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         He was more or less the exact opposite of her previous boyfriends. They had coaxed continuously and begged her, nagged her and groped her. To be honest, she had grown tired of that too eventually, but it had at least made her felt sexy and beautiful every now and again. Not to mention needed and desired. Why it had ended, she could no longer remember. To be allowed to feel wanted, no strings attached and no reciprocation needed, was just the best. She loved it, and she missed it. But instead, this guy just wanted to snuggle up together and stay like that for hours. Preferably in front of a film or TV series. Chatting without words. He had cooked sophisticated meals, treated her to fine dining, coffee was always served with breakfast, and their weekends were gladly spent taking long walks hand in hand. The days turned into weeks and the weeks into months. The only thing that changed was the different days of the week and different days as their life progressed.

         To start with, this approach had felt perfect. There was no rush, they took it slow and enjoyed their romantic flirting. The problem was that the other bits, the things she longed for never actually got off the ground. The more things seemed to stall, the more she yearned for the other side of the coin. Their relationship fizzled out into some form of happy contentment. How could she be happy and like her life, but at the same time be so incomprehensibly dissatisfied? As time went by, the small areas of frustration grew more prominent and more noticeable. Couldn't he just sweep her off her feet, make her feel unique, irreplaceable or worshipped even? She with so much to give and he with all the perfect traits and character. He, who she once upon a time, had wanted to understand, inside and out.

         What had become of them? The relationship had felt like it was the best thing ever when they first started seeing each other, and now the routines niggled and gnawed their way through the meat, drawing closer and closer to her tender nerves. When it actually happened, she was just as surprised as he was over the break-up. It was Sunday evening. They had gone to bed early, and as per usual, she was spooning him, held him tight from behind. She longed to be spooned like that. She pressed up against his broad back, which always impressed her and filled her with lust. The expectations were low, to be honest, but she couldn't leave him be.

         Couldn't resist. She slipped her hand in beneath the waistband of his boxers and rested her palm on his curved bum. She loved grabbing hold of him like that. His buttock fitted so nicely into her hand. Even more than that, she loved to let her hand caress the contours of his sculpted hip bone and his soft waist. Right then, oh what she wouldn't have given to have him on top, to feel the weight of him assuring her body. She wanted his thighs to push their way in between hers. She tried to wake the sleeping beast by using her female passion and existence. When the caressing of the inside of his thing didn't have any effect, her hand travelled vertically from the inside of his thigh and up towards his groin. He was hard, and she let one of her fingers stroke his shaft lightly through the fabric. As there was still no reaction to speak of, her hand grabbed hold of his cock and squeezed it ever so gently. She pressed her body even closer, and her breathing grew heavier.

         At that point, he grasped her wrist and pulled her whole arm around him into an embrace. He said he was tired and explained how much he liked just snuggling up together like this. As if out of nowhere, all her patience went up in smoke. She jerked her arm back, got up and stood next to the bed, screaming that this was it. Enough is enough! She couldn't take it anymore.

         Further explanation was never proffered, and he never demanded it either. She got dressed and walked out. Afterwards, it bothered her every time she thought about it. She had been resolute, and he hadn't deserved that. He was a good guy in many ways, and the best word to describe him would probably be kind. But at the same time, she deserved to lead the life she really wanted. Not just a half-hearted version. And that is was that.

         Two weeks later, she was sitting in an empty apartment on the outskirts of town feeling rather lonely. The walls were bare, and the sound from the TV echoed across the polished parquet floor. The blue light made a feminine-shaped silhouette on the wall, and she wondered to herself whether her unfulfilled need for appreciation and recognition was happy now. The world was her oyster. Nothing could stop her. Not really. Apart from a pair of invisible chains of regret and angst that tied her body to the bed. What did she need to move on?

         On her mobile, men popped up left, right and centre, but they didn't inspire her. Her mood had stopped her from constructively, accepting her newfound freedom. She didn't even know what she wanted. Perhaps a vague feeling of dizzying euphoria after being presented with a surprise. But a surprise was, by definition, no surprise if she already knew what she was getting. And she was one person short to experience such a thing. Time to get all dolled up and hit the nearest bar? In her fantasy, she envisaged, ordering a dry alcoholic drink and sipping this in a beautiful crystal tumbler. She wouldn't have to wait long before a suave man in a dark blue suit would have come up to her asking whether she came there often. The flirtatious game was on, and life would all of a sudden be much more interesting again. Sadly, she was old enough to understand that fantasy is nothing more than that and far removed from the real world. In the real world, men sat around in their tracksuit bottoms, drank watery beer and watched football. To top it off nicely, there would be no way of tempting her top-performing girlfriends with kids and hubby to join her. They were too busy with domesticated nonsense.

         Life sucks right now, and I am too good for this life, she thought to herself. A pang of yearning stirred within her. She paused to deliberate. Well, why not? Off with the bra. Off with her knickers. Despite the warm temperature in the little room, the air felt cold to her otherwise covered body parts. Nudity and being naked had never been a problem for her. Her shoulder-length hair was swiftly put up in a ponytail. She lay down on the bed and snuggled down beneath the duvet. The soft sheet that covered the mattress caressed her back, and this was typically the moment when her body asked for physical attention. She stretched out her arms and legs and then she put her arms and legs around the duvet as if she was hugging a person. As if her legs were wrapped around another person's waist. She was horny and simply had to do something about it.

         There was no doubt in her mind what she ought to do to release this inner tension, what she had to do. And now, as she was single, alone and free as a bird, she wanted to really take her time and enjoy every second of it. With slow, deliberate movements, she rubbed herself against the tightly squeezed duvet, and the little friction across her crotch sent a pleasant sensation through her body, which made her want more. Just imagine if he was here, she thought. He had been perfect. If only that feather-light friction had been his fingertips. If only she had been allowed to feel his hips moving and the force from his powerful muscles.

         She sighed.

         How would she be able to let go of these thoughts about her ex? Would she need to watch... porn? Feeling somewhat desperate, she stretched out her hand to pick up her laptop from beneath the bed. Nimble fingers danced across the keyboard and opened the browser.

         The search engine flashed cheekily at her as if it knew what she was looking for. She hadn't watched porn for a long, long time. As if it was illegal or, even worse, indecent to do so. It irritated her that such an outdated norm popped up in her mind. Thirty percent of porn surfing is done by women. She knew that for a fact because she had read that in a newspaper. Maybe that figure was not a hundred percent true, but still. She was coming up to her twenty-ninth birthday and should not be ashamed of what she was up to. It was no perfunctory routine surfing either, she just wanted to clear her head and stop thinking about her ex for a while. Even so, she felt a tingle in the tummy region like some easily excitable adolescent. What would she google? What did she want to see?

         She keyed in the four letters of the Swedish word p - o - r - r. The search engine gave her more than a million hits, but at the top of the page was an infobox from Wikipedia. Pornography from the Greek wordpórnē, prostitute, and grafia, written material, is sexual descriptions with an aim to entertain and arouse lust. She scrolled down and realised that of course, she should stick to English. So she changed her search to p – o – r – n. This time around, the search engine gave her billions of hits. She looked down the list of pornographic links. She looked and looked, without really having a clue of what she was looking for. Her heart beat harder and faster every time she was about to press a link. She had no idea what would pop up on the screen. She was scared she wouldn't like what she saw and that this dislike would be enough to ruin her eagerness to discover something new and exciting.

         Perhaps there was also a slight fear of liking something that she actually ought to dislike. Okay, that's enough scaremongering, she thought to herself. Just go with the first link on the page, right beneath the Wikipedia box. That was it, she clicked with a determined finger on the first website. By this point she was sitting up in bed, somewhat stooped over the screen and her legs crossed. The duvet carelessly slung over her bare shoulder. It was a website with a black background and little squares indicating that you could watch video clips. Each clip seemed to be represented by a bit of picture, the length of the clip and the number of viewings were also stated underneath each image. A search box and a menu column could be found on the left, where various categories were listed, perhaps fifty or so categories in alphabetical order. The list started with amateur, anal, Asian and so on.

         She found herself focusing on website details instead of browsing through the video clips on offer. It was apparent this site was designed to suit straight men as most of the clips showed women being dominated by men. She wondered if she had ended up on the right site for her, or if this porn thing wasn't her cup of tea after all. Perhaps if she searched for the right thing. So she typed in the words ‘handsome sexy man’. The result shocked her as the first video clip wasn't precisely what she had thought would pop up. She quickly typed in feminine, soft porn instead. This time around, the results were much more promising. The selection of clips now showed men and women gazing into each other's eyes. Several clips with a traditional missionary position staged with beautiful background lighting. One of the clips struck her as more interesting than the others. It was called Amateurs make love, and both parties seemed incredibly cute and passionate. She was curious to find out how their love-making would be staged and pressed the play button. Would probably be like peeping into someone bedroom.

         Once she had marked the clip, a pop-up window appeared. The background colour was, contrary to the black of the main website, deep red and the woman in the photo had a laptop in her lap, her left breast was exposed, and the pink nipple was clearly visible despite the poor picture quality. She obviously had a webcam mounted a few steps away from her and sending live from her bedroom. Along the right-hand side of the screen, there was a chat window where people with fictional user names could write to her. Most comments were encouraging, egging her on, while others were asking the woman to show more skin. She guessed that the woman read through all these requests, but despite this, she seemed utterly indifferent. She pulled her fingers through her hair, every now and then she answered and thanked her viewers for their positive comments, while she enticed the audience by showing more skin only to then cover up again. It was fascinating. The woman seemed professional, free and in total control. The fact that it was live made the show thrilling and exciting; this was no act, but one hundred percent for real. She couldn't take her eyes off the screen, because then she might miss something. It was a lengthy process, but she was eager to see whether the woman was going to push her limits.

         The woman suddenly straightened her back and pulled the laptop close in order to write something. That was when a symbol for private message popped up on her screen. It said in English: “Hi there, shy boy. Do you like what you see?”

         Her heart raced. Should she answer? This was a total stranger, perhaps up to something dodgy. What the heck, she thought to herself and replied that she was not a boy but a girl. The woman in the video reacted immediately.

         "Private video?" the woman asked.

         She panicked slightly. This was going too fast.

         "I don't know", she answered. "This is my first time."

         "Are you nervous?" the woman retorted.

         "Yes, a little, to be honest."

         "Do you like what you see?" the woman asked again.

         "Yes, I do", she replied.

         "What about this?"

         The woman on the screen looked straight into the camera. Then, filming from the side rather than from the front, she slipped her thumbs inside the top of her marine blue knickers and pulled them slowly down across the bum, while she tensed and arched her lower back. Then she lay down on her stomach and looked at the computer to see if she had received a response. The knickers were pulled taut underneath the woman's buttocks. What should she answer now? Did she have to give something back?

         "Yes, I still like what I see", she replied.

         She was entranced by this woman. Most of all, by her incredible strength. She was, however, not really interested in women in that way and she felt the need to tell the woman on the screen that.

         "Are you sure?" the woman teased her and spread her legs as she was lying on her tummy on top of the bed.

         The audience was going wild in the public chat window: SPREAD THEM FURTHER! GET THOSE KNICKERS OFF! The comments were now coming in capitals and often with plenty of exclamation marks and crude, insinuating symbols. Even though she wasn't interested in women, she couldn't deny that this woman made her horny. But despite this, in a state of confusion, she wrote back to the woman that she wanted men.

         "I understand", said the woman. "Then, I would suggest this link."

         A single link, in vivid blue colour, popped up on her screen. She pressed it. Straight away the window with the woman was gone, and she found herself on a registration page. Probably to be allowed to explore men with webcams. She didn't have to divulge too much information about herself, just a few entries like username, password, sex, country, age and a clear statement promising she was over 18 years of age. Feeling a distinct lack of inspiration, she made up a username of blond_89.

         That very same moment she had pressed the accept button, she realised her mistake. In a similar pop-up window to the one with the woman, she could now see a live video feed from her own bedroom. The video was getting the live feed from the webcam inside her laptop, which to be honest was pretty decent quality, but this was not exactly what she had imagined when she entered her personal details. She was just about to close the window when she heard a ping and then another. Two viewers were indicated by a little eye symbol and the number two next to it. Then three, then four. A similar chat box to before appeared and one of the viewers wrote: Is there someone there?

         Guided by her instinct, she grabbed the laptop screen and adjusted the angle so that her face was visible.

         Holy shit, one of the viewers wrote.

         You're a hottie, someone else commented.

         She wasn't used to sincere compliments like that, not anymore. Direct and to the point, not sugar-coated romantic drivel or wrapped up in cotton wool. That is why she felt compelled to say thanks, and once she had done that, lots of positive remarks about her looks came flooding in. One after the other. They commented on everything from her blonde hair to her gorgeously prominent collar bones. The surprising turn of events had made her stay on the website, where she was busy thanking everyone that praised her. It was hard for her to keep up and answer everyone in the chat, so she went on to thank several people in one hit.

         Eventually, she noticed how the viewers started to take small, but hardly innocent liberties with her. The audience now amounted to almost thirty, and initially, they had asked if she could wear her hair down across one of her shoulders, or if they could watch her silhouette from the side. Then they moved on to more daring questions. For instance, whether she could pull the duvet down a little bit more.

         This is a dangerous game, she thought to herself.

         Every time she gave them something they were asking for, more instructions and remarks appeared in the chat window. She likes it. It was like a drug, an addictive concoction of recognition and appreciation. If she didn't get them anything new, the viewers grew quiet, which made her feel disappointed.

         That is why she carried on giving them tiny morsels and bit by bit milking as much appreciation out of this as she possibly could. She had been starved for too long. She pulled down the duvet into a deep décolletag, pulled it up across her legs and exposed her thighs. She taunted her audience by showing them she was stark naked underneath. While she was sitting there, she let her fingers travel down towards her pubic mound. It made her tingle all over when the men that answered her turned vulgar. When they wrote that they were stiff and hard for her; that they wanted her sitting on top of them. Then her fingertips started moving back and forth across her opening and pull some secretion up to her clitoris. She loved rubbing this wetness from inside of her all over her crotch, especially over the clitoris. In the chat, she shared with the audience that she was fingering herself, which made all of them recklessly outspoken and audacious. They wrote that they wanted to see it, they wanted to taste her and tried to help her soar with excitement.

         She didn't quite know what happened, but on a whim or maybe delirious and horny as hell, she flung the duvet to one side and flaunted her genitals to the camera. She desperately wanted to press herself against something, wanted someone to press themselves against her. So she cupped her vulva and squeezed her legs tight to satisfy her needs. As if no one was watching, she grew totally self-absorbed and directed her full attention to the spot that buzzed with excitement. To feel the smooth fingertips between her legs made her even friskier and she let them play across her clitoris like a symphony of throbbing rushes of bliss that literally electrified her. The convulsive spasms pulsated rhythmically through her body with one cascade of pleasure after another. With the other hand, her left hand, she stroked her inner thigh and to arouse herself, even more, she let it briefly touch the labia before heading across to the other thing.

         Every stimulating touch of her opening, something seemed to explode within her. As the extra little bits escalated and grew stronger and more frequent, the intensity of the thrusting and shudders escalated too. Her senses eventually had to give in to the pulsating pleasure of an orgasm. The outside world disappeared in a crescendo of fluffy clouds and resounding fanfares. To remain there for a brief moment, mesmerised inside the chamber of holiness, where all life forms had once stemmed from, the orgasm, and then contentedly realise that everything fades away and leaves a person frenziedly yearning for more back in the real world.

         When she eventually regained her composure, she glanced at the computer. Not bad at all. There were more than a hundred viewers now, and the chat box had gone berserk during her short spell of euphoria. Many of them wrote that they too had come, while many others were desperately begging for more. Nope, she thought to herself, I have stepped over the mark already and immediately felt a twitch of remorse. She cockily answered anyone who was asking for some free entertainment that it was their turn to give something back to her.

         How the viewers rose to this challenge amazed her. The comment field was flooded with downloadable files. Not exactly what she had imagined would happen, when dozens of men proudly felt like showing off their male Adonis. Most images lacked the erotic element altogether, but some of them she really liked. One of them was a rough and ready kind of guy, chiselled face, muscular with a nice amount of hair on his chest and face. The picture had been cut off just below the root of his penis. The enticing feeling of almost being able to see his cock frustrated her so much that she started fantasising about it. She imagined it to be hard, smooth, slightly arched upwards and gorgeously satisfying. That body would be able to hold her tightly enough for the skin to touch the skin, lips would meet lips, the inside would meet the outside. She was spellbound. Once more, her fingers travelled downwards. Her juicy horniness was returning.

         There was a knock at the door. Damn, she thought. She quickly wrote in the chat box that there was someone at the door and didn't care what they answered, just put the laptop on the side of the TV cupboard. She wrapped her dressing gown around her and walked over to her front door to open.

         It was him, her ex. He said he wanted to talk. She told him she didn't fancy chatting right now. What she really wanted was for him to fuck her. All or nothing, there was only one direction to go as far as she was concerned. She took his right hand in hers, felt the icy fingers chilled by the winter outside, closed her eyes and guided his hand in through the opening of her dressing gown and across her rounded breasts. The cold fingers made her nipples stiff, and she panted while she moved his hand down across her stomach towards her steamy nether regions. She moaned as he pushed a finger inside her. He closed the door with his other hand and then grabbed hold of her buttock.

         "Do you know what I have always wanted to do to you?" he said. "I've never dared to, but I have always wanted to fuck you... really hard."

         That made her so horny she put his arms around him, thrust forward and rubbed her pussy across his muscular forearm. His hands clasped together, and he hoisted her up in a wondrous lift, cupping her crotch and carried her over to the bed, where he lay her down on her back.

         He shunted forward up in between her legs, took hold of her thigh and pulled her close. She didn't even think about asking why he had done this complete U-turn in terms of his sexuality. Right now, that was his business, and she wasn't about to question it. Not now when his cock was lying across her pubic mound. Almost as if it measured how deep it intended to penetrate her. He leaned forward and pressed her upper body down with his so that her legs stretched up in the air. Tongue-kissed her, deeply, hungrily and carried on covering her lips and neck with kisses, before he took the tip of his cock to her opening. He pressed it harder against her, right on the verge of entering. All the way in so that the base of his cock would touch her clitoris and her genitals would envelop all of him.

         "All ok?" he asked.

         "I don't want you to ask. Just do it. Just fuck me."

         That made him grab hold of her in a tighter, firmer grip, and suddenly he filled her to the brim. Just like she had thought about, fantasised about and had wanted him to for several weeks. That first penetration was always the best. Like the slightly scared yet thrilling, titillating emotion of heading to the first big dip of a roller coaster. Growing used to having him inside of her. She opened her eyes. He was handsome, beautiful even. The slim, soft waist, the prominent ribs and that gently probing look in case he happened to hurt her. Oh, this guy is right after all, she thought to herself.

         "You said you would bang me hard."

         As if he remembered all of a sudden, his eyes narrowed, and he clenched his jaw. He thrust his cock in hard and deep, a little bit deeper than before. She had to hold her hands against the wall as he pushed inside her over and over again. The headboard thumped against the wall, and he didn't look at her while he fucked her. Finally, she was able to focus solely on her own physical pleasure. The stiffness of his genitals that stretched her pussy from inside, the heavy sensation of having him on top, pinning her down and her own stimulating fingering of her clit.

         It didn't take long before his breaths grew short and ragged, and he gripped her tighter. She wanted him to squirt inside of her. She focused all her senses inwardly when he groaned through his orgasm. She could feel his cock vibrating, and then a soft, warm sensation spread throughout. He let out a sigh, rested upon her chest and slid out of her. She was satisfied. She didn't feel the need to come. The nice guy was back, and he asked if he could stay the night. She answered that he would probably have to leave, but she would love to talk to him soon again. Take things slowly and see what happened.

         They didn't say much more to each other. He got dressed and left her alone. That was probably for the best in this situation. He was gone just as fast and suddenly as he had appeared. The difference was that she was now wholly sated, content with life and her existence. Perhaps they had a future together after all, maybe not. Her body tingled, and her mind was tickled because of something else now. Her secret had remained just that during their sexual act. She dashed over to the computer to see whether anyone had watched the show. Exuberance overwhelmed her. Her profile had had more than two thousand viewers, and her tipping total amounted to almost a thousand dollars, and she had been given the Newcomer of the week award. She logged out from the blond_89 profile, but certainly not for the last time.

         "Do you know what I have always wanted to do to you?" he said. "I've never dared to, but I have always wanted to fuck you... really hard."
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