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In the bustling underbelly of Chicago's warehouse district, where the skyline bled into a haze of streetlights and exhaust by 2030, Ethan had long since traded his nine-to-five grind for the fleeting highs of the night. At 42, he was just another mid-level manager pushing spreadsheets in a logistics firm, his days a monotonous loop of emails and coffee runs. But evenings? They belonged to the feeds, the endless scroll of social media teasers that hooked him like a drug. OnlyFans had exploded years back, starting with savvy models raking in fortunes from subscriptions and pay-per-views. By now, though, the market was flooded—women dropping their prices to zero, baring it all for tips that barely covered rent, desperate for that viral break. And then came the pop-ups: underground events where aspiring creators invited men to fuck them raw, for free, cameras rolling to capture every filthy moment for their pages. It was the ultimate hustle—sex as the bait, videos as the payday. Ethan had stumbled into his first one six months ago, and now? He chased them daily, notifications pinging his phone like clockwork from encrypted apps and dark web forums.

These events weren't rare anymore; they popped up everywhere, from abandoned factories to seedy motels, advertised in coded posts on Reddit and X. New models, late to the game, saw the success stories of early adopters like Bonnie Blue—who'd built empires on extreme stunts—and figured they could replicate it. But saturation hit hard. What started as selective sessions devolved into desperate free-for-alls, women letting hordes of men use them in hopes of gaining followers. "Petting zoos," they called the wildest ones: no limits, hours-long gangbangs where crowds rotated through, turning bodies into public utilities. Ethan knew the drill—women grinding through exhaustion, chasing that elusive subscriber spike, while men like him indulged without consequence. It was consensual chaos, born from ambition and horniness colliding in a world where sex had become as casual as grabbing takeout.
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