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Lyla.

“Good evening, everyone,” I purred as I settled back against the pillows. “What are you all up to tonight?” Pulling my laptop to me, I read through the posts popping up in the chat box.

User572: Just got home from work and got excited to see you were starting a show.

User379: I’ll be masturbating to you all night, sexy.

PantyLuver: You look good in red. Do you have any red panties for sale?

Sam123: Looking beautiful, baby. I’m working from home tonight, but things are slow. I can spend most of my evening looking at your beautiful smile.

Jeff_00: You stare at her smile, buddy. I’ll be staring at those perfect breasts as soon as we get her naked.

The sound of dropping coins jingled through my speakers.

“You guys are getting in the mood early tonight,” I said and smiled. “I don’t think I’ve been on for a whole minute yet, and Jeff here is already getting my shirt off.” Sitting up on my knees, I took hold of the hem of my dark red blouse. Holy shit. I’ve never had anyone pay me to take my top off this fast before. I usually have to cajole them for a while.

“I’m doing well, baby,” I said to one of my regular viewers who’d asked how I was. Lifting my blouse, I kept my movements slow, teasing them. “Went to see a good movie today. Yeah, that’s the one. You should go see it. There’s a nice sexy bit in the middle. I’m sure you’ll like it.” Pulling my shirt over my head, I tossed it onto the floor as the chat room flooded with new messages.

User1456: Did you masturbate in the theater, darling?

Jeff_00: Fuck yes! I knew she was wearing a red bra! Love those tits so much. I paid to get her shirt off; someone else pay to get those pants off.

PantyLuver: Please masturbate in your panties and let me buy them after.

TheBigD: I’d love to take you on a date to the theater sometime. We’ll sit in the back row, and I’ll get you to ride my cock in the dark.

A few small tips came in, not enough to get my pants off yet. I gave them a close-up of my cleavage and glanced at my viewer numbers. Nice. That’s a good number for this early in the show.

“Mmm, I wasn’t going to masturbate in the theater,” I said, settling back against the pillows and spreading my legs. “The sexy scene in the movie, though, ohhh. It got me all worked up. It didn’t last long enough. I no sooner wiggled my hand down my pants, and poof, it was over.” While telling them the story, I slipped my hand down the front of my pants briefly before withdrawing it and pouting. The questions poured in. What had I worn to the theater? Who did I go with? Did I cum?

“I was there with a friend.” Giving my viewers a guilty little look, I bit the tip of my finger. “I hope he didn’t see me masturbating.”

User6987: I’m sure he smelled your arousal.

TheBigD: Did he take you home and fuck you after?

User5576: Please get naked.

SomeGuy: Dude, she’s here to make money, not work for free. If you want her naked, then spend some money.

With that, SomeGuy sent me a tip, and coins jingled again.

“Thank you, honey,” I said, blowing him a kiss. “We’re only a few tokens away from getting these nasty pants off. You want me to be comfortable while we chat, don’t you?”

We were close to the next goal, and the man who’d tipped me was one of my favorite viewers, so I rewarded them by crawling forward. Popping the button on my pants, I pulled down the zipper and let the fabric of my jeans open enough to give them a peek at my panties.

SomeGuy: Fuck, I love your belly. Someone else donate five tokens, I already got us most of the way there.

PantyLuver: Yes! Red panties <3 I can’t wait to see you make them wet. Did you have sex with your friend after the movie?

Two people tipped five tokens at the same time. “Thank you so much, boys. These pants weren’t good for masturbating in a theater. Next time, I’ll make sure to wear a miniskirt. Sadly, my friend is way too shy. He didn’t take me home with him.” More messages flooded the screen, enough that I wasn’t able to quite catch them all as I inched my pants down.

Turning my back to the camera, I gave them a good look at my ass. Peeling my pants off, I looked over my shoulder and gave them a sexy pout. “I haven’t cum at all today. Will you guys help me cum?” A message disappeared off the screen seconds after it appeared, thanks to one of my mods axing a viewer who’d written something disgusting. “Thank you, Wolf.”

Sam123: What an ass that guy was. Here’s a free tip just for you, baby. Don’t put it toward your goals for today. I want you to have it to make up for that guy.

User942: Please get naked. I don’t have any money.

ModeratorWolf: Then enjoy the show and let her go at her own pace, dude. Don’t bug her. Trust me, she’s worth the wait.

“Aww, thank you, sweeties, you’re so kind.” With a bit of concentration, I wiped creepy dude’s message from my mind. Sadly, one or two people wrote shitty stuff during every show. It was why I had a few moderators. Best to get stuff like that off-screen as fast as possible.

Turning toward the camera again, I sat up on my knees. Running my hands up my thighs, I spread my legs and leaned backward, balancing myself on one hand. I raised my pussy toward the camera.

LikesToNibble: Oh yes, there’s definitely a wet spot there. Time to start fapping.

PantyLuver: Darling, how much to buy your panties after the show? Make them nice and wet for me.

I gave him a price. “That includes shipping. Let me know if you want them, hun.” Running a hand over my pussy, I pressed the fabric into my folds, doing my best to keep the inner lips hidden. My head moderator, Denver, kindly typed in the info on where to send a payment.

When one guy said it was an awful lot for a used pair of panties, Denver quickly posted the link to where I bought the panties and explained that they cost me twenty bucks plus tax and shipping. These were nice ones. If PantyLuver actually did send the payment, I would buy the same pair again. I frequently had people ask me about buying my panties, but few followed through and did it. I knew it was a lucrative market for some people, but it took time to get it going.

Teasing the men, I ran my hands over my body in suggestive ways. Hearing my phone beep, I gave it a quick check. Yay! He did buy them. “Thank you so much, hun. You didn’t give me the address you want them shipped to. Make sure to send me that info. I’m going to make them nice and wet for you.” Now that I’d been on for a little while, the viewer count started climbing. Soon I had enough tips to get naked, and I shimmied out of my undergarments.

“Don’t worry, baby, I’ll still get them soaking for you.” I rubbed the panties I’d removed over my pussy.

Leo9: Yes! Masturbate with your panties!

User6987: How much for you to cram them into your pussy and pull them out slowly?

PantyLuver: Darling, I’m going to cum so hard on them when they get here. You’re so pretty. I love seeing you playing with your panties.

“Will you send me a picture of my panties covered in your cum? Please?” I asked, dragging the panties between my legs. The guy who’d wanted a price for putting them in my pussy sent me a few tokens and asked his question again. Spouting out a random price because I had no idea what to ask for, I blinked in surprise when he paid it immediately.

User6987: Oh yeah. Put them in slowly. Come toward the camera, babe. Give us a close-up. Work those panties into your wet cunt a little at a time. Your pussy looks so juicy. I wish I was there to lick it. I’d make you cum so good. Mmm, watching your fingertip disappear into you each time you push more of the fabric in has my cock rock hard.

LM: Can you fit them all the way inside?

JerkMe: They’re halfway in. Are they filling you up? Will you use your vibrator on your clit and cum while you have your panties inside you?

Taking advantage of my viewers suddenly being interested in this new type of play, I typed quickly and set a new goal, posting the price for vibrator play with the panties remaining inside me. Working the rest of the panties in me as sexy as I could, I heard coins jingle several times as a few guys tipped toward the goal.

“Look, I’ve fit them all the way inside me.” Picking up the camera, I gave them a close-up of my pussy. “Do you want me to show you which vibrator I’ll use when we reach the goal?” The chorus of affirmatives made me laugh. These guys sure were enthused about panties tonight.

Hopping off the bed, I walked to my dresser where I had a few toys laid out. Mmff. Yeah, I can super feel my panties stuffed inside me. Picking a toy, I returned to the bed and read over the comments. My mod reposted a few pertinent messages that had already scrolled off-screen while I wasn’t looking.

Playing with my breasts while I read, I saw the guy who bought my panties tip me a few tokens to pull them out a little, enough for him to enjoy seeing them inside me.

“Is this enough, baby?” I asked, tugging a little of the dark red fabric out.

PantyLuver: I love seeing them peek out of you. Can I cum for you now?

“Soon, baby. I want you to cum with me. Can you hold off until then? Where would you cum on me if you were here?”

PantyLuver: I’ll try. I’d give anything to be in your bedroom right now, jerking off while watching you masturbate with my new panties. I’d cum all over the crease between your thigh and pelvis. Then I’d rest the tip of my cock in the fabric of the panties hanging out of you while I kissed you and told you how beautiful you are.

Moaning, I trailed my fingers over the spot he wanted to cum on. “I never even thought of using my panties like that. Your cock would look so good resting in this red fabric. I can’t wait to see the pictures of you cumming on them. I’ll put your panties in the mail first thing tomorrow, baby. You’ll cover them in cum for me?”

PantyLuver: Yes! I’ll give you a big load.

Coins jingled, and a bell rang to signal we’d reached the next goal.

“Thank you.” I dipped forward to blow a kiss into the camera and picked up the vibrator. “I’m so horny after touching myself in the movie theatre. I wish my friend had taken me home with him and fucked me hard. If you guys were here now, what position would you want to fuck me in?”

Gasping when the vibrator came to life against my clit, I thrust my hips toward the camera and moved my head just so, letting my hair drape along a breast. A glance at the screen showed my nipple peeking out between two strands. Perfect.

GoldenDick: Yes, grind yourself on the toy, cum for us.

FeralLover: Girl, you need better toys. Give me your wishlist. I’ll get you something nice. How long of a private show will that give me?

My moderator kindly gave the guy the information, but I doubted anything would come of it. A lot of guys claimed they were going to buy something from my wishlist, then sent me a photo-manipulated receipt to try and scam me for a free private show.

User258: Fuck, I want to cum all over those C-cup titties!

PantyLuver: I need to cum. Is your pussy clenching my panties? You sound like you’re enjoying that vibrator. I can’t wait to see you cum. I’ll cum as soon as you do.

“Ah, God. I didn’t realize how pent-up I’ve been all day.” I ran the vibrator around my pussy lips, and my legs jerked from the feel of the vibrator grazing my clit again.

TheBigD: It’s because your friend didn’t fuck you at the movies. I would never be so mean. I would have fucked you right there in front of everyone and taken you to a nice restaurant after to watch you squirm in your seat because my semen is leaking out of your cunt. Then I would get us a nice hotel room with a jacuzzi and fuck you all night until you couldn’t move anymore.

The thought of actual real sex sent a wave of heat through my body. I had my local area blocked, though, so no doubt this guy lived far away, and that wouldn’t actually happen. Still, it cost me nothing to indulge him in his fantasy. “God, I would love that. Your hair would be so sexy after getting all wet from the jacuzzi as you plowed your cock into me. Would you cum all over my ass this time?”

AssLove123: Show us your ass, baby. We haven’t seen it without your panties on. I’ll cum all over it for you. I have a big load built up. Too much work, not enough sex this month. I’ll give you all my cum.

I hadn’t had enough sex in months. What was up with me that I hadn’t sought out a fun night in so long? My pussy clenched around my panties as I thought of a real cock filling me. “Ahh, yes. Your hot cum jetting on me would feel wonderful,” I said, pulling on a nipple and grinding myself against the vibe. “You’d make me cum so hard, wouldn’t you?”

TheBigD: Oh yes, baby. I’d make you scream my name.

User7601: If I tip you, will you pull the panties out a little more?

Once the tip came through, I pulled the fabric out a little. A few moments later, coins jingled again, with a request to pull them out even more. Breath hitching, my legs closed tight as I tugged on the fabric, and the mass inside my pussy twisted. “Oh! That felt good inside me. No more, though, or my cunt won’t have enough to clench on to when I cum. Tell me how you’d use me if you were here. Are any of you getting close to cumming with me?”

User2456: I’d fuck you from behind so I could get inside nice and deep, honey.

User9034: I’d tip you upside down, hold your legs up, and fuck you suspended in the air. I’m really strong, honey, I could fuck you like that.

Cuck4U: I’d fuck your ass while your pussy is full of your red panties. It would make me excited knowing another man bought your panties. I’d cum hard, filling your ass with so much semen it would leak down over your pussy and stain your panties. I’d help you seal them in a bag and mail them out after. We’d have sex again in my car after leaving the post office.

“Ohhh yes.” Moaning for them, I rubbed the tip of the vibrator against my clit while I read the responses of other men. Panting, I moved over to the camera and pointed it up to let them see the panties spilling out of my hole. Coins jingled, and I quickly read the screen to see what the request was.

RoughLuv: Close up of your face while you cum, whore. I’m going to cum all over your face. Open your mouth.

Repositioning myself, I did as he asked.

SomeGuy: Can you hear her breath, guys? She’s going to cum very soon.

Sam123: Your vibe making you feel good, hun?

RoughLuv: Stick out your fucking tongue! I’m going to cum!

My tongue darted out for a moment. He demanded I stick it back out and leave it out, but I pretended not to notice his message. Panting into the microphone, I hoped to turn him on even more. It worked. Coins jingled from him tipping me again.

RoughLuv: Tongue OUT. Don’t swallow.

Sam123: I’m cumming too! Cum with us, lovely.

Sticking my tongue out, I moved the vibrator, and my hips bucked in responce to the stimulation. Reading the chat, my pussy clenched when I saw how many men were telling me they were cumming and where. Some pretended they were here with me. They told me where they would cum on me or inside which hole. Others told me where they currently were. Told me they were cumming on their pillow, sheets, the floor. Some coated the underside of their work desk.

I hadn’t been ready to cum yet, but their talk got me all hot and bothered. These men were all focused on me. Wanted to feel good with me. I read all their comments but concentrated more on the ones that got me going.

While I vocally responded to the ones most likely to make me money either now or in the future, my fingers moved the toy the way I imagined the men whose comments I enjoyed would move it. Back and forth they moved as I built the fantasy in my mind until I had a small orgasm. Breath straining a little, I laid back against the pillows and turned off the vibrator.

RoughLuv: You can swallow now, whore.

Whore. It wasn’t a word that bothered me during my shows, but it didn’t turn me on either. I was indifferent to it. I knew people who’d feel insulted or upset if someone called them that, and I knew people who got off on being called a whore in the bedroom. It wasn’t my thing. No. What I wanted to be called in bed was far more embarrassing. While I wanted a guy to pound me hard into the mattress just as much as my friends who wanted to be called a whore did, I wanted the guy railing me to call me his princess.

Super cringe-worthy, am I right? God. What the hell was wrong with me? Yuck. Still, I wished one of my viewers would use the word right now. I hadn’t even realized I wanted to be called princess until almost half a year ago when a viewer who’d bought a private show and turned out to be especially good at dirty talk kept calling me princess. Sadly, he’d never tuned into another show. Not surprising. A lot of guys flitted from one girl to another on this website. But he’d left me with an aching need to hear someone call me that in real life.

PantyLuver: I came so hard while you orgasmed on my panties. Did your pussy clench them tightly? I can’t wait for them to get here.

JerkMe: I’m going to tip you in a few seconds. When I do, pull out the panties and hold them close to the camera so we see how wet you got them.

Coins jingled. I pinched the end of the panties hanging out of me with two fingers and slowly pulled them out. One of my moderators was the first to comment.

ModeratorDenver: God, they're soaked. You still here Wolf? Or is there another mod in the room? I need a few minutes so I can cum now. Fantastic show, babe. Are you going to keep going, or are you tired now?

“You go right ahead and take a break to attend to your cock, darling,” I told him. “I’ll make someone else a temporary mod so you can enjoy yourself.” Picking up my laptop, I chose the man who’d bought my panties, as well as the guy who was good at dirty talk and had tipped a lot to get to the vibrator goal. Caressing my breasts, I spread my legs. “What do you guys want to do to me next?”
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[image: ]




It was hard to believe that an entire week and a half had already passed since Jeremy and Breanna had proposed to each other. Knowing they were going insane from Breanna’s parents micromanaging every single aspect of their wedding, I gave each of them a long hug the moment they arrived. After making him work seventy-two hours a week for the past eleven months, said parents had deigned to allow Jeremy to take a week off to help with some of the wedding planning.

The words “you look like shit” were on the tip of my tongue when I hugged Jeremy, but I swallowed them. Jeremy would chuckle, but Breanna would get upset. She felt incredibly guilty about everything he was going through to get her free from her parents, and I didn’t want to make her cry. It wasn’t her fault. I was worried about Jeremy’s health, but in a few weeks, he would be married and could go back to working regular hours.

I gave his arm a squeeze when Breanna looked away. Jeremy gave me a tired smile, letting me see his exhaustion for a few moments before closing his eyes. Upon opening them, he looked full of determination.

“What time are you free until?” Breanna asked me as we walked to Jeremy's car.

I’d expected things to move quickly after Jeremy and Breanna got engaged. Her parents would want them married before they moved to the coast. And I knew the wedding would be fancy, considering the money Breanna’s family had at their disposal. But holy shit, I had not been ready for all the things a rich person's wedding entailed.

“I’m available for as long as you need me.” Okay, I had a private show booked with a client later today, but he’d told me anytime tonight worked for him. My most sexually innocent friends did not need to know about that. “What are we doing first?”

Breanna’s smile fell, and her eyes watered alarmingly. “We’ve only been able to convince my parents to let us do a few small wedding tasks without my mother and grandmother in attendance. I wish we could have brought you to the fun things like picking out my dress and things. I’m so sorry my parents won’t let you attend the wedding.”

Please don’t cry. “I knew they wouldn’t before you told me about their decision the other week. It’s okay. It’s my own fault for losing my temper last year and punching your dad in the face.”

“He deserved it,” she said, buckling her seatbelt. Wiping at her eyes, she gave me as much of a smile as she could manage and Jeremy pulled out of the parking space. “We got one big win, though. We’re going to the cake shop first!”

“Awesome.” I did my best to sound enthusiastic. Did it super suck that I wouldn’t be able to watch my best friend get married? Yeah. Yeah, it sucked. Jeremy, Jackson, Devin, and I had been best friends since we were kids. It had always just been a fact that we would be in each other’s wedding parties. Except now we wouldn’t. Jeremy, who would be the first of us to get married, was stuck in this awful situation and had almost zero control over his wedding.

Out of all of us, I knew he’d been the one to dream about his wedding day the most. I hated that I hadn’t been able to help him pick out his wedding clothes or spend the day with the girls helping Breanna choose a dress. They were trying to include me in the wedding preparations as much as they could, though, so I wasn’t going to be a sourpuss. I’d help them with everything I could from the sidelines.

I’d always known Jeremy would be the first of us to get married. Devin wouldn’t be far behind, so long as he dropped this ridiculous notion that he didn’t deserve a spouse because of his health problems. Jackson would be the third and last of us to get married. But with Devin being obstinate, it looked like the timing would be reversed for those two.

At times in his life, Jackson’s mental health had been so poor that it left him feeling that he wasn’t worthy of love. It killed me to know he often felt like that, but he’d worked hard, so goddamn hard to get to a better place, and it was paying off. I was so glad things were going well between Jackson and Marie. Theirs would be the next wedding in the group; I was sure of it.

Me? I’d never entertained the thought. What number husband was my mother on now? I had no damn idea. I’d stopped counting when she left the only one who’d been a good person. Wedding bells would never be in my future, but that was okay because it wasn’t something I’d ever wanted. My friends though? They all dreamed of their forever loves and beautiful weddings, and by God, I would do everything in my power to make sure they got their dreams.
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