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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
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