vibrating against her clit until her thighs shuddered. His groan was muffled against her lace, her legs feeling a bit unsteady.

She pushed him back, panting, "Mmma" she realized she didn't even know his real name—only Mack25—as she stumbled sideways onto the bed, her thighs glistening where his saliva mixed with her wetness soaked through the lace. His hands were rough when they grabbed her ankles, spreading her legs wide as he knelt between them, his cock bobbing angrily, dripping precum onto the plush carpet. Abby arched when he ripped the ruined lingerie aside, exposing her swollen lips—she gasped as his tongue dragged through her folds with a wet, filthy sound, her hips jerking against his mouth involuntarily. The scent of her arousal flooded the room—she clutched the duvet as he growled into her pussy, his nose pressed hard against her clit while his tongue stabbed deep inside her.

She hadn't planned this, hadn't expected this, wasn't even sure if she wanted this, but her body responded to his relentless tongue with desperate jerks of her hips—her fingernails tearing at the duvet as his mouth sealed over her clit with obscene suction. "Oh fuck—" The curse ripped from her throat when his fingers replaced his tongue inside her, thrusting deep while his stubble-scraped chin ground against her thighs. The envelope of cash lay forgotten beside them, its crisp edges crumpling as Abby's knees fell wider, her moans bouncing off the hotel room's ceiling.

His tongue traced intricate patterns against her inner thighs—licking, biting, marking—before returning to her clit with feverish precision. She could hear herself, wet, sloppy sounds mingling with her choked whimpers as his fingers curled inside her, dragging against that swollen spot that made her vision blur. The scent of her own arousal clung thick in the air.  Abby's hands flew to her breasts, squeezing hard as her back arched off the bed, her thighs trembling around his head while his tongue flicked rapid-fire against her throbbing clit.

Abruptly, he stood up, her eyes flew to him, he pushed his pants down further, pulled her back to the edge of the bed.  Her hips slightly dangling off the plush mattress.  Before she could protest, his thick fingers hooked under her knees, spreading her wider—she gasped when the cool air hit her exposed, dripping folds, her swollen lips glistening under the dim hotel lighting. His cock, flushed dark and gleaming with precum, bobbed heavily against his stomach as he leaned over her, the head brushing against her inner thigh, leaving a slick trail in its wake. "Wait—" she managed, but the word dissolved into a ragged moan as he notched himself at her entrance, the sheer girth stretching her impossibly wide with just the tip. She could feel every vein, every pulse of his cock as he pressed forward, her body yielding inch by excruciating inch, the stretch bordering on pain—yet her hips arched instinctively, craving more.

"Easy baby, It will be slow, like we talked about in our chats," he said softly, his voice strained with restraint while his cock nudged deeper, stretching her until she could feel herself trembling around his thick shaft. Abby gasped sharply, "It's...it's too much," she whimpered, her fingers gripping the duvet as her body adjusted inch by torturous inch—her inner walls fluttering against the intrusion, her slickness easing the way despite the overwhelming stretch. He groaned through clenched teeth, his hands holding her legs as he guided himself into her.

"Ohhh fuck..." Abby's breath shuddered out as he bottomed out inside her, her inner walls convulsing around the impossible thickness—the stretch burned deliciously, her pussy clamping down in alternating waves of resistance and hunger. His hips rolled with slow, obscene precision, each millimeter of withdrawal making her whimper before he sank back in, the swollen head of his cock dragging against spots that made her toes curl into the duvet. "That's it, take it all," he growled, his voice rough with restraint as he watched her breasts sway with every shallow thrust, her nipples pebbled tight and flushed pink. She could feel every ridge, every pulse of his cock as it flexed inside her, the wet squelch of her arousal loud between them—her body yielding further with each slick glide until her thighs trembled against his hips.

He pulled out almost completely before sliding deep within again, the length just as impressive as the girth, "Ohhhgod..." Abby gasped as her toes curled against the plush comforter—she could feel every bulge and vein drag along her inner walls, the slick friction sending jolts through her hips with each slow thrust.  She tried to fight it but his cock was too much, "Ahh—ahh fuck!" She arched her back when he thrusted deep inside her—her pussy clamping around him, the sudden tightness making him groan her name.

His pace steady before, not picking up, "Tell me how it feels..." he grunted as he pumped into her.  Her hands clawing at anything, sheets, pillows, her own body, "Shiiit....Ohhhh...It's..." gasping in between breaths, "S-so big...I can feel...every inch...God..."

Mack25 smiled as he continued to pump into her, this was what he had fantasized about for so many months—her blonde hair spilled across the silk pillows, her nails digging crescent moons into her own thighs as she struggled to accommodate his girth. "Oh shit...oh fuck..." Abby whimpered, her pussy fluttering wildly around his shaft when he rotated his hips with deliberate precision, grinding his pubic bone against her clit in slow circles that made her eyes roll back. "Ahhh....Fuck, I'm...I'm gonna..." Her thighs trembled violently, her orgasm building with each sinful drag of his cock inside her—his balls slapped wetly against her ass, the sound obscenely loud in the plush hotel room.

With a few more powerful thrusts Abby's legs began to shake uncontrollably—her pussy clenched around his cock with violent spasms as she cried out, her fingers twisting in the silk sheets while her hips arched off the bed. The sudden tightness forced a ragged groan from Mack25's throat; she could feel his cock twitching inside her, his grip bruising on her thighs as he fought to hold back his own release. "Jesus—fuck—you feel—" His words fractured into panting curses as he dragged her hips flush against his, grinding deep with slow, rolling motions that milked her orgasm, prolonging the shudders racing through her body. Abby gasped when his thumb found her swollen clit—the rough pad circling ruthlessly as another wave crashed over her, her inner walls fluttering wildly around his shaft while her thighs trembled against his ribs.

He was continuing to pound into her, she was screaming as the orgasm rolled through and his cock pounded her, "Nnnggggggghhhh!"  Abby’s voice cracked as her fingers twisted into the duvet—her thighs straining against his relentless thrusts, her clit pulsing under the rough pad of his thumb like a second heartbeat. The scent of sex flooded the room—sweat, musk, and the tang of her arousal mixing with the fading perfume of champagne—thick enough to taste. Mack25 groaned her name through clenched teeth, his cock swelling impossibly thicker inside her as his hips stuttered—she could feel every ridge of his swollen head dragging against her tender inner walls, the wet slap of skin echoing off the hotel walls.

"Fuucckkk..I'm gonna cumm..." he grunted and she panicked but before she could tell him to pull out he exploded inside her—his hips bucking forward as thick spurts of cum flooded her depths. Abby gasped sharply, her body still shuddering from aftershocks as she felt the hot pulses deep inside her, "Pull out!!" she yelled horsely, and his hips were rocking and cum jetting inside of her but he managed to pull out and sprayed more of his semen across her stomach and breasts—the thick ropes painting her skin white while his softening cock twitched against her thigh. Abby's chest heaved as she lay there stunned, her thighs glistening with sweat and slickness, her pussy still fluttering around phantom fullness while his cum dripped from her swollen lips onto the silk sheets.

She was shocked, confused, and said, "I...I need to go." Abby had been so overwhelmed by the raw intensity of the experience—something she hadn't planned for—that she didn't know how to react. Mack25's cum was still dripping down her thighs, warm and sticky, while her pussy throbbed with the ghost of his massive cock. The scent of sweat and sex hung thick in the room, mixing with the faint musk of expensive hotel linen. She grabbed her clothes hurriedly, ran into the bathroom to change and put all her things in her bag quickly.

She didn't want to look at herself in the mirror, and right as she was zipping up her bag an envelope slid under the bathroom door—thicker than the first, crisp edges scraping against marble tiles. Abby froze, her breath hitching as she stared at the pristine white rectangle, her thighs still sticky with his cum, the scent of sex clinging to her skin like a second layer. The envelope sat there, mocking her, the faint rustle of bills inside louder than her own erratic pulse. Her fingers trembled as she reached for it, the dampness between her legs making her realize she hadn’t wiped up—his seed was seeping into her panties, warm and thick against her sensitive flesh.

She grabbed a wash rag and began wiping her thighs roughly, his seed smearing across her skin in thick streaks.  Outside the door, she heard Mack25's heavy footsteps pause near the bathroom, his breathing still ragged—she could almost *feel* his gaze burning through the wood, imagining the slow smirk curling his lips as he listened to her frantic scrubbing.

She tossed the rag onto the bathroom counter and straightened her panties, she slipped on a pair of jeans she brought and grabbed the envelope.  She opened it, her mouth wide in disbelief at the amount—there was easily $20,000 in there.  She thought to herself, 'Holy fuck, this guy is crazy...and he's infatuated with me.'  

She straightened her hair, threw her bag over her shoulder and walked out the bathroom, "Uhh...I have to go, I...I..." and she reached fpr the doorknob—he said from across the room, "I'll be coming back next month." Abby froze, his voice curling around her like smoke, fingers tightening on the strap of her bag.  "I'd love to do this again," he added.  She didn't turn around, only uttering, "I have to go," and walked out of the room and hurried to the elevator.

She texted Victoria, "Meet me at the exit, now!"—her fingers shaking so violently she had to retype it twice. The elevator doors slid open with a soft chime, and Abby walked through the fancy lobby towards the exit, her mind racing with thoughts and visions of what just happened. "Fuck..." she whispered under her breath, her pussy still throbbing, reminding her of how stretched and used she felt—her thighs rubbing together slightly, the dampness of his cum still seeping into her panties. The envelope burned in her bag, heavier than she expected, the crisp bills pressing against her side like a guilty secret.

When she walked outside Victoria was there, "What?!  What happened?!"  Abby just said, "Let's go!!  I'll tell you in the car!"  She grabbed Victoria's wrist and pulled her towards the car, "Oh my god Abby you're shaking!" Victoria gasped, her fingers tightening around Abby's wrist—she could feel the erratic pulse beneath her skin, the faint musk of sweat and sex clinging to her friend's neckline. Abby tossed her bag onto the backseat with a thud, "Hurry, start the car!" she hissed, her thighs pressing together as she slid into the passenger seat.

Victoria started the car and pulled out of the parking area, "What the fuck Abby, What's going on?" Victoria glanced over at her friend who was still shaking—eyes wide, fingers playing with her blouse, "Did he hurt you?" Abby exhaled sharply and shook her head, "No...no, I just...I didn't expect him to..." Her words caught in her throat - she could still see him driving his cock into her with effort and precision, the way her body stretched around him—she could still feel it, the ghost of his length lingering inside her, making her hips twitch involuntarily as she crossed her legs tighter in the seat.

"He...we..." Abby's breath hitched as her fingers tightened around the envelope in her lap—Victoria's gaze flickered toward it, then back to the road, her knuckles whitening on the steering wheel. Abby swallowed hard, the ghost sensation of his cock stretching her wide flooding back in a dizzying wave—how his hands had pinned her hips down, how her body had *yielded* despite the ache, how the obscene squelch of her arousal had echoed in the plush hotel room. "He fucked me," she finally whispered, the words raw and thick in her throat, her thighs pressing together tighter as fresh slickness seeped into her panties.

"What..Oh my god!!!  Was it..did he..?" Victoria stammered, "rape" left unspoken but hanging between them like a guillotine blade—Abby shook her head violently, her fingernails digging into the envelope until the crisp bills crinkled. "No...no I just...I didn't stop him," she admitted, her breath hitching as the memory of his thick cock splitting her open flooded back—the way her body had arched *into* it despite the ache, how her pussy had *clamped* around him greedily when he came. "It just..kind of happened," she whispered, her thighs pressing together at the phantom stretch still throbbing between them.

"What..how...how did it happen?" Victoria breathed, her knuckles white on the steering wheel—Abby turned and looked at her, "It just did...I was undressing and then...then he started kissing down there, and before I knew it..I was..his dick was splitting me open and I couldn’t stop him—couldn’t stop myself." Her voice cracked on the last word, her thighs pressing together as she felt fresh slickness seep into her panties—the memory of his rough beard scraping her inner thighs, his fingers digging bruises into her hips while his tongue fucked her deeper than any man ever had.

"He came inside me," Abby whispered, staring blankly at the road ahead—her thighs instinctively spreading slightly before clamping shut again, the phantom stretch making her bite her lip. "I just couldn't...I...when I was cleaning up he slid an envelope under the door." Victoria's sharp inhale filled the car as Abby peeled open the flap—fresh hundred-dollar bills fanned out like a pornographic confession, "How much is that?!" Victoria gasped, and Abby answered, "Twenty fucking thousand," her voice cracking as she smoothed a damp palm over the crisp edges—the scent of sex still clinging to her fingers.

"I just left..I didn't say anything...to him.  He told me he's coming back next month and wants to do this again," Abby's breath hitched as her fingers unconsciously traced circles on her still-throbbing clit through her jeans—the fabric damp with residual slickness from his spend still leaking out of her. Victoria exhaled sharply through her nose, her own thighs pressing together as she navigated traffic, the scent of Abby's arousal mingling with the musk of sex still clinging to her skin—thick enough to taste. The silence stretched between them until Abby laughed suddenly—a sharp, startled sound—and dug her fingers into the envelope, the crisp bills crumpling like a confession. "Fuck...twenty grand. Twenty grand and all I had to do was spread my legs wider than I thought possible."

"Abby..you're gonna meet him again?" Victoria whispered, her fingers gripping the steering wheel tighter as she glanced at her friend—Abby's thighs were still trembling slightly, her lips swollen from biting them raw during the drive. The scent of sex and expensive hotel soap clung to Abby's skin, "I..I don't know," she admitted, her fingers playing with her hair, "This is a lot of fucking money, Vic." she told Victoria.

They got to the apartment and Victoria poured them both some wine and sat down, "What are you gonna tell him when he messages you?" Abby took a sip, her fingers trembling around the glass—she could still feel the ghost weight of Mack25 pressing her into the mattress, his thick cock splitting her open inch by relentless inch. She inhaled sharply, the wine bitter on her tongue as she imagined his hands gripping her hips again, the rough scrape of his wedding-ring-tan-line against her inner thighs. "I don't know yet," she murmured, and felt her phone buzz.

"Fuck!!"  she exhaled, and Victoria looked at her phone, "It's him, isn't it."  Abby nodded, "What did he write?" Victoria urged her to tell her, "One night, next month, $100 K." Abby read aloud, her voice shaking as the words hung in the air—her lips parted slightly, the wineglass trembling in her hand until a single drop slid down its rim like sweat. Victoria inhaled sharply, her own glass clinking against the coffee table as she leaned forward—Abby watched her friend’s knuckles whiten around her glass, the red liquid sloshing dangerously close to the edge. "Holy shit," Victoria whispered.

The two girls sitting staring at one another, the offer out there just floating in the air like smoke, Abby looked at her phone then back at Victoria, "I'm quitting my job!  And you and I are going to Greece for a month.  I'm telling him it's a deal."

Victoria swallowed hard, her pulse skittering beneath her skin as she watched Abby's fingers type away on her phone.  There was no turning back now for Abby, this Fanvue content had become her main source of income, and she wanted more.  She was addicted to the ease of money and control she had over him and the others. She sent Mack25 a message agreeing to meet him again next month for the $100,000 offer—her thumb hovering over the send button for just a moment before pressing it firmly, committing herself to whatever twisted arrangement this had become.
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