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CHAPTER 1:

"Oh, that's it! Come on baby...cum on my face! I know you want to so bad. Give it to me!"

Eric didn't really need that much encouragement but it was always nice to hear just the same. Soon he was groaning in ecstasy and shooting a huge load. Amber moaned with delight knowing that her man was totally satisfied. It always made her feel so wonderful whenever she got Eric off. Of course she had enjoyed her own orgasmic experiences along the way but the big payoff for her was his climax.

They were both a bit wet and sticky and tired and needed a shower so their lovemaking would soon be over for now but they both looked forward to the next opportunity. There is nothing unusual about a man and a woman sharing an intimate moment and expressing their love physically...except that in this case the two people were thousands of miles apart.


CHAPTER 2:

Amber Sullivan was a professional photographer, although it wasn't usually as glamorous as it sounded. Most of her paying work was taking pictures of products for catalogs, web pages and advertisements. It was kind of a specialized field and it took some skill to light and photograph a box of cereal properly but it wasn't as exciting or artistically satisfying as being a photographer for a fashion magazine or a photojournalist covering world events. Oh, well...a girl has to make a living.

She was in her early thirties and had a lovely face and figure but the feature that always stood out was the remarkable blueness of her eyes. The color was so vivid it almost looked painted on. People sometimes wondered whether she was wearing some sort of blue contact lens but that's just the way nature had made them. They were eyes that many men found themselves lost in if they happened to lock onto her gaze. If the eyes are truly the window to the soul than hers were more like a stained glass cathedral.

She lived with a female roommate, an old college buddy named Tiffany, in a modest but attractively furnished apartment in the suburbs of Los Angeles. Because of their initials people used to joke about wanting to go to their place for some "T & A" but in reality it wasn't anything like a swinging bachelorette pad. Tiffany sometimes seemed like she had a revolving door on her bedroom but Amber was more solitary and traditionally had longer relationships and longer dry spells in between them. It would probably make a lot of men sad to know that the two attractive single women weren't engaging in nightly orgies or playful girl on girl experimentation but sometimes life doesn't play out like a porn movie.

They weren't quite the Odd Couple but they were pretty different in their own ways. Tiffany was all frills and girly enthusiasm. Nothing was ever too pink for her. She was a blonde, petite beach bunny who somehow managed to keep a tan going year round. She was on the short side as well so it didn't take too many drinks to get her tipsy and Tiffany liked to drink. Despite being the same age as Amber she leaned a bit towards the immature side sometimes. Once a party girl always a party girl was her motto, or would probably have been if she had bothered to think about it. She was the boy crazy type and fell hard and fast for any cute guy who flashed her a winning smile or bought her a drink in a nightclub. She wasn't a really a dumb blonde but she didn't mind playing that role when it suited her mood. She was fun and generally uncomplicated which can be a powerful aphrodisiac for a guy just looking for a good time.

Amber was tall and curvy with reddish brown hair that she often pulled back to keep it from getting in her eyes when she was using a camera. She also wore reading glasses sometimes that gave her the sexy schoolteacher or the naughty secretary look. She was kind of an equipment geek as well and had always been interested in technology. She could hookup the most complicated cable TV setup with ease and always got the call when someone's computer was acting strangely.

She was far more introspective and reserved than her rambunctious roommate but she was hardly a prude in any way. She loved all things erotic from the tasteful nude photographs she had taken back in her college days to hardcore pornography on the Internet. Far from being bothered by her roommate's amorous escapades she often took vicarious pleasure from them, sometimes lying quietly in her own bed listening to the sounds of passion emanating from the adjoining bedroom. While Tiffany enjoyed acting out her fantasies with whatever hunk she happened to be with at the moment Amber was more inclined to confine her lusts to the realm of the imagination while in between actual love affairs. 

To that end she had become quite fond of cybersex in a variety of flavors. The Internet was a portal to many pleasures and being computer literate Amber was always interested in finding new ways to get off via virtual sex. While some people might think of this as too cold and impersonal to be really satisfying Amber had found that this kind of remote sex could actually be better in some ways aside from the obvious fact that no one was going to contract any diseases or become pregnant.

For the uninitiated cybersex basically meant communicating with someone not actually in the room with you using some sort of electronic device for the purpose of achieving sexual gratification. It could be accomplished by exchanging text messages, voice messages, video chat or through some kind of online world where the sex was acted out by 3D versions of the participants in a sort of virtual reality setting. In addition to being safe this type of exchange offered some other appealing advantages. It didn't require one to spend hours doing their hair and makeup. The relative anonymity of the participants also allowed one a great deal of freedom to let loose and explore the kinkier side of one's nature. It was in many ways a form of leading a secret double life or indulging in the dirty pleasures of having a sexy alter ego. And of course it was easier than dealing with real life complications. Sometimes a person just wanted to cum before going to bed or off to work in the morning. You could log on, get off and be about your business with a minimum of fuss and bother. Not the most romantic way to look at it perhaps but definitely pragmatic.

Generations past would no doubt have a difficult time understanding this sort of thinking, let alone the phenomenon of online dating services, but things that had once seemed mysterious and slightly seedy were becoming more and more commonplace all the time. You didn't have to marry the boy or girl next door anymore to discover what sex was all about. Of course along with that growing interest came the fear-mongering and hand wringing. Sadly there were tragic tales of sexual predators using the technology to locate victims. There was also the frequent fear that one's virtual sex partner might not be quite as they represented themselves unless some sort of live web camera verification could be obtained. There was another potentially dangerous side effect of the whole experience and that was falling in love with someone you had never met in person and might never meet. 

There were a million different reasons why people chose to engage in cybersex. It could make the old feel young again or the plain feel pretty. The shy wallflower could find a bold new voice. Lonely people could make new friends. People with disabilities could act out sexual fantasies that their body was not capable of performing. It was a means of "cheating" on someone without actually touching another person. Authors were known to do it to gather research on something they wanted to write about. Probably most people did it because it was a lot of fun. 

It took a lot of imagination to be able to do it well so it tended to appeal to the educated and articulate types. That aspect of it certainly appealed to Amber. Any healthy male who stuck his dick in her pussy in real life and moved it back and forth long enough was bound to get his rocks off but it took some real skill on her part to talk a man into an orgasm. People have often referred to the brain as the most powerful sex organ and as far as Amber was concerned that was definitely true. Sure it was easier to just flash her tits on a webcam than it was to try and describe them but the artistry of the written chat session was still a favorite of hers. The sense of mystery tended to make things all the more arousing.

It was true that cybersex was just one more way that civilization was withdrawing from genuine face-to-face human interaction and retreating into a cocoon of technology but there didn't really seem to be any stopping that trend at this point. Online shopping had put many local retailers out of business and changed the way people engaged in commerce completely but the cost, selection and convenience aspects of it had won out in the end. Even people who had once sworn that they would never read anything that was printed on paper eventually found themselves getting their news from web pages or downloading e-books to their tablet. The first rule of all new technology is someone will find a way to use it for sexual gratification. Some of the first photographs ever taken were of scantily clad ladies. Many of the first motion pictures were pornographic. The Bible may have been the first book printed for mass consumption but dirty pamphlets were not far behind. People love sex. They love to participate in it, talk about it, look at other people doing it and dream about what they would like to be doing themselves if they had the chance. Cybering was just another way of bringing the horny masses together.

On the downside Amber did find that sometimes the convenience of it made her less inclined to go out and seek real life romances. For one thing they could be so much more complicated. If you were fucking a guy on the Internet it didn't matter what you liked to eat or what music you enjoyed. You didn't have to struggle to find a movie you both might like. Your philosophical differences would probably never even be discovered. When you dated a man for real you were hoping to find a soul mate, or at least a good companion with enough things in common to be able to spend a lot of time together. It was really important to be on the same page when it came to questions of marriage and how to raise children. You were always looking down the road trying to guess how things would play out in the long haul. Everybody had baggage of some kind that they brought with them to each new relationship. It was also easy to fall into a bad situation when one was carried away by some instant physical attraction for someone who was an entirely unsuitable mate in every other respect.

She knew that this type of thinking wasn't totally healthy and probably made her seem a bit cynical or lazy at least. She knew that she could be a bit lazy about things at times, especially the feminine hoops of fire that women had to jump through when going out on the town. She could hunker down in front of her computer with cold cream on her face wearing flannel pajamas and bunny slippers if she wanted to and still drive a man wild with desire. She could be as glamorous and sexy as she wanted to be without actually going to the trouble of getting herself that way. She wasn't too worried about isolating herself. Men had a way of turning up in her life whether she was aggressively seeking them or not. That tended to happen when you were just naturally good looking. She was very happy with her life the way it was at the moment and didn't feel any need to panic over her penchant for virtual liaisons. What did make her panic a bit was Eric.

She had "met" him on an adult website where people posted dirty pictures and could comment on other people's photos and favorite videos. You could also tell a little bit about yourself in your profile and exchange messages with other members. Amber never posted snapshots of her private parts on the Internet but she did have her collection of college photos and some other tasteful nudes she had shot along the way so this was a place to share them with other people and get some feedback. On the other hand if someone did feel like hanging pictures of their anatomy out there she wasn't going to hesitate to look at them. She liked looking at pictures of big, hard cocks and there were plenty to look at on this site. She enjoyed posting positive comments and dirty thoughts about her favorite ones. She downloaded some of the best photos to her computer for relaxed viewing at her convenience. Perhaps that sounds strange, possibly even deviant to some people, but looking at men's pricks turned her on and she could live with that.

It was Eric's cock that caught her eye. There were thousands of similar photos but something about this cock in particular stood out. It wasn't the largest one perhaps but it was just so beautifully crafted. She had no idea what the rest of the man looked like but there was one photo in particular she just couldn't take her eyes off. It was a torso shot, seated in a chair with the head cut off, as so many of these types of pictures were. It looked so inviting that she had to download it immediately and found herself masturbating to that image later that night. She took a lifelike dildo with a suction cup and stuck it on a chair then slowly lowered herself down onto it while the photo in question filled her computer screen. She only knew the man's screen name and that he identified himself as a "straight male from Germany" who was "open-minded and not in a relationship." 

None of that information mattered to her in the slightest at that point. He could have been a gay alien from Venus for all she cared. That picture made her unusually hot for some reason and as the dildo slipped deeper into her pussy she began to imagine that she was actually sitting on the man in the picture's lap. That lap looked so tempting. His dick stood up as straight as a flag pole. She needed to use a metal folding chair with no arms in order to hold the dildo tightly in place so it wasn't the most comfortable maneuver in the world to bounce up and down on her proxy lover but she was really getting into it. She started to imagine the man moaning with delight and putting his strong arms around her waist then moving up to cup and fondle her breasts. She humped the chair so hard that the dildo came unattached and she had to frantically stick it back in place before she finally gave up and just finished the job by ramming it home with her hand. There the fantasy had ended. She didn't imagine an afterglow scenario or attach any special importance to the event. She had masturbated to a dirty picture as she had done many times before and would likely due many times again. That had been almost a year ago and things had changed considerably since then.


CHAPTER 3:

Eric Hahn was a handsome young man in his mid thirties with sandy brown hair that often looked delightfully unkempt. When he had a chance to spend some time in the sun his hair took on some golden tint but his job tended to keep him busily indoors. As stated before he possessed a very beautiful penis and the rest of his body was equally pleasing to look at. He wasn't a workout fanatic spending hours at the gym but his body was fit and toned as he had always enjoyed sports of various kinds.

He was a field representative for a large manufacturing firm which caused him to travel quite a bit, which wasn't quite as exciting as it sounded. He rarely had much free time for sightseeing and all the packing and unpacking and hurrying to make flights or catch trains got to be a little tiresome. However the job paid well and had moved up within the ranks of the company very quickly. He was definitely a man on the fast track to bigger things.

Consequently relationships kind of took a backseat at this point in his life. He could certainly pick up a girl and wouldn't hesitate to do so if the mood struck him but he was a busy man on the go and not really interested in settling down even if the opportunity presented itself. There were some regular girls in his little black book when he had the time for female companionship but no one special that had made him burn the other phone numbers and pledge his undying love to. He had come to cybersex largely for the convenience and the thrill.

He had his trusty laptop computer so wherever he had Internet access he had a chance to indulge in his secret hobby. It was of course sometimes a little embarrassing to receive a raunchy message from some female while he was waiting to catch a train since he would inevitably respond with suitable hard on that was kind of difficult to conceal but it was a relatively small price to pay for the guilty pleasure.

Hotels made him especially horny for some reason although many times he had spent the night listening to some couple in the next room having noisy escapades. Unlike Amber who enjoyed that sort of vicarious thrill Eric usually just found it distracting. It made him wish that there was some hot woman in his room making those kinds of noises as he took her passionately in a variety of positions and locations. Sometimes he turned to the computer for some quick relief and other times he just turned the TV on to drown out the sound.

He wasn't completely sure why he had posted pictures of his dick on the Internet but he had no regrets about it. There was an ego boost from having strange women from all over the globe praise his genitalia and it was a good conversation starter. If there were any gay men jacking off to his photo was something he preferred not to think about. Naturally he enjoyed seeing similar photos of the women he engaged in online sex with but it wasn't a deal breaker. He had a vivid imagination and in some ways it was better not to know too much. Every woman could be the woman of his dreams.

He was proficient in several languages, including English, which was a great asset in his work. He was also fond of American sports and pop culture so he frequently found himself attracted to American women. Of course sex required some specialized language that one didn't usually find in the standard text books but he had definitely mastered the essential words and phrases. It was sometimes inconvenient because of the time difference so he might just be waking up as she was getting ready for sleep but people who cyber often keep odd hours anyway. Besides, there was always somebody available somewhere in the world if you knew where to look.

Amber had posted some pleasantly smutty comments about his cock pictures and he had checked out her profile. His initial disappointment at not finding any candid photos quickly dissipated as he looked through her gallery of erotic art shots. Tasteful black and white photos of nudes standing in the shadows wasn't necessarily what everyone was looking for on a sex site but he found them very appealing. He reciprocated by posting some nice comments and that might have been the end of it except that Amber sent him a message thanking him for his remarks. That opened a line of dialogue between them. She liked his cock and he liked her art but otherwise they knew virtually nothing about each other yet for some reason there was a spark.

In her online profile Amber had mentioned her fondness for 3D virtual worlds like AChat and Second Life. Eric hadn't been familiar with those places but they sounded intriguing so he had asked Amber if she would help him get started with Second Life. Having played the game for several years she was happy to oblige and soon Eric had created an "avatar" or a virtual representation of himself as a computer character. It took some time to figure out how everything worked and how to get things like new clothes and so on but he picked up on things pretty fast and there were a lot of helpful people to answer his questions.

Just walking around the vast virtual world and trying things out was enjoyable but he really wanted to try out the sex options, which seemed to be almost everywhere. That's where Amber's expertise came in handy.

"You're going to have to get a cock," she had told him. "There are some free ones out there but if you really want to do the sex thing properly you'll probably want to buy a better one."

That was the bizarre sort of conversation that one often had when starting out with sex in Second Life but it seemed like good advice. Soon Eric was equipped with a fine manly tool that had many options for size, angle and color and could be displayed in a variety of stages of erectness. Naturally it also had the ability to ejaculate making the package complete.

Amber had agreed to pop his virtual cherry and they met at a public sex room that had beds and other furniture rigged for sexual activity. Most of the action in Second Life was controlled by menus in the furniture which then spawned "pose balls" for the avatars to "sit" on. Once a person had agreed to allow the device to animate their avatar it was fairly easy to switch from position to position without having to start the whole process all over again.

It was ostensibly just going to be a practice session so that Eric could familiarize himself with the controls and the text interface but once the action got started things heated up in a hurry. They were both very good at sexy text chat so it wasn't difficult at all to engage in some hot and heavy dialogue. Eric found it a fascinating addition to be able to watch his avatar more or less acting out the action that they were describing. It was a type of interactive pornography where he didn't have to just watch some video that someone else had created he could actually take control of the action. Most importantly there was another human involved in the process responding, coaxing and commenting on the action.

Amber had told him that she had built her avatar to resemble her real life appearance to a large degree but he wondered if that was true. Was she really a sexy redhead with round and bouncy tits? If so why was she hanging around a virtual world fucking strangers from her computer? A woman that hot would have no trouble finding plenty of willing males in the real world. She certainly did talk a good game, especially when it came to describing blow jobs. She had obviously sucked some cock in her time or at least watched enough porn to figure out how it was done. He had read somewhere that a large number of people who present themselves on the Internet as women were actually men and it was hard to shake that thought from his mind. Maybe it didn't really matter since he was rock hard and jacking himself off with glee but a part of him sure hoped that she was at least female, even if she wasn't anywhere as gorgeous as her avatar.

They had both lost themselves completely in the fantasy in very short order and found that they had good cyber chemistry. Talent was important but just like real life sex some people clicked better during virtual sex than others. A good ebb and flow was called for so that each partner had a chance to take care of business in between typing. There's also a wide variety of taste issues when engaging in this kind of dialogue that often takes a little getting used to. Some people preferred to "emote" which was basically describing some feeling or action while others preferred dialogue. Some people wanted to know what their partner was doing at home at the moment or what they were wearing and some people never broke character. And of course some  people were more comfortable with extremely graphic language and profanity than others. Amber had a slight advantage in that she had done the Second Life sex thing many times before but Eric was able to hang with her for the most part.

Once again that could have been the end of it. They had gotten together primarily so that Eric could learn the ropes of Second Life sex with someone more experienced. Presumably they would go their own way and seek other partners and perhaps never hook up a again. For Eric it had been his first time and Amber tended to stick to one night stands so any sort of future together seemed unlikely. But there was that spark again that neither one of them could explain. They both found themselves still thinking about their experience long after it was over. Still at this point it had just seemed like one of those things. If they hooked up again so be it.

Amber didn't have any hard and fast rule against cybering with the same guy more than once or twice but it kind of made sense to her. For one thing there are only so many ways you can describe sex in words before you start to repeat yourself too much. When you're actually in bed with someone conversation if often the last thing on your mind. You make plenty of involuntary sounds and you don't have to tell someone that you're looking at them longingly...you just do it.

Another consideration was her desire to protect her privacy. Once you started "hanging out" with the same guy for any length of time you were bound to find yourself in a situation where conversation outside of the sexual arena would be expected. She really didn't feel comfortable giving out too many personal details. She didn't mind describing her body type or what she was wearing at the computer or even what she was doing to pleasure herself during their session but there was a real reluctance to say too much. She wasn't the paranoid type by nature but it had always seemed like a good idea to keep some barriers up...just in case. The last thing in the world she wanted was some crazy guy showing up at her work or knocking on her door in the middle of the night. Real life was real life and fantasy was fantasy. They were two different worlds and in fact she was two different people as her sexy online persona was an alias.

She knew that it was quite possible for people to meet in an online environment and spend so much time chatting together that one or both parties started to develop some sort of emotional attachment. The problem there was that what made for a good virtual sex partner didn't necessarily translate all that well to real life. The odds of actually meeting someone within an appropriate age range who lived within a practical geographic area who turned out to be pretty much the same in person as they appeared online seemed rather slim. If she wanted that she could go to an online dating site and set up all of the specific parameters she was looking for. She hadn't been looking for love on the Internet. It just sort of happened.


CHAPTER 4:

"I worry about you sometimes kiddo," Tiffany said as she draped herself over the couch munching on a cherry Pop Tart. "You spend way too much time on that stupid computer. I know all kinds of guys and they've got cute brothers and friends and whatever. Or we could just hit the town and hook up with a couple of dudes if you'd rather choose your own meat instead of having it delivered to you."

"You can rest your mind at ease. My stupid computer and I are doing just fine," Amber replied with a laugh.

"You are one fine looking babe. I mean if I had boobs like yours I could marry a millionaire," pouted Tiffany.

"You do just fine with the boobs you have," Amber pointed out. "Besides, I didn't think you were terribly interested in getting married anyway."

"Maybe that's because I haven't met any millionaires yet."

"Well then the size of your boobs hasn't even entered the equation," Amber pointed out.

"You still writing to that Italian dude?" Tiffany asked.

"German."

"Whatever."

"Yes I am still communicating with Eric in a variety of electronic ways," Amber replied.

"But you need some flesh and blood! Flesh especially. When was the last time you had a dick inside you? And I don't mean the plastic kind."

"I don't know...I guess it was that guy Roger that I was seeing for a while."

"Holy crap! That was like two years ago," Tiffany cried.

"Not quite but it was a while ago," Amber admitted.

"Look girl, I know the value of things with batteries that you shove up your snatch. Sometimes you just want to cut through the red tape and get freaky with the happy stick but there's no reason to rely on that all the time when there's a whole world full of horny dudes that would love to stick the real deal in you."

"An interesting way of putting it but I do see your point...somewhat."

"Then it's settled. You and I are going to go on a double date, do some dancing, get a few drinks in us then come back here and get what we really want in us," Tiffany announced with some finality.

"I don't know. We'll see."

That was taken as a positive acquiescence by Tiffany who arranged the whole thing without bothering to consult Amber until the deal was in place. Amber was a little miffed that her friend had acted so presumptuously but she was mollified a bit when she saw a picture of her intended date. He was certainly attractive enough and it was only a date and if they didn't hit it off they certainly wouldn't have to get it on. Tiffany's date knew that he was getting a sure thing because they had gone out before a few times and each of those had resulted in spirited carnal gymnastics. If Amber's date just assumed that she was as easy a lay as her roommate he would just have to deal with it. Hell, Tiffany would probably be willing to take him on too if he looked too disappointed. 

Her online relationship with Eric had certainly gone way beyond the point of anything she had ever expected. They had just kept finding excuses to contact each other. In Second Life Amber had abandoned her one night stand policy for him and they had become frequent sex partners. Sometimes sex wasn't even on the agenda and they would just hang out together as friends. They had even gone so far as to rent an apartment together where they would sometimes just sit on the couch and cuddle while they chatted like a real life couple might do. Consequently as they became more comfortable together they began to share more personal information. It was a  long, slow process but by now they were frequently exchanging emails when they weren't engaged in virtual sex and Amber really enjoyed the spirited discussions they had on a variety of topics, although sexy talk did manage to find its way into many a conversation.

There was certainly no commitment between them as they lived a world apart and had never even broached the subject of actually meeting someday. They were pen pals and virtual fuck buddies and had certainly bonded in a very special way but they both operated under the same assumption that there would always be limits to their association. Amber didn't need to hide the fact that she was going out on a real date and in fact she knew that Eric would probably enjoy hearing the details if anything sexy transpired. Jealousy was not in the equation at all.

Tiffany's date was named Robert and Amber was paired up with his buddy Alex. When the guys arrived to pick up their dates Amber got the impression that Robert and Tiffany would be just as happy blowing out the dinner and dancing part and just staying in the girl's pad and getting busy but they somehow pried themselves apart enough to get in the car.

Alex didn't seem to be the talkative type on the ride to the restaurant and still kept the conversation to a minimum throughout the meal. Amber tried to engage him and when he did speak he seemed to have something intelligent to say so Amber chalked it up to shyness.

At the club it was a different matter entirely. After a couple of drinks Alex practically dragged Amber onto the dance floor and began to bust a few moves. It was actually kind of impressive to watch his transformation. The man could really dance. A lot of people in clubs just kind of bounce up and down but Alex had some technique. He also loosened up his tongue on the dance floor but it was pretty hard to hear what he was saying over the din of the pounding music.

"What was that?" Amber practically shouted at one point.

"I said you have the bluest eyes I've ever seen," Alex shouted back.

"It's probably just the lighting in here," Amber joked.

"No I mean it. A man could drown in limpid pools of cobalt like those."

Wow,  the guy had a poetic streak in him. Who knew? Maybe it was a little corny and sounded kind of strange when yelled at high volume but it's the thought that counts. Whether he just wasn't good at holding his liquor or this was his element was hard to ascertain at this point. Maybe it was a little of both. Suddenly he spun her around and began to slither and grind sensually on her backside. She was a little embarrassed, especially since a few people seemed to be noticing them, but she tried to be a good sport and play along. He was very good at dirty dancing and the skillful way he handled her on the dance floor made her start to wonder whether he was this commanding and sensual in bed. His body seemed both graceful and athletic at the same time.

She had pretty much written off any thoughts of copulation with the guy at the start of the evening but she had to admit that dancing with him was really turning her on. She had forgotten how much fun dancing could be, especially if you had a good partner and Alex was the best she had ever danced with.

"Hey, let's blow this joint," Tiffany whispered in Amber's ear when they were taking a break.

"I'm having a good time," Amber protested. "I want to keep dancing."

"So do I but I want to be dancing on a big hard dick. How about you? Are you planning to put out for Alex?"

"I don't know. I hadn't really thought about it."

"No reason not to at this point. The dude's been humping you on the dance floor all night."

They had come in Robert's car so he ultimately had the final say and there was no way he was going to disagree with Tiffany so they all headed back to the girl's apartment, ostensibly for a nightcap. Tiffany and Robert didn't bother waiting for anyone to mix any drinks and started going at it the moment they came through the door. Amber wondered whether they were even going to make it to the bedroom. Amber wouldn't have minded too much if she were alone. Her voyeuristic side probably would have gotten a kick out of watching while Robert banged her friend on the living room rug or something but with Alex there it made her kind of uncomfortable. She hadn't even committed herself to sleeping with the guy let alone doing it in the same room with another couple.

Tiffany and Robert had almost made it across the room when they suddenly stopped and Tiffany bent over with her hands up against the wall. Robert slipped his hands under her skirt and her panties soon slid down her legs. Robert wasted no time in undoing his own pants and letting them fall down in a bunch around his ankles. His cock found the mark and he began pumping her butt with great enthusiasm.

Amber and Alex were both sitting on the couch watching the show. It would have been pointless to try not to. 

"So what do you think of this?" Alex whispered.

"He's got a nice butt, I'll give him credit for that," Amber replied.

"It's kind of weird watching someone have sex but kind of fascinating at the same time."

"I agree. You want a drink?"

"Sure."

Amber went and quickly fixed a couple of drinks and then returned to her place on the couch next to Alex. There wasn't really any need to offer Tiffany and Robert anything although just to be perverse Amber toyed with the idea of asking them anyway as if nothing unusual was going on but opted to just sit back down and enjoy her drink...and the show.

"Did I miss anything good?" Amber asked.

"Well it kind of depends on your point of view I suppose," Alex answered. "They're still pretty much as they were when you left but there seems to be more moaning and groaning now. I'm getting pretty horny by the way, how about you?"

"Yeah I'm kind of turned on I have to say. This should be embarrassing or awkward or something but it's really kind of hot."

Amber was suddenly filled with the same kind of unrestrained lust that usually fueled her online sex experiences which often drew inspiration from pornography rather than real life. Her alto ego was a slutty little babe who knew all the tricks and could drive a man wild by fulfilling his every fantasy. That wasn't quite the way she usually did things in real life but she wondered whether it might not be a bad idea to try it sometime. This seemed like as good a time as any.

She set her drink down on the coffee table and unzipped Alex's pants without a word. She managed to slide his trousers down a little and found a tremendous bulge in his underwear. She wrestled those down as well, with a little help from Alex who kind of stood up in his seat to accommodate her labors, and there was a very lovely erection popping up to greet her. Her hands instinctively went to work on his shaft and Alex settled back on the couch quite comfortably. No worries about the guy going home disappointed tonight Amber thought as she took his cock in her mouth and felt the warm, throbbing member aching between her lips.

She was still next to him on the couch but her knees were now on the seat cushions as she bent over his crotch. The position kind of caused her skirt to hike up in the back which must have seemed very inviting to Alex because he soon reached behind her and began rubbing her ass cheeks. He must have had fairly long arms because his torso remained pretty stationary but his hand was going everywhere.

Tiffany and Robert had somehow noticed what was going on behind them and decided to follow a similar game plan. Tiffany wriggled out of her dress while Robert pulled his shirt off. Then Tiffany got on her knees wearing just her bra and she too took her man in her mouth. Alex was now treated to the site of one gorgeous girl bobbing on his knob and another one across the room sucking off his best friend. It seemed to only make him harder, if such a thing was scientifically possible by that point.

With a dick in her throat it was much harder for Amber to steal a glance at the other couple but when she did it certainly increased her arousal as well. One thing she knew for certain was that she was overdressed for the occasion so she took a break from cock smoking long enough to stand up and get out of her dress. Alex followed her example and managed to get his pants all the way off and his shirt unbuttoned but that was as far as he got. Amber had positioned herself in front of him between his legs and was bending over presenting her ass to him. Down went the panties as Alex leaned forward and buried his face in her moist behind. Eventually he stood up and slid his super-hard pole into her pussy. Amber had to throw her hands down on the coffee table for support as Alex went to work. It was kind of a tough position to maintain but she wasn't about to break away at this point.

Hands fumbled for a moment with her bra but soon he got the contraption unhooked and it fell to the floor causing her pendulous bosom to be free. The same hands that had fumbled with her underwear now worked quite skillfully in the squeezing and caressing of her breasts. She moaned with delight and looked up to see Tiffany with her legs wrapped around Robert's waist and her arms locked around his neck. She was light enough and compact enough for a man of decent strength to be able to fuck standing up without too much trouble and Robert looked like a guy who could handle the load. His arms were quite muscular and Amber guessed that he probably did some weight lifting the way he effortlessly bounced her pal up and down on his prick. Tiffany tended to be noisy and her squeaks and squeals added to the frenzied environment of the room.

Amber was making a surprising amount of noise herself as Alex was picking up the pace. His hands had retreated to her waist, which was probably unnecessary since she was jackknifing her backside as hard as she could anyway, but it felt good to be snugly secured in his grasp. She was not a weight lifter and her arms were getting a little tired so his grip made her feel safer since Alex was pounding her so hard she feared she might go flying across the coffee table if she let go.

As it turned out she didn't have that much longer to wait before she felt the unmistakable sensation of a man exploding inside her. Alex let out a cry that was practically a primal scream and it certainly got everyone's attention.

"Someone's a happy camper," Tiffany shouted.

"Hey bitch, you just worry about your own man I'll take care of mine," Amber shouted back playfully.

"Sounds like you already have baby," Robert chimed in.

Amber and Alex slumped back on the couch and became spectators again. Periodically they shouted out suggestions or words of encouragement which were usually followed by a fit of giggles. There was just something so odd about the whole situation that it didn't seem quite real. The jocularity definitely made the whole thing feel less sordid than it might have otherwise. Amber was not used to being fucked in a room with other people and certainly not accustomed to watching someone else fuck in her presence. 

Robert certainly displayed above average stamina but no man can last forever, especially with a sex-crazed hottie jerking him off inside her tight little hole, and before too long he was making his own crazed sounds of pleasure and relief. Before he had even pulled out or set his partner down Robert turned to the couch with a huge grin on his face.

"Shall we switch now?"


CHAPTER 5:

No switching took place that night although the idea was intriguing and the mood in the room conducive to something of that nature transpiring. Amber certainly admired Robert's rugged physique but Alex seemed to share her quirky sense of humor and she was no hurry to swap him out for another model. Both couples had retired to the bedrooms and resumed their lustful activities until sleep finally got the better of them. Robert had somewhere to be fairly early in the morning so there wasn't even time to cook a proper breakfast before the boys had to depart. It had been quite a memorable evening.

"My God, you little cock sucking whore," Tiffany laughed when they were sipping coffee alone in the kitchen. "You whipped him out right on the couch and blew him like a truck stop hooker. I'm so proud of you!"

"What about you getting the panty pull butt bang up against the wall? That seemed like a call girl move to me if I've ever seen one," Amber retorted.

"Yeah but you already knew that I was a total slut. I had no idea you were such a cock crazed little nymph. Damn girl! Why do you waste so much energy messing around on the Internet when you could be doing this shit all the time?"

Perhaps she had a point. As wonderful as virtual sex could be it could never really replace the tactile sensation of feeling the warmth of another person's body up against her own. She could get herself off just as well with her fingers or with a vibrator but that didn't replace the smell of a man or his taste or the look in his eyes. It was just one of those things in life that really needed to be experienced in person to fully appreciate. Maybe her penchant for the convenience of cyber sex was actually keeping her from enjoying the real thing.

Alex was still kind of an enigma to her. Quiet and shy until they had reached the nightclub he had taken on a very different personality that lasted for a while but seemed to wear off by the time they were cuddling in bed. Perhaps the booze had played a bigger part than she knew. With the perfect level of intoxication he was witty and charming and outgoing but the rest of the time he seemed a bit tongue-tied. Some people were just like that. They needed booze or drugs to climb out of their shell but that was a scary proposition. A person who started out using alcohol as a social lubricant might very well transition into being an angry drunk. Even so he was a heck of a dancer and a spirited lover, at least while under the influence, so she didn't rule out a second date by any means. All things considered it turned out to be far more fun than she had expected. Things might be even better if she actually put a little effort into dating again.

Online virtual experiences, sexual or otherwise, could be very addictive. She wondered whether she had just fallen into a bit of a trap with her increased reliance on fantasy sex. Maybe it wouldn't be such a bad idea to ease off of the cybering for a while. She had certainly been through phases before where she had kind of burned out on the online sex thing for a while. Sometimes it did seem kind of repetitive. Another day another dick. She imagined that porn stars probably felt that way after a while. They no doubt started out thinking how great it was to have sex all day and get paid for it but once you'd done every position and combination and scenario imaginable it probably just became a job. Amber had to admit that there had been nights where she had found herself kind of hoping that the guy at the other end would just hurry up and jack off. She had said every dirty, filthy thing she could think of to make the guy happy but it still wasn't enough. She was a good soldier and she wasn't going to leave a man hanging if she could help it but there were times where she kind of lost the genuine enthusiasm that usually drove her onward. Those were usually the times where she left the online thing on the backburner until something inspired her to give it another go. Or she was seeing someone on a regular basis or involved in real life projects that dominated her time. Since most of her cybersex encounters had been random, short term affairs it had never mattered one way or the other whether she was trolling for cock on the Internet or not. But now there was Eric.

Sex was just better with him, not because he was the only man she had ever met who knew how to do it well but because she felt something for him. They were pen pals. He had become a regular part of her life in a strange way. His job kept him pretty busy at times so there were long stretches where they didn't hook up for sex but they still usually kept in touch by email and when they did get together after one of those layoffs she always found herself exceptionally horny and anxious to please. The fact that they were "roommates" in Second Life really didn't mean anything since they were rarely online at the same time but something about the idea really appealed to her. She liked to think of their avatars curling up in bed together or eating dinner when no one was there to watch them. Just knowing that it was their little home instead of just his or hers made her happy for some reason.

He seemed like a good guy, as far as she could tell. She had been in situations before where men kind of went overboard way too soon and started professing their love and putting pressure on her to break her rules and send them nude photos or masturbate on camera for them. These were guys that she had spent far less time and shared far less information with but for the most part Eric had been a perfect gentleman. She had happily accepted nude photos from him and felt bad about not reciprocating but he never pushed the issue or took offense. He respected her rules. That was probably a big reason why they had lasted this long as an online couple, so to speak. 

She had bent her rules on his behalf once or twice. She had named one of her dildos after him because it was a realistic design and resembled the photos of his cock quite closely. That honor had been a real turn on for him and he loved to hear her accounts of putting his namesake to good use. For his birthday he had asked if she would be willing to make a recording of herself masturbating with that dildo so that he could hear what she sounded like when she was being pleasured. It had taken a few shots of whiskey and a little fooling around with the audio recording options on her computer to get a session she was satisfied with but she was a tech person and enjoyed the challenge of the project despite being somewhat embarrassed by the concept.

When someone is fucking they tend to make all kinds of crazy noises, many of which are uncontrollable. Trying to type out those sounds in cybersex was rather difficult but they came effortlessly in the throes of passion. Taken out of context they could sound kind of bizarre, or even fake. The closer one got to climaxing the more random and whacky those sounds tended to become. Of course some people were noisier than others. Tiffany could shout out the damndest things when getting laid whereas Amber tended to lean more towards heavy breathing and what she usually thought of as whimpering. If a puppy made that noise you would be worried that it was in distress but when she made it men usually got very turned on. It was never a planned thing it was just her way of responding to sexual stimulation so she rarely gave it much thought after the fact. Recording an entire session of masturbating from insertion to climax was a unique experience. It wasn't something she would do for just anyone but for Eric's birthday she had thrown caution to the wind and stepped up to the microphone.

Logistically it was a little bit of a challenge. She wanted to capture both the sound of the dildo moving in and out of her pussy as well as the audible noises she was making during the process so she chose to use two microphones mounted on boom stands that she borrowed from a friend who was in a garage band. She planned to aim one at her crotch and one near her head but she needed to figure out where the best place to masturbate comfortably would be. During cybersex she was sitting in a chair on a towel in front of her computer. Whatever she did to herself she needed to do while remaining close enough to her keyboard to type. In this situation all she had to do was hit the record button and then get into position but she really wanted to look at pictures of Eric while she got off to provide the full impact of masturbating to thoughts of him specifically. Obviously he would never know the difference but once she had decided to do it she really wanted to do it properly.

The solution was to put her laptop computer on the table next to her bed so that she could both operate the recording controls and look at his pictures with relative ease. She opted to lie on her back with her legs spread wide open and positioned the microphones so that they would be as unobtrusive as possible while still picking up the action. Once again thoughts of porn stars popped into her head as she thought what a strange thing it must be to have sex amidst all that equipment and to do it on demand. She wanted to get this done while Tiffany was out of the house so that she wouldn't feel embarrassed if she got a little noisy so after all the microphone placement and computer preparation she suddenly found herself lying on her bed with a dildo in her hand wondering what the hell had possessed her to get into this situation in the first place.

Fortunately the answer was right there on her night table. She had looked at Eric's photos countless times and masturbated to them many times as well but they still seemed to do the trick for her, even though she couldn't see his whole face in any of them. What she saw she liked or perhaps more importantly because she liked him she liked what she saw even more. It didn't take her long to be in the mood again. Her mind started to drift into fantasy mode where she and Eric lived together and had a happy and stable real life relationship. He was literally the man of her dreams even if she didn't really know who he was or what he looked like completely. Perhaps that was the best kind of dream lover; someone who you knew enough to be fond of but not enough to be critical.

She had started her recording by putting the dildo in her mouth and sucking it but that honestly was never quite that thrilling. No matter how realistic a dildo looked it still tasted sort of like rubber and you had to really work to get rid of the chemical odor sometimes. Sucking even a well made dildo could remind one of a dog's rubber chew toy. Consequently she didn't linger on that for too long and soon grabbed some lube and slathered the thing from the tip to the balls. Yes, this dildo actually had "balls" that were kind of squishy and fun to play with. After double checking that the record light was still on she had placed the dildo at the entrance to her pussy and let her fantasies roam wild.

Sometimes she had closed her eyes and sometimes she had turned to look at Eric's photos but either way it had been incredibly easy to pretend that he was right there between her legs. As she thrust the substitute penis inside her the physical sensation was enough to produce a response but the mental aspect of imagining her foreign lover was great added inducement. She had sighed and moaned and of course whimpered along the way before finally succumbing to the inevitable climax. Yes, she had kind of stopped using the dildo at the end and attacked her clitoris with her hand but she was kind of a clit girl and Eric would no doubt of seen to that had he been there.

It was a good orgasm. Considering how difficult some women find having any orgasms at all one could probably say that any orgasm was a good one but for Amber, who was very orgasmic, she could definitely tell the difference between a typical one and a special one. It wasn't the best she'd ever had but she hoped it was good enough to make the birthday gift a success.

Not surprisingly it had turned out to be a rousing success with Eric. Hearing his remote partner in the throes of passion for the first time was a real thrill. Knowing that she had done it for him, using a dildo named after him and while looking at his picture just made the whole thing perfect. She had listened to it once just to make sure that the recording worked and out of general curiosity but it was kind of a weird thing to listen to. She giggled a few times during playback and was kind of surprised to hear how much noise she made just masturbating and wondered if she was always that loud. It had made her a little self-conscious about doing it when Tiffany was in the house so for a while she had made sure to turn the television on loudly when self stimulating but that paranoia had eventually passed. Looking back on it now, having had real sex in the same room with her friend, it seemed kind of silly to try and hide her sounds of masturbation but that experience had kind of come out of left field and wasn't indicative of the way she usually felt about her sexual privacy.

For Eric's part the recording had been something really special. Without any pictures of Amber at all everything had been left entirely to his imagination. She didn't speak at all, just made various noises, but it brought her to life in a new way for him that was exhilarating. There were times where he had put headphones on, turned out the lights and stroked himself in the darkness inspired by her sounds of pleasure. He especially enjoyed trying to time his own climax to hers as much as possible so that in his mind they were achieving a simultaneous orgasm. He knew that this gift had been a big step for her and it only made him appreciate her all the more.


CHAPTER 6:

Eric was in a similar boat. He knew that what he had with Amber was different than anything he had known with other online partners but he was reluctant to allow himself the luxury of believing that there could ever be any real contact between them. Yes, it was a favorite fantasy of his but he usually managed to keep it a fantasy and not dwell on it too much later.

As a practical man he knew that the odds were against them. They enjoyed such a "perfect" relationship now that he feared that actually trying to expand on it would only result in messing everything up. Since he didn't know what she looked like he could think of her avatar and picture that character come to life. In his mind her body was the body he would have chosen for her had he been able to select his perfect woman. In his mind her voice was sexy and sophisticated but also capable of being girlish and fun. They never fought because they had nothing to fight over. When they exchanged messages it was always nice and frequently sexy. When they were online together it usually resulted in a satisfying conclusion. Maybe it was better not to know the whole story behind her. They turned each other on and they made each other happy. He never saw her in a bitchy mood or depressed. He never had to walk on eggshells around her to keep from rubbing her the wrong way. He didn't know if she had bad habits or a short temper. They simply kept their communication light and breezy.

There would probably be cultural differences between them as well having been raised in different countries thousands of miles apart. He could speak her language pretty well but she didn't speak his at all, despite having a lot of German blood in her. He had a terrific job with a bright future and she seemed very happy where she was so it wasn't likely that either one of them would want to pull up stakes and go live in a foreign land far away from home and friends and family. It really wouldn't be fair to either one of them to be put in that position.

And of course there was the lingering fear that all of the sexual chemistry they enjoyed online wouldn't carry over into real life. They had set the bar so high using their imaginations that it would be hard to live up to. Amber seemed like such a sexual dynamo who was up for anything...deep throat...anal...bondage...cum swallowing....she was eager to please. Eric hadn't really known many women, if any, who acted like porn stars in bed. That was probably because cybersex was a type of pornography and Amber was just portraying herself in that fashion because she assumed that's what men wanted to hear. In real life she might not be that different than any other girl he had ever gone out with.

For all of these reasons and more he knew that he should keep Amber as his pen pal and favorite virtual sex partner but he still couldn't shake the fact that she stirred something deep within him. She seemed to have a great sense of humor and a broad range of interests that they could talk about outside of sexual things. He found himself thinking about her frequently and wondering what she was up to on the other side of the world. He cared about her as a person even though he didn't really know much about her. He had agonized over asking her to make that birthday recording for him because he knew he was pushing the boundaries and the last thing in the world he wanted to do was make her uncomfortable. She must have had problems in daily life that she had to deal with and that wasn't something they ever talked about but he sort of wished it was. He'd like to be a supportive influence. He'd like to be better friends even if they never were destined to be real life lovers. They seemed to be able to communicate with each other well and that wasn't something you always found with people of either gender. The ability to openly express thoughts and feelings to another human is sort of a gift.

Like Amber he sometimes found himself spending too much of his precious free time online and he knew that he should probably get out more and meet some women that he actually could have that kind of closer relationship with. That opportunity would actually present itself very soon and required little effort on his part.

Traveling on business could be kind of a drag but at least his company always put him up in a very nice hotel and gave him a generous expense account for meals. After a full day of business meetings he rarely had much enthusiasm for doing anything other than grabbing something to eat and heading up to his room to organize his schedule for the next day before hitting the shower and maybe watching a little TV before he passed out. His meetings had ended a little earlier than usual on his current trip to Amsterdam so just for the hell of it he decided to go down to the hotel bar and have a drink before dinner.

While sitting at the bar a very attractive blonde woman with kind of a short "bob" hairdo that would have looked right at home in the Roaring 20's came and sat near him. There was one seat between them. He tried not to be too obvious about checking her out but she was already glancing his way and caught his eye. She just smiled and slid over onto the empty seat next to him. When the bartender appeared Eric offered to buy the lady a drink and she accepted.

Eric had certainly met women in bars before but he was a little concerned this time because this girl was really attractive and Amsterdam has kind of a reputation for the professional sex trade and he knew that prostitutes often hung out in upscale hotel bars everywhere hoping to land horny travelers on business without their families. When something seems too good to be true it often is so as they engaged in some polite small talk he kept waiting for her to proposition him.

As it turned out she was just a guest in the hotel and also traveling on business. She worked for a cosmetics company and said that she had started out as a model for them but soon realized that working behind the scenes was a much more stable and lucrative way to make a living. 

Eric had seriously been considering what to do if she had turned out to be a prostitute. She was extremely sexy and the situation couldn't have been more convenient but he wasn't at all sure what kind of rates they charged or how much trouble he could get into with the law if this was some sort of a trap. He had never paid a woman for sex before but the thought was kind of exciting and she certainly looked like someone who might be worth the risk. Fortunately it didn't come to that as his attractive companion simply placed her hand on top of his on the bar before flashing him another smile.

"So...shall we go to your room or mine?" she asked calmly.

They opted for his room for no particular reason and for a moment or two paranoia started to creep up on him. Maybe she wasn't a prostitute but what if this was something much worse? Most men will follow a beautiful woman anywhere, especially if they think they're about to have sex and Eric knew that sometimes such women were used as "bait" to lure unsuspecting victims into a hallway or something where they would be mugged or robbed at gunpoint. Maybe he'd just seen too many crime related movies or something. He hated to be so suspicious. This was probably nothing more than a random hookup. Two lonely people away from home looking for some company. For some reason his mind drifted to his cybersex experiences. Online he had met many women who just wanted to have some fun and didn't need a lot of wooing beforehand. That was as safe as can be but somehow in real life the thought of it happening quite that fast and that easily seemed fraught with peril.

"You don't do this sort of thing very often, do you?" the woman asked while they were riding in the elevator up to his floor.

"Does it show?"

"Well I hate to brag but usually I kind of have to fight men off. When I'm making a business call men offer to show me the town, when I'm dining alone someone invariably asks if they can join me and in a bar it's usually the guy who comes and sits next to me and initiates the obvious proposition," she explained. "Are you married or something? I see you don't have a ring but lots of men take that off when they're traveling alone."

"No I'm not married," Eric replied. "I've certainly picked girls up in bars before but it usually required a bit more work and they weren't usually as beautiful as you are."

She put her arms around him and pulled him into a deep, probing kiss. 

"These business trips are usually a bore," she said. "Sometimes I just get in the mood for something to spice things up a little. You're a good-looking man and you obviously find me attractive so why shouldn't we make love? It's better than reading a book or watching television don't you think?"

He readily agreed that it was. Soon they were in his room and she promptly pushed him down on the bed so that he was in a seated position. She then unbuttoned her blouse and placed it neatly on a nearby chair. Next the skirt was unzipped from the side and slid to the floor. She now stood in front of him in just her bra and panties.

"What do you think?" she asked as she cupped her breasts in both hands.

In reply Eric reached out and grabbed her around the waist and pulled her down on the bed on top of him. As they began to kiss he undid her bra and she sort of wriggled it off her shoulders. Eric turned her over on her back so that he could get a better look at her breasts and was very impressed by what he saw. They were quite full and bouncy and looked very inviting. He buried his head between them before alternating his kisses between her lips, her neck and her nipples.

Somewhere along the line he got out of his clothes but he had no clear recollection of how or when. Likewise the woman's panties had been removed but that too had just sort of happened. He suspected that she might be a bit older than him, maybe even more than a bit, but she was incredibly sexy in every way. He had no trouble at all believing that she had once been a professional model. She could still be one as far as he was concerned.

They rolled and grappled on the bed for a while, touching, stroking and kissing various body parts as the opportunity presented itself and finally Eric knew that he needed to be inside her. While she was lying on her back he pushed her legs open and got between them. As he prepared to take the plunge he suddenly stopped.

"My name's Eric by the way."

"I'm Helena," she replied. "Now that we've been properly introduced why don't you put that big beautiful cock in me Eric?"

He couldn't think of any reason not to at this point so in it went. He started slowly but began to pick up speed. As he did Helena clutched at his back and he felt a tinge of pain as her fingernails dug in. He hadn't anticipated that but he had no intention of stopping now. 

Helena was quite a moaner and not shy at all about crying out. It made Eric a little uncomfortable at first but then he thought about all the times he had spent in hotels listening to amorous couples going at it in the next room so he figured he had just as much a right to be one of those couples as anyone.

Her hands had moved from his back to his neck which she was holding onto tightly. It sort of pulled the upper part of her torso up off the bed and he could see the wild look of frenzied passion in her eyes. He had been giving her quite a pounding but now she was doing much of the work herself. 

"Come on dirty boy I know you're holding a big load," she cried. "Give your dirty girl a nice cum bath! Shoot it all over my big titties."

He had sort of assumed that he would just cum inside her but if that's what she wanted it was fine with him. It took him a little longer to finally pop but when he did it was an impressive site. The first spurt missed the mark and struck Helena on the side of face but she shot her tongue out and skillfully licked it up. It sort of reminded him of a frog capturing a fly. Once he got his aim improved he was indeed bathing her tits in cum and she seemed completely delighted. Some of his load she scooped off her stomach on her fingertips and since her breasts were large enough for her to lick her own nipples she managed to do a pretty thorough job of cleaning herself up.

Things cooled down as quickly as they had heated up. Eric, who still hadn't eaten dinner volunteered to have room service send something up for them but Helena just excused herself to use the bathroom and after a quick shower she was getting back into her clothes. 

"Are you sure you don't want something to eat?" Eric inquired.

"No thanks darling. I've got to make an early start in the morning so I'm just going to head back to my room and get some sleep."

"Do you want me to walk you there?"

"Don't bother, I'm just one floor down."

With that she kissed him and headed for the door.

"Maybe we'll run into each other again sometime. It's a small world," she said with a laugh as she disappeared into the hallway.

Eric was happy but also a little confused. He hadn't expected a pickup in a hotel bar in a strange city to be the precursor to love everlasting but even so it had been surprisingly brisk and devoid of any real sentimentality. He actually would have enjoyed a little female companionship outside of the humping like sharing a meal or relaxing with some small talk over a cigarette or something. It was the first time he had ever really felt like he was a fuck toy and he chuckled at the thought. Now he knew what a lot of women must feel like after putting out for a stranger who couldn't wait to get dressed and get the hell out.

Obviously he had nothing to complain about in the least. He just went to the bar to get a drink and ended up banging a hot blonde who used to be a model and didn't want anything more than a good time. He was still hungry, probably more so having just worked up an appetite, so he called room service and kicked back on his bed while he waited for the food to arrive. He probably should have been thinking about Helena but for some reason he found himself thinking of Amber instead. Even though their sex was always pretend and sometimes just as brief it usually left him with a warm feeling that lasted quite a while. 

Anyway, at least his aim had been good enough to keep his spunk on her body so he wouldn't have to be dealing with some messy sheets. Hell, they hadn't even gotten near the sheets, or the pillows for that matter. It had lasted a little too long to call it a quickie but it was something along those lines. After a little food and a hot shower he figured he'd be quite comfortable and ready for a relaxing slumber that night. It had definitely been a pleasant, if unexpected, adventure.


CHAPTER 7:

Amber stood in the bathroom looking at her naked body in the mirror. Like most attractive women she could be hypercritical when it came to judging her own appearance as society placed such a high premium on it for females and most of the accepted standards of beauty promoted in the media were kind of unrealistic. Being a photographer she certainly understood that concept. It was all in the way you set up the lights and the filters you used and how you manipulated the image later on a computer to smooth it all out and cover up any imperfections.

She knew that she had a good body, plenty of people, both male and female, had commented on it. Her breasts were naturally round and firm and she could hold up a low cut dress with no trouble. She thought her hips might be a bit too wide but it did give her sort of a classic "hourglass" figure. Although they were about the same age Tiffany definitely looked younger due to her smaller stature and the fact that she often chose youthful clothes and hairstyles. 

As Amber gazed at her reflection the thought of taking a "selfie" popped into her head. Why not have a naked snapshot of this moment in her life? Lots of people did it. She had every reason to be proud of her body didn't she? She had certainly worn bikinis that were pretty skimpy and that was in public. Why not take a private photo for her own pleasure? Because you know you'll send it to Eric that's why not her brain argued back. So what if she did? She had sent him an elaborate recording of herself masturbating. That was probably more intimate than any photo could ever be.

Well if she was going to take any nude photos of herself it wasn't just going to be shot with her cellphone. She was a professional photographer after all with her own studio and high end equipment. She could set something up there and take the pictures using a remote controller. That is if she ever really decided that it was something she wanted to do.

For date number two Amber and Alex had flown solo. It followed pretty much the same agenda with dinner, dancing and sex but this time the sex was at his place and there was nobody else there watching them.

It had gone all right but she wasn't sure how many genuine sparks were flying between them. It was fun to dance with him and with a couple of belts of booze he was loose and relaxed but they honestly didn't seem to connect all that well, outside of being able to make each other laugh from time to time. The sex was fine but kind of lacking in passion. Alex displayed tremendous sensuality on the dance floor but it didn't seem to carry over entirely to the bedroom. She had to admit to herself that the first time, when they were in the same room with Tiffany and Robert, had been more exciting in large part because of the kinkiness of it all. Alex seemed like a nice guy and he was a decent lay but Amber had definite doubts about anything really serious developing there.

She had been reluctant to mention Alex to Eric although she wasn't quite sure why. She thought he would probably be fairly interested, especially in the part where she got it on in front of Tiffany and Robert. It certainly made her sound more exciting and sexually adventurous than she usually was but she had kept that story to herself so far. 

Likewise Eric had been kind of going around in circles about telling her of his hotel hookup. Jealousy certainly shouldn't have entered their minds but they were both kind of feeling a little like they had cheated on one another. Or perhaps it was more because both of them had found themselves comparing their recent real life sexual exploits with their online relationship. It was pretty obvious that they had gotten under each other's skin and that was a slippery slope at best.

Amber had no desire to cut off all contact with Eric but she worried that he was dominating her thoughts too much. When she looked at his picture or read one of his emails she got a feeling inside that was suspiciously like love, or puppy love at any rate. It was sort of like the feeling she used to get as a young girl whenever she developed a crush on some pop singer or movie star. Those crushes felt like love to her at the time although they usually faded fairly quickly or were transferred to some new romantic icon. Of course those adolescent fantasies weren't driven by overt sexual thoughts. A young girl tended to dream more about holding hands or maybe kissing. Even so, those were powerful emotions and it looked like the adult version of those fantasy romances could be quite powerful as well.

Obviously there was nothing that said that they could never meet. Both Amber and Eric were experienced travelers and could certainly arrange to get together somewhere in the world if they really wanted to. The question was would it be worth it for one night, or one week or whatever time they could arrange? If it went badly it would probably ruin what they had now. If it went badly for one but great for the other it would create a very awkward situation. If it went great for both of them what then? They weren't exactly multi-millionaires who could just jump in their private jet and rendezvous somewhere on the planet at will.

It seemed to Amber like she had to do something one way or the other. Either kick things up a notch or throttle back. She decided to do the former and that's how she found herself alone in her photography studio wearing nothing but a robe while she tinkered with lights and tripods and exposure settings.

Just like her recorded masturbation session she took these things seriously as an artist. Eric would have been quite pleased with just a pussy picture or a shot of her tits but she was determined to take a variety of poses shot from various angles and then decide how to crop them later. 

As she puttered around the studio choosing various backgrounds and trying different pieces of furniture she flashed back to those erotic nudes she had shot in her college days. It wasn't difficult to find college students who were willing to take off their clothes for a few bucks. People did it all time for art classes. The models were usually quite calm and professional about the whole thing but Amber had been really nervous, especially the first time she asked someone to disrobe. It's a strange thing to be fully clothed when someone else near you is totally naked. Amber had found it more arousing than she had expected. It made her feel a little guilty because she wanted to be all business about the process but she couldn't help feel at least a little bit naughty, even though there was nothing pornographic about what she was shooting.

The first model she shot was a woman but she also did a few sessions with men or with a man and a woman. The men were models and they were chosen for their physical beauty which made it all the harder not to stare when they strolled around the studio in the buff. It took some effort on her part to remain composed. She was afraid that she would make a total fool of herself by stammering her instructions or making some sort of Freudian slip but she always got through like a champ.

She had fantasies at the time about being alone with one of those gorgeous men where somewhere along the line he would take her in his mighty arms and tear her clothes off in a fit of passion. She would take hold of his manhood and feel it grow hard to her touch. It would be the perfect synthesis of artist and subject coming together in joyous harmony. As it turned out at least two of her male models were gay so that fantasy wasn't likely to happen but it was still fun to think about.

Today she was both the artist and the subject and she knew it would take a little trial and error to get things just right. Modern digital cameras certainly made things much easier as she could probably rely on the autofocus and could instantly see the results of any pictures she shot. Back in college she had been using some older, large-format film cameras and had to develop the negatives in a dark room. Film had a wonderful grain and texture to it, especially black and white film, but it was a pain in the ass to process it properly and print the results. There was no way to know exactly what you had captured until hours later at least.

Once she was ready she slipped out of her robe and took her place on the mark she made on the floor with tape. She was using a wireless remote system so she had to either keep the remote control hidden or toss it out of the way between shots. She really had no idea what she was going for so the first couple of pictures were basically just long shots of her standing with her arms at her side facing the camera or turned slightly in profile. After checking the first batch she thought they looked too much like a school yearbook photo and not very sexy so she started to strike a variety of poses. She stood with her legs spread and pulled her pussy lips apart with the fingers of one hand. She bent her back and aimed her ass at the camera while she looked over her shoulder. She played with her breasts and pushed her hair up with her hands behind her head. It was actually kind of fun to be the model for a change. At the end of the day she had a ridiculously large collection of nude shots of herself in various attitudes. Now she just had to pick something out and crop it for discretion and give herself another pep talk before sending it on to Eric.

Studying the photos on her computer she couldn't help but be a little proud of the results. There were a couple of focus problems that ruined a shot or two but for the most part they looked very professional despite the difficult working arrangement. She started to wonder about her pubic hair. By nature it grew into sort of a heart shape and she sometimes helped that along with a little trimming. Her hair was fine and mostly straight, not the matted jungle of curls that you sometimes saw in old pornography and she tended to keep the area around the vagina pretty clean although she could get lazy about shaving, especially when she wasn't going out with guys on a regular basis. From modern porn she had gotten the impression that most women shaved down there completely and she wondered what Eric preferred. Hopefully he would like her little heart shaped tuft, especially since the redness of the hair suggested a valentine.

She finally settled on the pose she wanted to send and cropped it from her ankles to just above her neck. It was the kind of headless nude that millions of people around the world posted to the Internet or sent to potential admirers but it kind of bothered her in a way. What was the point of holding back now? She wanted him to see exactly what she looked like and without her face and expression it was kind of lifeless. She was convinced by this point that Eric wasn't a dangerous or unstable person who would try to track her down or humiliate her by sharing the photo on some public web site so why not show him what she looked like? Her face was probably her best feature anyway. She wanted to turn up the heat to see what would happen so hopefully this would do the trick.


CHAPTER 8:

Eric practically fell out of his chair when the photo arrived in his email. He wasn't expecting a photo and he certainly wasn't expecting anything like this. It was a quite a shock. The picture looked too good. Not just the woman in the picture but the quality of the shot itself. It looked like a professional model posing in a studio. It made no sense for her to send some fake picture when he hadn't pressured her in the slightest for any kind of picture at all. Plus he knew that Amber was a very intelligent woman and that if she wanted to fool somebody she would probably choose a more candid and homemade shot to pass off as herself.

He didn't know how to react to this photo at first but whoever it was in the picture was damn near his idea of the perfect woman so he knew he'd masturbate to it at any rate. Could Amber really be that hot? He couldn't wait to have a chance to chat with her online.

ERIC: "Hey, thanks for the picture. I've got to say I was totally blown away by it."

AMBER: "Thank you, I was hoping you'd like it."

ERIC: "Good God what's not to like? You're so gorgeous!"

AMBER: (Blushes)

ERIC: "I swear you look like a professional model."

AMBER: "Nope, just a professional photographer. lol"

ERIC: "I hope I didn't pressure you into doing this without being aware of it. I've tried really hard to protect your privacy and respect your boundaries."

AMBER: "That's part of the reason I felt secure in sending it to you. You've been such a gentleman so far that I had every faith that you would go right on being one. I suppose it goes without saying that it's for your eyes only."

ERIC: "No worries there. Although seriously you might want to think about getting in front of the camera more often...with or without your clothes!"

AMBER: "I don't know about that but I appreciate the compliment. It was kind of fun to strike all those poses and try to act sexy but I think I'm more at home behind the lens."

ERIC: "All those poses? You mean there are more pictures?"

AMBER: "Down boy! Yes, there are more pictures and I'm sure you'll be seeing them along the line if you really want to. I don't know how you feel but I sort of think that maybe we could explore an expansion of our relationship."

She went on to explain her concerns and fears and how much Eric had come to play such a big role in her thoughts and possibly her heart. Perhaps they could afford to open up a broader line of conversation. It would be a leap of faith for both of them and might end up in disappointment and heartbreak but that's always the case with real life relationships too but people got in and out of those all the time. 

Eric knew exactly what she was talking about because he basically felt the same way. The logistics were daunting to say the least but perhaps not insurmountable if it turned out that they really wanted to get together. Why not open up and share more? They wrote to each other all the time anyway so why bother to be so guarded? 

They both understood that a great deal of trust was needed. Nobody wanted that personal information coming back to bite them if one or the other wanted to call the whole thing off or something. When someone has their heart broken they can sometimes become very vengeful whether it's a real life romance or an online one. The semi-anonymous nature of their relationship had basically existed to keep some barriers up between real life and fantasy life but perhaps the time had come to take that step into the unknown. The pictures proved that they were physically attracted. Their frequent correspondence proved that they could communicate. Their cybering proved that they had the same taste in sex and a pretty good understanding of what they both enjoyed...in theory.

Still it wasn't a move to be taken lightly. They were opening a Pandora's Box of sorts. Finding love was difficult enough but finding it a world away could be maddening. Knowing that there was someone waiting for you that you were crazy about but couldn't be with might be too bitter a pill to swallow. Of course the opposite could happen and the more they really got to know one another the less appealing they would seem which would be sad too. They were tampering with a successful formula in the hope that they could make an even more successful one.

The first thing that changed, ironically, was how they addressed each other. They had always used their avatar names but from now on they would have to get used to Amber Sullivan and Eric Hahn. Amber chuckled when Eric told her that his last name meant "rooster" or "cock" in German. How appropriate she thought.

It took some getting used to the adjustment in thinking. Amber had always been especially cautious about hiding her identity but now she was feeling liberated by the opportunity to just be herself with Eric. There were so many things to talk about. So many things to share. As they both began to open up to each other she wondered why she had ever been worried but ultimately realized that one needed to be cautious and trust could only be won over time. Plus there was just something different about Eric. It felt right. He seemed special.

It was still kind of a hard thing to deal with in real life situations but Amber really wanted to tell somebody about her burgeoning romance.

"So you're in love with some German dude you've never actually met?" Tiffany asked askance.

"I didn't say I was in love with him...exactly. It's kind of hard to say specifically what I feel but I know I feel something really strong," Amber replied.

"Oh, that all makes total sense now."

"I know it doesn't make sense but it's happening anyway and it's all kind of happening backwards. We had sex first, then we became pen pals, then we introduced ourselves and now we're getting to know one another," Amber explained.

"Wow, the more you talk the crazier you sound," Tiffany chuckled. "How the hell do you have sex with someone you've never met?"

"Well...that's kind of a long story but it's basically done on the computer."

"Why you little techno slut! You mean all the moaning and groaning going on in your room is you getting it on with some dude in Germany?"

"You can hear that?"

"Of course I can hear that," Tiffany chuckled. "The walls in this joint are like tissue paper and you're not exactly quiet when you're whacking off. Even when you've got the TV on I can still hear you most of the time."

"Oh shit."

"Relax girl...I'm more of a screamer than you are. I'm sure you've heard plenty of wicked sounds coming from my room. Plus we both got jacked by a couple of studs in the same room. That makes us slut sisters."

"Thanks...I think."

"So do you use a webcam or something?" Tiffany inquired.

"Not yet, but I think we're working up to it," Amber replied.

"Do you at least know what he looks like?"

"Sure. It was a picture of his cock on an adult website that ah...got my interest."

"Really? Let me see," Tiffany exclaimed.

"No. What are you talking about?"

"Well if it's on a public website thousands of people must have looked it."

"Yeah but they don't know who he is or anything about him. It's just another picture of some dude's dick."

"So show me," Tiffany persisted. "I've already seen you sucking a guy's prick in real life so what's the big deal about a photo?"

She had a point but somehow it felt different, especially now that she thought of Eric as so much more than just some dude with a nice cock. Tiffany wouldn't back off so eventually Amber gave in and showed her the original photo that had started their whole affair.

"Very nice," Tiffany said admiringly. "That looks so inviting doesn't it? You just want to sit right down on that monster and go for a ride."

"Come on, that's my sort of virtual boyfriend you're talking about," Amber protested.

"Give me a break! He hung it out there for all the world to see. Hmm...well hung at that."

"I knew I shouldn't have shown you that," Amber sulked.

"You should be happy to get an objective opinion from someone who's seen more than her share of erections. I can certainly see how staring at that boner could get you going. What does the rest of him look like?"

Amber relented and showed a few more pictures. She was both pleased and a little bothered at the same time by Tiffany's glowing reviews.

"Girl I'd totally jump his bones. I mean if we weren't friends and I saw him first and he didn't live like 8,000 miles away. Shit, I'd probably be willing to jump on a plane for a hunk like that. I'll bet he has a cute accent. And you know what those European guys are like," Tiffany said with a wink.

Amber was ashamed to admit that she had no idea what European guys were like outside of her online experiences but she played along none the less. Having won Tiffany's respect as an international super slut she didn't want to blow it right away.

"So tell me more about this cybersex stuff," said Tiffany. "I've had phone sex with dudes and sent some pretty raunchy text messages but I've never really done any kind of tech-fuck with total strangers."

"In a nutshell it's about masturbating while you chat with somebody. You're both trying to get each other off. It's a lot like phone sex and you can use a microphone if you want and the way I usually do it there's an animated representation of yourself getting busy while you type away," Amber explained.

"You've got to show me how to do this," Tiffany demanded. 

So Amber introduced Tiffany to Second Life and helped her build an avatar and showed her places where she could get free clothes and different body shapes and hair styles. Tiffany was not terribly computer literate but with Amber's help she was up and running in no time. Tiffany seemed quite fascinated by the whole thing.

"Ok, now show me the sex stuff," said Tiffany.

"Well you know how I showed you how to use the pose balls to make your character dance? Sex is pretty much the same thing except you'll be doing a different kind of dance," Amber explained.

"How do I get a guy to fuck me?"

"Just walk around an adult area and if there are some people there you'll probably get hit on pretty fast," Amber assured her. "I get hit on all the time."

"Braggart," Tiffany snorted.

"Ain't bragging if it's true," Amber shot back with a grin.

"Well I need a practice fuck so either get your hot boyfriend in here or get lesbo on my ass."

"I have no intention of hooking you up with Eric, even for a practice run. I probably shouldn't have shown you his pictures but as you pointed out he shares those on the web anyway. And for me to have sex with you, if I was willing to do it, we'd have to both be on different computers."

"Fine. I'll use the one in my room," Tiffany suggested.

"I'm not sure I really want to have sex with you. No offense. That just might be kind of weird," said Amber.

"We fucked in the same room. It's not like I don't know what you look like naked."

"Are you going to keep reminding me of that forever?"

"Probably," Tiffany chuckled. 

"Look...I've got a lot of sex stuff right here in my virtual apartment. I'll just do the man poses so that you can see what it's like. We can keep our clothes on. The main thing is that you see how the menus work and how to chat with someone. That's all you really need to get the idea of how the whole thing works."

"You're not going to put on a strap on?"

"No! Calm down bitch. Once you get the hang of this thing you can have all the cock you want but I'm not going to make this any weirder than it already is. You've got to understand that when you're having sex with someone in a virtual world like this it can be surprisingly real. I know it doesn't make any sense but you can experience some feelings and emotions that are quite powerful. And yes...you can get some super awesome orgasms too!"


CHAPTER 9:

Amber and Tiffany each logged into the game on their own computers and Amber showed her how different pieces of furniture could have different types of animations built in. The couch, for example, could be used for just general sitting poses but it could also be used for snuggling up to someone, making out with them, or for having full on sex. It all depended on the specific piece of furniture and what sort of animations were built into it. Sex animations were built into all kinds of things in Second Life including hot tubs, beds, showers, beach blankets and pretty much anything else you could think of. Some had an extensive array of options and even handed out "props" like whips and handcuffs for BDSM play and others weren't built for sex at all.

Tiffany was enthralled but a little confused as most people tend to be when discovering something like Second Life for the first time. A lot of people have no idea that such virtual worlds even existed let alone that they could be used for having sex. Tiffany wanted to run through some of the lesbian poses as well so Amber agreed as long as they didn't take off their clothes. They sent silly comments back and forth to keep the mood light but it was still kind of strange to Amber to watch her avatar kissing her best friend who was just in the other room in real life. Even with their clothes on it did look kind of sexy.

"I have got to try this for real," Tiffany gushed when they had finished practicing. "Let's go out tonight and you show me where to pick up hot guys."

"In a place like this virtually all of the guys have hot avatars because they can make them look any way they want just like you did. It's certainly no guarantee that the guy controlling the avatar looks anything at all like that in real life. You might actually be talking dirty to some old guy in a retirement home," Amber pointed out.

"I don't care about that. I'm going to be watching the screen. If the dude looks like a stud and talks a good game what more do you want?"

"That's a really good attitude to have," Amber replied.

"Then let's do it."

"Hey, I'm kind of in the process of trying to expand on my relationship with Eric at the moment."

"So you've made some kind of commitment to be faithful?"

"No,  not really. We've always been free to play with whoever we wanted."

"Then let's find some dudes and play," Tiffany insisted.

"I guess it just kind of feels different now. We haven't said anything about it or made any rules but I'm so wrapped up in trying to get closer to him that the thought of doing someone else just isn't at the forefront of my mind," Amber explained.

"Great, you don't have to do any fucking if you don't want to. Just point me in the right direction and once I make a hookup you can split if you want."

That seemed like a reasonable suggestion so later that night Amber and Tiffany dressed up their avatars in sexy clothes like two girls playing with dolls and finally declared themselves ready to strut their stuff.

There were lots of places that catered to adult activity in Second Life. You could find them using the search engine. The adult options literally ran the gamut from romantic beaches where you could make sweet love to your significant other to the most hardcore fetish dungeons and sleazy back alleys you could imagine. There was something for every taste and kink and every possible combination of various partners. There were even strippers and hookers in Second Life who made money plying their trade. Sex wasn't the only thing you could do there but it certainly was the one thing that never seemed to wane in popularity. People just love sex and exploring their sexuality any way that they can and Second Life was a playground for the imagination.

Tiffany was like a kid in a candy store. She wanted to go everywhere and try everything at once. The crazier the better as far as she was concerned. She wanted to be chained up in a dungeon. She wanted to jump into an orgy. 

"Are my tits too big?" Tiffany asked with genuine concern.

"Too big for what?"

"Well I wanted to sort of look like me except with a bigger rack. I've always wondered what it would be like to have giant hooters."

"Now you do."

"I know. Isn't it awesome!"

"Hey you can change them whenever you want to. You can change anything," Amber reminded her.

"Hey, have you got a pussy?"

"Ah...sure," replied Amber.

"Do I need one?"

"Probably not right away. I mean it's kind of hard to see the thing once the animations kick in and people will know that you're new to the game if they read your profile so hopefully they'll understand that you're just getting started. You probably don't want to sink a ton of money into this until you've played for a while and gotten a feel for whether it's something you might want to do on an ongoing basis," Amber cautioned. "If you find a guy who wants to fuck he's probably not going to turn you down because you don't have a fancy pussy. That's not really the main emphasis anyway."

"You mean blow jobs are more popular?"

"No, I mean how you communicate is the most important thing. You're going to get the guy off by talking to him, or typing in this case. And that's what he's going to try to do for you."

Amber showed her friend a couple of adult hookup places and it wasn't long before Tiffany got picked up by a guy. Amber wished Tiffany good luck and decided to log off rather than pair up with someone else that night. She had a feeling that Tiffany would do just fine even though she was only a beginner. When Tiffany finally completed her tryst later that night she couldn't wait to tell Amber all about it.

"Oh my God that was so fucking hot!" Tiffany blurted out as she came into Amber's room and jumped on the bed.

"Glad you enjoyed it but it's kind of late and I was trying to sleep," Amber replied.

"The guy was so well-built and had the cutest butt you've ever seen. And I looked so fine with my big tits."

"Everybody looks good, I told you that already," Amber pointed out. 

"He asked me what I was wearing in real life and I wasn't sure what to say."

"Say whatever the hell you like. Tell him the truth, make something up or pull your clothes off real fast and tell him you're naked. Lots of guys want to know what you're wearing or what you're doing to get yourself off," Amber explained. "I learned a long time ago that if you feel sexy while you're doing it the sex will be better. Sometimes I dress up at home similar to what I'm wearing in the game. Easy access is probably the main thing but it's kind of fun to peel off your shirt at home at the same time you do it there or whatever."

"Yeah I kind of just slid my shorts down so I could get my hand busy but it was so hard to type and masturbate at the same time," Tiffany giggled.

"Well as an old pro I can tell you that there's a whole world of options for that. Toys are a great addition to the fun. It can get pretty elaborate for me sometimes. I've got dildos and vibrators and anal plugs and lube and towels and hand wipes and who knows what else? Sometimes you can shove something in, turn it on and let it do the work while you type and other times you just have to type with one hand or let the guy do the talking for a bit while you take care of business. Believe me, most guys won't mind a little delay if they know you're sticking a dildo up your ass," Amber chuckled.

"I would never have guessed it could be this much fun," said Tiffany. "I really felt like what he was doing to my avatar thingy he was actually doing to me."

"That happens," Amber agreed. "It's a weird thing but the avatar sort of is you. You're seeing this virtual world through her eyes and controlling her actions and interacting with other people. You know it's just a computer likeness but it represents you and on some level your brain seems to accept the artificial reality as real. And once you start talking to some other person about wanting to suck their cock or telling them that you're pushing your panties aside and slipping your fingers in your pussy it can get kind of emotional. You're both working yourself up at home in a fit of sexual energy so it's not surprising that it becomes so real. It is real. You're just not in the same room or actually touching each other."

"Well it's a fucking rush whatever it is," Tiffany declared. "I'm hooked now. You're going to have to show me where to buy a good pussy."

Amber laughed and assured her friend that she would be happy to advise her on various upgrades and so on but not at this hour of the morning. There was plenty of time to deal with that and Amber knew that a lot of people were thrilled right off the bat at the strangeness of the experience but not all of them stuck with it for very long. It took a lot of creativity to keep it fresh. That was why Amber was so surprised that her long term relationship with Eric had gone so well thus far. Part of it was probably due to the fact that their schedules and differing time zones made it impossible for them to have cybersex on a daily basis. When they got together it was always still special. On the other hand the fact that they knew each other well enough to know that they were compatible in many ways and that they felt some kind of genuine attraction for one another probably helped enormously. 

Eric seemed to instinctively know her moods. He knew when she wanted to be treated with gentle, romantic passion and when she wanted him to take control and fuck her senseless. There really was an afterglow when they had finished and placed their avatars in a loving embrace. They were both so relaxed and happy at that point and they spoke as lovers do even though words are hardly necessary at that point.

She wasn't big on the idea of reincarnation but it was nice to wonder whether they had been lovers before in some other life, or maybe in some parallel universe. She had made virtual love to so many men online over the years that she had long since lost count but Eric was different almost from the start. They read each other's thoughts. They understood each other so well. As much as she hated to admit it the sex she had with him on the computer left her more fulfilled and satisfied than some of the sex she'd had in real life. They fucked each other well. Would it still hold true if they tried it in real life or had they built up wild expectations that could only lead to disappointment? It was something to think about as she drifted off to sleep.


CHAPTER 10:

"Hey, I'm with this guy and he suggested that we do a three-way, you want to join us?" Tiffany asked, poking her head through the door of Amber's room.

"Actually I'm trying to catch up on some work right now," Amber replied as she looked up from her computer.

"Come on, it'll be fun," Tiffany insisted.

"Be that as it may so is getting paid so I still have to decline."

"Party pooper!"

With that Tiffany retreated to her room. Amber had definitely created a monster. Tiffany was totally inspired by the new avenues of debauchery that had opened up for her. The only problem was that she wanted to drag Amber along for the ride. Had the timing been better Amber would no doubt have enjoyed the company of a partner in crime but she was so focused on Eric these days that slutting around just didn't seem quite as appealing as it usually did.

Now that Amber and Eric were opening up and sharing more details of their real life things between them were better than ever. It felt funny to drop the shield she had held up around her privacy for so long but it felt good too. There was so much to talk about now aside from their usual racy exchanges.

The next big step they were building up to was doing a webcam session. She was anxious to make it happen but a little nervous as well. She had done some video conferencing for business purposes but it wasn't something she used in her daily life and she wanted to make sure that it would go well. Always the technical perfectionist she worried that the transmission would be too jerky or that the voices would sound metallic and distorted. That was simply added to her personal anxiety about how she would come across as a real person compared to her highly glamorous alter ego.

When they finally tried it they both seemed a little nervous at first even though they had been communicating in other ways for many months. There was something so much more "live" about this that they both felt more exposed than normal even though they were fully clothed and just exchanging pleasantries. If you meet someone on a completely random basis like sitting next to them on a bus or standing in line to buy coffee there's no build up or anticipation involved. If you strike up a conversation there isn't really time to be nervous, although you may get a little rush of nervous excitement if it goes well. Amber and Eric had been building to a moment like this, step by step, over a fairly long period of time so they both felt the pressure of trying to make a good "first" impression.

As it turned out they didn't have much to worry about. Amber loved Eric's slightly accented English and he adored her laugh, which was feminine but not too much like a little girl. It was actually mind boggling to come face to face like this even if they were still separated by the same distance that had always kept them apart.

"Hey, your room looks kind of bright. Do you always keep it that well lit?" Eric asked at one point.

"No, I brought in some photography lights to highlight my hair a little and kill some shadows," Amber replied.

"Of course you did," Eric laughed. "I suppose I would have been surprised if you didn't."

They chatted for quite a while on a wide variety of topics before Eric broached the inevitable question they had both been avoiding.

"Say...would you mind....I mean...would you take off your top for me?"

"Sure."

Amber had no idea why her heart was suddenly racing but she felt sort of like a virgin exposing herself to a man for the very first time. She slipped out of her top and adjusted the camera so that Eric could get a full view of her bust line.

"Not the sexiest piece of lingerie I own I assure you." Amber told him as she glanced down at her bra. "I'm guessing this isn't what you really were asking to see."

With that she slipped her hands behind her back and unhooked her bra. Then she reached for the shoulder straps and pulled them slowly down her arms eventually exposing her breasts. 

"Wow," was the best Eric could come up with but he said it with so much conviction that they both had to laugh.

"Thank you. That's actually kind of the impact I always hope they'll have on men when I whip these babies out," Amber chuckled as she looked down and began to sort of juggle her tits as if weighing them. "I like to go for the wow factor."

"Well you've got it that's for sure," Eric practically moaned.

She could see him sort of adjusting his position in his chair and that made her smile.

"Are you getting hard by any chance?" she inquired in a deliberately coy voice.

"Ah...yes, you could say that."

"Well I'm topless. It's your turn."

Eric wasted no time in peeling off his shirt. Amber had seen plenty of photos of his bare chest but it was so much more exciting to see it in real time like this.

"You do keep in good shape don't  you? That is one manly physique."

"Thanks, I'm really glad you like it," Eric replied. 

"Ok so what do you want to talk about now?" Amber inquired with a straight face which she couldn't hold for very long. "I'm just fucking with you. I know you want to see more."

With that she stood up, turned around and let her shorts fall to the floor. Next she slid her panties down and Eric's screen was filled with the luscious sight of her bare ass wiggling slightly back and forth. 

"Oh my God!"

Again, it may not have been the most eloquent response but it was the one she was hoping for. She reached behind and spread her ass cheeks, bending over more to give him a tantalizing view of her pussy.

"Your turn," she said as she turned around and took her place in her chair again.

Suddenly she broke out laughing when she discovered that Eric had already pulled his pants down and was casually stroking his rock hard member.

"I guess you didn't need any coaching," she said with a smile.

"No, I was way ahead of you on that one."

"Mmmm...I rather like watching you do that, especially when I know I was somewhat responsible for getting you in that condition."

"Don't be modest. I think you can take full credit for this erection," Eric assured her with a grin.

"Mind if I join you?" asked Amber.

"Come on in, the water's fine."

It took some adjustment of her position again to give Eric a nice view as she began to finger herself. Suddenly it dawned on her that this was actually kind of tricky and a whole different ballgame than they had been playing so far. In Second Life if they chose a blow job pose they would both naturally begin chatting about the act of giving and receiving head. When they wrote dirty emails they might describe entire fantasy scenarios about the thing things they'd like to do if they were together. Now they were more "together" than they had ever been but it was also pretty obvious what was going on. Eric was stroking his pole and Amber was finger banging herself. There wasn't much room for imagination. Or was there?

It was exciting to masturbate on camera in front of a devoted audience of one and it would probably be fun enough just to see it through to its conclusion but it lacked the mutual participation that they usually had so Amber tried to ramp it up a notch.

"Oh, baby my fingers just can't do the job you could do with your gorgeous rod. I wish we could just slide our chairs together so that you could slip it inside me," she purred.

"Where's my namesake?" he asked.

It took her a moment to realize that he meant the dildo she had named after him. It had never even crossed her mind to have all of her toys ready for this session.

"Hold that...ah...just keep holding what you're holding. I'll be right back," said Amber as she disappeared from the screen for a few moments.

When she returned she was holding her favorite toy, the lifelike cock and balls that she so frequently used as a substitute for the real thing. That started a whole new line of conversation as Eric began to describe how he would mount her and she responded by inserting the dildo and attempting to move into the various positions he was talking about. This was still a very different kind of online sexual experience for the both of them but it was starting to feel more familiar. There were still technical issues to consider, like making sure to keep themselves in frame, but the ability to speak freely without typing was quite enjoyable.

There was also another big benefit from this technique and that was the ability to hear the sounds of pleasure that weren't expressly stated in words. The more aroused Amber became the less articulate her speech. The moans, whimpers and cries were all driving Eric wild.

"It's just like the recording," he sighed as he desperately tried to hold on as long as he could.

"I'm afraid this is pretty much what I sound like," Amber moaned in reply.

"No, no I'm thrilled! You don't know how many times I've jacked off listening to that recording. It's just so wonderful to actually watch you making those sounds at last."

Amber had always wondered about Eric's stamina. He seemed to be able to hold back for the longest time during their sessions and she thought that perhaps he just kept his hands off for stretches to prolong the experience but tonight he had been stroking himself almost constantly from the moment she had dropped her pants. That was quite a skill for a man to possess. A lot of men tended to cum too quickly and then often lose interest in the whole thing or need a very long time to get hard again. 

As Eric's moans began to imply that he wasn't going to be able to resist for much longer a strange thought popped into her head. She wondered what he was going to do when he finally climaxed. She had never actually seen a man masturbate before. She had given them hand jobs but they either shot it in their pants if it was a quickie in a car seat or she received their cum on her tits or her face if they were naked in bed. Was he going to cum in his hand or shoot into a towel or what? She wanted to ask but she didn't want to spoil the mood at that point. They were both really worked up and it was no time for academic questions.

She got her answer soon enough as he let out quite a groan and she watched in fascination as the penis she adored so much began that most spectacular of all events, the ejaculation. It went straight up in the air like a broken fire hydrant or a geyser in some national park. It was beautiful and sort of hilarious at the same time.

"Oh, fuck...I think it hit the ceiling," Eric said in a sort of stunned voice.

The last thing in the world either one of them had planned to do at this moment was laugh but it was impossible to avoid. That was a serious jet of jizz he had just launched into the air and his reaction was priceless.

"Damn, I've never cum that hard in my life," he confessed.

"Fortunately you didn't break a light bulb or something," Amber chipped in. "I'm not sure how safe it would be to have you cum on my face. You might put an eye out."

Amber never got around to having her own orgasm that night but it didn't matter to her in the slightest. It had been a marvelous experience and one that they were both anxious to reprise in the near future. It was as if they had passed another important test on their road to...well, wherever it was that they were heading. She felt bad that Eric was probably going to have a bit of a chore in cleaning things up but she was also very proud that she had brought about such a dramatic orgasm. She had fantasized about him climaxing so many times that it was truly amazing to finally see it happen. The fact that it was so over the top...literally, only made it all the more charming.


CHAPTER 11:

"So when are you guys going to get together for real?" Tiffany asked.

They were eating breakfast together as Amber filled her in on the details of their first webcam session. She hadn't really planned to bring it up but Tiffany always wanted to know everything, especially since she had been introduced to alternative forms of sexuality via computer.

"Who says that we are?" Amber replied. "There's a little matter of 6,000 miles between us not to mention busy schedules and the fact that it could mess the whole thing up."

"Don't be such a pussy. How is that going to mess anything up?"

"I don't know, because there's still a wall there I guess. A huge part of the appeal for us is in the longing for each other. It's forever unobtainable and therefore forever desirable. If we ever actually fucked it might just turn into another lay and a notch on the bedpost. What do you do for an encore?"

"You're the romantic one," Tiffany pointed out. "I thought you really got off on the idea of true love and all that jazz. I'm the one who's usually just thinking about the next crazy thrill to try. You obviously really dig this guy so maybe he's the one or something, if there is such a thing."

"Oh, fuck I am so reluctant to go there," Amber sighed. "What if he is? I'm not made of money and I don't think he is. We can't possibly afford to commute across the world every time we want to spend time together. I can't imagine wanting to live in a foreign country, especially one where I didn't speak the language and I'm guessing he has no desire to walk away from his home and his job and his friends and family either. Having a fantasy lover across the globe is one thing but when you start trying to make that work in real life all sorts of problems pop up from every direction."

"I say take a vacation and go jump his bones," Tiffany replied. "If you can make a guy cum so hard he hits the ceiling you really ought to give him a chance to pump that load inside you. Just make sure you wear safety goggles if you're giving him head."

Of course Amber wanted to jump his bones, now more than ever. There wasn't the slightest doubt in her mind that they would fuck if they ever met. She couldn't imagine needing any additional coaxing or convincing to spread her legs for him. It was as much of a sure thing as you could get. Still there was that risk that all of the air would go out of the balloon once they had completed the deed. Even if they could just go back to the way things were and wait for the opportunity to get together again was that really any way to live? The more in love she became with Eric the harder it would be to consider any other man but how can you make a pledge of fidelity to someone you might not be able to sleep with again for who knows how long? Would that even be fair to consider for either one of them?

As always the complications of their various schedules prevented the webcam fad from becoming too old too quickly. It made each session a special event. For one of them she dressed up in the best slutty attire she could come up with and attempted to do a striptease for him. She actually rehearsed her moves for weeks and tried different music options until she felt ready to perform on camera but even so stripping is harder than it looks and she wasn't totally satisfied with the results. Eric, on the other hand, was delighted and didn't really give a damn how professional her moves were. He was touched by the effort she had put into it and totally mesmerized by the way her body moved and swayed to the music. Even the littlest things she did seemed to turn him on so beholding a full on strip show gave him a raging hard on in no time.

They had sessions where one of them would remain dressed while the other masturbated for them, taking directions or being fed sexy thoughts to help the process along. Sometimes they just talked, but with them it was hard to stay away from the sex for too long. They just made each other horny too easily.

Then one day Eric dropped the bombshell.

"My company is sending me to America for about a week. I'll be busy most of the day and I have to go out to dinner with clients a few times but I was thinking of staying at my own expense for the whole weekend after I'm done. That is, if you would be interested in coming out and joining me," he said.

Well that put the ball squarely in her court now. Fate had stepped in and forced the question that neither one of them had dared to bring up before.

"America is a big place," Amber pointed out. "Where exactly are you going to be staying?"

"Yes, of course, I should have said it right away. I'll be in Chicago. If you came out I could give you my undivided attention from late Friday afternoon until Monday morning when I'd have to fly back. Obviously I would love to have you there for the whole week but it might get kind of dull for you just hanging around waiting for me all the time. Plus I think it might negatively impact my ability to function if I knew you were so close. Daydreaming about you is dangerous enough without the knowledge that you were sitting in my hotel room."

"Get me the dates and I'll see what my calendar looks like," she replied nonchalantly.

She didn't really give a rats ass about what her calendar looked like but she wanted to play it cool for some reason in case she got cold feet and decided not to go. If she was certain that she wanted to go there was nothing that was going to stop her. She just had to be certain. Unfortunately it wasn't something she could take lightly. It wasn't just a weekend trip to San Diego with her boyfriend of the moment. This was a man who made her feel things she had never felt before. He had made her cum violently without ever having touched her body. They seemed to be so much in tune with each other that it was practically like mind reading. If she agreed to go it could turn out to be a life changing experience, possibly the biggest one she would ever face. Her whole future was on the line. God, it was awful to put that much pressure on the thing but facts are facts and she knew she had to face them.

Round trip airfare to Chicago wasn't going to break her and he was picking up the tab for the room so if she went she wasn't going to have to break into her piggybank to make it happen but she did want to have enough money to keep from being a total burden to him. His expense account would only be good while he was actually conducting business and there was no reason why he should be expected to pay for everything as far as she was concerned.

Tiffany was thrilled when she heard the news.

"I want to go," she insisted.

"Well you can't, so forget it," Amber replied. "I mean, I can't stop you from going to Chicago if you want but I've got enough on my plate as it is without having to worry about you peeping at keyholes."

"They don't have keyholes in hotels anymore, they have card readers," Tiffany pointed out.

"I was speaking metaphorically."

"I want to meet this guy."

"Look...I want to meet this guy, all right? I'll fill you in on all the gory details when I get back."

"Maybe you won't come back. Maybe you'll be so enthralled by his European charms that you jump on that plane to Germany with him and leave your whole life behind. If you do I'm taking possession of your entire shoe collection."

"I'm not going to jump on a plane for Germany and leave my whole life behind me no matter how charming he turns out to be so don't get any ideas about stealing my shoes," Amber shot back. "It's not like I wouldn't come back for my stuff or have it sent to me even if I did lose my mind and ran off to Europe in a fit of passion."

"It's so fucking romantic," Tiffany gushed. "I've never traveled that far just to jump in the sack with some dude, let alone some mysterious foreign stud."

"He's not that mysterious anymore...but he is a total stud," Amber admitted with a smile.

"You lucky little bitch! That sounds like so much fun."

"Hopefully I'll be able to stop over analyzing the thing long enough to actually have some fun but I'm nervous as hell at the moment."

"What for? You've been dreaming about having that guy's prick inside you for ages and now your dream is going to come true. All you've got to do is hop on and enjoy the ride."

It all sounded so simple in Tiffany's view of the situation but Tiffany wasn't big on attaching strings to things or worrying much about ramifications. Whatever was new and fun and exciting was usually enough to satisfy her for the moment and she could live in the moment as well as anyone Amber had ever known. Perhaps somewhere in between Tiffany's carefree lifestyle and Amber's calculated one was the perfect balance of womanly behavior but neither one of them was likely to achieve that harmonious equilibrium anytime soon.

Once Amber had committed to the plan there was really no turning back and instead of anxiety about whether to go or not she found herself wound up in anticipation. She crossed the days off her calendar. As it got closer she actually started counting the hours. When he arrived in Chicago they touched base briefly, on the telephone for the first time, and it all seemed like sort of a dream. 

Her flight was going to arrive too early on Friday for him to meet her at the airport so the plan was for her to take a cab, pick up her key at the front desk and wait for him in his room until he got there. She wondered what she should do once she got there. Should she play the seductress and sprawl across the bed in a see-through negligee with a bottle of champagne or perhaps greet him at the door totally nude and jump into his arms? Maybe that would be a bit much. Maybe Eric would like the chance to pitch a little woo, as they used to say, before they took the plunge.

Eric was facing the same kind of conundrum. He wanted desperately to do a good job on this trip, especially since it could lead to additional American junkets in the future, but Amber was on his brain constantly. He assumed that they would have sex but no man is totally sure what a woman might actually have on her mind. The hotel room only had one bed so they would certainly be sleeping together but he hoped they would have more than slumber on their minds.

He also had some concerns about his equipment. Amber had made such a big deal of being crazy about his cock that he sincerely hoped that the soldier would stand up in battle. He had trained himself to be able to masturbate at length by avoiding the most sensitive spots on his dick until he was ready to finish but once he was plunged inside this fabulous woman all bets were off. He kept having nightmare visions of shooting his wad within moments of penetration. He even toyed with the idea of masturbating in the stall of a public restroom before going up to the room to meet her so that he would be sure to last longer once they got started but that seemed a bit extreme.

Too much anxiety was usually the enemy of good sex but it was pretty unavoidable in this case. Fortunately they would have three nights together so hopefully somewhere along the line they would both be relaxed and able to enjoy themselves freely. No point in making things even more difficult by obsessing about them.

This wasn't just another casual encounter. It wasn't even just another first date. People make all kinds of bad decisions when they let their lust do the thinking for them. Keep an open mind but your feet on the ground he kept telling himself. Even so he felt like he could have flown all the way to Chicago without a plane.

When the time finally arrived for him to leave his business affairs behind and join his paramour in the hotel room he had opted against any sort of preemptive masturbatory tactics and simply took a deep breath as he swiped his room key in the card reader and opened the door on what might be the beginning of his whole future.


CHAPTER 12:

Amber had opted not to take any extreme measures in greeting Eric. First off he was coming back from a long day of work and probably wanted to clean up or relax or use the bathroom or something before they got acquainted and secondly she didn't really want to come on quite that strong. Her online persona was that of a total slut who just lived for sex but that wasn't really a role she intended to ever play in real life. Instead she just remained dressed casually and lay back on top of the bed watching TV and drinking a Dr.Pepper that she picked up from the hotel vending machines. When she heard the door opening she switched off the television and swung her feet around so that she was sitting on the side of the bed.

Their eyes met and it was electric. Even the photos and webcam hadn't totally prepared Eric for the blueness of Amber's eyes and it rendered him speechless for the moment. Amber felt a tingle run down her spine and through the rest of her body.

"I made it," was the best thing Amber could manage to come up.

"So I see."

Eric set his briefcase down and Amber got up to greet him. It was an awkward moment as they weren't quite sure what to do but they finally hugged warmly, as old friends who hadn't seen each other in a long time might do.

"My God you're even more beautiful in person," said Eric. "I didn't think that would be possible."

"That's a relief. I was afraid I would look like an old hag without all my lighting equipment," Amber joked.

They chatted for a while about nothing special. How her flight had been, when she got in, how he liked Chicago and so on before Amber pointed out that the room did have furniture they could sit on if they didn't plan to spend the whole evening standing in the middle of the room. Eric laughed as Amber went to sit cross legged on the bed while he took a chair and pulled it up near her. 

"I fear that I must be sounding like kind of an idiot but it still seems unreal to me that we're actually together at last," Eric confessed.

"Believe me I feel the same way, and I don't think you sound like an idiot at all. This is just a weird situation for both of us and nobody knows quite how to behave. There's not really a blueprint for the kind of relationship we have. Most people don't masturbate on camera in front of someone for months and then meet them in person."

"Hey, are you hungry by any chance?"

"Starving," Amber replied.

"I hear Chicago has a lot of great restaurants and I went to a couple of really nice places with clients but mostly I just ate here in the hotel or grabbed something quick on my way back to the room. I'm afraid I don't really know what all the best options are."

"Well you're in luck because I know a number of good restaurants in this town," Amber assured him.

Chicago was indeed a city famous for its fine dining opportunities and they were both pretty open to a wide variety of styles so choosing a spot to eat was no big problem. They both dressed up for the occasion although not in front of each other. Amber opted for a nice little dress that clung to her body tightly enough to accentuate her many curves and Eric was rocking a very stylish suit and tie. 

"We make a cute couple, don't we?" Amber commented as they stood briefly in front of a mirror in the room making final adjustments and checking their hair. "Just  like our avatars."

"I think that's mostly your doing," Eric said modestly.

They were a couple. That suddenly sank in for the first time. They had been friends, pen pals and virtual fuck buddies but tonight they were actually a couple going on a normal date like anyone else. It felt really good. It felt right.

They both had a little wine with dinner which probably helped them to relax a bit and the conversation started to flow more freely. Eric was very polite and perhaps a little shy but he had a sharp wit and made her laugh several times at unexpected comments. Once or twice the conversation came to a halt as they both just gazed at each other across the table. That deep eye contact was making her more aroused than if he had his hands in her pants. She wanted him so badly. The feeling was mutual.

Dinner was delightful and Eric refused to split the check.

"This would feel more like a date if I pay," he explained. "I was in Chicago anyway but you had to pay to get here so the least I can do is feed you."

They toyed with the idea of going to a nightclub or something but it was pretty obvious what they both wanted to do at this point. Their first kiss came in the backseat of the cab on their way back to the hotel. It was completely spontaneous and no one really knew who initiated it. They had both just finished a wonderful meal but they were still hungry and their lips found what they were hungering for.

They held hands on their way into the hotel and kissed again in the elevator. As they headed down the hall to their room Amber ran on ahead of Eric a little ways so that he could watch her hips swaying seductively as she walked. Suddenly she bent over and lifted her dress up revealing a tiny black thong creeping up the crack of her ass. Eric gave her a playful slap on the bottom and they hurriedly tried to get the door to their room open.

They had barely gotten inside when they embraced with such passion it bordered on frenzy...kissing...hugging...letting their hands roam freely across their bodies. Amber barely noticed the zipper on her back coming down but she instinctively let the dress slide to the floor. Eric's jacket went flying somewhere along the line and Amber found herself attacking his belt and then the zipper on his pants. While Eric unbuttoned his shirt Amber dropped to her knees in front of him and took his shorts in her hands. Lovingly she pulled them down and stared with wonder as his beautiful, erect cock stood at attention before her.

It was a picture of that cock that she had fallen hard for before she ever knew a thing about the man it belonged to. She had obsessed over it, masturbated to it, worshiped it even never really believing that someday it would be this close to her. She took it in her hands and the warmth felt so good. So much better than the rubber version that had stood in for it so many times before. She pressed his dick against her face and then began to kiss it all over. Her tongue came out and began to lick his shaft before she finally wrapped her lips around the head. Down, down, down she went trying mightily to take his throbbing manhood deep into her throat. She felt Eric's hands on the back of her head but she needed no encouragement. She was gulping for every inch. Suddenly she gagged and began to choke but she tried to ignore it and kept on trying to take it all. The hands on her head grabbed her hair and quickly pulled her away. She was obviously in a great deal of discomfort and fortunately Eric noticed it right away.

"I'm sorry....I'm so sorry...I'm an idiot and a liar," she cried as tears began to stream down her cheeks.

Eric kneeled down in front of her and took her face in his hands compassionately.

"What on earth are you talking about?" he asked sympathetically.

"Oh, I tried to make it seem like I was some world class cock sucker but I've always had a bad gag reaction and I've never taken anything near that size all the way down my throat."

"That's nothing to cry about, I don't care about that. Let's just go over to the bed and lie down for bit," he suggested.

Amber was still kind of slumped over on the floor crying so Eric scooped her up in his arms and carried her to the bed. He lay down next to her and starting stroking her hair.

"Darling you're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen. When we first started communicating I was just hoping that you were actually a woman and maybe weighed less than 300 pounds. You don't have to impress me with anything, I'm just thrilled that we've made it this far. It's been a long day for both of us maybe we should just try to get some rest. We've got the whole day free tomorrow."

That actually seemed like a very good idea at the moment so they got under the covers and snuggled up. He was naked but she still had her underwear on but didn't bother to remove it. She felt like an idiot all around but the pressure had finally gotten to her and all of the anticipation and anxiety sort of collapsed on her head. She knew she had exaggerated her sexual prowess but hoped that she could somehow pull it off once she was there. It made her feel like a fraud. Who was she kidding? She wasn't a porn star or a prostitute. She could talk like a cum crazed harlot who loved taking huge cocks up her ass but a lot of that was just talk. She said the things she thought men would want to hear since her words were the only way she had to please them. Yes, she could make a man cum in his pants just by reading her description of how she would blow him but when it actually came time to do it that way she almost threw up and made a complete idiot of herself and ruined their first night together.

Eric had been wonderful, she thought. So understanding and kind. She had left him hanging with a hard on and he didn't show the slightest sign of being angry or disappointed. She hugged him a little tighter as she thought about his gentle understanding. What had gotten into her head? She knew how to give a blow job. She wanted to so badly. She had never wanted to suck a cock more in her life. Maybe that was the problem. It wasn't just a blow job it was going to be the blow job. The blow job that all other blow jobs would be compared to from now on. Maybe that was putting a little too much pressure on herself. This wasn't a competition with judges sitting by ready to put up scorecards. She just wanted a man to enjoy putting his dick in her mouth. That shouldn't have turned into a total disaster. Well it was done now and there was no point in obsessing about it further. As Eric said, they had the whole day tomorrow. She still had time to redeem herself.


CHAPTER 13:

Eric awoke to the groggy knowledge that he had a very stiff penis. Somehow the blankets had been pulled back and he was lying naked while a hand very gently stroked him. He thought perhaps he was dreaming.

"Are you giving me a hand job?" he asked sleepily without fully opening his eyes.

"Uh huh."

"Cool. I thought I was dreaming."

"Maybe you are."

"That's cool too. It's a nice dream."

"Hang on, it gets better."

Amber, who was also totally nude by this point straddled his body and slowly lowered herself down onto his very hard cock. It felt enormous, as she had always imagined it would, but this time there would be no problem accommodating it.

"Good morning sleepy head," Amber said with a smile.

"Best way to start the day I can ever remember."

She  was so beautiful naked, Eric thought as he finally began to focus. Her body was so well-proportioned. He had worried last night that he might have done or said something inadvertently to make her think she had to perform a certain way. Fortunately she looked so happy now with no sign of the previous distress. He half feared that he would wake up and find that she had gone home. It was pleasant to just lie there and watch this gorgeous creature fucking him but he decided he wanted to take a more active role and somehow managed to sit up enough to get a firm grip and set her on her back. He was hoping to do it in one graceful move where he didn't have to pull out or break stride but that was a tall order.

Once he had her on her back with her head at the foot of the bed he spread her legs and slid his cock back into her wet pussy. 

"Good morning beautiful," Eric said as he began to thrust into her with some conviction.

"I thought we already said that," Amber replied with a small moan.

"Technically you did but I just wanted to say it as well."

"Copycat."

As fucks go this was more of the languid variety. They had attacked each other like crazed weasels last night but now they were taking things slow and sensual. Amber let her head fall back over the foot of the bed and caught their reflection in a mirror.

"Wow...we make an even cuter couple this way," she laughed.

"I can't believe we're finally doing this," Eric managed to get out between grunts.

"I know. Talk about long foreplay," Amber said as she pulled her head back up and looked down the length of her body. "The one advantage of Second Life is that you can fly the camera around to look at the action from any angle but I think I like the view from here just fine."

"God, I'm actually inside you," Eric whispered.

"I know. It's amazing. It's everything that I hoped it would be. Your cock just belongs in my pussy."

The talking began to fade away as nature took its course and the sounds of love overcame their rational speech. They wanted to talk more because that was the way they had always done it but it was impossible to remain focused. They were both more turned on than they had ever been in their lives only now instead of being frantic they were locking into a comfortable rhythm. It was that delicious state when two people share a single mind and merge their bodies as one.

It's a strange thing to want something so badly for so long and then finally get it. The first reaction is one of disbelief, trying to comprehend that it's actually happening. Next is often a feeling of triumph or accomplishment. A goal has been completed successfully. Unfortunately in many cases the euphoric rush of excitement dissipates rather quickly and one is left feeling an odd sort of emptiness. The longing having been fulfilled the mind yearns for something new to long for or the long awaited prize doesn't seem quite as special as it did in the imagination. As every muscle in Eric's body strained in preparation for his first climax inside Amber and as her fingers dug into his strong but aching shoulders neither one of them were consciously thinking any of these thoughts. They were just two people in the throes of passion. The time for reflection was still somewhere off in the distance.

For a man ejaculation always feels good. Having been compelled into a state of arousal there is only one type of relief that will do. A sexually active woman knows quite well what it feels like when a man cums inside her. Eric and Amber were no strangers to this fundamental act of human connection but this time was definitely different. It seemed to have so much more weight and significance. They weren't children, they had both been in love before more than once, but this was a moment that had seemed so unlikely if not impossible to ever happen that it took on almost magical properties. In the glorious instant of his eruption it didn't disappoint. His throbbing penis pumped what seemed like gallons of hot white goo deep inside her. Every spasm sent her whole body shaking with delight. 

As he collapsed on top of her and they rolled to the side their lips locked firmly. He was still inside her and she wished he could stay there forever. It was that kind of passion. The sort of desire that can only fully be expressed by literally joining bodies. When Eric finally pulled out the combination of her own wetness and his residue began to drip on the bed. She felt it and slipped her hand between her legs. As she licked her fingers Eric got the sensation that he was starting to get hard again already, but it was just a momentary pulse of energy.

"I don't know whether I should say this and I don't know whether it will just complicate things but I want to tell you that I love you," said Eric.

"Oh, it probably complicates the hell out of things but I love you like mad you big German studmeister," she replied.

People said they loved each other all the time in these situations. Sex is so often referred to as making love that it was hard sometimes to separate the two. When you're buck naked and you've just had your tongue in some guy's mouth while he's got his cock in your pussy what other word do you use? In this case their mutual infatuation had caused them both to develop strong feelings long before they ever hit the sheets. The fact they had resisted using the word love for this long was actually a remarkable example of restraint. They loved each other. They were fantastic lovers. Now what?

Somewhere along the line they climbed back to the head of the bed and rested on the pillows. As they cuddled they realized that it looked exactly like their post coitus afterglow scenes in Second Life, only now it felt so much nicer. Eric seemed almost as obsessed with her breasts as she was with his cock. Wherever his hands started they somehow managed to find their way back to her tits. It seemed like a fair trade.

It was obvious that they had a strong physical attraction and some powerful emotions that went with it but was that really the foundation of a lasting relationship? If they lived a few miles apart it would be plenty to ride the thing for as long as it lasted but under the circumstances the clock seemed to be ticking on their romance already. They had talked about doing some sightseeing but at the moment they both would have gladly just spent the rest of their time together naked in the room and simply sent for food to be delivered. If this was to be the one and only time they would ever be together it was better to spend every waking moment in embrace but if there was a bigger future in store for them it might not be a bad idea to spend some time together that didn't involve exchanging bodily fluids.

A compromise was reached and they finally decided to take a shower together. Not surprisingly that turned into a continuation of their amorous adventure but at least they had the option to get dressed and go somewhere afterwards if they were so inclined.

Since Amber was a huge animal lover they decided to go to the Lincoln Park Zoo, a very popular attraction in Chicago. It wasn't as large as the Brookfield Zoo but that actually made it easier for a day trip. It also gave them a great opportunity to stroll around holding hands and talking about everything under the sun. Naturally Amber brought a camera along and took the opportunity to use it. She took plenty of pictures of Eric that day and he took a few of her as well but it completely slipped their minds to ask someone to take a picture of the two of them.

When they got back to the hotel they decided to take a little time out to catch up on email and so on. Not surprisingly Tiffany was dying to know how things were going. Amber gave her a brief recap but promised to fill in some of the more salacious details when she got home.

"Enough email," Eric announced as he shut down his laptop computer and came over to where Amber was sitting. "I can't keep my hands off you forever."

"Wait, wait..." she pleaded jokingly as she tried to finish sending her last message.

"Better hit that send button quick or I'll have to fuck you right here," Eric warned.

A wicked idea popped into Amber's head and she picked up her computer and placed it on the bed.

"I can multitask," she replied proudly. "Go for it stud."

With the computer on the bed she bent over to reach it and continued typing. Eric got behind her and unfastened her shorts. He then yanked them down and the panties soon followed. Next he kneeled down between her legs and buried his face in her pussy. There wasn't a lot of finesse but there sure was passion as he went down on her from behind.

"I should have thought of this earlier when I was writing to my roommate Tiffany. She would have gotten a kick out of knowing what I was doing while composing my email," Amber chuckled.

"So write to her again and tell her everything," Eric suggested.

That seemed like a fine idea so she opened up another email to Tiffany and began to type.

"Dear Tiffany...as I write this message to you I am bent over the bed with my pants pulled down and a man is licking my pussy like a convict who hasn't seen a woman in twelve years," Amber read aloud as she wrote.

"A hot man," Eric interjected.

Amber made the correction. She continued to narrate the letter as if she were dictating it to a secretary. Eric tossed in a few suggestions here and there.

"Tell her I'm about to put my big cock in you now."

"I have just been informed that the hot man is about to put his cock in me. I mean, his big cock in me. Oooo....he wasn't kidding. He fills me so completely with that wonder stick of his but this is the first time he's mounted me from behind. It feels so natural to be bent over like this while he humps me like an animal...well aside from the typing part. Oh, fuck."

"Did you type that last part?" he asked.

"No, but I will as soon as I can get my brain working again."

She tried to keep the message going but it was hopeless after a while. She was completely lost in ecstasy. She was getting quite a savage fuck and she loved every second of it.

"Pull my hair," she moaned.

She didn't need to say it because his hands were already there grasping the back of her head and yanking her neck back. She let out a little cry of excitement. She had never particularly wanted to be dominated in the sack but with Eric it was totally different. She loved him being so manly and forceful with her. She wanted him to take her, to possess her, to make her his own. Eric picked up on this immediately and played the role to perfection.

"So much for multitasking I guess," he sort of sneered. "Baby gets some cock inside her and she forgets about everything else."

"Not just some cock. Your cock."

"That's right. My cock. The cock that makes you drool and go weak at the knees every time you see it or even think about it."

"Oh, fuck....you know me too well."

"Is this what you like to dream about? Me bending you over and drilling you like a jackhammer?"

"You got it," she sighed.

"Tell me what you want," he commanded.

"I want you to fuck my brains out. I want you to make me your little bitch!" she cried.

He grabbed her around the waist and pulled her upright so that he could remove her top. She started reaching for her bra but he pulled her hands away and did it himself. His hands cupped her tits as if there were magnets in them and he continued to pound her as he played with his favorite toy.

Suddenly her body was bent back over again and her head was pressed against the top of the bed. She gasped with pleasure as she turned her face to the side. She was trying desperately to catch their reflection in the mirror but she couldn't quite manage it.

She almost felt like a rag doll the way he easily picked her up or pushed her down but it was the most amazing feeling ever. She loved the idea of being his bitch...his personal fuck toy. She knew what a gentleman he really was and that this was just a bit of role play but it felt damn good to just let go and be his woman completely, freely and proudly. To be his woman. She tried to let that thought sink in. She had always been a modern woman and a progressive thinker. A strong woman who could take care of herself. She was proud of that. Still the primordial instinct to be taken, to submit, to be conquered persisted somewhere in her soul and she loved the way Eric was staking his claim. It was so basic and elemental and pure. This was the stuff wet dreams were made of.

They had planned to go out to dinner but as it got later and later it looked like room service might be the better option. Nobody seemed to be in any hurry to put their clothes back on.


CHAPTER 14:

Amber laughed out loud when she had a chance to look at the unfinished email she had planned to send to Tiffany. It started out fine but soon went off the rails and eventually just stopped with the exception of a few places where she had accidentally bumped into the keyboard during their lovemaking. She decided to wrap it up and finally send it off even if it was many hours later than she had intended.

They had tried to eat dinner but it wasn't really a very high priority for either of them at the time it arrived. Now Eric was kind of picking at some salad that had been leftover.

"Do you think maybe our relationship is based too much on sex?" Amber asked with a grin.

"I don't know. We did go to the zoo," Eric pointed out.

She never knew that watching a naked man eating a salad could be such an arousing thing. She wanted to jump out of bed and go over to where he was sitting and blow him but she was pretty worn out and tired at the moment and she figured the man probably needed some time to rest and recover. He had performed like a total champ and she had truly had her brains fucked out. She was just beginning to get her breath back but her mind was still somewhat in the clouds.

This was a dangerous stage in the game. If a Justice of the Peace had mistakenly wandered into their room she would probably have married Eric on the spot. She was completely driven by pleasure. They just knew how to make each other feel good but life was so much more than that, wasn't it? It was still a little hard to say how much they really had in common outside of the bedroom. They hadn't really gotten into any deep philosophical discussions. Not surprisingly their upbringing had been very different. The California girl and the German boy had taken diverse paths to adulthood that somehow still brought them to this hotel room in Chicago. 

Eric had always been interested in American pop culture and sports so he seemed to know so much more about her world than she knew about his. It was helpful but also served to make her feel somewhat disadvantaged. She loved the thought of going to visit him in Europe next time but it kind of scared her too. Other than having an accent he seemed to fit in perfectly well in America but she knew she would be totally lost in his world. Well, not totally lost because he would be there to guide her, but she would definitely be a tourist.

It made her think of those old wartime romance stories where the soldier meets a girl in Paris or something and they have a whirlwind romance before his unit ships out. Usually in those stories the girl ends up pregnant but in this modern day version the birth control pill made that ending unlikely. And of course in this scenario the lovers were both shipping out at the same time to go home but she still saw some parallels. The energy of instant chemistry was a very powerful thing but a dangerous one as well. Sometimes those intense flames that burn the brightest do burn out the quickest.

It was going to be really difficult to say goodbye when the time came. After the one misstep at the beginning it had all been like a wonderful dream so far but it was nothing like real life would be on a daily basis. They were in a luxurious hotel with maid service and room service. They were sightseeing in an exciting city that was not home to either one of them. They were eating all of their meals in charming restaurants or having them delivered to their door. Nobody had to do any cooking or cleaning. Nobody had to go to work or buy groceries. Nobody was bored or feeling neglected. They could have had a packed weekend just enjoying what the city had to offer but the sex was still so fantastic that it actually took some effort to get dressed and go out and even when they did they kept fooling around at every opportunity. It was, in essence, a honeymoon of sorts but instead of starting life together after it was over they would be going their separate ways.

Of course real honeymoons don't last forever either and the glow only lingers for so long before the realities set in. Some married couples can't even make it through the honeymoon before trouble starts. It's such a hard act to follow and there was definitely a lesson to be learned from that. Yes, they were finally together for real but they were still just acting out a fantasy. They weren't using computers or cameras at the moment but it was obviously a continuation of their highly charged sexual dynamic. They had added touch and taste and smell to the equation but in many ways they were really just a more realistic version of their avatars.

Eric had been mulling over similar thoughts. Always a bit skeptical he couldn't escape the feeling that there must be some dreadful price to pay for this much pleasure. He knew that he had a decent body and that Amber seemed to adore his cock for reasons that he assumed only a woman would understand but he kept thinking why me? He wasn't rich or famous. His job caused him to travel a bit but it was far from glamorous. Amber was so beautiful and intelligent and seemed to be really confident and sure of herself. This wasn't some shy mouse of a girl from some small town in the middle of nowhere swept off her feet by an exotic romance. She was the belle of the ball in the world of online sex with men lining up for her attention. She probably had tons of real life suitors as well. It was sometimes hard for Eric to see himself as others might see him. There was a genuine streak of modesty that made him all the more charming. Some men strut around like they're God's gift to womanhood and expect every girl they meet to fall to pieces but Eric wasn't that sort of a man.

As he gazed at Amber lying on the bed he tried to foresee the future. He tried to picture what it would be like to live with this woman, perhaps be the father of her children. He looked at her very hard and tried to imagine them growing old together but all he could really see was the object of his immediate desire. He had enjoyed her company so far but they had only scratched the surface and there was always that underlying sexual tension about everything they did or said. He loved her, but what man wouldn't love a beautiful woman who so obviously wanted to please him? A woman who was so open about her sexuality. She just radiated sensuousness. Even when they had only known each other online he could tell that she was a very sexual being. It went way beyond being aggressive or using strong language. This was a woman who wouldn't shy away from anything, at least that was how she appeared to him.

There are brief moments in life that are so perfect that we seem to glimpse the secret of heaven on earth. Sometimes those moments are so brief they last but the duration of an orgasm. Sometimes a bit longer. We always wish we could bottle it up and release it at will but the best we can do is try to replicate the circumstances or hope that some other moment will rise to occasion. They both knew that this was a moment that should be savored and cherished. If it didn't last it at least wouldn't be unappreciated.

They slept that night much as they had done the first night. They cuddled in a very warm embrace and enjoyed listening to the sound of each other breathing almost as much as they enjoyed the sweet things they occasionally whispered to one another.

Sunday morning began much as the previous day as Eric awoke to find his cock swollen from the attention it was receiving. He had no idea how long Amber had been looking at it, let alone touching it, but he felt like a marble pillar.

"I could really get used to this kind of wake up call," he sighed.

"You know, I'm not really much of a morning person by nature but you're converting me into one," she replied. 

"I'm not doing anything but lying here," he pointed out. "It seems like you're doing all the work."

"Oh, it's easy when you love your job."

With that she took his cock into her mouth and began to give him head. They had done many things to each other in many different positions but she hadn't attempted a blowjob since the first day when she gagged trying too hard to please him. He hadn't given it another thought and certainly hadn't pressed the issue but he felt certain that she would be comfortable enough with him by now to not feel like she had to prove something. 

She loved his cock and she treated it like a lover, not a weapon. She caressed and kissed it. She played with it with her hands and gently squeezed his balls. He did nothing; what was there to do really? It was all up to her how she handled it. He could feel his prick throbbing and he wanted to cum but he wanted it to last even more so he tried to relax as much as he could.

He was warm in her mouth...hot even. She wanted all of it but she knew she really couldn't take it so she eased it down in stages. Suddenly she remembered a trick she had learned at the dentist's office and she made a fist with her left hand and squeezed hard on her thumb. A little more cock slid into her mouth and she thought for a moment she would gag but didn't. She remembered to breathe through her nose and soon his beautiful stalk was deeper in her throat than any man had ever been before. It wasn't all the way but it was more than she had expected. It was a personal victory for her at any rate. Practice makes perfect she thought. She would just have to work on this in stages. She hoped she would have many opportunities in the future to go down on this wonderful man and his gorgeous purple-headed fulcrum.

Eric's dick began to quiver and the first few drops of his pre-cum fluid seeped onto her tongue. She held on tight knowing that he would be erupting soon and would appreciate a firm grip on his shaft. The man was definitely potent and seemed to have unusually large ejaculations even when he had already gone a few times before so she was prepared for the flood of salty stickiness that was now shooting into her mouth. She had never wanted to taste a man's sperm as much as she wanted to taste his. She didn't care whether it was bitter or sweet or salty or tangy. It was his and that was all that mattered. It wasn't so much a matter of swallowing as it was drinking it down in gulps as there was too much to hold in her mouth easily. She let nothing go to waste and licked him for a long time afterwards to make sure that she got every drop.

Suddenly he did the most unexpected thing. He sat up and pushed her on her back. She thought perhaps he was going to perform orally on her so she spread her legs but he took his still hard cock and slotted it into her pussy. He couldn't possibly hold that semi-erection forever but he didn't have to. She was so thrilled by the surprise of it all that she felt herself shaking with an orgasm of her own in no time. Eric managed a few more thrusts after that but a man can only do so much. They embraced where they were, sort of sprawled across the bed, and no one was in a hurry to speak or move. Fortunately they had taken the precaution of placing the "Do Not Disturb" sign on the door so there was no rush to get things going.

They knew their time together was winding down but they still hadn't brought themselves to discussing it. It was easier to keep putting it off. Of course nothing said that they had to have a big discussion about the future but that was a subject that had been on both of their minds from even before they had arrived.

Relationships, even the most successful ones, are complicated but sex is remarkably easy to focus on. In that hotel room, stripped bare and with no other agenda things were as uncomplicated as could be. They were just a man and a woman driven by lust to touch and taste and please each other any way that they could think of doing it. It was their own Garden of Eden in a way. Naked and unashamed....filled with longing and desire...sharing love and joy and happiness without a care in the world. Who wants to think about tomorrow and the flight home and what the future might hold when you're romping through such a dreamland?


CHAPTER 15:

They decided to visit a couple of museums that day and ended up eating both lunch and dinner in town. It was evening by the time they got back to the room. Perhaps they should have spent all of that final day together having sex but it seemed important to work on their friendship as well. If they never had the chance to be lovers again they could always be friends and stay in touch electronically. There was no doubt in either of their minds that they were very good together in the sack. A couple usually needs quite a while before they're really hitting their stride but they had the advantage of their prior cybersex experiences and the lucky chemistry of being completely attracted to one another.

This time when they got in bed they didn't just cuddle up and go to sleep, they made love very sweetly. It was slow and rhythmic and gentle for the most part and there wasn't much talking at first. Amber finally broke the ice and said what they both were thinking.

"I wish this could go on forever. I can't stand the thought of saying goodbye tomorrow," she sighed.

"I agree, but we knew this was going to happen, or at least suspected it might."

"I suppose it would have been easier if things hadn't gone so well," Amber commented. "It would have just been one of those things and something that was worth trying but no big deal to walk away from. We had to find out one way or the other. It just turned out to be the way most likely to cause us pain."

"I don't want to think of it that way," Eric replied. "It's not a firing squad we're facing tomorrow. We just have to go home for a while."

"That has a nice ring to it. So you really think we'll do this again?"

"I'm up for it if you are."

"I just don't want to mess things up for either one of us by clinging to some romantic pipe dream. I mean, if you meet someone at home you should go for it by all means," she suggested.

"And the same goes for you. We've never made any exclusive commitment to each other. I think we're both wise enough to understand that our situation is a unique one and tricky at best."

"I don't know about the wisdom part at the moment. With your dick inside me I'm kind of reduced to a mindless bimbo," she laughed.

"Bimbo maybe...mindless never," he said with a smile. "Maybe this will work to our advantage."

"How so?"

"Well we both live pretty active lives with careers that take up a lot of our time. If we had met under more normal circumstances we might have rushed in and lived together or gotten married right away and then what? Settle into a domestic routine. See each other when our schedules align. Believe me I'm not knocking marriage and having a family and all that but I'm not sure if either one of us is really in the right place for that at the moment. Maybe we're kind of lucky in a way to have this wall between us right now. It means that every time we get together it will be a very special event."

"All honeymoon without the marriage," she chuckled.

"Something like that I guess. Now that we've finally met it will also make our webcam sessions seem more like we're in the same room. We can continue to get to know each other. Plus we already know that we can make love in our own special way no matter where we are," he reminded her.

That was something to think about all right but he was obviously near climaxing and their attention shifted to the task at hand. He was straining and breathing hard as he prepared to reach completion but just as he did he bent his neck down and kissed Amber. It was marvelous timing and Amber practically tried to fuck his mouth with her tongue as each spurt was propelled deep within her. They collapsed in a happy and by now exhausted heap.

Maybe this was the last time he would ever cum inside her she suddenly thought but she fought to sweep that image away as quickly as she could. She tried to focus on his suggestion that things might actually be better the way they were. It didn't sound like a man just trying to wriggle out of making a commitment or settling down it actually made a lot of sense. In truth she was quite happy with the way her life was right now, with her job, with her living arrangement with Tiffany, with pretty much everything except her ability to be with Eric more often. How often would they have to see each other to make a relationship work she wondered.

Of course it all went back to her old fear that as long as she was in love with Eric she wouldn't be receptive to meeting new guys closer to home even though she was free to do so. Her heart so belonged to this man now that it was hard to imagine giving it to someone else as long as she felt this way. But was that really a problem? It was certainly hard to explain to people that she was in a relationship with a guy in another country but that wasn't as odd as it used to be. There was a time when telling someone you met your boyfriend on an online dating site was weird and hard to explain but these days it happened all the time. Her mother probably wouldn't understand in the same way that she couldn't quite understand why such an attractive young woman hadn't started a family by now but she might at least be happy to know that Amber had finally found a guy she would consider settling down with, just not at the moment.

There was also the possibility that they weren't ideally suited to spend the rest of their lives together. It was still a little hard to tell. Emotionally he was the best thing that ever happened to her. When she was with him all she could think about was making love. They knew how to touch each other. She felt completely safe and at ease in his arms. It was impossible to escape the thought that they were somehow meant for each other even if they were never destined to be life partners in the traditional sense.

In the morning as they were both packing Eric produced a small gift box and handed it to her.

"I hope you like it," he said almost nervously.

"When on earth did you have time to buy something? I was clinging to you every time we went out of the hotel," she chuckled.

"I bought this earlier in the week, before you got here," he explained.

When she opened the box she found a very charming necklace. It wasn't a ridiculously ostentatious piece of jewelry but it was just the sort of thing she would have bought for herself. You could know a guy for years and he'd still have no clue about what kind of jewelry you liked but Eric had hit the nail on the head before he had even met her.

"It's perfect," she replied. "I love it, I absolutely love it."

"May I put it on you?"

"Of course."

As he fastened the necklace on her she could feel tears welling up in her eyes. 

"I just wanted to give you something that you could wear every now and then that might make you think of me," he said as he gently kissed her neck.

She spun around and threw her arms around him.

"Darling I'm going to be thinking of you all the time whether I'm wearing this or not!"

She pressed her face tight against his chest and tried to fight back the tears. He reached down and lifted her chin up so that their eyes met.

"Please don't cry," he said very softly as he wiped away her tears. "We'll see each other again as soon as we can. Once we get home and get on with our busy lives it will make the time pass quickly enough."

He seemed so calm and certain about it that it gave Amber strength and hope. There was no reason why they shouldn't meet again despite the logistical challenges. It might not be for a while but they would still be in touch on a regular basis as they always had been. It would probably be hard to make this thing work but relationships always took some hard work one way or the other.

Their flights were a couple of hours apart but they went to the airport together anyway. Eric would be leaving first and Amber wanted to see him off. She could kill the rest of the time reading a book or something. 

There were more hugs and tears and promises to stay in touch but inevitably they were parted at last and Amber was alone with her thoughts, well, as alone as you can be in a crowded airport. As she looked around at her fellow travelers she knew that each of them had a story. Someone was on their way to visit relatives, someone else was trying to close a big business deal, maybe that person was coming back from a funeral, or maybe they were actually just going on vacation. And just maybe there's someone else in this airport who is going to see their long distance lover or returning from their liaison. It's a big world, she thought, and she couldn't possibly be the only person who would get on a plane and travel thousands of miles to be with their special someone. She played a little game where she tried to guess who that person might be but it was impossible to tell. It could be anyone.


CHAPTER 16:

"You horny, cock sucking, little bimbo slut!" Tiffany exclaimed with pride as Amber regaled her with tales of her weekend with Eric. "I am so fucking jealous. You spend three days with this totally hot Euro dude and you barely got out of bed the whole time."

"We did go to the zoo and some museums and out to dinner," Amber pointed out.

"Whatever. It sounds to me more like a righteous fuck fest. I feel sorry for the guy. His dick must be falling off by now. You sexy bitch, why have you been hiding this side of your personality for so long?"

"I don't know I guess Eric just makes me feel different. I've never really known another guy who turns my screws like that."

"Too bad. This place could be Fuck Central."

"You keep it pretty busy without my help," Amber pointed out.

"So what are you going to do now?"

"Get some work done hopefully."

"No, I mean about lover boy."

"I'm not going to do anything special at the moment," Amber replied. "It was a fantastic weekend but now it's time to come back down to earth and get on with my life. We'll keep doing what we've always been doing and look for an opportunity to get together again."

"That sounds pretty difficult to me," Tiffany commented. "You're telling me about how this guy just rocked your world with the best sex ever and now you say it's business as usual? How do you flip that switch?"

"Of course it's difficult. I wish I could walk into my bedroom and find him waiting there for me but isn't it better to have at least taken that leap and discovered how good we are together? We'll do it again sometime. I just don't know when so there's no point in obsessing about it."

"Wow, it sounds like you've really got your shit together and you're taking it all in stride. I'm proud of you girl," Tiffany said enthusiastically.

Unfortunately for Amber it wasn't quite that neat and easy. She had spent a lot of time thinking about Eric before their weekend spree but now he was almost impossible to shake from her mind. It was a good feeling but a painful one at the same time. She knew it would take some time for things to go back to "normal," or at least the way they were before. Their rendezvous was still so fresh in her mind. She wanted to cuddle with him before falling asleep and wake him up in the morning with some cock play.

Thank God they had learned to communicate so well using their computers. That was their romantic lifeline. It was quite possible to stay in touch with email, phone calls, chat sessions, webcams and of course Second Life. Their cybersex experience was now greatly enhanced because they had actually experienced the things they had only pretended to have done before. That added so much detail to their virtual lovemaking.

Some scientific studies have shown that people involved in long distance love affairs actually communicate better than couples who have easy geographic access to one another or even live together. The concept behind this is that since the time to communicate is more precious it's less likely to be squandered. It's easier to really listen to what your partner is saying and engage in a meaningful dialogue as opposed to trying to have a conversation while one person is watching television or otherwise distracted. Long distance lovers also tend to open up more freely and share intimate details and thoughts. In short, if your whole relationship was based on having to communicate you tend to do it better than couples who might easily take that aspect of their relationship somewhat for granted.

For Amber and Eric this was definitely proving to be true. Nothing was taken for granted. Every message was a treat. Every opportunity for a conversation was something to be savored. When they were just online fuck buddies and tried to keep their personal lives out of the picture as much as possible they weren't able to enjoy the kind of rich conversation and the thrill of discovery that they were now experiencing.

Yes they were communicating well but the longing was more acute than ever. Sex had caused them to discover each other on the Internet and sex had kept them interested in each other long enough to feel comfortable about meeting in person and sex had been their primary focus when that meeting finally took place. It was hard to ignore the fact that their world seemed to revolve primarily around sex and how much they enjoyed screwing each other. The novelty was still far from wearing off. They tried to put a positive spin in on it by frequently referring to the "next time" we're together but it wasn't entirely clear when that next time was going to be.

Tiffany was supportive of their relationship in her own way but she did still try to press Amber into some extracurricular activity with her, either online or in real life. She couldn't quite grasp the concept that being free to see other people didn't automatically mean that you wanted to. In her world sex was just about partying and she loved to be the life of any party. Amber sort of felt sorry for the guys who actually wanted to fall in love with Tiffany because it was bound to be a bumpy ride. Maybe someday some guy would come along and sweep her off her feet as Eric had done with Amber but so far he was nowhere in sight.

Amber and Eric were part of a growing number of people who were redefining what it meant to be married or in a serious relationship. At least 3 million Americans were engaged in what was sometimes referred to as "commuter marriages" where the spouses lived apart and some estimates indicated that 15-20% of all relationships these days were of the long distance variety. Business or educational opportunities were the primary reasons for many of these couples to tackle the challenge of loving while living apart but with the growth of social interaction on the Internet it was simply something that could happen to anybody who became romantically involved with someone miles away.

Time zone differences were often cited as one of the biggest challenges to overcome because it could make scheduling difficult to align and when the difference was large enough it could get a bit confusing. There was a 9 hour difference for Amber and Eric so that when it was 10:00 PM in California it was already 7:00 AM the next morning in Germany. Amber actually made a chart for quick reference but she began to just know the difference in her head as time went by. It made commemorating birthdays or holidays tricky so it took some juggling to make sure they could both celebrate the event on the same day.

It was still such a relatively new phenomenon that it was hard to get a real consensus of opinion on the subject. The more romantically inclined person was apt to quote the phrase "absence makes the heart grow fonder" while the cynic would suggest that "out of sight out of mind" was more appropriate. It definitely wasn't something that everybody could handle and most people had their limits.

Eric didn't talk about his situation much with his friends and family because it didn't seem worth the effort of trying to explain it in detail at this point. His male buddies would certainly appreciate the fact that he had gotten laid by a sexy California girl on his trip to America but might have some difficulty understanding that she was more to him than just a lay. It was really the kind of thing that was hard to grasp for most people unless they had been through a similar situation themselves.

Ironically this type of socializing actually had some very old roots. It harkened back to the day when people often had pen pals in faraway places or joined "lonely hearts clubs" to correspond with potential mates primarily through the mail until both parties felt comfortable enough to actually meet. Those ideas had sort of faded away during the middle of the 20th century as nightclubs and bars became the more popular way to meet and greet prospective partners. During the heyday of the "Sexual Revolution" the idea of something as quaint as engaging in written correspondence with your future lover seemed positively antiquated. If a few drinks didn't land you in the sack you hopefully got a telephone number at least.

The Internet changed everything. The world seemed to grow so much smaller. Language was still a barrier but more and more of the world spoke English, at least to some degree, so it wasn't as difficult for people from opposite ends of the world to find a common ground for communication as it would have been a century earlier. Eric's English was outstanding but Amber was determined to try and learn at least come German and got a program on CD that she could listen to in the car whenever she drove around. She was afraid she'd never really master it but she wanted to make the effort. She hoped to someday visit his home and not have to be completely dependent upon him to translate everything for her. And if that day never came she would have at least learned a new language.

It may not have been the easiest way to have a love affair but they were both determined to try and make it work. The magic between them was just too great to walk away from without a fight.


CHAPTER 17:

"Hey, I have some good news," Eric said as he slipped his shorts off. "My bosses were really happy with what I did in Chicago."

"You told them?" Amber gasped.

"What I did during my business trip," Eric chuckled. "That was the primary reason I went there."

They were on webcam and had been chatting for a while before starting to disrobe. Usually at this point the conversation shifted into sex mode but Eric had waited until he was sitting in his room with a raging hard on before bringing up his news.

"Oh, God there I go into bimbo mode," she laughed. "I take one look at that amazing cock and my brain turns to mush."

"Well I can put my pants back on if that will make it easier for you."

"No, no, no! Once you've unleashed the beast it can't be caged until it's completed its task."

"What I was going to say was that my company is seriously interested in expanding into the American market in a much bigger way and since I speak English well and had such a successful trip over there they're planning to send me on more American trips in the near future. In fact, if they decide to start a branch there I'd be the man they'd want to head things up. It would be a nice promotion, a big raise and I'd be based somewhere in America, depending on where they decided to open their first office."

"You can stick a desk in my bedroom if you want," Amber laughed.

"Well they'd probably be looking for something a little more spacious and it might be hard to explain to clients why we were meeting in someone's bedroom but if you were lying there naked it might be a great sales tool...at least for the male customers."

"Hey I'll go lesbian for your female clients if that will help. At any rate my roommate would at the drop of the hat."

"So I guess what I'm saying is that we may be able to shave a few thousand miles off our itinerary if this thing goes through and I decide to take them up on it," said Eric.

"Look, it kills me to say this but don't do it just for me. I mean I would totally understand if you didn't want to pack up and leave your home behind. I know how important friends and family and familiar surroundings can be. From the very start of this thing we've both been trying to avoid putting one of us in that situation," Amber reminded him.

"Let's see...I'd be living in America, which I already have a great fondness for, I'd be the fastest rising executive in my firm, I'd be making a ton of extra money and...hmm...it seemed like there was something else that I was looking at as an upside....oh yeah...I'd be closer to the woman I love."

"Ha ha, very funny," said Amber dryly.

"I thought it was kind of funny," he shot back.

"Well I've been staring at your cock the whole time so I'm not totally focused on anything else at the moment so you'll have to forgive me."

"If this thing happens you'll have plenty of chances to stare at my cock in person. I hope that doesn't cause it to become so commonplace that it starts to bore you or something."

"Darling, I have a hunch that the day I become bored by your erect penis is the day I become totally gay or blind. And even if I am blind you can just stick it in me somewhere and I'll be happy," she told him.

"You don't have to worry about that. If I'm close enough to stick it in you I'm sure I'll have no trouble finding a suitable orifice."

"I'll leave the choice up to you then. Just give me some warning if you're going to poke my ass because that's still kind of a weird sensation and I'd want time to get it lubed properly," Amber chuckled.

"Hey, that's right, I haven't fucked you in the ass yet have I? It's hard to believe there's still some virgin territory between us."

"Of course I haven't put on a strap on yet and fucked you in the ass yet either so there may be more territory than you think," she said with a sly grin.

It was huge news and worth discussing in greater detail but there would be plenty of time for that later. All this talk about asses and cocks and fucking was driving them wild as usual and sex took center stage for the moment.

In reality it was the best news Amber could possibly have heard but she really didn't want to pressure him. If this was something he really wanted for himself then the future looked very bright indeed. Certainly it meant that he would be coming back to America in the near future so they wouldn't have terribly long to wait for their next face to face encounter. Obviously it was a big move for his company and not something that would happen overnight, if it happened at all, but it certainly gave them hope. Maybe it would turn out that he relocated to New York or somewhere else across the country and they would still be separated by thousands of miles and several time zones but at least they would be moving in the right direction. And when you think about it that's all you can ever really hope for in any relationship whether you live in the same house with your partner or they're stationed in a colony in outer space.
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