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In the hush of the late-night hours, a clandestine live stream flickers to life, drawing a fervent crowd to a virtual den of desire. The host, a towering figure sculpted with hard, rippling muscles, commands the screen. His audience, a mix of men and women, floods in—some drawn to his chiseled physique, others to the enigmatic allure of his blindfolded assistant. The chat explodes with color and chaos, filling instantly, and no one dares to leave mid-show.

This isn’t your average stream. There’s a rule: only those who tip generously can speak, their words shaping the night’s performance. The screen pulses with vibrant demands, each one bolder than the last.

“Strip her! Get that little slut naked now!”

“God, I’m dying to see your massive cock... I’m so wet, I want you to fuck me with it...”

The host’s specialty is clear: he delivers exactly what the audience craves, fucking his assistant as per their commands. His partners, always women, their faces obscured by blindfolds, are chosen from the crowd—those who tip enough to earn a private invite.

“Tonight’s guest,” he announces, his voice low and teasing, “tipped big in our last stream, begging to be fucked by my cock. So I messaged her the address, and here she is, ready to perform. Ladies, if you want to be next, keep those tips coming. The highest bidder gets my attention.” His hand slides beneath the woman’s loose shirt—a man’s shirt, oversized on her frame—cupping her full breasts.

She straddles a chair, her long, shapely legs spread wide. His fingers roam under the thin fabric, kneading her breasts, the outline of his hands visible through the shirt. “Let’s make it fun,” he says, smirking at the camera. “Guess the color of her bra. Whoever gets it right, I’ll prioritize your request.”

The chat erupts.

“Black, she’s gotta be that naughty.”
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