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These stories take place within a captivating visual chat environment known as The Box—a cyber world where users can become whoever they wish and explore their deepest sexual desires. People from all walks of life gather in this digital space, some choosing to remain anonymous behind their screens, while others venture beyond the virtual realm to connect in person—or navigate the intriguing space in between. These tales delve into the lives of real individuals seeking to satisfy their desires, even if only through the digital lens of fantasy.
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It wasn’t very big. Some might even call it a mere closet. But it was Jacky's private domain. Men had their man caves, she had her boudoir. The kids knew it was off limits. They had to knock, and they did. These days, Shane and Estelle couldn’t care less about mom’s monk cell, as they called it. Adolescents had other stuff to preoccupy themselves with. Plus, their curiosity had killed the cat years ago. But it was still important to Jacky to consider the room as hers and hers alone. Of course, when the children were younger, she’d had good reason to declare the room off limits. It wasn’t like she was eager to let them see her with an inserted dildo. Come to think of it, nowadays, even less. Last week, she’d accidentally overheard Estelle and her best friend discussing magic wands and fun-mates, and judging by their giggling, they weren't talking about Harry Potter merchandise. It was definitely not the kind of topic she thought fit to share with her daughter. There were limits to the parental bond, Jacky found.

She called the room The Pleasure Den. It was decorated with some of her favourite things, including her grandmother’s old Persian rug which was laid on the floor. Move after move, it had been one of the few possessions she'd always taken with her. Her grandfather's framed pinups, painted by renowned Peruvian artist Alberto Vargas adorned the walls: four prints and two original drawings. She’d googled them once and had discovered that they could sell for at least five figures on eBay. But she'd rather die than flog them to some horny collector, let alone an arty-farty dick who’d consider them a good investment.

Jacky enjoyed the sexiness of the pinups and appreciated Vargas’ craftsmanship, but they foremost had sentimental value to her. Looking at them, she faintly smelled her grandad’s Kentucky Club pipe tobacco. She could picture him sitting in front of the TV watching the horse races. She grinned at the idea that he’d kept his Vargas treasures hidden in the shed, probably peeking at them every so often when her grandmother was in town.

It was an endearing notion to her that she now had a shed of her own with the same prints. One of the pictures she really loved: a naked redhead sitting with one leg pulled up, and the other stretched out. The model peeked mischievously at the viewer over her knee. She held a black lace négligée in her hand as if she’d just taken it off. One of her voluptuous breasts was in clear sight, while the other was hidden behind her pulled-up leg. She had one open-heel mule (golden!) still on, with the other lying discarded beside her. Her aureole was large and pink and slightly protruded.

Jacky liked to think that the pretty redhead was starting to get aroused, that the lace of her négligée had brushed against her nipples as she’d pulled it off, and that the evening air wafting against her bare skin had done the rest, sending a pleasant shiver across her sensuous teats.

A line of text accompanied the picture: ‘I'm a little tired this evening... mind if I don't play hard to get?’ Lustful and ready to get fucked, Jacky thought, my kind of gal. Her pussy was likely damp. Did Vargas get hard-ons as he painted his pinups? Jacky had often wondered. He’d used models as beautiful as the girls in his paintings. Did they arouse him? They must have, she felt.

Did Michelangelo get a hard-on when he sculpted David? Jacky had once asked this of her art teacher in high school. The class had gasped at first but had then erupted into a big burst of laughter. The teacher, Mr. Daniels, hadn’t blinked, answering that there was no definitive historical proof that Michelangelo was gay.

‘You must understand’, Daniels said, clearly lecturing her, ‘that painters and sculptors do not consider the nude a sexual object. To them, it is a form of natural beauty, like trees, flowers or mountains. But I must admit that a lot of painters have had affairs and relationships with their models’. ‘You mean like Hugh Hefner?’ Jacky asked. Mr. Daniels stared at her just long enough for her to register that it excited him to hear of a fourteen-year-old's knowledge of the Playboy publisher and of her keen interest in the sexual paradox of the artist–model relationship.

‘I do not consider Mr. Hefner an artist, Jacqueline’, Daniels said.

‘But he does fuck a lot of models’, Jacky replied.

The class fell silent. They were used to Jacky’s audacity, but the f-word was still very much out of bounds in class. Daniels took his time contemplating how to respond to Jacky’s foul mouth, all the while looking her straight in the eyes. He must've seen the pleasure she took in her tempting and provocative stance, and she could see how much he liked what he was seeing.

It was that solid proof of the manly desire she’d conjured in him that she still loved today. That short, fleeting moment when she felt in her bones that a man was hers for the taking. At fourteen, she’d not yet known precisely what that feeling meant, let alone how to act on it, but it made her feel damn good.

Of course, Daniels had sent her to the principal’s office, where she had to explain why she was sent out of class. She didn’t try to gloss over what had happened. She explained the incident as ‘me and Mr. Daniels were discussing the Renaissance nude in comparison to Playboy pinups’. After registering the principal’s twitch below his left eye, she continued. ‘I got carried away and used the word fuck. Mr. Daniels, in his good judgement, found it better to have me leave class and explain to you why a word like that is not befitting of a fourteen-year-old girl’.

‘And?’ the principal had asked, to which Jacky had just shrugged. The principal then gave her the same speech he’d give her a few more times during the rest of her school days. He told her she was smart but hard to handle. He asked her why she would sabotage her good prospects for college with behaviour that would probably land her in prison or get her pregnant – or worse, both. Jacky would sit through his lamentation about the fallen angel, knowing somewhere deep down that he was right but at the same time being too defiant to acknowledge it.

Prison she’d managed to avoid – got close though – but the pregnancies had manifested themselves soon enough, spelling the end of her college life and thus of her formal education. Jacky had switched to the school of life and gotten through it with straight A’s and a diploma branded with bruises and a few scars.

Jacky reminisced fondly of good old Mr. Daniels. She'd had her way with him at seventeen. After his cum had dirtied the upholstery of his Ford, she’d whispered in his ear, ‘I’m your dirty little secret. But I also know I’m just a minor note in your life’s dissertation. So, don’t get your hopes up. This was a one off’. She’d stressed the words minor and off, and he’d no doubt got the puns. Like Jacky, Daniels was smart with words. It’s what had made them orbit each other since she’d first walked into his class. She kissed him sincerely on the lips before getting out of his car. She glanced at him after shutting the passenger door. There was a sadness in his eyes, a look she would recognise in more men later in life. Daniels had really cared about her, but like many others after him, he’d been unable to make her feel it.

She was Teflon Girl. Affection bounced off her like live frogs in a hot frying pan. It wouldn’t burn, but it wouldn’t stick either. Had she already figured out why? She wasn't one for therapy. All she knew was that her grandparents had been the only ones capable of bridling her, and she was thankful for what they’d done for her. But that wasn’t love, was it? That was just containing a situation. Sure, her gran had told her often enough how much she loved her little girl. And her grandad had surely been fond of her, considering his limitless patience with all her conundrums. But in the end, she just couldn’t receive what was offered. She just couldn’t take what was simply given to her. No doubt it had something to do with her parents crashing their brand-new Cadillac Eldorado into a tree when she was three. She’d been in
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