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CHAPTER 1:

When I first discovered the wonders of "cybersex" I had absolutely no idea how much it would end up changing my life but now that it has I finally feel comfortable talking about it. It all started harmlessly enough, as so many things often do, when a friend of mine told me about an online community called Second Life where you could create a 3D cartoon version of yourself, called an "avatar," and explore an enormous "virtual world." The place was only limited by the imaginations of those who built their own cities and attractions and one could fly as easily as walk.

It was a place to act out any fantasy that might pop into your head from being a pirate to driving a speedboat. You could skydive from insane heights or even gamble real money in one of the many virtual casinos that dotted the land, even if it took a little while to figure out the odd games that you were wagering on. Shopping became my first addiction as I wanted to expand my wardrobe options as quickly as possible. A lot of the stuff for sale seemed a bit on the "slutty" side and something you might expect a stripper to have on at the start of her act but nobody seemed to mind if your shorts were climbing up your ass or your boobs were hanging out of your top. That was really the first step down the road to becoming the "new me." I'm quite proud of my figure and work hard to maintain it but I don't go to the supermarket looking like a hooker. Even though it was just an animated character that I was controlling from my computer keyboard it took a little time for me to work up the courage to actually put on some of the more risqué things I had purchased and strut around in public.

To interact with other people you typed your conversations, something I was already familiar with from "chat rooms" and other real-time computer interfaces. I was kind of surprised at how many people from different parts of the real world had found their way to this place and it was always interesting to converse with someone half way across the globe, and difficult sometimes if you both didn't speak the same language. Most of the people seemed friendly but occasionally it was hard to just shop in peace without a bunch of guys trying to hit on me. There was nothing really special about my avatar, I had tried to make her look as much like me as possible, but virtually everyone in Second Life was gorgeous. As silly as it sounds all that perfectly tanned and toned flesh was kind of arousing. The women all looked like porn stars and the men looked like those guys on the cover of romance novels. They may have been old, bald and fat in real life but here they could be anything they wanted to be, and most of the guys wanted to be well-built, well-hung and in the presence of beautiful female companions. They may have been shy in real life about walking up to a gorgeous girl but behind the shield of their masculine and muscular alter-ego they were pretty darn aggressive.

Lest you think that I am being arrogant by lumping myself in with the "gorgeous girl" crowd I must state for the record that I did try to tweak my avatar a little, especially over time, to enhance my natural looks. In real life I'm 5' 7", weigh about 123 pounds and my dimensions are 36c-25-35. My face is usually described as "cute" and I have long, dark brown hair. On a good day I can turn some heads when I walk into a room but like most people I'm far from perfect. In Second Life it didn't take too much effort to erase those imperfections and accentuate a few of my natural assets. My avatar was quite a looker, but so was everybody else's.

The friend who got me into this thing lost interest pretty quickly but I was still enthralled by it all and trying to figure out how everything worked so I was on my own most of the time. If you met someone that you wanted to stay in touch with you could add them to your "friends" list but I wasn't really the social butterfly type. I never initiated conversations with anyone but if someone started talking to me I would always try to be polite. That was pretty much the way it had always been for me in real life; I had my circle of friends but I wasn't exactly the life of the party. Flirting and small talk wasn't my thing, I preferred to get to know someone well before getting too romantically involved and my relationships were always strictly exclusive. I like my freedom and I'm a busy woman so I've never been in a hurry to settle down but if "Mr. Right" came along that would be great.

At the moment I wasn't seeing anyone so Second Life was a pleasant distraction. I had my evenings free to dress up my avatar in some trashy couture and romp around this fantasy world ogling some male eye candy and  trying to figure out what this whole place was all about. The first time I did figure out what it was all about came as quite a shock.

I had gone to one of the many nightclubs available and just for fun hit the dance floor, even though I didn't have a partner. You just clicked on the "solo dance" button and you were instantly busting moves with the best of them. After a while a cute guy named Rick asked me if I would like to dance with him and we both selected the "couples dance" option. Suddenly I was in his arms and chatting away as the animated dancing was on autopilot. Rick, or whatever his real name was, seemed like a nice guy and we had a good conversation going when he suggested that we go back to his place. You could own a house in Second Life or rent an apartment but it cost real money to do so and I had yet to make that kind of investment. The proposition seemed a little abrupt to me so I politely declined but I did agree to list him as a friend. I was still thinking very much in real life terms and it took a little more than a whirl on the dance floor to get me going home with a strange man.

Later I thought about how silly that was. In Second Life I was completely anonymous. and didn't volunteer a lot of personal information. I could "teleport" out of any situation that I found uncomfortable or simply turn off the computer. There was no real harm that could come to me by going to some strange man's virtual house. He had been a gentleman all evening and wasn't pressing me for personal details so what did I have to lose by going with him? The whole point of this place was to do all of the things you'd never do in real life so I decided that if the opportunity presented itself again I'd throw caution to the wind and take a chance.

What I soon found out was that Second Life thrived on sex. It was actually everywhere. You could buy "sex furniture" that was packed with animations for you and your partner, or partners, to simulate just about any act imaginable. And that was only the beginning. A guy like Rick might have a "sex bed" in his house but you didn't need to hook up with someone who had a private pad or build one yourself, there were tons of places you could go for sex of every kind possible. There were nude beaches and elegant mansions as well as a large variety of bondage dungeons or seedy motels. If you could dream it up you could screw there. There were even virtual prostitutes that worked for real money. It all seemed kind of silly to me but it was intriguing at the same time. I wondered why anybody would pay money to watch their avatar having sex with another avatar.

Like I said, I think I've got a pretty darn good body in real life but I'm still always a little nervous when swimsuit season rolls around. It's always felt funny to me to expose much skin in public. It wasn't so much that I was afraid I wouldn't look attractive, it was almost more the other way around. As someone once said, if you dress like a fireman don't be surprised if someone asks you to put out a fire. That was always my philosophy; if you dress like a slut men will assume you are one and you'll get nothing but lewd comments and indecent proposals. In the computer game I found it very enjoyable to wear all the skimpy little things I'd never wear in real life because it wasn't really me, it was just a 3D representation of me. Having crossed that bridge easily enough I set my sights on sampling something even more daring, like a trip to a virtual nude beach.

The first time I decided to go au natural in Second Life was actually a little nerve wracking. I had no idea why it should bother me in the slightest but there's something about this sort of virtual world that feels extremely realistic. Everybody else on that beach was buck naked so it wasn't like being a stripper or streaking or something but it still made me uncomfortable but excited at the same time. It's very hard to explain to someone who hasn't tried it but it's a bit like those motion simulator rides you see at theme parks. You know you're not actually on a rollercoaster but you still feel every drop and turn in your stomach. The first time I shed my virtual clothes and walked around nude in front of other people I genuinely felt nervous, as if I was actually there. Nudity is such a huge taboo in society that even pretending to be naked in public was hard to wrap my head around at first.

The first thing I noticed, quite frankly, was cock. I had seen plenty of fabulous studs with their shirts off and their trousers bulging in the game but this was the first glimpse I had gotten of the whole package. They were appropriately flaccid on the public beach but since the man controlled the size and shape of their equipment there was still plenty of flesh on display. A dip in the pool in real life can cause even the best of them to shrivel up and hide but there were no such restraints in this perfect environment.

I have always fancied myself somewhat of a connoisseur of male genitalia so it was nice to have this kind of variety to examine, even if they weren't erect. An enormous phallus might be considered the ideal in Japanese lithographs but I've never personally been crazy about the idea of having something the size of a telephone pole shoved inside me. I like a certain shape, particularly one that slopes gently upward, and it doesn't have to be huge to get my juices flowing. I think that a man's rod can be an absolute thing of beauty. I heard a female friend comment once that she thought cocks were kind of ugly and vulgar with all the veins bulging and the thing throbbing all the time but I couldn't disagree more. I think they're fabulous and a work of art.

Taking nude strolls on the beach or dancing with some naked men became quite comfortable in no time and it was inevitable that I would want to take the next step and do some "fooling around" with one of these magnificent studs. I had absolutely no idea how you could possibly simulate something as intense and intimate as sexual intercourse with a couple of cartoon characters clicking through a bank of prearranged animations but I thought it would be a lark to give it a try. If I could actually feel nervous about taking off my clothes maybe I could feel some kind of genuine arousal if I took it a little further/

It turned out that there was actually a little bit of skill involved to make the sexual experience more fluid and "lifelike" but fortunately I found a guide who knew the ropes quite well. He called himself Lord Brayton and when he wasn't naked liked to dress in sort of medieval garb. I'm not sure why I decided to accept his invitation to go off somewhere more "private" with him but I liked the look of his avatar and he seemed like an articulate and well spoken fellow when we were chatting. In real life I've never been obsessed with a man's physique when considering someone to go out with, I'm much more interested in common interests and the basic chemistry between us but I like to fantasize as much as the next gal and when I do I'm usually thinking about a pretty well-built guy. Brayton fit the bill perfectly with his ripped "six pack," slim waist and broad shoulders. I don't know how many hours in the gym it would take to get a body like that but in Second Life it was just a few keystrokes and clicks away.

He took me to a cave behind a waterfall that I had no idea existed on this beach "island" and soon found myself wondering what I had gotten into. As dumb as I felt I decided to be honest to Brayton and explained that this was my first virtual sex encounter. He was delighted to be the lucky man chosen to pop my "cyber-cherry" and he couldn't have been nicer or more patient with me. He explained how the various "pose balls" worked and that this cave was kind of limited in the options available but that the animations were really pretty secondary.

"Cybersex is about communication," he said. "You really don't need to spend too much time fooling around with the animations. It's all about the dialogue. When you can get the animations on screen to match up with the things you're talking about it can add another dimension to the experience but real cybersex doesn't need any animations at all."

He asked me what I was wearing in real life and I had to laugh as I admitted that I was in sweats and a t-shirt. Not exactly the sexy image he was probably hoping for but he took it in stride. I could have told him anything but for some reason I felt truthful at that moment.

"That's fine, beautiful, I'd just like to picture you in my head as much as possible. I'll bet you look hot in sweats and a t-shirt. Are you wearing a bra?" he asked.

I lied this time and told him no. I had absolutely no idea that this was going to involve so much real life detail. I figured it was a fantasy and we'd just be characters acting out some kind of role but I began to understand that the real fun was in blurring the line between fantasy and reality. I made a mental note to dress for the occasion if I ever decided to do this again. Then came the real shocker when he asked me if I would like to see a photo of his cock. You could upload pictures and share them with other people but it was never something that had crossed my mind since I was trying to keep my real identity as secret as possible. I didn't mind my avatar romping around nude in public but I wasn't sure how comfortable I was with letting anyone know anything that might reveal too much about me in real life. I told him that I didn't have any pictures but he said that didn't bother him he just wondered whether I would like to see what he looked like.

I didn't want to offend him and I could delete the thing later anyway so I agreed to accept his "gift" of a photograph of his fully erect penis. It kind of took my breath away. It looked like it was about 7 to 7 1/2 inches long, circumcised, straight as an arrow and featured a slightly large head. There were veins protruding and it looked very wet as if it had just been lubed. It was a masterpiece of manhood in my eyes. The guy could have gotten that picture off the Internet for all I knew but for the moment I was prepared to believe that Lord Brayton was equipped with this impeccable penis. I started to get turned on for the first time and left the picture open on my screen so that I could look at it during the proceedings.

"Do you like it?" Brayton inquired.

"Oh, yes...very much!" I typed in reply. 

"Good. I want you to concentrate on that tonight because I'm already getting as hard as I am in that picture just being here with you. I want you to think of me stroking it as I sit in front of my computer. I want you to know how horny you're making me."

That wasn't too difficult to do. I already had a picture of what Lord Brayton might actually look like in real life firmly planted in my mind and with that photo to stare at the fantasy was all the more tangible. I could easily imagine that avatar come to life, sitting in a room somewhere like I was, watching his computer screen while chatting me up and occasionally giving that delightful cock a little attention when he could get his hands free from the keyboard. God knows I sure would like to be giving it more than a little attention.

We went slow and I enjoyed the foreplay. He was controlling the animations from some kind of menu and was quite good at switching both of our poses to coincide with whatever we were saying at the moment. Sometimes he would speak about what our avatars were doing and sometimes he would interject something about real life. It was a fascinating mix that worked on so many levels. When he asked me to take my top off I was about to remind him that we were already naked from being on the nude beach but I suddenly realized that he meant my real top and gladly slipped the t-shirt over my head. The bra was getting in my way and it landed on the floor rather quickly so that I could squeeze my breasts and play with my nipples.

When his avatar's cock came to full erection it looked remarkably similar to the real life photograph I felt a little shiver of excitement that totally caught me off guard. It was just a 3D character in a computer simulation but knowing that there was a real man somewhere out there controlling that character brought the whole experience to life in a way that I would never have guessed possible.  

"Oh, baby, you are making me feel so good. If I were there right now in your room what would you want to do?" he asked.

That was an easy question.

"I'd want to suck your cock," I replied.


CHAPTER 2:

I don't know if I've ever uttered those words, exactly, in real life but it felt like the right thing to say at that moment. A few minutes ago I didn't know this guy existed, and still didn't know him in real life, yet here I was anxious to give him head and to describe the whole process in graphic detail. On cue my avatar dropped to her knees and took his marvelous prick into her mouth. My mouth. Her mouth. It was all getting a bit confusing.

"Do you enjoy sucking cock in real life?" he asked.

Normally that would have been a rather personal question that might have offended me, especially coming from a total stranger, but I didn't care if he knew. My hand had already slipped down into my sweat pants and I was fingering myself at the time so I decided to say what I really felt...as soon as I could get both hands on the keyboard.

"I like it a lot more than I used to," I replied. "I used to be a little scared of giving head and would just kind of kiss it or give it a lick or two if a guy seemed to really want it that bad but one day I decided to take the plunge and just put the whole thing in my mouth."

"How did it feel?"

"Really warm...and kind of like I was going to gag. I had to learn to relax my throat to really take a guy all the way down to his balls."

"Oh, God, that's making me hard," he said. "So you'd take me all the way down to my balls?"

"Without hesitation," I replied. "I'd be squeezing your balls right now, very gently of course, and working my way slowly down your shaft."

Why was I telling him this and why was it making me so horny? While it was definitely difficult to type and masturbate at the same time cybersex did have one advantage in that I could talk with a mouthful of dick. Of course I never had to describe what I was doing before I just did it but there was something powerfully erotic by having to put my actions into words. Fortunately I had developed some pretty good techniques for giving head that always seemed to go over well with my gentlemen friends and it was kind of interesting to relate them in text form. My avatar was just bobbing her head back and forth on his rod but even that was kind of a turn on as we were talking about oral sex at the time. Oddly enough in some ways it was actually hotter to tell a man what I wanted to do to his cock than it might have been to actually do it. Lord Brayton certainly seemed to enjoy hearing me describe my lusts and desires. 

"Are you still dressed?" Brayton inquired.

"Just the pants. The shirt bit the dust a while ago."

"Take them off. I want you naked like I am."

That sounded like good advice and I quickly slipped out of my sweatpants. I was sitting at my computer, totally nude, for the first time in my life and it felt wonderful but itt seemed so out of place. Normally if I was checking my email or web surfing or online shopping I was wearing whatever I happened to be wearing at the moment, just as I had been when I logged on to the game tonight, but freed from the restraints of all clothing I felt sexy and dirty and completely caught up in the action. 

He wanted to know everything that I was doing to myself. Masturbating is usually a very private thing and most people don't even like to admit that they do it, let alone go into any explicit details, but this was different somehow. I knew he was jacking off and he knew I was playing with my pussy so there was no point in being coy about it. The trick was to keep your partner supplied with whatever information they needed to sustain the fantasy. It was challenging, but fun.

"Pinch your nipples for me," he suggested. "I would love to have your nipples between my teeth right now. Just close your eyes and pretend I'm sucking on them, first the right one, then the left. And while I had one in my mouth my fingers would be playing with other. Can you feel that?"

"Oh, God yes," I replied. I really could feel it, both physically, from my own touch, and mentally from the image in my head of his mouth on my breasts."

"You want my cock inside you, don't you? You've been staring at that picture and trying to imagine how it would feel sliding gently into your wet pussy. Isn't that right?"

"It has crossed my mind, now that you mention it."

"That's good, darling. Look at how big and hard it is. If I were there right now you'd be dying to have me put this inside you, am I right?"

"Oh, hell yes!" I replied. "I would love to have your beautiful big cock in my tight little pussy right now."

"How badly do you want it, baby? Are you ready for it? Have you gotten nice and wet or do I need to lube it up like in the picture?"

"Oh, I'm plenty wet but lube it anyway. I like how slippery it looks in your picture," I told him. "It looks like you could just glide it in and out of me all night long."

"Anything for you, babe, just let me grab the lube."

I could picture that man spreading some kind of gel all over his hard on and it almost made me cum. It was probably rock hard and throbbing by now and glistening in the light.  

"It's so slick now," he informed me. "My hand just glides over it with ease."

"I wish it was my hand," I suddenly typed. "I would love to wrap my hand around your shaft and corkscrew my way up and down. It's so hot I can feel it from here. It's throbbing in my hand."

"I'm pulsating just thinking about your touch," he replied. "My hand reaches over between your legs and feels the moisture practically running down your leg."

That was the weird way the conversation went. Questions and answers, real life and Second Life, instructions, suggestions and descriptions all flowing into a strange mix of alternative reality that was amazingly effective. He was right, I was dripping down my leg. I was so freaking wet it was hard to comprehend that the only tool I was using to stimulate myself was my fingers...and my mind. Oh, how powerful the mind could be. I really wanted this man inside me. Maybe that wasn't his real cock. Maybe he wasn't even a man, I had no way to know for sure, but whoever was at the other end of our conversation knew how to get me aroused somehow. As I gazed at that picture and worked my clit with my fingertip I was literally aching for him to penetrate me. He must have read my thoughts.

"You're looking at my picture again, aren't you?" he said.

"Can't take my eyes off it."

"You want me inside you. You're thinking about my big cock and how good it would feel right about now if I slipped it into you."

"Absolutely. What are you waiting for?" I asked.

"I don't know. I'm not sure how bad you really want it."

As crazy as it sounds I wanted it really bad! It's stupid, I know, he wasn't really doing anything to me and was probably hundreds or even thousands of miles away but the whole thing was building to a fevered pitch.

"Please put it in me," I said, unexpectedly.

"You'll have to do better than that."

"I want your cock inside me."

"More."

"OH FOR CHRIST'S SAKE WILL YOU FUCK ME!!!!! I'M BEGGING FOR IT!!!!!!!! FUCK ME NOW STUD!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

"I grab you around the waist and flip you over on all fours in one swift move that takes you by surprise. In an instant I spread the cheeks of your ass apart and plunge my cock into your waiting pussy."

My avatar was now in the "doggy position" and Lord Brayton was humping me on the screen with his big, muscular arms around my tiny waist. I was mesmerized by the sight and snapped a "screenshot" as a keepsake. I never thought I could lose my virginity twice but I was honestly enjoying this much more than the "real" first time even though I was just sitting alone in front of my computer.

I never thought I'd beg a man to fuck me. That's so not who I am in real life. But I realized how much of a turn on that must be for a guy. I'm a girl and I admit that I've played hard to get sometimes, I think most women have at one time or another. Once you realize the power of the pussy and how desperately most men want sex, any sex, it's pretty easy to act like you're doing a guy a favor by spreading your legs for him. I've talked to other women about it and some of them have it all worked out in advance. They only go so far on the first date, or they have to go out for some arbitrary length of time before they'll consider it. I confess that I've done it, too, but it does put a lot of pressure on a man. They have to work so hard to get laid sometimes that there's probably no greater male fantasy than to hear a woman pleading for him to fuck her. I've never done it real life but it felt good to do it here because I could tell how much he enjoyed it. I did want him to fuck me. I've had lots of times where I wanted my man to fuck me but I never expressed it like that before. I didn't want to give up the upper hand, which was really pretty selfish and stupid. Anything I could do to enhance his experience was just going to enhance mine in the long run. I made a mental note and filed it away for further consideration.

Part of my unbridled enthusiasm was probably coming from a desire to stroke my partner's ego but a lot of it was obviously coming from someplace inside me that I usually didn't tap into. Women are usually taught that it was offensive to be thought of as a "sex object" but I was actually getting kind of kick out of being the object of this man's desire. I told him to pull my hair. I asked him to spank me, and even insisted that he do it harder. Madness, obviously utter madness, but it was so damn fun. I wished I could get in that position but there was no way I could reach the keyboard from the floor so I just rose up in my chair a little and spanked myself. That sort of thing has never been part of my actual lovemaking and I have no idea why I suggested it but I wanted to feel his strong hands slapping my behind. I actually climaxed while I was lifting my butt out of the chair and things were starting to get kind of messy.

I was literally out of control at times. My typing, which is normally fast and impeccable, was  becoming a jumbled mass of letters that only approximated the words I was seeking. There weren't really any words to describe the sounds I was actually making.

"AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!!"

"OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO"

"FUCK YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!"

That was the language of cybersex when hands were too busy elsewhere to find the keys. I had climaxed once already and was close to doing it again and I suddenly became completely obsessed with making him cum. This was a total stranger, using a fake name, that I didn't know existed a couple of hours ago but now my world was focused on trying to get him to ejaculate. His hand may have been providing the friction but I wanted to be the real reason he was cumming. 

"I'm close, I'm so close baby," he managed to type somehow. "I've got to keep my hands free. You talk to me through it."

As many times as I've seen it the process of a man getting hard never fails to delight me. The only thing better is the payoff, but I honestly haven't seen that terribly often as my men generally cum inside me. I've seen porn films, of course, where the "money shot" is always performed externally and laughed at how unrealistic that was but seeing a man shoot his wad is actually one of the great joys of life. Lord Brayton was about to blow his load and I desperately wished he was here to shower me with it.

"Oh, come on baby, you've got to cum for me. I don't care where. Shoot it all over my tits or my ass if you want to. NO! CUM IN MY MOUTH! That's what I want. I want to taste your hot jizz slamming into the back of my throat. I've got my mouth open wide and my tongue sticking out. Put it right on my tongue and let it rip. SHOOT IT FOR ME!!!!!!!!!!"

That seemed to do the trick. His animated dick had the ability to ejaculate and it was like a geyser of sperm flying out of his virtual prick. Under most circumstances it would probably have been hilarious but I was so thrilled that I had made this man cum that it was sexy beyond belief. Even now I almost blush to think about how graphic I was in describing the aftermath; the taste of his cum, the way I finished him, the manic intensity with which I licked him clean. I must have sounded like a maniac. 

There wasn't much more to it after that. We could have stayed and "cuddled" in the afterglow if we had wanted to use those animations but it was getting late, at least where I was, and he probably wanted to clean up pretty badly. I have no idea how he handled the process in real life. Maybe he wore a condom or something to keep it all contained but I was a sticky mess and needed a shower. After a few pleasantries and compliments we added each other to our friends list, put our virtual clothes back on and that was that.

My computer chair was soaking wet so I ran to get some paper towels to try and minimize any potential damage. The keys on my keyboard were sticky as hell from my fingers so I tried to clean that off as well before heading off to the bathroom to clean myself and reflect on the remarkable experience.

I'm a fairly orgasmic woman but like most gals it wasn't an automatic thing that I would climax even if the sex was really good or I was with a special partner. It sort of happened or it didn't, though it was easier for me to get there myself than with someone else. That was obviously part of what made this work so well, the fact that I knew how to get myself off better than anyone. The things that shocked me were how much more I enjoyed masturbating with someone else involved in the process via long distance and how easily I slipped into a sex role that was very foreign to me. I'm not a prude or a girl who can't leave the lights on but I was some kind of wild animal all of a sudden. Without the ability to actually touch the man I knew I would have to rely on playing to his imagination, and he no doubt felt the same way. That was really the crux of the whole thing; turning yourself loose to become the lay of someone's dreams. That guy had probably jacked off a billion times to pictures of naked girls or porn films and it was probably something he usually did in a hurry and wasn't likely to discuss with anyone. It was delightful to think that I had been able to make that experience something he could happily share with another person with no embarrassment or shame. It almost felt noble, like I had done my good deed for the day, but of course I got myself off twice in the bargain so I wasn't exactly being the Mother Theresa of cybersex. That caused a disturbing image to flash into my head  but it made me laugh anyway. 

I had no desire to delete the photo Lord Brayton had sent me nor the snapshot I made of the moment he first "entered" me. I made a little folder in my computer documents to store the mementos and found myself taking a peek at them a couple of times more before hitting the sack. It still seemed a bit silly to me that I had gotten so worked up over an animated sex game and as I got ready for bed I wondered whether I had made a mistake by doing it. I don't usually beg men to stick it in me or get off on having my hair pulled and having someone cum in my mouth and swallowing was definitely not part of my usual routine. But then I figured that's what Second Life is supposed to be; a fantasy extension of your real self.

One thing was certain. If I ever did this again I would have to be better prepared.


CHAPTER 3:

Now for the record I've read The Second Sex and The Feminine Mystique. I've been a woman working in a "man's world" on more than one occasion and there are plenty of guys I can demolish on the tennis court. I consider myself a man's equal in just about anything any day of the week, including sports trivia, and I'm sure I carried some of that defensive attitude over into the bedroom. Being female in the 21st Century is very different than it was hundreds of years ago, even 50 years ago but sometimes I think it's not so bad for a woman to just enjoy being a woman, especially in the sack. I got a kick out of helping Lord Brayton feel like a real man but I also got a kick out of what I was feeling. Cavemen didn't ask you out for dinner and movie, if they could catch you they could fuck you. That impulse in implanted in our basic DNA. Now I'm certainly not advocating a return to primordial savagery but it actually felt kind of good to have a man make me his little bitch for the night.

By lunchtime the next day I knew I was hooked. I couldn't wait to get home and try it again. For some reason I just kept thinking about it all day long and getting aroused. I had to actually stop myself from reaching between my legs once or twice. I wanted so badly to talk to somebody about my experience but it was kind of a difficult topic to bring up in a conversation. First off I'd have to explain how the whole virtual world thing worked and how I had ended up in a cave behind a waterfall with a naked dude who called himself Lord Brayton and sent me pictures of his erect cock. Just getting that far with the story would take forever and make me sound like the pervert of all times. If I told a woman she would probably be shocked or offended by my behavior and if I told a man he would probably never stop hitting on me. The only person I could think of to discuss this with was the friend who had gotten me started in the first place.

I gave her a ring and casually mentioned that I hadn't seen her in Second Life much these days and missed her company. She was glad I was still enjoying it but said that it got a little boring after a while. I managed to mention, innocently enough, that there sure seemed to be a lot of sexually related things going on there and she agreed.

"Have you ever tried any of that sex stuff?" I asked.

"No, why would I want to?" she replied, a little surprised that I would bring it up.

"Oh, I don't know, just out of curiosity I suppose."

"Getting hit on all the time was one of the main reasons I kind of lost interest, if you want the truth. There were actually guys who wanted to send me naked pictures of themselves! Can you believe that?"

"Wow, that's pretty wild," I said, trying not to reveal what a shameless harlot I really was.

"If a guy at work made that suggestion I would have him up on sexual harassment charges so fast it would make his head spin."

"Well that's a little different, I suppose. That would be someone you actually know and work with," I pointed out.

"So a total stranger sending me a picture of his dick would be better?" she laughed.

"I guess not, when you put it that way," I replied.

"If I had a boyfriend and we couldn't get together all the time in real life I might see how it could be a way to hook up online that would be a little better than just chatting or talking on the phone but I really have no idea how that would work anyway. Seems like it might be more of a bother than just typing a message. I can't even imagine what kind of person would get a thrill from fake sex," she said. "Probably just a bunch of ugly, desperate, losers who wouldn't know what to do with a real partner if they could actually manage to find one somehow."

What kind of a person, indeed? It made me stop and think. When you spelled it out like that it did sound pretty bad. Had I allowed myself to be some kind of "victim" of overly aggressive male behavior? Was I just falling into a trap of providing men with some new form of free pornography? Was there really something wrong with me because I actually enjoyed it so much? I mean, it was a two-way street, I wasn't just servicing some guy, even if I did resort to some tactics that might have been more appropriate in a porn film or a bordello. I really had a good time. Maybe my friend would have too if she had ever tried it. I was pretty skeptical and dubious at the start but my virtual companion had really helped to ease me into the thing...just as he eased his throbbing manhood down my throat. Stop it! You crazy bitch, what are you doing? You're not some kind of sex maniac! What the hell is the matter with you? You can't even keep your hands out of your pants in public.

Maybe there were ugly, desperate, losers out there who could only get laid in a fantasy world. What was wrong with that? Everybody deserves to be happy and to feel good, that shouldn't be a special privilege reserved for attractive, popular people. It actually made me kind of angry that there was such an elitist attitude out there. Lord Brayton, whoever he was and whatever he looked like in real life certainly sounded like a man who knew how to please a woman. In my fantasy mind I hoped he looked something like his avatar but at the end of the day it made no difference whatsoever. We were just two people, stripped of all the superficial things that might very well have kept us apart in real life, trying make each other cum. Hell, I didn't even care if it was a woman who secretly wanted to be a man or was just curious to try a different role. I was convinced I was talking to a man  and that's all that was really required.

I honestly couldn't blame my friend for having a negative attitude. I had entered into this situation with a lot of skepticism but I knew I was going to try it again, if for no other reason than just to see if it was some kind of fluke. Maybe I stumbled on the right guy by accident and most men would just be crude or immature or uninspired. Lord Brayton certainly talked a good game but what was he doing in a cybersex land if he was that great of a lover in real life? What was I doing there? Maybe he was in a loveless marriage and this was how he got his kicks or perhaps he was an older guy who still longed for the action but felt too old for the singles bar scene. I kind of liked that idea, a mature guy with years of experience who would never ask a younger woman out in real life but who could probably still give you a thrill. Maybe it was the convenience that attracted people. Going out on the town was kind of a big production and there was nothing worse than sitting in a singles bar all night and going home alone. Hell, it really didn't make any difference who they were or why they were there as long as they could make me believe in the fantasy.

My normal sleeping attire, if I'm sleeping alone, is pretty comfortable but not too sexy. There was plenty of hot lingerie in my wardrobe for the right occasions so I decided to dress for the part. Sexy under-things do feel so much better against your skin that it's arousing just slipping them on. I chose a little "shorty" nightgown that barely covered my ass. It was made of a very silky material and had a pretty floral pattern that I always liked. If I had been with a guy I would have had on my matching panties but I figured they would just get in the way. In real life it would be fun to have a man slip them off but for this job it was just unnecessary baggage.

The computer chair I covered with a nice, soft, towel and had another towel handy, just in case. I wanted to keep my fingers as clean as possible so that I wouldn't totally destroy my keyboard. Next it was time to rummage through my collection of sex toys and pick out some appropriate tools. I grabbed a little battery powered vibrator and a pretty realistic looking dildo that was flesh colored and even had balls you could squeeze. That seemed sufficient to do whatever I might feel like doing.

I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror and stopped to look for a moment. I felt very sexy in that nightgown and as I glanced at my reflection I thought that I really looked sexy, too. If my avatar had that same piece of lingerie we'd look remarkably similar and that filled me with a lot of confidence for some reason. I guess I figured that if a man found my avatar attractive I would know that he would feel the same way about the real thing. If he talked about how beautiful my breasts were or how much he enjoyed gazing into my piercing blue eyes I could honestly take it as a real compliment. I had done a remarkably good job of creating myself as a 3D model.

When I logged on I could see from my friends list that Lord Brayton wasn't online. I was a little disappointed. I had sort of dressed for his benefit and had his picture out in anticipation of another encounter but I was ready for anything...and anybody. I decided not to go back to the same nude beach I had been at the night before. Don't ask me why. I had no real life romantic illusions about Lord Brayton but since he was my first and made it so special I kind of wanted to keep that as "our" place for some reason. I used the online search engine and just typed in the word "fuck." Holy cow, there were a lot of responses. "Fuck Beach," "Fuck Island," "The Fuck Shack," "Dirty Fucking Whores," and countless other variations that greeted me. I read some of the descriptions and they were pretty blunt and to the point. "This is a place for women who like to fuck and the men who want to fuck them," was a pretty typical write up. Some got way more specific and featured various fetishes and whatnot but I was basically looking for some good clean, dirty fun. A lot of places seemed to mention something called "bukkake" but I had no idea what that was until I searched it on the Internet. Apparently a girl got in the middle of a circle surrounded by men who all tried to jack off on her simultaneously. Not tonight, I thought. Just give me a place where I can get my pussy pounded by some well-hung stud. I picked one out, dressed in some suitably slutty attire and teleported to the destination having no idea just what 

exactly might be in store.

The place looked something like a gentleman's club, or at least what I assumed a gentleman's club looked like having never actually been inside of one. There were actually strippers swinging around on poles and some guys sitting at tables watching them. I wondered how much money they made for doing that. Maybe they just did it for fun, living out some kind of stripper fantasy. I wandered around for a little while and found a room, which was more of a booth actually, with a glass window that opened out to the main room of the club. There was a huge dildo mounted on a seat right in the middle of the booth and I began to get the idea of what it was for. I had a hunch that if I "sat" on it some animations would be triggered and folks in the club could get an eyeful of my antics. That sounded kind of intriguing to me so I removed my virtual hot pants and gave the dildo a whirl.

As I suspected my avatar begin to bump and grind on the thing which turned out to also be animated so you could clearly see the device pumping up and down inside me while I rode and bounced and played with myself. It wasn't long before I started to attract a bit of a crowd. I hoped I wasn't stealing attention from the strippers and had no idea if I was breaking some kind of a rule by using the club's equipment but the folks watching seemed to appreciate the show.

There were two kinds of chat available, "public," that anyone could see and "private," that existed just between two people. All of the chatting last night had been private but here in the club I was getting a lot of lewd compliments from the bystanders in public chat and it kind of turned me on. I've never come close to stripping or entering a wet t-shirt contest or doing anything that remotely resembled exhibitionist behavior but here I was, or my avatar at any rate, getting rammed by a mechanical dildo for the pleasure of all assembled.

Suddenly I got a private message from a guy who called himself "Nitro" and he asked if I would like to join him in one of the rooms upstairs. His avatar was a little sinister looking with dark eyes and tattoos everywhere that I could see but that only made him all the more mysterious and sexy. I didn't come there to hold hands and look at the sunset I came to get laid so I jumped at his suggestion and hopped off of the machine. Now tattoos have never done anything for me in real life but given my adventurous new attitude I kind of enjoyed being hit on by a "bad boy" type. It seemed like even my old ideas of what made a man attractive were starting to change somewhat.

I followed him up the stairs, assuming that there was a bedroom of some kind up there, but as we were passing a pool table he suddenly stopped. 

"How about right here?' he asked.

"On the pool table?"

"Why not? Don't tell me a hot babe like you has never been banged on a pool table before."

Had I been missing out on something? I don't even know anybody who owns a pool table. Is this a popular attraction at biker bars? I knew I shouldn't have skipped all those "hot babe" meetings, they probably explained it all when I wasn't there. There really wasn't any reason not to. I had just been on display in a glass booth riding a sex toy so getting banged on a pool table that anyone could walk by didn't seem as odd to me as it would have 24 hours earlier in my life. I agreed to go for it and as soon as the animations were activated my avatar was on her back, lying on top of the pool table with her legs draped over the side. Nitro stripped and got busy with his tongue. He asked me if I had any pictures and I replied that I hadn't. He offered me one and I accepted again. The photo last night had actually been pretty stimulating. If this was a pretty common practice I just might have to consider coming up with something although the thought of taking a snapshot of my genitals seemed a little weird to me.

When I received his picture I was surprised that it was almost a full body shot. It went from about his knees to the top of his head. He was a really cute guy. I thought he looked way better in real life than his avatar. He had light, wavy hair and a radiant smile. His body wasn't over-the-top muscle bound or anything but he looked athletic and fit and there were no signs of tattoos.

"Wow, you're quite a looker," I told him. "In real life I'd much rather go to bed with you than a guy who looked like your avatar."

"Do you look like your avatar in real life?" he asked.

"Quite a lot, actually. I was just noticing that tonight in fact."

"Where do you live?"

"California," I replied, figuring that was safe enough to volunteer. It's a big state.

"I'm in Colorado. That's not too terribly far. Maybe we should hook up sometime."

That was a development I wasn't totally prepared for. I kind of shrugged it off and we spent the rest of our time concentrating on the sex. If that was really him he was a very good-looking guy. If I met him at the public library he'd probably go home with my phone number. I wondered whether he really would hop on a plane and fly to Los Angeles to fuck me. More than that I wondered if he lived six blocks away from me would I want him to be over here fucking me right now? In about 20 minutes when I was wetter than the Rain Forrest and moaning like a banshee I'd probably be searching for airline rates to Denver but that would pass and I would be content to curl up with my teddy bear for the rest of the night but it was a fascinating concept. 

Nitro went down on me for starters and then bent me over the table.

"Jesus, is that you or did you shove a pool cue in me?" I exclaimed.

"That's all me, baby, and I haven't even given you the whole thing yet. You think you can handle it all?" 

"You don't have to be gentle with me, stud, I like it deep and hard!"

"Yeah, I thought you would. You dig getting big old cocks shoved up inside you, don't you?"

"Bigger the better. I want to feel your balls slapping against my ass," I bragged.

"A little whore like you needs to get fucked by a big cock."

When he was "in character" he was kind of rough guy calling me "bitch" and talking about how savagely he was pounding me and so on but when he was talking to me as "himself" he seemed like a really nice guy with a good sense of humor. I took a couple more snapshots for my collection and had a pretty good time but it never quite reached the intensity of the night before. This was more "play acting" for me than genuine passionate intensity but I got off and he got off so mission accomplished.

Honestly Nitro seemed more interested in just being friendly and chatting about things in general than getting wrapped up in a heavy sexual fantasy. Being the bad boy with tattoos was just something he was trying on for size. You could change your appearance anytime you wanted and this was just one of many guises he had worn. Obviously it wasn't just the ladies who liked to shop for kinky gear and pass themselves off as sluts. He seemed genuinely concerned that he hadn't offended me by any of his tough behavior and I assured him that I took it as just part of the fun of coming to a place like this. I wasn't really the kind of girl who masturbated in public or screwed strangers on a pool table. I think we were both just giving our alter egos a little test drive.

We parted as friends and he suggested again that it wouldn't be impossible for us to meet in real life. He also said he'd really enjoy seeing a picture next time as that would help him visualize the sex better. I was pretty determined to guard my personal information carefully when dealing with anyone I met online but I could see his point about the photo. It did really help me to fantasize when I could see the other person involved but I certainly wasn't about to show my face like he did. Just too many risks involved with that. Who knows where that picture could end up or who might see it someday? A shot of my pussy, on the other hand, was pretty harmless. There might be some ex-boyfriend out there who had done enough time down below to identify me in a "pussy lineup" but the odds seemed pretty remote.

I did kind of wonder why this good-looking guy was "settling" for virtual sex when he could probably be getting the real thing without that much trouble but then I reminded myself he was probably wondering the same thing about me, assuming I looked the way I said I did. There was always the possibility of some kind of scam or sinister intent when you were dealing with the Internet. A photo proved absolutely nothing. There were countless reasons why Nitro or anyone else for that matter, might want to live a virtual double life. I was finding it very stimulating to be the kind of woman who could take a walk on the wild side and it was a very quick and convenient way to get off without all of the complications and potential hassles that went along with real life dating. My simple preparations with towels and sex toys were nothing compared to the amount of time I would have spent getting dressed up and fixing my hair and makeup to actually go out to a club or a bar or something. It paid to be cautious but it wasn't my place to judge what someone else's motivations might be.

The bigger issue that kept running through my head was the kind of sex I wanted to have online. I didn't do a lot of bar hopping and one night stands in real life. Hell, I really didn't do any. I've gone out with friends and been hit on before but it would take something special for me to hit the sheets that night with a strange man who just bought me a drink. Why was I so attracted to this slutty side of my nature? I used to be nervous about my avatar just being naked on a nude beach but once I broke that barrier I couldn't wait to try something more advanced and risqué. I really enjoyed the attention of being on display tonight in that booth and the knowledge that other people were periodically walking by and watching me get laid on the pool table. Where did that come from? Was it purely a lark and a silly bit of outrageous fun or was it actually a fantasy that I had never admitted to myself before? It didn't really matter, I supposed, as it was all just a game anyway but it did set my mind to wondering about where my true, deepest desires might actually lie.

Sex had virtually always been something that happened down the line when I met a guy I liked and went out with him for a while. This whole idea of just hooking up with a stranger who would fuck the living daylights out of me and then go on his merry way was kind of appealing. Relationships are complicated and time-consuming and they don't always work into my busy lifestyle. I don't meet "perfect matches" every day of the week but many times I do find myself craving sex. This was a nice supplement to the old dildo and vibrator routine but I began to wonder if I could ever be tempted to try something like this in real life.


CHAPTER 4:

The pussy picture turned out to be a bit of a challenge. I had actually decided to take a couple of different shots to see which I might feel more comfortable about distributing but it's not quite as easy to take a good photo of yourself as you might think. Being somewhat of a photographer in real life I knew I wasn't going to be content with the typical snapshot in the mirror or cell phone at arm's length kind of thing.  If I was actually going to photograph my private parts and show it to someone else I wanted those pictures to look good! 

It wasn't the sort of thing that I could ask someone to shoot for me. If my friend who introduced me to Second Life had been interested in cybersex we could both take pictures of each other but her reaction was pretty much the same I expected from anyone I knew. They would all be pretty shocked to discover that I was actually planning to pass these things out to strange men I met on the Internet and they'd probably never look at me the same way again. Ironically if I walked up to a strange man in the street and asked if he would like to take a picture of my pussy I'd probably get a favorable response in no time, but asking a friend to do it was running the risk of changing the dynamic of our friendship forever.

I dug the manual out for my camera and figured out how to use the built-in timer so that I could set the camera on a tripod and then strike my pose before the picture snapped. I broke out a pair of fishnet stocking and a garter belt to enhance the look and began my foray into amateur porn. It must have looked pretty funny to see me clad in nothing but stockings racing back and forth from the camera to my bed, striking a variety of poses before streaking back to check the composition of the shot. I probably went a bit overboard but once I started I figured I might as well have a nice selection to choose from.

There was a pretty tight shot of my pussy as I just sat on the edge of the bed and another where I got on top of the bed with my legs spread open and my fingers slightly pushing the lips aside to reveal a little more. There was one of me with my ass in the air facing the camera and my head down on a pillow and another where I was standing bent over with my hands on my ass cheeks pulling them apart for maximum visibility. My boobs got some close ups and some profile shots and I ended up with a variety of "headless" body pictures but those kind of freaked me out so I tried to find other ways of showing my whole body without revealing my face. It was a lot more work than I needed to do but I actually kind of enjoyed the process. Looking at those photos made me feel sexy and pretty and confident in a way. I'd never really analyzed my body like that. I really had no idea what a man would see if he mounted me from behind or what the view was like down between my legs, looking up the way a guy would look if his head was nestled between my thighs. I wanted photos a man could dream about where I looked ready and waiting for him to penetrate me.

I imagined it was a lot easier for me to simulate the effect of having sex with my online partners by using my sex toys and assumed that most guys were just stroking themselves with their hand but maybe they had "pocket pussies" or blowup dolls or something. I had no idea how most men masturbated, it wasn't something I had given much thought to before. I knew that my boyfriends got themselves off but I never pressed them for details and they never offered any. There was so much stigma about masturbation that a lot of people didn't even want to admit that they did it, let alone discuss it with someone else. I probably would never have talked about it either until I experienced cybersex but it felt kind of good to get it out in the open. It was really nothing I needed to be ashamed about. Everyone wants to get off but sometimes you're flying solo. By describing the act to someone else while I was doing it masturbation became something entirely different in my eyes. It wasn't an embarrassing little secret that I had to hide in the bathroom anymore I was free to express what I liked and what I did to make myself feel good. By adding the fantasy element of communicating with another person during the process it wasn't that difficult to pretend that I was actually with my fantasy lover and that was really the icing on the cake.

The first time I got to share some of my photos online I got an unexpected response. "Big Bob" was impressed but seemed a little skeptical. Apparently I had done too good of a job.

"Wow! Is that really you? Come on, that looks like a picture out of a magazine."

I had to relate the whole wacky story of setting up the camera with a timer and running back and forth and explained that since I did a lot of photography in real life I held my work up to a higher standard. He seemed totally amused by the story and all the more impressed by the pictures now that he believed it was really me.

"Damn, you are one fine-looking babe! That's the sweetest little ass I think I've ever seen. You could be a porn star with a smoking bod like that."

That was quite a nice boost to my ego. As I said before, I really like a good-looking cock, but it wasn't the first thing I was apt to mention to a guy. I was always afraid it would sound kind of crude or make me seem like some sort of a pervert. Big Bob actually had a pretty nice looking pecker and I could see how he got the nickname.

"Hang on a second, Bob, I'm going to have to break out something a little larger if I'm going to simulate that monster raging inside me."

Bob was amused and flattered and didn't mind at all that I was grabbing my "porn star" dildo that was supposedly molded from the real thing. I had a few toys but I started thinking that it might be fun to get a variety of the realistic kind of dildo so that I could try to match my virtual partner for the evening as closely as possible. It was probably a crazy idea and kind of pointless but the more I could do to make the simulation realistic the more I seemed to enjoy it.

I had found some fishnets and a garter for my avatar that pretty much matched the ones I was wearing in my photos and I had decided to go with that look tonight. 

"What are you wearing, babe?"

"What you see in the picture," I replied. "Black fishnets and a garter belt."

"Man I'm going to have a hard time holding back. Fishnets drive me wild. I can already feel cum dripping out."

"Well, save some for me!" I cried.

"I will babe, but those pictures got me hard as a rock."

"It sounds like that big, beautiful cock needs some female attention on the double. Would you let me lick it? I want to lick it like a lollipop."

My avatar was soon lapping at his manly candy cane. I don't usually give head to my dildos but for some reason I decided to stick it in my mouth. When I told Bob that I was afraid he was going to blow his load right then and there.

"Tell me what you're doing to me babe, I've got to know."

"I've got my right hand down at the base of your shaft holding it tight while my left hand is cupping your balls and kind of shifting them back and forth. My tongue is down there too but I'm slowly dragging it up now to the head. Then I repeat the process, moving over slightly like a painter painting a wall. I want to make sure it all gets covered."

"Jesus, that's hot!" he moaned.

"Not as hot as your mammoth shaft, baby. You're so warm on my tongue I can practically see steam rising as I lick. Is that what it's like, Bob? I know you've got it in your hand right now. Is your dick hard and hot?"

"You know it darling," he replied. "I've usually got pretty good stamina but you're driving me insane!"

"Try to hold on. I'm just getting warmed up. I'm still licking my way around your shaft but my left hand seems to be creeping further between your legs. My lips come back up to the top again but I don't go back down this time, I let my tongue play with the rim of your head. I'm running it all along the crease where the head meets the shaft. You can picture that, can't you Bob? The soft, moist tip of my tongue flicking at the rim?"

"You've obviously done this before."

"Yes," I said, "but not usually with such a gigantic tool. This might take a little work to get it down but I'm willing to give it my best shot if you are."

"Oh, I am, believe me, I am."

"Good, because I just decided to take the plunge. Oh, God you're big! It feels like I can barely get my mouth around you, but I want to...I have to. You ever had a hummer, Bob? That's what I'm doing right now. I don't even know what tune I'm humming but I bet you can feel the vibration. Does it feel good? Do you like the sensation?"

"What I would give to have my cock in your sweet mouth right now," he groaned. 

"But your cock is in my mouth, darling, I can feel it. You want to fuck my mouth, don't you? I can tell. You've been lying there, like a good boy, letting me play and lick and suck but you feel the urge to take charge," I said.

"I do, absolutely. I'm aching for you. I'm out of control. I grab your head and force my cock deeper and deeper into your mouth. I feel like an animal but I want you to take it all!" he cried.

"I gag for a moment but I know I can do this. I feel like a sword swallower in an old carnival side show. It doesn't seem possible but I'm actually getting it down somehow. I can't hum anymore, I've got to concentrate on working my way to the bottom."

"Keep going, babe, I want to see your lips all the way down to my balls. You're fucking incredible!" he gasped.

"My left hand has been wandering between your legs, caressing and probing. It's found its way to your anus and I'm putting pressure there. Suddenly my middle finger juts into your ass."

"Mmmmmmmmmmmmmm."

"You weren't expecting that but you like it, don't you Bob?" I asked.

"Oh yesssssssssssssssssss."

"I can feel your hands grabbing my hair tighter and tighter as you force my head violently down on your shaft, but I'm not the only one getting penetrated right now. I'm fucking your ass with my finger as fast as I can move it. I'm deep throating your rod while I finger fuck you like you were my little bitch."

Where was this stuff coming from? I'd never put my finger in a guy's ass before. If a man grabbed my head and tried to force me down on him I'd probably flip out. I've had guys put their hands on my head while I was blowing them before but it was just kind of resting there, there was no real force being applied. Once I got over my fear of oral sex I started to enjoy it and always tried to do a good job but I hardly considered myself a specialist at it. Most men seemed pretty happy if I was willing to put it in my mouth at all. 

"Damn, girl I think you must really be a porn star," he exclaimed. 

"Now I'm squeezing your balls...oh you want to cum so bad. You want to blow your load right in my mouth. It's been building up all this time and you're getting ready to explode," I told him.

"Oh, yes, baby...but I want so bad to make it last, I just don't think I can."

"That's all right, darling, I totally understand. You've been a total stud just getting this far," I said, trying to sound encouraging.

As for myself I was dripping wet without having done much at all to touch myself. When I make love to a man in real life there are so many things that go into the equation; mood, setting, emotional connection to my partner, but most of all there's the physical sensation of being touched by someone else. If I'm giving a blowjob I don't have to tell the guy what I'm doing, he can feel it for himself. He knows where my fingers are and what they're up to. Nobody really has to say a word throughout the whole process. That's what made cybersex so fascinating to me, the challenge of it. He really couldn't feel the warmth or wetness of my tongue on his shaft but I had to make him feel it in his mind. In a lot of ways I had to think like a man. I tried to turn myself into the ultimate fantasy girl and it seemed to be working.

It was a bit of an eye-opener. I realized that I had never really talked about sex all that much with my real lovers. Not in this kind of detail at any rate and certainly not in such graphic terms. If I could get a guy's motor running that hard just by the things I said I could imagine how much better it might be if we were both together in the flesh. Maybe being a little more of a "dirty girl" wouldn't be such a bad idea the next time I did it for real. It wasn't making me feel cheap or degraded to talk like a whore and I don't think anyone was looking down on me for it, it was just something that men seemed to enjoy. Honestly, I was kind of enjoying it too. If there's one place in the world you don't want to feel restricted it's in the act of love. 

Big Bob seemed apologetic that our session didn't last too terribly long but I took it as a compliment. I was working really hard to see that he got his rocks off. There was nothing to prevent us from hooking up again sometime. It would just give us more things to try.

After a couple of weeks of cybersex encounters on a pretty regular basis I was really starting to get the hang of it. So far I had been with a different partner each time but I wasn't going out of my way to carve as many notches on my bedpost as possible, it had just worked out that way. Based on the conversations I had outside of the sex part I might have been very interested in getting to know any number of these guys better, which was also an eye-opener. I've always been kind of picky and deliberate about choosing who I went out with but through this totally random process of getting picked up by men for cybersex I was discovering that there were quite a few fellows out there with a good sense of humor, the ability to carry on an intelligent conversation and an adventurous sexual attitude. Maybe I needed to expand my horizons on the real life dating scene and be more willing to take a chance.


CHAPTER 5:

I was really getting into my secret sex life. I started to expand my real life collection of sexy clothes and underwear. I bought a wicked see-through bustier and found one in the game to match. Then I got an adorable red and black lace under-bust corset that laced up and decided to take a few new pictures wearing that. My breasts are pretty perky by nature but with the corset on pushing them up even more my boobs seemed to be defying all the laws of gravity. Having figured out the technique for photographing myself and getting good results I had a blast posing in some of my new attire as if I were a Victoria's Secret model.

My sex toy collection also expanded. Thank God for online shopping! I just don't think I'd feel too comfortable buying rubber dicks and things to shove up my ass over the counter. Then I found something called the "Hot Seat Vibrator." This is basically something like an inflatable pink pool toy with a big vibrating penis sticking straight up from it. It reminded me of the device I rode in the glass booth and seemed like a good way to get a vibrator inside me while leaving my hands free to type. Of course my first attempt with it turned out to be a bit of a disaster as I vibrated my way right on to the floor. I had to improvise some straps to keep the thing in place which seemed to work pretty well.

Eventually I met a guy who turned me on to an even more exciting enhancement to my cybersex experience when he told me how easy it was to use voice chatting instead of having to type everything. It didn't require a terribly expensive microphone and the quality of the sound wasn't always spectacular but the freedom was delicious. Fortunately I live alone and tended to get pretty noisy anyway when I was really working myself up with one of my toys so sitting in front of my computer while issuing a stream of dialogue that would make a sailor blush was no problem. You couldn't use it everywhere because voice chat tended to slow the system down but whenever I got the chance I was going live on my microphone. If nothing else it was probably good training to be one of those phone sex girls if I ever needed a job to fall back on.

I had several guys mistake me for an "escort," the polite name for hookers in the game, and another one thought I worked for the sex club where he banged me. Instead of being offended I took it as high praise. If my brand of sex was what men were willing to pay good money for I must be doing something right! I had always thought of myself as a reasonably attractive woman with a healthy and normal love life but through my online experiences I never felt more in touch with my sexuality in my life. 

I tried stripping in Second Life but I found it kind of boring. Lots of clubs had "stripper poles" with appropriate animations built in but that was sort of all you could really do. When took clothes off in the game they just disappeared from the screen, they weren't real objects that you could swing around your head or toss into the crowd. Masturbating in the glass booth wasn't much different, I just bounced up and down on a dildo while some people looked through the window. I was coming to realize that there was some sort of exhibitionist streak in me and I was curious to know whether it carried over into real life. It had already, to some extent, with the photos I had been taking and passing around in the game but that was still a privacy of the bedroom no one can see my face sort of thing. I wanted to know if I could let it all hang out in real life and still live with myself in the morning.

I decided to invent a persona for this other side of my nature and called her "Super Slut Girl."  I wanted to see if mild mannered me could jump into a phone booth and emerge as a raging vixen if the need arose. It wasn't quite as altruistic as wanting to save the world from evil but it was a start. My virtual alter ego had already been making the world a happier place to be, one cock at a time, and I thought it might be possible to spread the joy around even more effectively if I didn't have to confine my raunchy activities to some computer simulation.

I decided to make my initial foray into public exhibitionism the same way I had done it in Second Life, on a nude beach. Fortunately one of the largest and most famous nude beaches in the country was just down the freeway in San Diego. That seemed like a good place for a dry...or wet run if I chickened out and spent all my time hiding in the water.

Black's Beach was a little tricky to get to and involved hiking down a cliff but the view from the bottom was spectacular...and the scenery was great, too. The beach is kind of divided into two parts, both of which used to be clothing optional, but now those who wanted to flaunt it all had to confine their activities to the section run by the California Department of Parks and Recreation. 

I really had no idea what the hell I was doing but I packed up some "beach stuff" and headed off. I don't normally go to the beach by myself but this was another one of those times where I couldn't really think of any easy way to invite someone along. In Second Life a lot of the nude beaches were strictly nude but this was a clothing optional situation so I went clad in a bikini and spread my towel on the sand. I figured the good old sunbathing thing was as good a place to start as any. If I was going to go all the way it would probably be in very gradual stages.

As I surveyed the area I noted that it was about a 50/50 mix of nude or topless people to those in bathing suits so I didn't stand out as some kind of prude for wearing my bikini. I applied some suntan oil and attempted to look casual. I'm not a big fan of lying out in the sun usually with all the potential health hazards but one day wasn't going to kill me and I might even get a decent tan. I brought a book and read that for a while but I was actually kind of bored. To hell with it, I thought, let's at least show something, and off went the top.

Of course I immediately flopped over on my towel so that my breasts were still concealed but it felt kind of wicked to be out in public in broad daylight with no shirt on. Then I caught a glimpse of some astonishing manhood walking straight out of the ocean and in my direction. He was tall, muscular and gorgeous from head to toe, just the way I like them. It was like being in a perfume ad, except this dude was buck naked. I sat up to watch, I can tell you that, and my heart starting beating a little faster. Had he spotted my magnificent rack? Was that why he was coming out of the water? Was there enough room on this towel for the both of us? Oh, I'd make room.

Suddenly another striking stud appeared from nowhere and jogged along the beach in front of me. I watched his cock bouncing up and down as he ran and tried not to drool on myself. I felt like a hungry dog staring at a bone, and if that's not a suggestive phrase on a variety of levels I don't know what is. So many men...so few me. This was too good to be true. Unfortunately that did turn out to be the case. The jogging hunk ran up to the Adonis in the sea and they both held hands and walked off together in the sunset. Well, the sun wasn't really anywhere near setting but it might as well have been. Damn! Why did so many well-built guys always turn out to be gay? It didn't seem fair somehow. At least it had gotten me sitting up and I felt ready for the next step.

Off went the bikini bottoms! I was nude in public for the first time. I wasn't shaking with fright, that was a good sign. I glanced around casually trying to see if I was getting any looks but it was pretty hard to tell. People were spread out all over the place and with all the sunglasses about who knows where the eyeballs behind them were roving to? I was naked, damn it, and darn proud of myself for being so. Even a bikini always made me a little uncomfortable, even though I knew I had the body for it. It wasn't a self-image thing as much as a morality thing, for lack of a better word. Nudity was taboo. Dressing provocatively was "sending the wrong message" or "inviting trouble." I'd heard female friends saying that they wouldn't wear a really revealing bikini because too many men might hit on them and I usually just nodded my head in sympathetic understanding. I really like men so I don't usually object to them being friendly but I didn't want to say anything and get kicked out of the respectable girl's club. 

I felt great. I felt free. I decided to run and frolic in the ocean. Unfortunately I didn't know how to frolic so I just wadded around and swam for a bit. Unfortunately no more super hot guys appeared from the waves to teach me how to frolic so I just went back to my towel and read some more. Before I left I decided for one more bold act and paraded myself along the shore and back. Bingo! I turned some heads. I snuck a quick peek behind to make sure that there wasn't some supermodel in my wake or that I wasn't dragging a jellyfish by the foot. No, it was all clear. Stacey Zackerly was strolling nude in public and men were taking notice. For the return trip I decided to ramp it up all the way and jogged back. My boobs were bouncing as proudly as any Baywatch babe's had ever done. Get out your cell phones, boys, this is probably a once-in-a lifetime photo opportunity.

I have no idea what got into me that day but I'm glad it did. What's the point of keeping yourself in shape if you never show it off? The only other time I had ever felt this free was when I was a young teenager and went skinny-dipping with some friends up at a lake. I hadn't filled out by that point and we were really just kids but it felt great to be doing something that we all knew would be seriously frowned upon by grownups. There were both girls and guys there that day and it was my first look at a real live cock. There was a boy, whose name I don't even remember, but I sure remember his dick. He was either a little older or had just matured more quickly but he had a pretty man-sized package and I couldn't take my eyes off it. There wasn't anything sexual going on but at one point he got an erection. I can't blame him, if I was a guy I probably would have gotten a hard on seeing all those naked girls. I doubt if I was the cause but I certainly appreciated the display. His cock looked so perfect to me, majestic almost. It was circumcised, long but not huge and very gently pointed upwards. It was the cock by which I have judged all other cocks to this day. If he's reading this and recognizes the incident I hope he appreciates the indelible impression he made, God knows I do!

That wasn't a bad day at all, I thought as I drove home. I didn't talk to anybody and there was nothing overtly sexual about the experience but it was a big step forward in my life. Shy girls don't get naked in public and I was sick of being a shy girl. That was a far cry from riding a dildo in a glass booth in front of spectators but it was a major breakthrough for me. I didn't know if I ever really wanted to ride a dildo in a glass booth but I definitely wanted to be more comfortable and aggressive sexually. It was probably time to kick it up a notch.

After giving it some thought I came upon the idea of entering an "amateur night" contest at a strip club. For me that might actually be more like two or three notches above jogging on a nude beach but I started to mull the idea over. I'm a pretty decent dancer. I took some ballet lessons as a little girl and some modern and jazz dancing classes in high school. I wasn't very strong at tap but I figured I wasn't likely to be doing much tap dancing at a strip joint. 

I searched for "how to strip" videos on the web and learned some very fascinating things about restoring furniture before I tracked down what I was looking for. Fortunately the Internet can make you an instant expert on almost anything and I read every tip and watched every 

tutorial I could find. The next step was actually going to one of those places and watching the real thing in action. For this journey I did recruit a platonic male friend to escort me. I told him I was writing a story that had to do with a stripper and needed to do some research. That was basically true except that the story was actually going to be about me doing the stripping but he was happy to oblige.

There was one fringe benefit of being a writer and that was that if you ever got caught doing anything a little weird or embarrassing you could always say that you were just doing "research." I've done that once or twice but I don't like to play that card too often. It usually works but you still get some odd reactions.

Walking into the strip club was a very strange feeling. I was a little surprised, but relieved, that I wasn't the only girl in the crowd. I just wanted to observe, I had no desire to get up close to the action or go off for a lap dance or something. What my friend wanted to do I had no idea but that was up to him. I was probably the only person in that place who was there to actually watch the dancing.

There was a tall blonde on stage when we came in who had sort of a "cowgirl" theme going on and did a lot of moves like she was riding or roping or something. She sported a pair of enormous, but rather obviously fake tits that looked more like party balloons than boobs to me. If they had been filled with helium instead of silicone she would have floated to the ceiling, but now I probably just sound catty. She was a very pretty girl and if she didn't like the tits nature gave her she had every right to enhance them surgically. We can't all be born with naturally perfect breasts that are full and supple without being ostentatious and protrude proudly in 

defiance of Isaac Newton. God, now I just sound like an arrogant bitch!

I didn't catch all of her act but it sort of seemed like she was relying heavily on her breasts to carry the performance. I didn't see anything dancing-wise that was too intimidating. Next up was a really cute Asian girl with a slim, petite body. Now this girl could dance. She worked the pole like a circus acrobat and I knew that if I tried half the stuff she was doing I would probably land on my head and end up in traction. She was good on the stage, too and had some killer moves. My friend seemed to really enjoy her as well and rewarded her with some generous tips.

For me this was one of those nurse the cheapest drink you can buy for as long as you can kind of situations as the booze was insanely expensive. The thing I found most encouraging was that the audience was very supportive. I may have been taking very critical notes in my head about the dancing but this wasn't a tryout for a Broadway musical. This was about assorted pretty girls taking their clothes off in front of some very loud and probably intoxicated men. There sort of seemed to be some kind of equation that said the smaller the tits the better you had to dance but that wasn't an absolute rule, and one night at one club is hardly sufficient data to make any 

bold pronouncements. 

It was a good bit of research and I felt more confident now that I had actually been to one of these places and sampled the atmosphere. My companion disappeared on me for a while and when he returned he explained that he had gotten a lap dance from the Asian girl. He hadn't planned to do it and didn't want to blow that much money but he was kind of obsessed with that girl, and Asian girls in general. That was part of the reason that we were just buddies, we weren't really each other's "type."

When we got back to the car I could see he was a little uncomfortable and I asked what was bothering him. He said that lap dances were extremely frustrating since you weren't allowed to touch the girls. I thought that was a strange policy but he assured me that most strip clubs didn't allow the customers to touch the strippers at all. You had to keep your hands on the chair while the girl did all the bumping and grinding. He knew this going in but he wanted to get as close to that girl as he could and now he was sitting there with a huge erection and pent up anxiety that was killing him.

"Oh, for heaven's sake unzip your pants," I said.

"What?"

"Unzip your pants. I can get you off if you're in agony."

"You're kidding, right?" he stammered.

"No, I'm not kidding. Whip it out and I'll give you a hand job. We're friends. It doesn't mean anything. You won't have to send me flowers afterwards."

With shaky hands he managed to unzip his fly and his cock popped out like a jack-in-the-box. I told him to close his eyes and think about that girl while I just looked straight ahead and jacked him off with my left hand as I sat in the passenger seat.

"Stacey..."

"Yes?"

"Ah, I really appreciate what you're doing but I'm about to cum...and I have a feeling that I'm going to cum a lot and it's going to get really messy."

"Do you have any tissues or a towel in here somewhere?" I asked. "An unused napkin from a fast food place?"

"No, I cleaned the car before I picked you up."

"Oh, Jesus Christ, just do it in my mouth!"


CHAPTER 6:

He wasn't kidding about having a lot of cum. He shot a load that never seemed to end. I was a trooper and took the whole wad. I thought about spitting it out but the windows were electric and I'd have to get him to power them up and it's really hard to talk with a mouth full of cum...not to mention impolite, so down it went in one big gulp.

"If you're all sticky you're on your own, I'm not licking you clean," I told him.

"Holy crap, Stacey, you just gave me a blow job," he said in amazement.

"Technically I gave you a hand job and just finished you in my mouth. Let's keep the facts straight here and not romanticize things."

"Why did you do that?" he asked.

"Hell, I don't know. You seemed to be suffering. It was a humanitarian gesture. It's what Super Slut Girl would have done."

"Who?"

"Minor comic book character from the sixties, you probably never heard of her."

"I don't know what to say, I mean, I never thought you were that kind of girl," he said.

"What's that supposed to mean?" I demanded.

"You know...most girls won't do that for their husbands. I had no idea you were that...progressive."

"Trust me, I just thought of it as if I were milking a cow. And considering the results I'd say that was a pretty good analogy."

"That's a disconcerting way of putting it," he commented.

"What do you want me to do, write you a love letter? If you'd had an old rag in here you could have just wacked yourself off and none of this would have been necessary. It doesn't mean anything at all and it doesn't change our relationship so don't think that you can just show up on my doorstep with a boner anytime you want to get your rocks off. Just be glad you had a female friend along tonight. I doubt if your male friends would have been so accommodating."

"I really, really appreciate what you did and I don't want to belabor the point but I've got to say that I'm a little freaked out by this. I dated this one girl for like seven months and I couldn't even get her to kiss it let alone...do what you did."

"If I had any idea I was going to get psychoanalyzed for this I would have left you hanging," I told him. "Look, it's just a cock. If you rub it long enough it does its thing. A hooker could have done it for you but she would have charged you money and it looks like you blew all of that in the club anyway. If your girlfriend did it for you she would have been whispering sweet nothings in your ear and you could go out and buy a ring or something. When your platonic gal pal does it for you consider it a favor and roll on."

He had every right to be astonished. I was astonished. He's a good friend of mine and a really nice guy but I've never had the slightest interest in having a relationship with him. That's just the way it is sometimes with friends. I don't know what came over me exactly except the convergence of a number of things. I'd been in a very sexual frame of mind, the club was a sexually charged atmosphere, especially since I was picturing myself on that stage, and my cybersex adventures had put a lot of ideas in my head. I had been talking to so many strange men about sucking cock and swallowing their cum every night that I probably was happy for the excuse to do it in real life. Virtual Stacey was always having men cum in her mouth, real Stacey not so much. I'd never had an enormous wad of goo like that going down my throat before, but it wasn't bad. Of course the aftertaste lingered long afterwards but that was no big deal. He had kind of a salty chalk flavor which wasn't too difficult to deal with. I didn't have a lot to compare it to so it was an educational experience at least. 

It suddenly occurred to me that this was the first real cock I had touched since I began all my cybersex adventures. I was probably just really horny. I don't know what I would have done if he had reached over and stuck a finger in my pussy as a courtesy gesture. I might have gotten out of the car or I might have hurled him into the backseat and jumped on his dick. When I'm online I can really work myself into a frenzy sometimes and I had a hunch that the next time I got laid I was really going to let it rip.

Anyway my trip to the club convinced me that I wanted to try this stripping thing at least once in my life. I looked around on the Internet for an amateur night at some place not too close to where I lived. I didn't really need anyone I knew checking out my act. I found one that I thought would be a safe distance away and studied all the rules. There was a $500 prize for first place and $250 for second plus the chance to make some tips so that was even more incentive to do a good job. 

I had already been preparing by wearing platform heels around the house whenever I got the chance. Those things are damn hard to walk in, let alone dance in, let me tell you! The trick was to apply some non-slip substance to the bottom. I obsessed over my outfit way too much, since I was just going to be taking it off anyway, but I'm a shopaholic, especially when it comes to trashy clothes these days so I savored every moment of it. I carefully selected my music and began to choreograph my routine. I set my video camera on the tripod, like I did for my still shoots, and taped my practice sessions. I studied them the way an NFL team studied game films of an upcoming opponent and I refused to settle for anything less than my best. Practicing my poles tricks was the hardest part but I managed to rig something up that was serviceable and mastered a couple of decent moves.  

Finally I was ready for the big night and got there plenty early just to be safe. I had to sign in, fill in a form and show my I.D. when I got there. The DJ  seemed to be running the talent show and he couldn't have been nicer. He was very flattering to everyone and pretty funny and made me feel quite comfortable. In addition to the basic forms and releases there was also a very suggestive questionnaire and the DJ explained that when we were called up onstage he would read some of our responses to the questions to get the audience fired up. Then the music would start and we'd go into our routine. We were supposed to choose a stage name and I chose "Veronica." I have no idea why. I just felt like being Veronica that night.

As I waited my turn I tried to be objective but it didn't really matter what I thought of the other girls anyway. I wasn't a judge and I couldn't change my routine at this point. I decided to be a good sport and cheer the other gals on. One girl looked particularly scared when she got out there and my heart went out to her immediately. I cheered her the loudest and tried to whip up some support from the men. Sisterhood, baby!

Soon it was my turn and I was standing on a brightly lit stage in front of a large room of men wearing the sexiest, flimsiest, most slutty-looking thing I had ever worn in my life.

"Our next contestant is making her stripping debut tonight and maybe we can talk her into making a habit of it," the DJ said, his voice booming through the speakers. The men cheered and whistled. 

"When asked what her favorite position was she replied the backdoor is always open at Veronica's house."

I casually bent over like I was adjusting my stockings and practically brought the house down. 

"Like they say in real estate...location, location, location. Let's give it up for our backdoor beauty...Verrrooooonnnica!"

The music kicked in and I went for it. My heart was pounding louder than the beat of the music but I was nailing my routine. All those years of dance lessons were finally paying off...though I doubted somehow that my parents would see it that way. When my top was off I really worked the tits. I had this killer move where I strutted right up to the front of the stage juggling my boobs as I walked before pirouetting into a reversed spread leg pose and bending over and launching into the next phase. I used the pole sparingly but I didn't slip or make a fool of myself. The panties were the last to go and I didn't get totally nude until about 45 seconds from the end but when I did I moved my ass like...well...like a stripper.

I was shocked at how many tips I got and felt a little embarrassed for the first time all night when I had to bend down and scoop all the money up while retrieving my clothes. When I was dancing to the music in the spotlights I was a performer, but now I was just a naked chick in a room full of fully clothed horny men running around the floor picking up cash. When the results were in I was a little disappointed to come in second but it was $250 plus tips so what the hell. The girl who won was a blonde with fake boobs, not quite as humungous as the ones I saw the other night, but considerably larger than my all natural, home grown variety. Before I left the DJ told me that they were very impressed and that if I ever wanted to consider stripping professionally I should give them a call.

I was still dancing on my way home...dancing on air. Not only did I conquer one of my greatest fears I was actually able to provide moral support to someone else. I had no intention of becoming a stripper and probably would never do this again but I was super glad that I had done it once. I felt really good about myself, which would probably offend the more strident feminists among us, but I didn't do it for the money, I didn't do it for the men, I did it for me. I was proud of being a woman, I felt good about myself and I had so much fun I can hardly describe it. So there.

I ran through my routine a couple more times when I got home just for the heck of it. Maybe I should have done more with the pole. It probably wouldn't have mattered. It's hard to beat a hot blonde with big tits. I learned that in high school and it's still true to this day. Stacey hit the showers, had some milk and cookies and curled up in bed in some very boring pajamas but Veronica was still dancing in my head.

The time had come for Super Slut Girl to really fly. I was feeling bold and powerful and I really wanted to do some serious fucking. Dildos were great and I adore all those fabulous men who banged me over the Internet each night but I wanted a real man again. Not saying that my friend in the car wasn't a real man but that didn't really count in my eyes. Yes, I could have called up an ex-boyfriend who was still sweet on me or gone to a singles bar and taken my chances but I had something more elaborate in mind.

A weekend in Las Vegas seemed like the perfect place to debut the new Stacey and her outrageously slutty side. It was "Sin City" and dripping with sex from every pore. I started to plan a completely wicked and shameless adventure where I would dress provocatively and seek out my pleasure with reckless abandon, just as I did in cybersex. I wasn't necessarily interested in changing my whole personality for all time but it was so much fun being bad in Second Life that I just had to give it a try for real, at least once.

I wanted to drive some men wild and experience the kind of no holds barred sex I was accustomed to online. Those guys all gave me the impression that what I did was a little on the special side. I wanted to see if I could get the same results in person. I had to admit that some of my cybersex encounters were better than many of my real life ones in the past and I suspected that a lot of that had to do with my attitude. I'd had good lovers before but I never let myself go with them the way I did in the game. I felt like I had learned some very valuable secrets about 

sex and what a man really wants and I was anxious to test them out.

So I cleared my schedule, booked my room, washed my car and packed some very appropriate clothes. I was heading into the unknown and this could turn out to be a total disaster that I would regret the rest of my life but at least I was going to be dressed for the occasion. 


CHAPTER 7:

I love Las Vegas and have been there many times but never on my own. I've been there on business trips, with friends and on romantic getaways but being turned loose on the town all by my lonesome was kind of scary at first. As I said at the start I've never been a social butterfly but I do like to enjoy the company of my friends and it felt funny to be checking into my hotel 

room with no purpose in mind other than finding some stranger to drill my brains out. 

When I arrived in town I had on a nice pair of jeans and a pastel top, nothing remotely outlandish or provocative but my transformation into Super Slut Girl would require a wardrobe change and I was well-prepared. My first step would actually require very little clothing as I planned to take a dip in the pool and relax a little after the long drive. I slipped into my new black micro bikini and wondered how the hell I was supposed to keep the thing in place. There were a couple of little postage stamp size strips of cloth to cover my nipples and a very thin string to hold it on for the top. The bottom was a little more forgiving with a slightly larger strip to theoretically cover my crotch and another little string to secure the whole rig. I suddenly got the impression that it was designed with posing for pictures in mind, not actually swimming, walking, diving or doing anything else that one would normally do in a swimsuit. I got nervous. 

When I looked at myself in the mirror I felt incredibly sexy but self-conscious for some reason. It didn't make any sense. I had jogged naked on a beach and stripped at amateur night. I guessed that the difference was that there were lots of naked people on the nude beach and when I was stripping I was caught up in the show. I suddenly remembered how awkward it felt when the music ended and I had to pick up my clothes. I was wearing a bikini now but the thing was so ridiculously revealing I might as well have been nude. The other thing that made it a little different was that in those other cases I had just been showing off. Testing myself to see if I could go through with it. Those were kind of pranks but I had come here to get laid. Prancing around in this skimpy outfit probably wasn't the thing I was really nervous about. More likely I was getting cold feet about this whole enterprise. Fortunately I had a robe to cover me on the way to the pool so I wouldn't have to make my decision until I got there. If I chickened out I could always retreat to my room and no one would be the wiser.

I sat at a lounge chair for a while and surveyed the crowd. Not too many people but there were some nice looking hard bodies working on their tans. There seemed to be a lot of couples there but it was hard to tell exactly who might be paired up and who might be free. A hotel pool usually attracts a fair amount of single guys just enjoying the view or looking for some action. Well, it was time to become a piece of eye candy at any rate. As for the action, I wasn't really counting on that so early in the game.

Getting up casually and removing my robe I decided to make a splash...literally. I headed for the diving board and felt like a dozen pairs of eyes were boring a hole in my back. After a couple of warm up bounces I managed to execute a rather nice swan dive. As I came to the surface I realized that my suspicions about that suit were correct and my breasts were completely exposed. I kept myself low in the water while I tried to get my nipples covered without causing any attention. As long as I was down there I made sure my bottom was still secured before gently making my way to the pool ladder and beating a hasty retreat to the hot tub. There was no way I was going to keep my boobs contained in that thing if I did anything strenuous at all so relaxing in one place seemed the safer bet.

Before too long one of those hard-bodied hunks that I had been admiring came over and sat in the hot tub across from me. We didn't speak for a little while and both pretended to be just enjoying the therapeutic jets but it was obvious what was on his mind...and mine.

"I look your suit," he said, breaking the silence. "It's very...revealing."

"More than you might think," I replied with laugh. "When I dove into the pool my boobs popped out when I hit the water and I had to stay down in the deep end for a bit while I struggled to get those girls back in the harness."

"Damn, I wish I'd brought my snorkel, I could have helped you with the salvage effort."

This was going well, I thought. The old me wouldn't have mentioned "boobs" to a stranger or called them "girls." I would have probably just said "thanks" and grabbed my robe. It was nice to see that my suggestive online chatting was translating so easily to the real world. The guy didn't wait for an invitation and just came over to sit next to me.

"Hi, I'm Jim, by the way."

"Stacey."

"Pleased to meet you, Stacey. Are you in town on business?" he asked.

"No, just a pleasure trip."

"With friends?"

"Nope, I'm flying solo on this one. And you?"

"Free as a bird. Thought maybe I'd work on my tan for a bit and then hit the tables but I've got no agenda and I'm open to suggestions."

"That's nice," I cooed. "I can be very suggestive."

I was still basically kind of lying back with my head against the edge of the tub and my arms folded in my lap and hadn't even turned to look at him much while we were talking but now my right hand drifted over to his crotch and rested on top of it while my fingers did a little probing. With my sunglasses on he couldn't really see that I was watching his reaction without turning my head. His face was getting a look of embarrassment on it but the growing bulge in his suit told me he didn't want me to stop.

"Is this giving you any ideas?" I asked.

"Oh, wow...ah...no offense but...you're not like a call girl or anything, are you? I'm...I'm really not looking for that kind of thing," he stammered.

"No Jim, I'm not a call girl," I laughed, "but I'll take that as a compliment. What sort of thing are you looking for? Roulette? A round of golf? Tickets to a topless ice show?"

"Now you sound more like a travel agent or a hotel concierge," he joked.

As I stroked him through the cloth of his bathing suit his erection was struggling to get out.  His skin-tight Speedo was pressing his shaft straight up against his pelvis and the head of his penis was just starting to peek out from the waistband.

"My goodness, Jim, a man that well-hung should probably wear a bigger bathing suit," I joked.

"It usually kind of hangs the other direction and I try not to walk around with a hard on," he replied.

"What a pity," I commented, slyly, "a man with your endowments should always walk around with a hard on. You never know when one might be needed."

"Fortunately it doesn't take too long to respond, as you can see...or feel for yourself."

"It feels very nice Jim, even concealed in its little hiding place."

"I'd like to return the favor," he said and I felt his fingers probing my bikini bottom.

He fingered me for a little while and I switched to rubbing his chest. I was really afraid he was going to shoot it right there in the tub and that might scare him off. No one had any idea that we weren't just soaking in the tub.

"Stacey, this honestly seems too good to be true. Stuff like this doesn't really happen in real life, at least not to me. This is like some crazy porn movie fantasy. Why me?"

"Because you sat down next to me and because I adore your beautiful body and your throbbing manhood. Because I think you're very handsome and you use words like concierge. You came over here because you wanted to fuck me, isn't that right?"

"Well, I came over because you're gorgeous."

"And you wanted to fuck me. It's okay to be honest. You're just freaking out because you thought there was going to be a lot of work involved. Some small talk, dinner and dancing, maybe a show or hours in the casino. But the bottom line is you want to stick more than your finger in me, isn't that right?"

"Yes...oh, God, yes!" he exclaimed.

"That's good, Jim, because I don't need a lot of warm up. I spotted you when I first walked out here and I'm very glad you had the balls to come over and be bold. I'm a bold woman, baby, and I want you inside me and I'm not afraid to say it," I announced proudly.

I was proud of myself. I know, it sounds like a funny thing to take pride in, but I was living my fantasy for the first time. Bold woman, what a laugh! I've always been as far from bold as you can get. But I liked this new side of me. I liked to know that it was there if I wanted to call on it. I didn't have to be a full-time hussy but what a delight to have this much confidence. Super Slut Girl may not have a had a cape or a belt full of fancy gadgets but I felt sort of like a sexual super heroine at that moment.

We headed back to my room and poor Jim tried everything he could do to keep his erection under control. I slipped my robe back on and he grabbed his towel and wrapped it around his waist, which at least covered him up, but it was still a little hard for him to walk at first until his giant python settled back down a bit. Once in the room I led him by the hand to the bathroom and pulled his wet Speedo off to let it dry in the tub. I got my first look at what I'd been playing with and it was an impressive sight, indeed. I reached down and gave it a few loving strokes of appreciation and it began to spring back to life almost immediately. 

"I'll bet it feels much better getting out in the open air," I commented.

I was going to remove my suit but before I could make a move he had me in his arms and we were kissing passionately. Ah...that was something I had been missing in my cybersex adventures; the feel of a man's moist lips against my own and the eager exploring of each other's mouths with our tongues. Kissing is very nice. hard to really simulate that.

While in his embrace I managed to undo the belt of my robe and wriggled enough to let it slip off. Jim didn't bother trying to remove my bikini top, he just yanked the strings to the side and I popped out just as I had done in the water. Now I started to see the wisdom of the design. 

"Jesus, Stacey, those are the most perfect breasts I've ever seen," he said almost overcome with emotion.

He buried his head in my cleavage and then started to kiss and squeeze and fondle me with great enthusiasm. Many men had talked about squeezing my tits online but it felt amazing to actually have someone doing for real again. While he was amusing himself upstairs I managed to unfasten my bottoms and tossed them in the tub. If they weren't soaked from swimming they would be now anyway so better to let them drive off.

I assumed we head for the bedroom but Jim obviously had other ideas. His hands were suddenly gripping my bottom and I could feel myself being lifted off the floor by very powerful arms. I hopped up to meet him with my legs wrapped around his back and clung to his neck as he carried me not to the bed but to the counter by the sink. I was deposited on the marble surface with my back to the mirror and I put my arms down to make sure that I wasn't going to just slide off. I still have bad memories of bouncing off my dildo mounted on a pillow thing and crashing on the floor so I was trying to get a grip on something. I usually have sex on something padded like a bed, or a couch or the back seat of a car so a slippery countertop was new territory for me. It was hard but it didn't feel as uncomfortable as I expected and the cool, slick marble was kind of sensual in a way, especially since I was still wet from the hot tub.

Jim spread my legs wide apart and I pulled them back onto the counter as much as I could and arched my pelvis so that he could get a look. He had more than looking on his mind and after a moment or two of playful fingering around my lips he buried his head between my legs. His tongue, which had just been exploring my mouth, was no less inquisitive in its new location and he periodically added a finger or two to the mix. 

"Don't forget to look under the hood, honey, I'm kind of a clit girl," I informed him.

"Wow, it's really big!" he said in amazement. 

"It just makes it easier to get to," I assured him.

Now it was my turn to do a little head grabbing. I had always been too shy to even use a word like "clit" let alone instruct a man to attend to it but what the hell. I forced his face down onto my crotch and he moaned with delight. At least I hoped it was delight. I might have been suffocating him.

"Oh, Jim I don't know what you do for a living but you'd make an excellent mechanic. You sure know how to service a woman."

When he came up for air I was still holding onto the back of his head and I just held him there for a moment and gazed into his eyes. They were a very pretty shade of green that I hadn't really bothered to notice before. Those eyes had such a look of longing in them. I suddenly realized that I was still wearing my sunglasses and even though they were rather expensive I ripped them off and tossed them aside.

"Is that better?" I asked.

"Oh, yes," he moaned more than spoke. "I don't know if I've ever seen a shade of blue quite like that. They're just so beautiful you should never cover them up."

This part I hadn't expected or planned for. I had sized him up as a delectable hunk of man as I assumed he had been judging me as a piece of ass but eye contact does funny things to people. From the moment we reached the bathroom all the engines had been running full speed ahead. It had all been fumbling and groping and grabbing like mad, the lust taking over our brains, but this tiny interlude changed the pace and he leaned forward to kiss me very sweetly. I had absolutely no idea who this Jim character was; what he did for a living, where he was from, how old he was. We didn't even know each other's last names. But my crazy experiment seemed to be paying dividends. If he walked out the door and out of my life forever I would have accomplished my goal, and then some, but if we ended up getting to know each other better that might work out just fine as well.

Jim obviously felt the mood change too and I was suddenly in his mighty arms again, this time being carried like a bride across the threshold. As we headed for the bedroom I did manage to slip my bikini top off and hurled it in the direction of the tub. Hopefully it landed somewhere in the vicinity. Jim placed me very gently on the bed and I pulled my legs back in anticipation. He sat for a while just looking at me and stroking my legs almost absentmindedly. I was as ready as I needed to be but I let my fingers slip down and do a little playing with myself while I tried to figure out what he was waiting for. Hopefully I hadn't taken him out of the mood for some reason.

"What's wrong, Jim?" I finally asked. "Don't you want to be inside me? You look like you've got a steal shaft down there."

"Oh, fuck it!" he said.

Whatever clicked in his brain he turned back into an animal in that instant. He hit me with every inch he had and I began to know how the pavement felt when someone took a jackhammer to it. He slowed his savagery down a little and I moaned with delight. I thought back to those times where I tried to spell out the sounds I made in the throes of passion and almost laughed. I could feel bolts of electricity shooting through my loins as I climaxed more violently than usual. My legs were quivering and I started to make a sound that I can only describe as something of a whimper. I don't really know if I had multiple orgasms or whether it was sort of one really long one but when he erupted inside me I felt absolute exaltation. Now that's what it meant to have someone fuck the hell out you.

Jim pulled out of me almost before he had finished cumming and I wondered if he wanted me to take him in my mouth but he suddenly sat upright on the edge of the bed with his head in his hands. I knelt behind him and started rubbing his shoulders.

"I'm married, Stacey. God, I am so sorry that I didn't tell you. That's why I hesitated. I knew I had to get out of here but I just couldn't do it. I wanted you so bad. More than anything I think I've ever wanted in my life."

So that was the answer to the mystery. I was definitely disappointed a bit. I was prepared to drop my Super Slut Girl routine and at least grab something to eat with the guy and see what that might lead to. But I had no desire to be a home wrecker, whatsoever. It was better that we never exchanged any personal information. He knew what room I was in but I could always switch to another if it seemed like he was going to be pounding on my door in the middle of the night telling me he'd just left his wife or something.

Fortunately that didn't appear to be the case. He was just a horny guy on a business trip. He loved his wife and he felt terrible about cheating on her but he also admitted it wasn't the first time. I wasn't totally surprised. I tried to cheer him up and reminded him that I was the one who grabbed his prick in the hot tub. It would take a very strong man, indeed, to walk away from the kind of seduction job I was working. I just suggested that in the future if he wanted to avoid these situations he probably should refrain from sitting next to bikini clad babes in hot tubs and stick to the craps tables or hit the links. And wear a baggier bathing suit.


CHAPTER 8:

I straightened out the bathroom and settled down to take a little nap after Jim had departed in his soggy Speedo. It made me wonder how many married men I might have gotten off in cyberspace. No way to know, really. It wasn't something a person was likely to volunteer and I certainly never asked. What would I have done if he had told me about the wife right from the start? Probably suggested that he go back to sitting on the other side of the tub. But what about at some later point? After I was stroking him through his suit? When he was kissing me in the bathroom? While I was in the middle of a shattering orgasm? Would I have asked him to pull out and go home? Not likely. Fortunately I didn't have to make that decision. I wasn't faced with a moral dilemma. It probably worked out for the best anyway because it took the question of a potential romance right off the table. I was free to go back to my original plan. But did I really want to? Hadn't I demonstrated enough to myself already? Would I really fuck more than one guy in the same day? I really would be Super Slut Girl. As I dosed off I felt remarkably comfortable and relaxed, although I might be a little sore below when I woke up. Once Jim decided that he was going to finish the job he didn't hold anything back.

I thought about those couples who get off on watching their spouse have sex with someone else. It seemed so contrary to basic human nature. Most people would be horrified to find out their partner had slept with another person and being forced to watch the act would be a special kind of horror. But there were actually couples who took great delight in just that sort of thing. It wouldn't surprise me at if some of the guys I was making it with in cybersex had their wives or girlfriends in the room. Maybe they tossed out suggestions for positions or things to say. That was kind of a weird thought but virtual sex is the perfect place to indulge in such fantasies without actually going through with it in real life. Maybe that's where I should have left my fantasies...on the computer, but I was here now and it had started with a bang...literally, so I was certainly tempted to keep the ball rolling.

When I woke up it was evening and I went to dinner at one of my favorite Italian restaurants in town. It felt a little funny to be dining alone but so be it. I was back in some comfortable, casual clothes and not sure yet what the rest of the evening would be like. I could entertain myself quite easily in Las Vegas without going on the prowl again.

I invested a little tine in some slot machines and video poker, it was hard to go to Vegas and not do some kind of gambling, then headed back to my room. I wondered what the night would have been like if things had been different with Jim. I could easily have spent some quality time with that guy and we had the bed rocking earlier, things could have gotten really hot and heavy with the whole night to play. Oh, well. I was coming to the moment of decision. It was still early enough to get dressed up and hit the town but I couldn't afford to wait forever. Vegas is a 24-hour town but that basically means the casinos, and even there the crowds thin out considerably as you get into the wee hours of the morning. 

The money I had invested in my trashy attire for this trip probably made the decision for me as much as any lustful intent. I had some new clothes along and I wanted to get some use out of them so I slipped on my retro "go go" boots and belted miniskirt, squeezed into a very slinky halter top, fixed my makeup and headed for the main nightclub in the casino. Super Slut Girl was dressed and ready for action again!

The club was still hopping when I got there. I had made another clothing choice based on aesthetics rather than functionality; this miniskirt was really mini. In the computer game your clothes were kind of glued onto you, you weren't going to fall out of your bikini, but in real life you had to deal with moving around. Sitting in this thing was going to be a challenge. Fortunately I did opt to wear panties but I decided that if I dropped anything smaller than a five dollar bill on the floor I was just going to leave it. 

I bought a drink at the bar and kind of nursed it for a while so that I could scope out the scene. I stayed on my feet, trying to look like I was just grooving to the beat. The music was a little loud for my taste but the dance floor had some terrific lighting. I couldn't really tell if this was more of a pick-up joint or a couples place but I hadn't gotten very far with my drink when a nice-looking guy with dark hair and a very expensive suit came over to me. It was so loud in there it was hard to tell exactly what he was saying but he gestured to the dance floor and made a nice little bow, which I thought was kind of charming, and we started to dance. Conversation was almost impossible while the music was playing and these were some long dance mixes so there weren't many breaks. We tried kind of shouting at each other but it was so silly that we both just ended up laughing. When a quick break presented itself he got right next to my ear and suggested that we go find some place a little more conducive to conversation.

When we got outside the club my ears were still kind of ringing. We had been dancing together for quite some time but this was our first chance to even make our introductions. His name was Frederico and he had a very slight accent that I couldn't quite place; Italian or Greek maybe. He said he knew a local place that had an excellent wine list and a more low key atmosphere. I wasn't crazy about the idea of getting in a strange man's car and going who knows where but I had my mace and my cell phone handy. He may not have been Italian but his sports car was and as I wriggled into the front seat I could feel my tiny skirt riding up my hips. I decided not to try and pull it back down. If he saw my panties, so what? If things went right he'd be seeing a lot more than that fairly soon anyway. He shot an appreciative glance in the direction of my lap and smiled as we roared out of the parking lot.

The place was quiet and charming, quite a contrast from the glitzy bombast of the nightclub. He ordered a very expensive bottle of wine which was marvelous and we chatted for quite some time without actually saying all that much. He was handsome, a little older than the guys I usually dated and very well groomed. He talked about his business enterprises and I tried to avoid revealing much of anything about my personal details. This was an entirely different scene than the hot tub experience, which went pretty much as I planned it. There I was in control and just hoping to attract the attention of one of the many muscle boys showing off their bodies. Here I was definitely the one being made. I knew he wasn't looking for love in that nightclub and even this romantic setting was just a prelude to the main event. I got the feeling that he liked to impress ladies with how much money he tossed around and I suddenly began to wonder if he also thought I was a hooker. That wasn't too likely, I convinced myself, he wouldn't have wasted his time and money on wine and small talk although there are some men who just pay for company. This guy didn't seem like one of those men.

"I know another very different kind of club we could go to if you want. It's rather of exclusive but I'm a member," he said.

"What sort of club?" I asked.

"It is a club for very beautiful people to have a good time," he replied.

"Some kind of sex club you mean."

"Yes. Precisely. Would you like to go?"

"Sure. It sounds like fun," I said.

I hoped he didn't look at my legs again as we drove off into the night because I could feel my knees shaking a little. What the hell was I getting myself into? The building we pulled up in front of was very non-descript but there was valet parking, which made me feel slightly better. There are times in life where you know you're taking a risk but you have to trust your instincts. My instincts told me that there might be some kinky activities going on in there but that I wasn't in any real danger. 

When we entered the building it was like stepping straight into movie set. There was one main room and it was very large. Red was the predominant color everywhere. Read sofas, red pillows on the floor, red lighting. His description was pretty accurate as the place was full of beautiful people having a very good time. This was what every Second Life sex club dreamed of being but rarely came close to. There was fornicating of every description going on. I suspected more than a little drug use might be at play, as well. There was kind of a dreamy, opium den feel despite the periodic displays of energetic activity. There seemed to be as many people watching as participating so I still couldn't quite get a grasp on what the setup was.

Frederico escorted me to one of the red sofas and we took a seat. In front of us on the floor were two girls going at it with a double-headed dildo. We just sat and watched for a while. He didn't try to put his arm around me and he wasn't rubbing his crotch which made the whole thing even a little weirder.

"What do you like, Stacey?" he asked eventually.

"Could you be a little more specific?"

"Of course. You're wondering about this place. This is a room for erotic fantasies. Some people here are members, like me, some are guests, like you and others are employees. It makes no difference and nobody asks. You just say what you desire and it will be arranged. A girl? A boy? One of each perhaps? Do you have a fetish you enjoy? Or perhaps you just enjoy watching. That would be fine as well, though I suspect a beautiful young woman like you could find something here to tempt her."

"Do you come here often?" I asked.

"Whenever I'm in town," he replied.

"And what do you like?"

"I like to see beautiful girls being pleasured."

"By you?" I inquired.

"Sometimes, but it is not necessary. That's your choice entirely."

To be honest with you this was a really tough situation to figure out. This was probably a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity sparked by total random chance. Frederico was a nice enough looking guy and if we had just gone back to his hotel room or apartment I would have done him without hesitation. But how many times do you get the chance to have any sort of sex you want like choosing off a restaurant menu? My twisted sense of humor almost prompted me to ask for something totally elaborate and outrageous but I was afraid they'd provide it and I'd end up having to fuck a Siberian tiger while the UNLV marching band played the theme from Rocky or something. 

"I can see that you're having a hard time choosing, my dear, but it is not so difficult as that. You may do as much as you wish or as little as you wish with any combination of people you desire. This is a meal with many courses. What would you like for an appetizer?"

"I like well-built guys with muscular bodies," I said.

"But of course."

He motioned to someone and in a matter of moments an extremely ripped and handsome man appeared before our sofa. He was wearing sort of a loin cloth, which only enhanced the "Tarzan" effect and if this was what Frederico wanted I wasn't going to object.

"Will this do, my dear?" 

"For starters," I said with a wicked grin as I pulled off my halter top and tossed it on the sofa.

Frederico was obviously impressed that I'd been holding up that top without a bra and he let out a little whistle of appreciation. I turned to face my Tarzan and tugged at the knot holding his loin cloth on and it slid easily off his body revealing a magnificent specimen of manhood. If I was sore from getting pounded by Jim I could just imagine how I was going to feel after this night but Super Slut Girl wouldn't be intimidated by a giant cock.

I went down on my knees in front of him and started to give him head. I wasn't really too interested in getting him off or anything but it seemed like a nicer way to get him hard than just having him stand there with his dick in his hand or something. It seemed to work and he sprung to life in no time. There is honestly no sight in the world that I find more appealing than a well-built guy standing buck naked with a huge erection. I always marvel at the process. I have no equivalent, all my parts stay basically in place. Knowing that all that primordial, male energy is literally aiming at me, like a sexual divining rod, makes my head spin sometimes.

Frederico lit up a cigarette from an elegant gold case and settled back on the sofa. I decided to give him a good look at the action so I got on my knees next to him, where I had been sitting a few moments before and my appointed stud got the message. He carefully pulled my panties down and placed them on the sofa near my halter top. He didn't have to flip my skirt up, it was already riding high and my ass was bare to the world. I looked at Frederico and licked my lips. He smiled and I noticed his hand slide between his legs for the first time.

Tarzan licked me for a while then lubed his hand from my very wet pussy and gave me a little two fingered action; one in my pussy and one in my ass. This was a big man with big hands and his fingers were the size of a pocket vibrator. To say that I was getting aroused would be a bit of an understatement. The sexually charged atmosphere of the room certainly contributed to the feeling that I had stumbled into the naughtiest place on Earth. If Super Slut Girl had a secret lair it would look a lot like this. I turned at the waist and leaned over to kiss Fredercio who was delighted by the gesture. One moment later I needed to grab the back of the sofa for support as fingers had been replaced with something much larger.

Jim had just pumped like his life depended on it but my boy toy was really working it. He altered his rhythm, so many fast strokes followed by so many slow ones, and seemed to know every trick in the book. Since Frederico had obviously been admiring my tits I decided to see if he'd like a taste. I turned and offered the breast closest to him and he leaned over to fiddle with my nipple between his fingers before sucking on it and giving me very gentle bites with this teeth. I didn't know if this qualified as my first official three-way since I was only dealing with one cock at the moment but it was certainly my first time being involved in any sort of group sex thing no matter how this was classified.

The variations that took place during the rest of the evening would take too long to go into in great detail but it was definitely a night for firsts. At some point I ended up with a blonde girl sitting on my face and I licked her pussy. Then at one point there was kind of an organized party game, for lack of a better way of putting it, where a bunch of men lay on the floor and a number of girls, myself included, got in a line and worked our way across the sea of men. The first girl straddled the first guy and rode him for a while then got off and kind of rolled over to the second man as the girl behind her took her place and so on. One minute I was bouncing on some guys cock and then the next I was on my knees and then the next I was sort of sideways. It was like the game Twister but with full penetration.

Sometimes I just watched for a while then Frederico would encourage me to jump in and join someone else. Finally it was getting really late and I was almost completely exhausted but I finished by giving Frederico a rather excellent blow job, if I do say so myself. It was already light as we came out of the club and Frederico drove me back to my hotel.

"Thank you, my dear, for a lovely evening. I trust I don't have to ask if you enjoyed yourself," he said with a smile.

I assured him that he didn't and that he didn't need to walk me back to my room. I kissed him goodbye and that was that. His little Italian sports car sped off to parts unknown. Maybe he went home to bed or maybe he was just getting warmed up. With a guy like that anything was possible.

I was dead tired but I grabbed a quick shower, hung up the "do not disturb" sign and went blissfully to sleep. 


CHAPTER 9:

Wow, that had been a really strange night. I had no idea places like that actually existed. Frederico said some of the people there were employees so it probably wasn't legal but it certainly was exciting. Once I got started it was incredibly easy to get swept up in the whole thing. This Frederico guy obviously had an eye for women he thought would be pleasing to watch and interested in participating. Was it just the way I was dressed that made him pick me or did he sense something about my deeper longings somehow? I was so charged up sexually these days...maybe it showed.

Frederico was a strange dude. He picked me up so that he could take me to a wild sex club then spent the whole night sitting on the sofa watching me getting banged by other people. Whenever I offered him the chance to participate he accepted but he never initiated anything himself. 

"Frederico, before we go I would really like to do something for you," I had said. "Would you like me to suck your cock?"

"Why yes, that would be lovely," had been his reply.

He never got undressed the whole time and never got up from the sofa. When I blew him he just let me unzip his pants, pull his underwear out of the way and I serviced his erection right where he was sitting. He made suggestions to me though the night about how it might be fun to try this or maybe I'd enjoy a little of that but he never suggested that I do anything with him. Maybe that was just his thing or maybe it was some sort of test. If I was offered the chance to live out any of my wildest desires but chose to be only with him he would offered me a million dollars or proposed to me or asked me to be his mistress or something. That seemed like a pretty crazy idea but the whole night was so crazy that anything seemed possible. There are those times in life where things happen that you would find implausible if you saw it in a movie or read it in a book. Last night was one of those times.

Obviously very wealthy people didn't need alternative worlds like Second Life, they had the money to just build their own fantasy worlds in real life. It figured it would be in a place like Las Vegas but there were probably similar places in Des Moines and Albuquerque. Innocent looking buildings with kinky secrets going on inside that most people would never know about. I was really glad I got to see it and extremely pleased with myself that I had the nerve to participate so freely. In that sex game alone I probably had more cocks inside me by the time I had crossed the floor than I had had from all the dates and boyfriends in my life combined. I didn't think about it at the time but I wondered who the other girls were in that line and why they were there. Were they guests like me who had been picked up at random or members of the club or employees or some of all three? Did Frederico ever hit on girls who turned him down or ran out of the club in tears as soon as they discovered what it was all about? Probably not too often. By the time he sprung the idea on me he had plenty of opportunity to size me up. He guessed I wouldn't run and he guessed right.

I had changed, that was for certain now. Once I stepped into that room I had crossed the Rubicon and there was no turning back. I would never be the shy girl again. I would never have to judge a man as a good potential husband before sleeping with him. I would never hesitate to initiate contact with a guy that interested me and when it came to sex I would communicate openly so that we both would know exactly how to please each other. I felt strong and confident and sexy, which is not a bad combination. If that made me a slut then sign me up and give me my membership card. It wasn't going to prevent me from meeting a guy I might want to have a serious relationship with, on the contrary, it was only increasing the odds.

Strong, confident, sexy me enjoyed my last day in Las Vegas very much. I got a pretty late start on the day after being up all night but after lunch I went to play some video poker in the casino. I was wearing my regular casual clothes and there were plenty of open machines but a nice looking guy with a beard sat next to me and started playing. I could see him glancing over from time-to-time so I decided to spark up a conversation. His name was Carl and he actually lived in Las Vegas. Like many of the locals he wasn't a big gambler but liked to visit the casinos occasionally for the buffet deals or to play a few slots. He was pretty funny and very well-spoken, which I always find attractive so I decided to take the bull by the horns.

"Well Carl, since you live here, did you know that there were kinky private sex clubs in this town where people copulate in various combinations and play wild games that involve group fornicating?"

"Not from personal experience, unfortunately, but it doesn't surprise me in the least," he said. "This town thrives on gambling but it's fueled by sex as much as anything. It's not really all that different from anywhere else it's just out in the open here. They probably have kinky sex clubs in Albuquerque."

I laughed and told him that I had almost exactly the same thought earlier.

"Sounds like maybe Albuquerque is worth checking out," he joked.

"Are you married Carl?"

"Nope."

"Girlfriend?"

"No one steady at the moment."

"Did you sit next to me because you found me attractive and were hoping to get to know me?"

"I did, indeed. I freely confess it. I think you're gorgeous and I wanted to just be close to you even for a few minutes rather than stand off to the side and stare at you."

"Undressed me with your eyes I suppose," I suggested.

"I did."

"Did I look good?" I asked.

"Damn good," he replied.

"Would it shock you to know that while we've been sitting here I've stolen a few glances at your pants and wondered what your cock might look like?"

"Pleasantly surprised would be a better way of putting it. I live in Las Vegas...nothing much shocks me these days."

"Well Carl in just a few short minutes we've managed to cut through a lot of red tape and established that we're both somewhat attracted to each other. It's Sunday and I'm going home tomorrow and I'm guessing that you're going back to work. That easily gives us 12 hours, assuming that we want to get at least some sleep, and a little more time if we don't. I can't think of a nicer way than to spend those hours with you."

To my surprise and delight he suggested we try indoor skydiving. It was incredible. It was in a big padded room with a huge fan that could generate winds of up to 120 mph. You floated and "flew" seven feet above a net and the sensation was like nothing I've ever known. Carl had done it before once so he was a little better at the start but I got the hang of it pretty soon and was able to float in there like a pro. I didn't expect this at all but I was glad he suggested it. It was kind of expensive so we split the tab. Carl offered to pay but I wanted him to know that this was a mutual admiration thing, I wasn't expecting him to pick up any tabs.

We did a little more touristy stuff and tried our hands at some video poker in different casinos just for the heck of it and had a righteously good time. His sense of humor was right up my alley. When dinner time rolled around I let him choose the spot and we went to a local Chinese place, not something that was part of a casino. I loved it. The food, the atmosphere, the company and the conversation were all impeccable. This was turning out to be one of the best dates I had ever been on.

When the time came for the big question of his place or mine he left it open to me but said he at least had to stop by his house to feed his dog. Being an animal lover just scored him a few more points in my book. His house was lovely, not a mansion, but you could get a pretty nice place with a pool in Las Vegas for a lot less than it cost in Los Angeles and he had purchased it when real estate had taken a bit of dip so it was a good investment. I met "Rufus" who was very friendly but Carl insisted that was odd. Apparently Rufus didn't take to strangers very often. I was happy to have won his approval so quickly.

Carl offered me a glass of wine and I accepted. It wasn't quite the vintage that I had been drinking with Frederico but it was delightful, none the less. I glanced through Carl's CD collection and found that we had a lot of similar tastes. He also liked to read and his library was eclectic but well-stocked. Carl put some music on and we slow danced out on his patio, which had a marvelous view of the Strip. While we danced I slowly unbuttoned his shirt but he stopped and kissed me before I got all the way down.

"Forgive me for asking this Stacey but why me?"

Jim had asked me that in the hot tub and I had asked myself that question with Frederico. It was kind of sad, really, that happy, spontaneous encounters were so rare in life that we always had to assume that there was some catch. In Second Life nobody ever asked that question. It was just assumed that everybody was looking for a good time and everybody's avatar was a spectacular thing of beauty and random sexual encounters happened every day. But in real life there was usually so much rigmarole involved that opportunities slipped by all the time. The old me, with 12 hours to kill, would have just watched some TV and gone to sleep. But I was open to adventure now and glad that I was. I explained that to Carl and he seemed to totally understand instead of dismissing me as a crazy whore or some slutty bitch who just wanted to rationalize her filthy behavior. 

We kissed for a long time and it felt really good. In between kisses and caresses we undressed ourselves and each other until we were finally both nude in the moonlight. Carl went to refill our wine glasses and when he returned I took him by the cock and led him to the hot tub. His hands were full of drinks and it seemed like the most handy thing to grab. He laughed and we sat on the edge of the tub just letting our legs get used to the hot water.

"I hope you don't think I'm a weirdo, Carl, but I'd like to admire your cock for a while, if you don't mind. I think a good-looking prick is a thing of beauty that should be cherished," I told him.

"Well I've had this one for quite a while so it may not be the latest model," he joked.

"It looks like fine craftsmanship to me," I replied.

I just kind of ran my fingers around his dick and beheld the miracle of the erection that never failed to arouse and delight me. This was a very delectable specimen. It even had that little upswing that I adored so much. I spent some time praising and playing with his cock before I slipped into the tub and began to lick and suck it. Carl didn't grab my head and try to force me down on him he just put his arms back on the pavement of the patio and let out a little sigh of contentment that pleased me very much.

"Tastes as good as it looks," I managed to say between licks. In real life you couldn't talk with a dick in your mouth so you had to look for opportunities to squeeze in some chat.

"I'll have to take your word for that," he replied. "But perhaps you'd let me return the favor."

He got into the tub and I took his place sitting on the rim and he went down on me with exquisite skill and finesse. 

"I probably taste like pool chemicals or something," I joked.

"No, you taste like the nectar of some strange, exotic fruit. I can't quite place it but I know I'll never forget it."

I didn't have to tell him to tend to my clit, he was already there and working it beautifully. It can get so sensitive sometimes that it's almost too much to bear but he seemed to sense when I was getting overloaded and switched his attention elsewhere. He wasn't just shoving his tongue in a hole he really knew his way around a woman's pussy and all the mysterious folds and flaps and compartments it contained. I came in his mouth, something that I couldn't recall doing too often before. With my boyfriends licking pussy was more of a contractual obligation thing; I'll like yours if you lick mine. Carl was lapping up my cream like it was expensive champagne or something. It actually made me stick my finger down there so that I could get a taste and figure out why he seemed to be enjoying it so much. I had licked another woman's pussy last night for the first time in my life and realized what a horrible job I had done compared to Carl. Practice makes perfect I guess.

We both sat in the hot tub for quite a while, sometimes talking, sometimes fooling around but always feeling very relaxed and happy. It was easy to like Carl. Who knows? It might even be easy to love him but that wasn't on my agenda. At this precise moment in time I was just beginning a new journey of self-awareness and sexual exploration. My experimental trip had been a rousing success but I was away from home in a very strange city and I was curious to see how it would carry over to my daily life once I got back.

After we got out of the tub we stretched out on lounge chairs and the warm desert air dried us in no time. Now it was Carl who did the leading but he took me by the hand, not a more intimate body part, and we headed for the bedroom.

The sex was marvelous; sometimes raunchy and sometimes sweet. It was sort of like a sexual symphony with various movements. He was a very passionate lover and I enjoyed the feeling of his warmth inside me. I was tempted to spend the night but I thought it would be easier if we parted company sooner rather than later. I had to pack up and check out and he had to go to work so it was with great reluctance that I asked him to drive me back to the hotel later that night, or early morning as it was.

"Stacey, I don't know what to say," Carl began. "I've never met anyone like you. Are you really going to just walk out of my life and disappear forever?"

"Not necessarily, Carl. I feel a real chemistry between us and I would love to see you again but for a variety of reasons I don't think I'm in a good place to be making any big promises or commitments. Couldn't we just be fuck buddies for the time being and see how it goes?" 

"I would be proud and honored to be your fuck buddy," he replied with a laugh.

We exchanged email addresses, something I had never planned on doing on this trip, and kissed goodbye. What a perfect ending to an almost perfect experiment.


CHAPTER 10:

Looking back on my trip now I see that it was sort of an X-rated Goldilocks story. Jim had been too married, Frederico had been to kinky but Carl had been just right. He didn't have Jim's hard body or Frederico's wealth and European charm but he was a delightful and intelligent man and a fabulous lover. I had adored his cock and wished I had a picture of it. Perhaps I would ask him to send me one sometime.

I had told Carl about my Second Life experiences and he seemed intrigued. He had heard of cybersex and read a couple of articles about it but he had never met anyone who actually did it. I was pleasantly surprised one day when he told me that he had created an account and had built his avatar. I still enjoyed playing very much, but after my "coming out party" in Vegas I was working more real life encounters into my routine.

One of the best parts of that experience had been learning to cut through the bullshit and get to the point. All the games and the guessing just get in the way. That didn't mean that it was always going to lead to sex, or lead to it right away, it just meant that I could establish a line of communication with a man that would allow us both to say what was really on our minds instead of tap dancing around the obvious. With Jim it was straight to the sack. With Carl it turned out to be a lovely date with dinner, and drinks and slow dancing in the moonlight. With Frederico it ended up...well that was so weird I couldn't really count that as a typical example of anything that was likely to happen again. That was sort of like Olympic judging, you had to throw out the extreme top and bottom scores to come to a realistic average.

I also realized that I didn't need to dress like a slut to feel free or sexy anymore. With Carl it had worked just as well with me in jeans and a blouse. On the other hand, I now felt comfortable and confident enough to wear damn near anything if I felt like it. I was lucky to have a fit body that would look good in revealing attire. I could show off some skin and my perky boobs looked good in a variety of tops. Why not dress sexy if I felt sexy? One time, just for a laugh, I went to the supermarket wearing some shamefully short cutoffs, unbuttoned at the top, and a flimsy bandana top with no bra. Of course it wasn't the supermarket I normally shop at but I had a total blast prancing around the aisles, bending over to look at things on the bottom shelf anytime a man was nearby and generally going out of my way to attract attention, something I would rather have died than done before. It wasn't unnoticed and I'm sure it wasn't unappreciated by a number of male shoppers at any rate. On the other hand I can also picture a lot of disgusted housewives feeling like the neighborhood must be going down the drain when they had to share a shopping aisle with such an obvious whore. But hey, even us whores need to buy groceries somewhere!

Carl and I had stayed in touch via email and made a "date" to meet in Second Life. He had basically been getting his feet wet, trying to figure out how everything worked and adjusting his avatar's appearance, but now he was ready to hook up in the game. 

"Hey fuck buddy! How do I look?" he asked when we met up at last. 

"Pretty good," I replied. "A little accentuated in the physique department perhaps but I'd recognize you."

Fortunately he was a pretty savvy guy when it came to tech stuff so he had his voice chat running already.

"What about you? I've seen your tits and they're absolutely stupendous but they're not quite that big," he laughed.

"You got me there," I replied with a chuckle. "That's the problem of knowing the person in real life. You can't get away with as much,"

"Maybe that's an advantage, too. You don't have to guess what the other person is really like. That should make the sex all the nicer."

"Ah, you were planning to have sex with me I take it," I joked.

"I'm planning to fuck you senseless."

"That might not be too difficult," I replied, "a lot of things I do don't always seem to make much sense."

"You're going to have to teach me how to do this. I went to some sex place and experimented with the pose balls but it's still a little confusing. I did buy a nice cock, however, since I know that's your thing. I hope it meets your demanding specifications."

"Does it look like the real thing?" I asked.

"One way to find out."

We went to a place I knew that had some nicely furnished "private" rooms and got undressed. It was hard to be really private in any sort of public place in Second Life as people could always use their camera to fly around and "spy" on people without actually walking their avatar into the room but so what? Once nude I used my camera to zoom in and examine his virtual penis.

"Very, very nice. Not quite as nice as the real thing, but a suitable substitute," I commented.

"Maybe this will help," he said and soon I was receiving a photo from him.

"Oh, my goodness, Carl! That's exactly what I wanted. If you don't mind I'm going to upload this to my phone so that I can look at anytime I want."

He laughed and laughed at the thought but I assured him I was totally serious. I loved his cock, it was one of my all-time favorites. Knowing that it was attached to such a cool guy made it even more special. Once he realized I wasn't kidding he seemed genuinely flattered.

"I have to tell you that the thought really blows my mind. I've had a decent social life but I can't honestly ever recall anyone being that effusive in their praise of my anatomy. It's a real boost to my ego. I hope you'll reciprocate sometime."

He had barely gotten the words out when the first of several pictures arrived on his screen. He seemed almost dumbfounded.

"Oh, my God, these are amazing pictures! If I didn't know you I'd assume you just ripped these off from some porn site on the Internet."

"I get that a lot," I laughed.

"How many guys have you given these to...never mind, I don't need to know, that's totally your business."

"That's okay, I told you I was a total online slut," I said with a laugh. "There are quite a few men out there in the world somewhere with pictures of my pussy on their computers. But that's all they've got and that's all they know of the real me. If it weren't for my experiences here we never would have met, think of it that way. This was my training ground for developing the social skills I needed to become the kind of brazen woman you know me as today."

"Well I'm certainly glad about that. Maybe it will do me some good, too. It took every bit of nerve I had to just walk over and sit next to you at the video poker machine. If you hadn't broken the ice I would probably have just gone home and masturbated while I fantasized about the mysterious, sexy woman in the casino."

"I kind of like posing for pictures now that I know how to take them myself and get good results. I like feeling like a model. It's always kind of frustrating having to cut them off at the neck but there's no reason for you not to see a complete picture. It would be nice to have someone to send them to," I commented. "Can I trust your word as a gentleman that you'll never post them anywhere or give them to other people?"

"Absolutely. I totally understand your concerns and I respect them. You can't be too careful these days about that sort of thing. The last thing in the world I want to do is embarrass you or get you into any kind of trouble. I will cherish and guard anything you send."

I totally believed him and in any case I wasn't sure how worried I was anymore anyway. The odds of somebody seeing some picture on the Internet and recognizing me seemed pretty slim. I wasn't planning on becoming a nude model or a porn star anytime soon but I wasn't ashamed of my body or the fact that I liked to pose for such pictures. Carl was a gentleman, I knew that much about him already. And if somehow by some quirk of fate somebody saw what my bare ass or tits looked like, so be it. Hopefully they'd think I looked hot.

"Well Carl, my good friend and fuck buddy, we're both standing here naked," I reminded him. "What would you like to do to me first. I'm sure I can find a pose ball for just about anything in here."

"I'd like to kiss you, Stacey. I'd like to hold you in my arms and kiss you deeply and longingly like I did on that magical night on my patio."

"Not quite what I was expecting but a welcome surprise."

I found an appropriate kissing pose and it did remind me of that magical night, only we could continue talking even if our avatars were locking lips. I found a slow dance pose and shifted to that after a while and more memories flooded in. I hadn't been terribly interested in the cuddling and kissing poses before but this situation was completely different. I knew what his lips felt like on mine. I knew the taste of his tongue in my mouth. The more I got to know Carl the more I liked him and it was very pleasant to just chat with him while little naked cartoon versions of ourselves embraced on the screen.

He did fuck me senseless that night, and on many nights thereafter. I had only done one night stands before but it was fun to have my regular fuck buddy in the game. That opened up a whole new world of virtual experiences I never anticipated having. I had always just logged on and fucked anything that moved. It was all sex all the time and then a shower and sleep. With Carl I had someone to go dancing with or try sail boating. We weren't always on at the same time and we weren't doing anything exclusive but he was definitely becoming my virtual boyfriend and I was very comfortable with that. Logistically it wasn't impossible for us to get together but it would mean a big life change for both of us and that didn't seem in the cards in the near future. We were only a four and half hour drive apart and the odds looked pretty good that we would hook up again either here or in Las Vegas sometime in the near future. He appeared to feel the same way and so it worked out well for both of us. 

As time went by I would say that a type of love affair had developed between us. Not an obsessive, clingy, possessive one but a great feeling of mutual respect and admiration. I was happy that I had let him into my life, even if it was sort of in an unconventional way. We were both free to enjoy other partners, in real life or in Second Life, and that was just fine. Carl had a special place in my heart and probably always would no matter where the road might lead.

The next development in my cybersex existence was discovering that a world of "virtual porn" existed in Second Life. I had seen "real" live action pornography playing on monitors in various adult locations in the game but I had never known that people were also distributing magazines and videos of avatars in sexual situations. I was intrigued, to say the least. As an author who has a passion for photography and a complete obsession with all things sexual these days it seemed right up my street.

I had taken a lot of screenshots of various guys fucking me, but those were just keepsakes that I could look back on later. It was my scrapbook of sex. This was going to call for something a little more planned and artistic.

My first effort was a little publication called Let's Go Masturbate! where I essentially went around the game to a number of different locations that offered a unique variety of self-stimulation options. There are some very creative designers in Second Life and fortunately many of them seem just as obsessed with sex as I am so I found an endless variety of ways to get drilled without any assistance. I think the book has a delightfully whimsical feel to it and I enjoyed the chance to try out so many wonderful toys...and hopefully looked good while doing so. To my surprise the book actually sold well and I was suddenly a Second Life porn star.

I started doing fashion modeling in the game too and posed for some Second Life photographers who did more of an art thing than porno and it was all a rush. One of my favorite projects was producing a pirate themed porn magazine. It was hilarious to run around with all of these fantasy pirate studs trying to think of new, appropriate ways to be photographed "blowing the man down" and so forth. 

There aren't always that many times in life where you can say beyond the shadow of a doubt that there was a distinct major turning point that changed everything but for me the day I discovered cybersex was one of those moments. Obviously everything I am today was always there, was always part of me, but the bold, sexual side was always repressed. I think it is in a lot of people. Have you ever noticed how many respectable women dress in totally sexy costumes at Halloween parties? Many of us have an overtly sexy side that's screaming to get out more. Everyone would like to have better sex but it can be so hard to talk about. Once I decided to embrace my "inner slut" I became a stronger, more confident woman in pretty much every aspect of my life and career. When you can walk up to a total stranger and initiate a conversation about the most intimate and personal things it makes everyday interactions seem like a piece of cake. If you can tell a guy outright how badly you want to suck his cock it's no problem at all to help him find your "G-spot." If nothing else I have simply increased my experiences with men, both in real life and in a virtual one, and learned something from virtually every encounter.

As for my adorable fuck buddy Carl he's absolutely thrilled that his Second Life girlfriend is now a semi-famous porn star. We've talked about trying to shoot a movie together but that's a much more elaborate process and it's still on the drawing board. What I'm more excited about is the fact that he's coming out to Los Angeles soon for a visit and I'm honestly dying to see him again. It was my slutty road trip that brought us together and cybersex that kept the flame burning but as things turned out it's just good old-fashioned romance that I'm looking forward to most. That, and his oh, so beautiful cock of course. Fortunately Carl is such a great guy I would probably think his cock was beautiful no matter what it looked like. There's some more of that old-fashioned romance for you.

When I started this whole crazy thing I couldn't even bring myself to talk about it with my friends, now I've written a book about it. Of course most of the people I know still have no idea about my double life and the existence of the sex-crazed Stacey Zackerly. If any of them stumble across this book they might be able to piece it all together but I've tried to throw enough curves into the mix to keep them off my trail. My darling Carl knows, of course, but he'll never tell. I always knew he was a total gentleman. A total gentleman who will be here in a few weeks shoving his perfectly proportioned cock into any orifice of mine he pleases as often as he likes. I can't wait!


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

Most of the things I write are fictional, even if I'm writing in the first person. This particular book happens to be based heavily on my real life (and Second Life) experiences. I leave it up to your imagination to guess which parts are invented and which parts are true. You might be surprised if you really knew! I have no professional affiliation with Second Life, I'm just a member with an account like thousands of other people. I'm still there quite frequently so if you ever log on and want to find Stacey Zackerly the best place to look is in a casino or a raunchy sex club. You can always send me a message there and I'll try to get back to you as time allows. If you know about the Second Life Marketplace I have some illustrated pornographic books for sale there at very reasonable prices but you can only read them in Second Life so you would have to have an account to behold the wonders of my SL porn. Just make sure you're choosing "Adult" search and type in my name and you should find them. Just as a word of warning it's XXX explicit material of my avatar doing some very naughty things with some fairly amusing commentary.

Stacey Zackerly is my professional name and I keep my private life very private. Unlike my character in this book I don't pass around the nude photos nearly as freely. I have sent tits and pussy pictures to a few very special men in the game but that's actually very rare and only after developing an extensive relationship. On the other hand I receive them gladly and have a very impressive collection of cock pictures, or my "hot rods" as I call them, and I do fancy myself quite the connoisseur of male genitalia. (A girl's got to have a hobby!)

I am always delighted to meet any of my fans in Second Life, male or female, and I have been known to fuck them on occasion. I think that's much nicer than an autograph or something, don't you? Just don't be surprised if the details turn up in a book sometime, with the names changed of course, to protect the horny.

I hope you've enjoyed reading about my sexual exploits as much as I've enjoyed having them.
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