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The Naked Broadcast

Further Reading: Taming the Office Muse


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.”
“Red!”
“Purple.”
“Pink!”
He tugs a sky-blue bra from beneath her shirt, dangling it for the camera. “No winners this time. Sorry, folks.” He turns to the woman, her eyes hidden behind a blindfold. “They’re begging me to strip you bare and play with those gorgeous tits. What do you say, darling? You like that?”

“Mmm... yes, squeeze them harder... I love it,” she moans, her voice thick with want. “I need your cock to fuck me... please, now...” Without waiting, she unbuttons the shirt, letting it fall away to reveal her naked body. Her legs part wider, exposing her glistening pussy to the camera’s unblinking eye. The feed beams her image to thousands of screens, sparking a frenzy of comments.

“Fuck, she’s too hot! Pound her till she passes out like last time!”
“Who cares about her? I want to see your muscles and that huge cock. Strip already!”
“Patience, everyone,” the host chuckles, peeling off his shirt to reveal a torso carved from stone, dark hair trailing from his navel to the thick bulge below. His cock springs free, thick and red, standing proud, its heavy balls promising a flood of cum.

“Oh my God, it’s huge! I tipped—pick me next! I need that cock, way bigger than my husband’s!”
“My boyfriend’s tiny and quick. I’m so unsatisfied. Fuck me instead, please!”
“Make her suck your dick!” Another wave of tips floods in.
The host grins, gripping his throbbing cock and brushing its swollen tip against her lips. “They want me to fuck your mouth, darling. Let’s give them what they paid for.”

Her small, cherry-red lips stretch wide, struggling to take his girth. Across screens, men watch, stroking themselves, one viewer cursing his lack of funds. He’d scraped together the stream’s password but can’t afford to tip. If he could, he wouldn’t settle for this—he’d make her crawl on her knees, sucking him off while he lounged.

The host, oblivious to her anonymity or status, thrusts hard, his wet cock sliding over her tongue and deep into her throat. He grips her chin, forcing her face toward the camera, her lust-drunk expression swallowing his cock broadcast to all.

“Faster! Shoot your load in her mouth! Make her swallow it!”
“She loves cock that much? Come suck mine, slut!”
Checking the time, he decides to escalate. Pinching her nose, he fucks her mouth harder, groaning as he unloads, cum flooding her throat. “Open wide, show them your tongue,” he commands, pulling out mid-release. Cum spurts across her face as she obeys, extending her tongue to catch every drop. Her lips, red and swollen, frame a mouth filled with his thick, milky seed. She swallows, licking the remnants from her lips, then opens her mouth to prove it’s gone.

“Fuck, she’s unreal! Fuck her already!”
“Destroy that slut!” The chat roars.
“Let’s see if that pussy’s ready,” he says, spreading her legs to reveal a dripping, pink slit framed by dark curls. She reaches down, pulling herself open, the high-end camera capturing every glistening fold.

“I’m ready... please, fuck me with that cock... I can’t wait...” Her pussy pulses, slick with need, dripping onto the chair.

He teases her entrance with his tip, her lips spreading wider to welcome him. “Too bad you can’t see how I’m about to fuck you,” he murmurs. “But don’t worry—I record everything. You’ll get a copy to watch later, see exactly how I slide into this tight little hole.”

For the audience’s view, he positions her for a rear entry, ensuring every thrust is visible. “Oh... please, hurry...” she whimpers, writhing. Female viewers mirror her desperation, some already fucking themselves with buzzing toys, imagining his cock inside them. Wealthy women tip frantically, vying for their turn.

“Here we go,” he growls, driving his thick cock deep into her soaking pussy. She screams, her walls clenching around him, hips bucking to meet his thrusts. The massive shaft fills her, stretching her belly, its head grinding against her cervix, threatening to push deeper. Fear and craving war within her as pleasure overwhelms.

The room is rigged with props—some for the audience’s kinks, others to save his stamina. A three-hour stream demands endurance. She’s suspended on a swing-like harness, her legs spread wide through padded loops, her back against his chest, her breasts in his hands. Every detail is crystal-clear for the viewers.

One regular, a heavy tipper with a taste for sadism, chimes in: “Make her squirt. Clamp her nipples and clit first.” Last time, he’d demanded the host spank a woman’s ass red and raw, tipping more with every pained cry.

The host selects three metal clamps, thumb-sized with blunt ridges. He teases her erect nipples with their cold edges. “They want to see these clamps on your nipples and clit, darling. Let’s give them a show.”

He snaps a clamp onto one swollen nipple, her body shuddering at the sharp sensation. The mix of pain and pleasure tightens her pussy around his cock. He finds her clit, red and throbbing, and rubs it between his fingers.

“No... not my clit... it’s too much...” she gasps, the pain sharp but laced with ecstasy. Her untouched clit quakes at the thought of the clamp’s bite.

“You knew what you signed up for,” he says, snapping the clamp onto her clit. As it bites down, he thrusts brutally, her screams blending with moans as the camera captures every moment for the ravenous crowd.

The woman’s clamped nipples glowed a fierce red, pinched tight by the metal grips. The man’s rough hands kneaded her slick, alabaster breasts, blood rushing to the tips as if straining to burst free. His coarse palms grazed her tender skin, while the sharp sting of the clamp on her clit sent tremors through her lower body. Her pussy, churned to a frothy mess by his relentless cock, dripped with thick, white-tinged arousal, the excess spilling down their joined bodies.

The thought of thousands watching her like this—spread open, vulnerable—only made her pussy itch with need. A flood of slick arousal poured out, unstoppable. She clenched her walls, trying to trap the liquid inside, but it only gripped the thick cock tighter, squeezing it in her heat.

“Fuck... this slut’s clamping down so hard,” the host groaned, his chiseled hips slamming forward. “So tight, so wet... her pussy’s drowning me.” His massive cock pounded her dripping hole, the slick sounds mixing with the buzz of a vibrator already buried inside her, stirring her depths.

Her nipples burned—a maddening mix of itch, ache, and fire. She whimpered, begging softly, but her pleas only spurred his cruelty. His hands clamped harder on her overflowing breasts, crimson tips and soft pink flesh spilling through his fingers, only to be pressed back down. They bulged out again, defiant, as he squeezed.

His thick cock forced its way through her softened, yielding flesh, rutting with brutal precision. Her body jolted with each thrust, her heavy breasts bouncing for the camera, waves of flesh rippling seductively. The cock she’d lusted after on screen now stretched her to the brim, scraping her tight passage despite the slick lubrication. It was too big, too powerful, each thrust threatening to rearrange her insides. She gasped, trembling, as she took his increasingly savage pounding.

“How’s that, darling? Is my cock fucking your slutty pussy good?” he panted, relishing the feel of her soft breasts rolling in his palms. He tugged the nipple clamps, yanking her blood-red tips until her tits stretched, then let go, her pained scream filling the air as they snapped back.

“Not enough! Shove a vibrator in her pussy, crank it to max, and fuck her with it!”
“That cock’s so huge... I’m fucking myself with my dildo right now. Give me your address, I’ll let you fuck me every day!”
“Scream louder, slut! Let us hear how good you’re getting fucked!”
“Tell them, darling,” he growled, slamming into her harder, his swollen cockhead scraping her tender walls. He shook the clamp on her clit, and a hot gush of arousal drenched his cock, trickling out with every thrust.

Her clit, tortured by the clamp, drove her wild. She thrashed, her hips bucking up and down. “Oh God... it’s too good... your cock’s fucking my
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