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      I noticed the sign out of the corner of my eye while driving to the mall.  Eros – The Virtual Reality Fantasy Club.  The tagline read Live out your wildest dreams in the privacy of your own room.  With flashing red and yellow lights circulating around the billboard, it was pretty hard to miss.  I slowed at a nearby stoplight and glanced at the storefront, squinting my eyes at the frosted glass windows.  It was impossible to see anything inside beyond some moving shadows, and I shook my head, wondering what kind of operation they were running.

      I'd heard of virtual reality, of course.  A computer-generated simulation of a realistic environment where you wore special goggles or equipment to focus your attention.  But why the frosted glass on the windows?  What were they trying to hide?  It almost seemed like one of those adult stores where they papered over the windows to protect everyone's identity.  And what did they mean by living out your wildest dreams?  Was this some kind of fantasy sex club?

      The more I thought about it, the more intrigued I became.  I enjoyed using sex toys and porn videos to simulate sex with imaginary partners, but I was always conscious that I was alone and self-directing my pleasure.  The idea of being in a private room with state-of-the-art technology to lose myself in the ultimate fantasy would take my erotic role-playing to an entirely new level.  I decided to circle back to the club on my return from the mall to look into it further.

      But after becoming increasingly distracted while shopping for new clothes, I decided to cut my mall visit short and rushed back to the club, feeling a growing wet spot in my panties.  I parked my car a block away from the storefront, then I scurried up to the front door, hoping none of my friends or work colleagues would recognize me.  When I opened the door, I saw a tastefully appointed reception area with modern leather armchairs and a pretty receptionist sitting behind a curved desk.

      "May I help you?" she said when she noticed me peering at the movie-style posters lining the wall, depicting various fantasy scenes.

      "Um, yes..." I stammered.  "I just noticed your sign and wondered how this works exactly.  I've never experienced something like this before–"

      "One of our customer service agents will be with you shortly, if you'd like to have a seat," the girl said, motioning to one of the chairs.  "May I have your name?"

      "Jade," I said, taking a seat in the empty reception area, wondering what I'd gotten myself into.

      The fact that there were no visible sign of customers made me wonder if this operation was legit.  But the posters on the wall seemed professionally made and beautifully rendered, with gorgeous models posing in different settings ranging from science fiction to fantasy to exotic tropical islands.  I didn't recognize any of the models, and I wasn't even sure if they were real people or just super-realistic CGI illustrations.  But one thing was for certain.  The images they depicted were highly stimulating and real enough to make me squirm in my seat while I imagined myself in one or more of the scenarios.  If the live, 3-D versions of these characters and settings were anything like the two-dimensional poster illustrations, then I was definitely interested in exploring it further.

      "Jade?" a pretty woman wearing a form-fitting business suit said, approaching my chair.

      "Yes," I said, turning my head in surprise while I snapped out of my daydream.

      "I understand you'd like some more information about our services," the woman said.  "Would you like to accompany me to my office where we can talk in private?"

      "Sure," I said, standing up and darting my eyes over her sexy figure.

      "My name's Jillian," the woman said, extending her hand toward me.

      "Pleased to meet you," I said, feeling my cheeks flushing while I gazed at her piercing blue eyes and plump lips.

      "I'm down this way," Jillian said, extending her hand and leading me down a narrow hall lined with closed doors.

      While I followed close behind, staring at her tight, round ass, I heard the sound of muffled moans and voices coming from behind some of the doors, and I wondered if there was more than one person involved in these role-playing scenarios.

      Jillian led me into her office, then she invited me to sit in one of the two chairs on the opposite side of her desk.

      "May I get you something to drink?" she said.  "Coffee or tea perhaps?"

      "I'm fine, thank you," I said, not entirely sure I'd be able to hold a cup of hot fluid without spilling it from my already trembling hands.

      After I was seated, she sat in the chair beside me instead of behind her desk, then she crossed her leg over her knee, displaying her slender and toned muscles.  I couldn't help stealing a glance at her sexy thighs, feeling my heart pounding in my chest while I gripped the handles of my chair firmly.  I wasn't sure if my heightened reaction had more to do with the strange environment I found myself in or Jillian's movie-star looks.  Either way, I was already primed and super-aroused, with my burning clit rubbing against the seam of my jeans and my panties soaked all the way through.

      "Is this your first experience with virtual reality?" Jillian said, crossing her hands gently in her lap.

      "Yes," I chuckled nervously.  "Unless you count watching porn and playing with sex toys."

      "Well, if that's the kind of scenarios you like to fantasize about," she said.  "I can assure you that the imagery and equipment we use at our facility is nothing like anything you've ever tried before."

      "How does it work, exactly?" I said, pinching my eyebrows.  "Is it just fancy headphones and goggles that show 3-D movies?"

      "Oh, it's much more than that," Jillian smiled.  "For starters, you'll wear a full-body suit and a special helmet with sensors to stimulate all of your senses.  Plus, you sit in an animatronic chair that swivels and shakes to mimic the sensation of being in a moving environment."

      "You mean like those flight training simulators that pilots use?"

      "Yes, except these simulators are also equipped with special probes and sensors to provide two-way feedback."

      "What kind of two-way feedback?"

      "The kind that enables you to experience your interaction with the characters in your selected scenes as if you were really there."

      “Are you referring to my sense of touch?" I said, beginning to understand what she was getting at.

      "And taste and smell..." she nodded.

      "How is that even possible?" I said, widening my eyes in surprise.

      "Like I said," Jillian smiled.  "We have extremely sophisticated and sensitive equipment.  I think you'll find it stimulates your passions in ways you can only imagine."

      "And these scenarios you mentioned earlier," I said, feeling the wet spot in my jeans growing larger by the moment.  "Do you have a fairly broad range to choose from?"

      "We have over a hundred different settings and scenarios you can select, from expensive nightclubs to tropical islands to sensuous spas.  Just about anywhere you've dreamed about going, we've recreated in a full, sensory experience."

      "And what about the characters I choose to interact with?  Can I select those as well?"

      "Of course," Jillian nodded.  "You can choose the age, gender, sexual persuasion, and body type of the main characters, as you prefer.  And even mix them up from one scene to the next."

      "Really?" I said, becoming increasingly intrigued by Jillian's description.  "Are these scenes pre-programmed like a movie, where I'm just passively watching and experiencing the action while seated in the chair?"

      "That's the beauty of our VR program," Jillian grinned.  "It's entirely customized to your experience, reacting in real time to your vocalizations and bodily responses, just as you would with a real person."

      "How do you do that?" I said, shaking my head in disbelief.

      "Everything is driven by our artificial intelligence engine.  It responds to your actions in the normal manner, through both vocal and physical responses.  At least as normal as you can imagine from the opulent world you choose to implant yourself in and the sexy characters you choose to surround yourself with."

      "Wow," I said, squirming in my seat while I imagined myself in these fantasy scenarios.  "And these physical responses that I’ll receive, are they also super-realistic and similar to real-life settings?"

      "As close as you can imagine to the real thing," Jillian smiled.  "Would you like me to take you to one of the private rooms for you to sample one for yourself?"

      "Yes, if it's not too much trouble," I nodded, feeling my ass sticking to the seat of her chair.
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      Jillian swiveled her desktop monitor toward her side of the desk, then she tapped on the keyboard, pulling up a floorplan of the facility that showed which rooms were in use and which ones were currently free.

      "Alright," she said, standing up and holding out her hand to help me up.  "It looks like we've got room 8B open for the next hour or so.  Would you like to come with me?"

      "Yes, please," I smiled, peering down at the wet stain between my legs, wondering if she knew exactly how literally I wanted to accept her invitation.

      While we walked down the narrow hallway toward the room at the end of the hall, I listened to the sound of soft moans and panting coming from the other side of the doors from both men and women.  By now, it seemed obvious exactly what kind of scenarios most of the club's patrons chose to fantasy play with, and by the time we reached our appointed room, I was ready to tear off Jillian's clothes and slam the door behind us while I ravished her body.

      Instead, I glanced at a heavily padded, plastic-lined lounge chair that looked like one of those full-body massagers, except this one was attached to a steel platform with hydraulic pistons and switches.  On opposite sides of the room hung two bodysuits with glass helmets that reminded me of the astronaut suits the moon-landers wore.

      "That's quite an apparatus," I said, peering at the chair with squinted eyes.

      "You have no idea," Jillian grinned, motioning for me to take a seat.  "Why don't you try it on for size?"

      "Will this be a full simulation?" I said, glancing at her erect nipples darting the thin fabric of her silk blouse.

      "Not unless you're ready to book a full hour.  This will just be a brief demonstration of some of its features."

      "Okay..." I said, lying down in the chair cautiously.

      Jill picked up a remote control device from beside the apparatus, then she tapped a few buttons and the chair began to rock forward and back gently, not unlike the fucking action of a male partner lying on top of me.

      "That's a familiar feeling," I nodded, smiling up at her.  "It's too bad this thing doesn't come equipped with some other equipment like a real person–"

      "You mean something like this?" she said, twisting one of the knobs on the remote control.

      Suddenly, a super-realistic, penis-shaped dildo slid up from a hidden crease in the seat, flaring into the gap between my stained jeans.  I couldn't help reaching down to touch the object while I compared it to some of the other sex toys I used at home.  This one felt more flexible and realistic to the touch, even swelling subtly when I caressed the tip of the animatronic erection.

      "Holy shit," I panted.  "This is as close to the real thing as I've ever felt with a simulated sex toy.  What other surprises does this chair have?"

      "You'll have to book a session to find out," Jillian said.  "But I can assure you that it has capabilities far beyond what a real person can do.  And that doesn't even take into consideration all the other probes and sensors contained within the bodysuit that you'll be wearing while you're strapped into the chair."

      "Am I supposed to climb into it completely naked?" I said, peering up at the suit on the wall.

      "It's certainly more fun that way," Jillian said.  "That is, if you want to experience the full range of sensations in the most realistic manner.  It's kind of like the difference between having sex with a condom versus without one."

      "What about hygiene?" I said, running my hand over the clear plastic cover of the lounge chair.  "I imagine people emit all kinds of bodily fluids while strapped into this getup.  How do you keep people from spreading sexually transmitted diseases?"

      "The seats and suits receive a high-pressure, antiseptic steam wash after every finished session," Jillian nodded.  "It's actually a cleaner environment than your own freshly laundered bed."

      I paused for a moment while I softly rubbed the seam of my jeans against the faux hard-on.

      "I'm definitely willing to give it a try if this room is available," I nodded.  "How much does it cost?"

      "Fifty dollars for a twenty-minute trial, then one hundred dollars for every hour you choose afterward.  But this room is booked for another client in a couple of hours, and we need an hour turnaround time to clean the equipment, so you can try it out for the first hour if you'd like."

      "Let's start with the twenty-minute trial, then I'll extend the session for the full hour if I like it.  Where do I sign up?"

      "You can fill out the necessary paperwork with Annie at the front desk and she'll take your credit card deposit.  Then come back to see me, and I'll give you instructions for getting started."

      Oh, I'll come alright, I thought to myself while I ran my eyes over Jillian's sexy figure.  I'll come all over your pretty face while I imagine you licking me on this machine.
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      After I completed the registration information at the front desk, I returned to Jillian's office, where she gave me the instructions for starting the first session.

      "So what happens now?" I said, already shaking in excitement.

      "It's pretty simple," she nodded.  "You go into your private booth and put on the suit and helmet, then sit in the chair and press the start button."

      "I noticed there were two suits in the room.  Does it matter which one I use?"

      "Yes, one is for men and the other is for women.  You'll notice some subtle differences in the design.  The men's suit is slightly larger and has a bigger crotch area to accommodate the extra stimulation equipment.  But they're also clearly marked, so you shouldn't have any difficulty figuring out which one to use."

      "How do I choose the scenarios in which I wish to engage after I press the start button?"

      "Everything is controlled by voice commands.  A pop-up menu will appear on your helmet visor, where you can select each of the elements of your scene.  Once the scene begins, you simply talk to the characters you encounter and everything will pretty much play out the way you desire."

      "What if I need some help?"

      "I think you'll find everything is very user-friendly and intuitive.  In the unlikely event that you run into a snag, just say the words VR Help and the scene will pause while an automated agent responds to your query."

      "How will I know how much time I've got left?"

      "There's a small countdown timer on the lower-right-hand corner of the screen that shows you how much time you have remaining in your scheduled session."

      "Sounds good," I nodded.  "I think I'm ready to go.  Wish me luck."

      "Luck won't have anything to do with it," Jillian smiled.  "Once you enter the VR world, your destiny is entirely within your grasp.  And I suspect it will exceed your expectations."

      "Okay," I said, peering at her exposed cleavage, wanting to grasp something else.  "Thanks for your help."

      When I got into my private room and latched the door behind me, I walked up to the nearest wall and gazed at the suit hanging on a hook.  A patch in the center of the chest displayed a male gender symbol, and I glanced down to the crotch area of the suit, noticing a slight bulge and a different type of covering.  I couldn't help touching it with my palm, feeling a spongy material overlaid with a stretchy fabric, and I smiled.  If the chair had embedded a natural-feeling erect cock for women to play with, then it seemed obvious that the men's suit would have an equally adaptable accessory embedded within it to simulate the feel of a woman's pussy.

      Or mouth.

      I walked over to the opposite wall and pulled the women's suit off the hook, then I unzipped the front of it, feeling the groin area for any kind of attachments.  There was a spongy, oblong disc with a small slit positioned over the area corresponding to the front of my mound, and suddenly my panties began to moisten at the thought of what the device could do.  Then I slid my fingers a little lower in the crotch area, feeling a hole in the suit, and I nodded, remembering how Jillian had made the artificial cock pop up from the chair.

      "Jesus," I panted, tearing off my clothes and slowly climbing into the suit.

      It felt warm and rubbery, almost like a neoprene wetsuit, but there were small electrodes and nodules centered over my key erogenous zones, and I could already feel the skin over my entire body beginning to tingle at the thought of what awaited me.  I lifted the glass helmet off the shelf next to the hook and placed it gently over my head, happy to find that it had large ventilation slits next to my nose and my mouth to make it easy to breathe.  The area over my eyes was encased in clear glass, making it possible to view my external surroundings, but the area around my mouth had a spongy layer not unlike what I saw in the crotch of the men's suit.

      "Alright," I said, turning the bottom of my helmet to secure it to the top part of my suit.  "Let's get this party started."

      I lay down in the reclining chair and tapped the Start button on the right hand rest, then an illuminated display appeared on the glass visor directly in front of my eyes.  The menu began by asking me to choose what kind of setting I wished to engage with, and after scrolling down the list by shifting the direction of my gaze, I decided on a nightclub scene by voicing the word Nightclub.

      Cool, I nodded to myself, happy to see how easy it was to navigate the system.

      The next menu item asked me to choose what gender and sexual preference I wanted for my primary character interaction, and after some hesitation, I choose male-heterosexual.  There'd be plenty of chances to have some fun with the women and transgender choices at another time, but for this first session, I was eager to find out what the special dildo in the seat cushion was programmed to do.

      The final menu choice asked me to select the body type, race, hair color, and age of my primary character interaction.  It took a little longer to review all the options before deciding on a plain vanilla, thirty-five-year-old, brown-haired white male model with a swimmer's build.  When the AI engine popped up a three-dimensional image of my selected model, naked from the waist up, I nodded my head and said 'Yes, please.'

      I was a little disappointed that the menu didn't also give me the option to choose the penis size of my model, but I figured that might have something to do with the nature of the scenario each player chose to run.  It was possible that not every client wanted a sex simulation, and besides, part of the fun would be learning what hidden features might reveal themselves based on my prompts and commands.

      A few seconds later, the screen changed to reveal a dimly lit nightclub setting showing a mixed group of twenty- and thirty-year-old strangers milling around an open lounge and flashing dance floor.  The cinematography looked like something straight out of a movie, except everything was rendered in 3-D, making it look like an authentic real-world setting, including the characters, which were virtually indistinguishable from real people.  I turned my head to pan around the room, and the image automatically adjusted to focus on the area I wanted to see.  I noticed the familiar features of the model I'd chosen from the start menu sitting alone at the bar, and I slowly approached the counter while running my eyes over his muscular physique clad in a tight button-up shirt and dark jeans.

      "Looks like you could use some company," I said, pausing by his chair, trying not to roll my eyes at my lame pickup line.

      "I was just thinking the same thing," he smiled, motioning for me to join him on the adjacent empty stool.

      "Oh?" I said, peering at his reflection in the smoky mirror behind the bar.  "Were you checking me out?"

      "Just noticing that you seemed a little lost," he nodded.  "First time at the Copacabana?"

      "I suppose you could say that," I chuckled.  "This is a first for me in more ways than one."

      "You mean nightclubs aren't your usual scene?" he said, darting his eyes over my face and my bare shoulders.

      The AI system had automatically dressed my doppelgänger in a scene-appropriate outfit, choosing a tasteful but tight-fitting, black silk dress, cropped mid-thigh.  I glanced in the bar mirror and flared my eyes at how accurately the system had reproduced my facial features and body shape.  If I didn't know that I was already cocooned in a strange VR bodysuit, I would never have known that the image I saw of myself in the reflection wasn't the real me wearing a different outfit.

      "Can I get you something to drink?" the man said, noticing me peering toward the glass bottles lined up on the shelf at the back of the bar.

      "Oh, yes," I said, pulling out of my trance.  "I'll have a dirty martini, thanks."

      The man motioned for the bartender and ordered two martinis, then he swiveled his chair toward me, spreading his legs slightly apart to accommodate my knees protruding over the edge of the stool.

      "I'm Alec," he said, extending his hand softly over the counter toward me.

      "Jade," I said, clasping his hand with my gloved hand, surprised to see how natural his warm skin felt in my palm.

      It took every ounce of my willpower not to steal a glance between his parted legs to get a preview of his package, but for some strange reason, I kept my focus where it properly belonged during our first meeting, even though I knew the entire scene was staged and that I could do whatever I wanted with my simulated character with total impunity.

      "I like that name," Alec smiled, darting his eyes over my face.  "It matches your pretty eyes."

      "I bet you use that line on all the girls you meet in this place," I laughed, beginning to wonder just how natural and adaptable the artificial intelligence engine was with speech recognition.

      "Only the pretty ones," he said.  "I haven't had a chance to use it for quite some time now."

      "No?" I said.  "Nightclubs aren't your usual scene either?"

      "It's not that," he said.  "It's just that I haven't seen anyone quite so intriguing as you in a long time."

      "Do tell," I smiled, angling my seat more in his direction and brushing the inside of his thigh with my crossed legs.  "You know how a woman always likes to be flattered."

      "You mean besides your impossibly long and shapely legs?" he said, glancing down toward my thighs.  "It's something about your countenance.  You don't seem like so many of other girls that wear too much makeup and too-tight dresses.  They have a smell of desperation about them."

      "I thought that's what most men wanted?" I teased.  "Scantily clad women who wear their intentions on their sleeve."

      "There's something to be said for the art of subtlety," Alec said.  "I find the dance of courtship much more interesting than the capturing of the prize."

      "Well said, my friend," I smiled, raising my glass and taking a sip of my martini.

      "To friendship," he said, lifting his glass and softly clinking it against mine.

      I peered into his hazel eyes while he sipped his cocktail, flashing my gaze over his handsome face.  With his chiseled cheekbones, square jaw, and perfectly straight nose, he looked like something straight out of a cologne commercial.  In fact, I could sense his musky scent wafting over my nose, and I twitched it unconsciously, surprised that the VR system was able to replicate so many of the senses I took for granted in the real world.

      "Is everything okay with your drink?" Alec said, noticing my facial twitch.

      "Definitely," I said.  "It's more than okay.  I was just savoring the taste and the smell–"

      "Of your martini?" he said.

      "Among other things," I smiled, separating my legs and crossing them over slowly in the other direction.

      "Hmm," he nodded, sliding his right palm over the counter toward me.  "I was just thinking the same thing."

      "About your cocktail?" I said.

      "Among other things..."

      "Mmm," I said, feeling the tips of my fingers tingling when he touched me.  "Is there somewhere else we can go for a little privacy?  I'd kind of like to taste something else right about now."

      "There's a private room in the back where we can get more comfortable if you'd like," he said, tilting his head toward a closed-off section of the nightclub.

      "I'd like that," I nodded.  "That is, if you think we're not rushing too quickly to the prize."

      "I can't imagine what you're referring to," he grinned, holding out his hand to help me off the stool.  "But so far, this courtship has aroused much more than just my passing interest."

      "Mmm, so I can see," I said, peering down at his bulging crotch.

      While he slowly led me through the teeming crowd of nightclub patrons, I felt my suit beginning to tighten around my pussy while I dribbled a stream of juices down the inside of my thigh.

      This should be interesting, I thought, unconsciously clasping his hand tighter while I imagined what was going to happen next.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            4

          

        

      

    

    
      Alec led me to a closed door guarded by a burly bouncer, then he passed the man a crisp one-hundred-dollar bill, and the guard opened the door, motioning for us to go inside.  The room was dimly lit with a large sectional sofa and a few armchairs with small side tables to hold drinks, but otherwise had few decorations to indicate its purpose.  With no windows and only one exit door, in any other situation I might be reluctant to enter such a vulnerable space with a stranger, but I kept reminding myself this was just a fantasy.

      "You seem to know your way around this place," I said, circling my arms around his neck and pressing my hips against his groin.

      "It has its advantages," he nodded, kissing me softly while he traced a finger up the small of my back.

      I could feel his moist lips on my mouth and I hesitated, knowing I was kissing a robotic device implanted inside my helmet, but it felt so realistic that I unconsciously slipped my tongue into his cavity and closed my eyes, losing myself in the moment.  While he rolled his tongue softly against mine, he drew his hand a few inches further up my back, slowly pulling down my zipper.  I groaned in his mouth, and he pinched the fingers of one hand over my bra clasp, deftly unfastening it in one motion before sliding his palms down the sides of my exposed torso.

      "I wish every man I met was as skilled as you," I purred, pulling back a few inches to peer into his smoldering eyes.

      "I've had a little practice," he smiled.

      "Maybe somebody just taught you well," I said, knowing his responses were entirely driven by a sophisticated computer program.

      But at this point it hardly mattered, with my pussy leaking like a faucet and my nipples hard as forty-five-caliber bullets.

      "Like I said earlier," he said, pinching my teats softly and twisting them between his fingers while my dress slipped down over my hips onto the floor.  "Most of the fun is in the playing of the game, not winning the contest.  Every partner brings their own talents to the table, and I have to adapt to their strategies in order to reach the goal."

      "And what's the goal in this case?" I said.

      "Making you happy, of course," he grinned, sliding his hands down the front of my trembling stomach.

      "What about you?" I said, pushing him gently away while I began unbuttoning his shirt.  "Is there any room for pleasure on your side of the scrimmage line?"

      "I suppose that depends on how talented my opponent is," he said, pressing his hips forward when I reached his belt.

      I gazed into his eyes while I unclasped his belt, then I unbuttoned the top of his trousers and began to pull his zipper down when some lights suddenly started flashing in the lower-right-hand corner of my visor, warning me that I only had a few seconds remaining in my scheduled session.

      "Wait, what?" I said.  "No–"

      "Are you having second thoughts?" Alec said, peering up at me with a wrinkled forehead.  "Maybe we're going too fast–"

      "No, it's not that," I stammered, trying to remember Jillian's codeword for getting support.

      Then the screen suddenly went blank, and I shook my head, cursing.

      "Fuck!" I huffed.  "Could this happen at a worse possible time? Help!  Help!"

      But the screen remained unresponsive, and I almost pulled off my helmet in frustration while my breath began to fog up the visor.  Then I suddenly remembered the codeword Jillian had given me if I ran into a glitch, and I nodded my head, feeling my heart pounding in my chest.

      "VR Help, VR Help," I shouted, feeling the streams of lubrication beginning to run down the inside of my thighs.

      "Yes, Jade," a soft robotic voice purred into my ears.  "How can I help you?"

      "I want to continue my session," I said, still breathing heavily.  "Can you extend my session for the remaining hour?"

      "Of course," the robot voice said.  "Do you wish to continue the previous scene where you left off, or start a new one?"

      "Where I left off, please," I panted.

      "No problem.  Please stand by."

      After a couple of seconds, the familiar setting of the nightclub room came back into view, with Alec standing half-dressed in front of me, displaying a puzzled expression.

      "Is everything alright?" he said, placing his hand on my exposed shoulder and squeezing it gently.

      "Yes," I said.  "Sorry, I just had a little moment of distraction.  Can we pick up where we left off?"

      "Of course," he said, sliding his hands down the sides of my bare arms and gently clasping my hands as he stepped toward me, kissing me softly while we crossed our arms over each other's chests.

      "I believe I was about to ease your discomfort," I smiled, reaching down and pulling his unzipped trousers over his hips while I peered at his swelling erection straining against his tight boxer-briefs.

      I bent my knees and slowly began kissing my way down his muscular chest, feeling the undulations of his rippling six-pack with the tip of my nose, then I knelt down between his legs, slipping my fingers under his waistband and pulling his briefs over his organ.  When it popped up and slapped me on the side of my face, I gasped at how large and beautiful it was.  Perfectly straight, with a light-brown caramel color, his circumcised crown flared while I stared at his slit, emitting a light drop of dew.

      I placed the tips of my fingers on each side of his thick shaft and traced them slowly toward his tightening sac, watching his phallus flexing in front of my face.

      “Where've you been all my life?" I said, leaning forward and licking the underside of his flagstaff toward his dripping glans.

      "Waiting for you, apparently," he groaned when I encircled his glans with my watering mouth and slid my tongue under the heart-shaped crease.  "I take back what I said earlier.  Sometimes the prize can be just as rewarding as the chase."

      "Mm-hmm," I smiled, gripping his hard tool in both hands and bobbing my head up and down over his burning bulb.

      I would have been more than happy to finish him with my mouth with the short amount of time I had remaining, but as he ran his fingers softly through my hair while I sucked on his throbbing erection, he lowered his hands under my chin and slowly extracted his manhood from my eager mouth.

      "You're going to expend all my energy if you keep sucking me like that," he said.  "And I'm not ready for this game to be over before you score a few runs also."

      "I can't imagine what you mean," I grinned, slowly straightening up and wiping off the drool running down the side of my chin with the back of my hand.

      "Let's see if we can put this instrument to better use," he said, placing his hands over the back of my ass and raising me up in one swift motion, aiming the tip of his prick toward my dripping hole.

      "Fuck yes," I murmured, wrapping my legs around his hips while he entered my slit with his big organ.

      "Oh God..." I groaned, feeling his girth stretching me apart until he filled my entire cavity like a torpedo in a tight submarine tube.

      As he began to rock his hips slowly against my splayed legs, I pulled my face closer to his and thrust my tongue deep into his mouth, feeling his flexing chest muscles rubbing against my swinging tits.  He barely seemed to be working up a sweat while he held me like a rag doll, slapping his thick organ against my pussy while we moaned in each other's mouth.  I knew it was just a fantasy and that no ordinary man would be able to fuck me like this for very long, but I savored every moment as I watched the countdown timer slowly counting down toward the end of my scheduled session.

      I came two times while he expertly fucked me, tilting my body at the precise angle to rub my burning clit against the top of his erection while he waited patiently for me to satisfy my cravings before he considered seeking his own pleasure.  After my second orgasm, I glanced at the flashing clock, noticing we had only a few minutes left before time ran out, and I pulled my head back to peer at his dilated pupils.

      "I think it's time for you to score a run now," I smiled.  "I'm already ahead two-to-nothing.  You don't want to finish the game with a shutout, do you?"

      "That would be a blemish on my record," he grinned, squeezing my buttocks harder while stretching my dripping labia over his hard balls.  "You better get ready though, because I'm about to hit a home run."

      "Fire when ready," I nodded, squeezing my legs harder around his hips.  "I might have one more in me if you swing your bat hard enough."

      "Mm-hmm," Alec grunted, kissing me passionately on my lips while he plowed his dick even deeper inside me.

      While I listened to the sound of his escalating panting and moans, I could feel the pressure inside me building in lockstep with him toward a powerful climax.  When it finally washed over me like a tidal wave, I gushed my juices hard over his balls, feeling his cock pulsating inside me like a firehose.  We both shook and convulsed against one another for what seemed like an eternity, then the screen suddenly went blank again as I panted inside my helmet, suddenly aware of my position in the mechanical chair.  I peered down, noticing that I was gripping the hand rests tightly with both arms, and my legs elevated high in the air with crossed ankles while the huge brown dildo dripped softly between my glistening gash.

      "Holy shit," I panted out loud.  "I have got to come back to this place for more of this stuff.  Talk about a grand slam.  That was quite possibly the best sex I've ever had."
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      I couldn't book another VR session for almost a week because the place was so busy, but in the meantime I scrolled through their website, browsing the long list of fantasy scenarios from their menu.  From expensive spas to tropical getaways to luxury cruises, the list seemed almost endless.  This time, I didn't want to take any chance at getting cut off in the middle of a steamy session, so I booked a two-hour appointment when one opened up, hoping to sample at least two different scenes.

      While I flashed back to the hot simulation with Alec in the nightclub, I stood in front of my bathroom mirror with one leg propped up on the counter, imagining him fucking me with his big cock while I plowed three fingers into my pussy.  I imagined it was him I was looking at instead of me, with his strong arms cradling my ass while I quivered and came all over my hands.  By the time my next scheduled session at the VR club rolled around, I was already at a fever pitch of excitement, anticipating who I would encounter next.

      After sticking my head into Jillian's office and asking for a suggestion for an all-girl hookup this time, she recommended I try the 'nude cruise' episode.  When I got into my appointed room, I quickly donned my stretchy spacesuit and sat in the reclining chair, pressing the start button.  The LED menu popped up on the visor, and I togged through the familiar list, choosing my preferences.  For the Setting, I scrolled until I found the Nude Cruise option, then for gender and sexual preference, I chose female/lesbian before changing it to female/bisexual.  If there might be an opportunity for a mixed threesome somewhere in the mix, I wouldn't turn that down.

      When the next menu item asked me to select the body type, race, hair color, and age for my primary character interaction, I chose a curvy Latina, brown-haired, thirty-five-year-old, hoping for a meeting with a Jennifer Lopez lookalike.  But when the view suddenly flashed to the top deck of a luxury cruise ship sailing through the tranquil waters of the Caribbean, my eyes widened watching the figures of the beautiful passengers strolling past me.  Every one of them was stark naked, with gorgeous, buff physiques and matinee-idol looks.  I could already feel my pussy throbbing while I gawked at the spectacle, and suddenly, I felt weak in my knees.  I peered around and noticed a few vacant lounge chairs next to the deckside pool, and I sat on one of the cushioned chairs next to a pretty Latina girl.

      "First time taking a cruise?" the girl said, squinting over the top of her horn-rimmed sunglasses at me.  "You look a little queasy."

      "First time on a cruise like this," I chuckled, darting my eyes over her voluptuous figure, reminding me more of Salma Hayek than Jennifer Lopez.  "I'm just not used to some of the...er, distractions on board."

      "It's a bit of a shock at first," she nodded, glancing at my figure before I had a chance to notice that I too was completely naked from head to toe.  "But you get used to it pretty quickly.  Everybody's in the same boat, in a manner of speaking."

      "Yeah," I laughed, peering around the pool at the scampering naked people.  "With not too many places to hide."

      "Why would you even want to?" the girl said, propping up her back rest to glance at all the eye candy.  "You've got a beautiful figure, and there's so much to appreciate here.  It's like being a kid in a candy store."

      "Thank you," I said, peering at her dark medallions and erect nipples on her plump, round tits.  "I was going to say the same thing about you."

      "Lucia," she said, extending her hand into the short gap between our adjacent chairs.

      "Jade," I said, feeling the oil in her slippery hands.

      "Would you like me to put some sunscreen on your body?" Lucia said.  "You look pretty pale for someone who's about to lie out in the sun for the first time."

      "Um, sure," I said, lowering my chair to a flat position and lying facedown on the padded cushion.

      Lucia stood up from her chair and squirted a couple of streams of lotion onto her palms then she kneeled on the sides of my lounge chair, straddling my ass.  I could feel her warm pussy resting on my buttocks, and my clit tingled in excitement at the feel of her curvy body touching my naked figure.

      "So where do you hail from?" Lucia said, spreading the lotion over my shoulders while I tried unsuccessfully to control my ragged breathing.

      "Chicago," I said.  "How about you?"

      "My family's originally from Cuba.  But I live in Miami now."

      "Nice," I nodded.  "But why are you taking a cruise when you already have all the sun you could ever want in Florida?"

      "There's a few opportunities onboard this ship that you don't find in places like South Beach," she smiled, sliding her hands slowly down the center of my back while I unconsciously tilted my ass up higher.

      "You mean like cavorting in the pool and dancing in the water fountain?" I said, glancing at a group of naked women skipping through a spray pad, squirting jets of water up toward their naked asses.

      "Among other things," she smiled.

      "So I'm beginning to see," I moaned as she rolled her palms over my cheeks and slid her fingers between the crack in my thighs.

      I parted my legs a few inches further apart, inviting her to go lower, and she pressed her hands deeper into my cleft, sliding her fingers over my dripping labia.  I grunted when I felt them touching my burning nub, and I tilted my ass even higher, giving her a clear view of my separated folds.

      "Mmm," Lucia hummed, staring at my round ass and dripping slit.  "That's a view I haven't seen this close-up for a while."

      "Take your time and enjoy it for as long as you like," I sighed.  "I'm enjoying your massage while I take in a few other arousing sights."

      Lucia turned her head to see where I was looking, then she grinned while she kneaded her fingers deeper into the crease between my legs.

      "Do you like watching women rub their bodies together?" she said, noticing me fixated on two women grinding their hips together while a stream from the splash pad jetted up between their legs.

      "Sometimes," I shuddered, feeling her slip her fingers into my dripping slit.  "I consider myself pretty versatile.  I can go with the flow wherever I find myself."

      "That's good to know," Lucia said, shifting back a few inches and pressing her right hand deeper into my slit while she massaged my hardening clit with the tips of her fingers and slipped her thumb into my pussy.  "Because I think you'll find there's more variety onboard this cruise than you could possibly imagine."

      "Unghh," I groaned, humping my hips against her hand while she slid the fingers of her other hand slowly through the crack of my ass.  "I'm enjoying this particular variation just fine, thank you very much."

      Lucia paused for a moment while she squeezed my cheeks and circled my pucker with her other thumb.

      "Has anyone ever told you that you have a magnificent ass?" she said.

      "Not lately," I grunted.  "But whatever you're doing, don't stop."

      "Fuck, no," Lucia said, pressing her thumb harder against my sphincter until it slipped inside.  "If I had a cock, I'd be fucking those sweet cheeks right about now."

      "Oh God," I hissed, feeling her fucking me from both sides with her two thumbs.  "That feels incredible.  I'm going to come soon if you keep doing that."

      "Yes, baby," Lucia mewed.  "Come for me.  Come all over my hands while I watch your pretty ass shaking."

      "Oh fuck," I growled, feeling my insides clamping down on her fingers while my pelvic floor muscles began contracting in a powerful orgasm.  "Fuck, fuck, fuckkkk..."

      Suddenly, Lucia's eyes began blinking while I squirted a series of jets over her lower hand and up the length of her arm toward her tits and face.

      "Holy shit," she gasped, thrusting her thumbs further inside my holes while I gushed all over her arms and hands.  "I'm not sure you needed this lotion after all.  You're going to have a thick enough layer of lubrication on your backside to last you most of the afternoon."

      "That's good to hear," I panted as my orgasm began to subside.  "Because I've got a few ideas for my other side.  I was hoping you could spread the lotion over my body in a slightly different manner..."
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      "Oh?" Lucia said, pulling her thumbs out of my holes and raising her hips off my ass.  "What did you have in mind?"

      I twisted my head and peered up at her with a lopsided grin.

      "I was wondering if you could spread the lotion on me this time with something other than your hands."

      She glanced down at me for a moment, then her face lit up with a broad smile.

      "I think that can be arranged," she nodded, lifting herself up off the lounge chair to allow me to flip over.

      When I turned around, I noticed her rubbing some lotion over the front of her chest, and I playfully pulled the bottle out of her hand.

      "Let me return the favor," I smiled, sitting up and crossing my legs while facing the rear end of the lounge chair.

      She sat down in front of me with her legs crossed like mine, and I glanced at her hips, noticing no sign of a bikini line over her pelvis or bare mound.

      "Something tells me you won't need this stuff, either," I said, feeling my pussy twitching while I stared at her wet labia.  "At least not to protect you from the sun.  You've already got a beautiful tan all over your body."

      "Perhaps we can use it for something else then," she nodded, clasping my hands softly and directing them toward her large, buoyant breasts.

      "Exactly what I was thinking," I nodded, placing my palms over the top of her chest and sliding them slowly over her round orbs.  "Though I'm not sure there's going to be enough in this bottle to cover all of you–"

      "Well then," she smiled, uncrossing her legs and moving up closer to me while she wrapped her ankles around the back of my ass.  "I guess we'll just have to share what we've got left on our skin."

      "I like that idea," I said, separating my feet and pressing my pussy up against hers while I curled my legs around her ass.

      As we rubbed our slippery tits together, we tilted our heads forward, locking in a tight embrace while our tongues danced in each other's mouths.  For a minute or two, we were content to rock our hips together while we felt our pussies sliding against one another, then when it became apparent that it would be difficult to gain sufficient traction to stimulate our clits, Lucia pushed me gently back down onto my lounge chair, laying her body flat on top of mine while she ground her mound against me.  I angled my hips upward, and when our nubs touched, I gasped, pulling her face down hard against mine.

      By now, most of the bystanders sitting around the pool were staring at us locked in a passionate embrace, but I hardly cared.  If anything, it only added to the excitement of the moment, seeing all the other naked passengers watching us making love in full view of the entire crew.  I spread my legs further apart, and Lucia slid one of her knees between my thighs, interlacing our dripping labia, and I peered into her eyes, grunting loudly.

      "Yes, Lucia," I moaned.  "Fuck me with your pussy.  Fuck me hard.  This time I want to come all over your pretty twat."

      "You're so dirty," she said, lifting her head and peering at me in mock indignation.  "I like that.  Let me see if I can get more comfortable..."

      She raised up onto her knees, then she grabbed my right leg and tilted it over to the side until we were joined in a scissor position.  I could feel her cunt pressing up against my slippery lips, and I rocked my head back, sighing in delirious pleasure.  Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed most of the women and virtually all of the men with their hands between their legs, stimulating themselves while they watched the two of us tribbing on the shaking lounge chair.

      "Fuck, yes," I groaned, pulling her knee further up my stomach while I rocked my hips hard against her pussy.  "This is a much better way to spread our juices around.  I'm going to come soon–"

      "Wait for me," Lucia grunted, lifting my opposite leg and placing it between her swinging tits.  "I'm almost there too."

      But as soon I saw her lips gaping open with her pretty face nestled against my upturned leg while she clasped me tightly, I couldn't hold it any longer.

      "Lucia," I panted.  "I'm so sorry.  You're so hot–"

      "Gahhh!" she suddenly grunted, digging her fingernails into the flesh of my calf muscle while she convulsed between my legs and I gushed all over her ass.

      We held each other tightly while we enjoyed a long climax, until the grunts of the surrounding spectators snapped me out of my trance.  One by one, each of the passengers sitting on the lounge chairs around the pool began to gasp and shake while they tensed their arms over their quivering crotches.

      "It looks like we started a bit of a chain reaction," I grinned, peering up at Lucia’s flushed face.

      "It appears that way," she nodded, glancing over toward the side of the deck where we watched a woman's ass humping another woman leaning over the railing.  "And I think we should try to keep it going."

      I glanced between the woman's legs and noticed a large ballsack slapping against her partner's cheeks, suddenly realizing it was a pretty transgender girl fucking her with her boy-cock.

      "Yeah," I smiled as another dribble squirted out of my dripping pussy.  "Maybe it's time to spread a different kind of cream over our bodies."
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      "Why don't we rinse off on the splash pad?" Lucia said after the two girls on the railing separated. "Maybe we can persuade some of the others to join us."

      "Good idea," I said, feeling my body coated with a slippery mixture of sunscreen and love juices.

      We scampered over to the spray fountain and swiped our hands over our naked bodies while the jets sprayed up toward our hips and breasts, and before long, the entire pad was filled with frolicking passengers.  Lucia and I joined our bodies together over one particularly powerful spray, then we moaned in each other's mouths while the jet gushed over our merged pussies.

      "You seem to be getting pretty comfortable prancing around in the nude aboard the ship," she smiled as we blinked our eyes from the spray splashing over our faces.

      "Like you said earlier," I nodded. "We're all in the same boat. I don't see anybody else being shy about flaunting their wares."

      We glanced at the pretty transgender girl sauntering over in our direction, and I bulged my eyes when I saw her still half-erect tool.  It must have been at least eight inches long even in its semi-tumescent state, but if you didn't glance below her belly button, you'd never know she wasn't anything but a full-blooded, gorgeous female. Her hips and ass were curved like a woman's, and she had a narrow waist accentuating her hourglass figure. But her best feature was her amazing tits.  Tall and pointed and shaped like large cones, they seemed to defy gravity while the water jets bounced over them, sprinkling all over her pretty face.  She noticed the two of us staring at her, then she walked over to our spot on the pad, pressing her cock against our slippery hips while she felt the water jet pulsing against her balls.

      "Mmm," she hummed, batting her long eyelashes while she gazed at the two of us grinding our pussies together. "It's delicious, isn't it?"

      "Are you referring to the spray or the view?" I said, glancing down at her big phallus, slowly thickening and rising upward.

      "Both," she said, swinging her hips gently from side to side while her big organ slapped against the sides of our asses.

      "It's getting even better now," Lucia said, reaching down to grasp the girl's hard-on and squeezing it between our two bellies.

      "That was quite a show you put on earlier," the trans girl grunted while she humped her swelling glans against our stomachs. "You seem to have gotten everybody into a party mood."

      "We noticed," I smiled, rolling my tits against hers while Lucia and I sandwiched her hard-on between our bellies. "We enjoyed your show almost as much as our own."

      "Oh?" the girl said, darting her eyes between our two faces. "Do you like watching ladyboys fucking a girl?"

      "Not as much as watching one fuck two of them," Lucia grinned.

      "I'm not entirely sure how that would work," the t-girl said, obviously enjoying the attention Lucia and I were giving her. "I've only got one dick and you've got two holes."

      "Fortunately, we've got some other sources of stimulation on this pad," Lucia said, twisting her body harder toward mine to trap the girl's big cock between our undulating hips. "Why don't you come all over our stomachs while we get our jollies standing over the water jets?"

      "Works for me," the girl nodded, peering down at her swelling crown pistoning between our greasy bellies.

      "Shit, that's hot," I groaned, watching our three sets of tits mashing together while her throbbing pole jackhammered between our bodies.

      I didn't care if her breasts were fake. To me, they were the most magnificent tits I'd ever laid eyes on, and the combination of sensations watching and feeling the two women writhing their bodies against me while I felt the pulsing water spraying directly over my tingling clit was like nothing I'd ever felt before. Suddenly aware of how long I'd been immersed in my newest fantasy, I glanced at the timer in the lower right-hand corner of my helmet visor and noticed I only had five minutes left before my time ran out.

      "Do you mind if I help you with that?" I said to the t-girl, sliding my hands down over the top of her bobbing pole, eager to watch her cream over Lucia's and my stomach before my session ended.

      "You’ll get no complaints on my side," the tranny huffed when I closed my fingers around her slippery crown.

      "Nor mine," Lucia smiled, lowering her hands between our rocking stomachs to grasp the t-girl's balls with one hand and the lower half of her shaft with her other hand.

      I placed my left hand atop Lucia's with my right hand still massaging her bulb, and the ladyboy grunted loudly, thrusting her cock upward between our joined hands while the water spray showered our asses and pussies from below.

      "Fuck yes," the ladyboy hissed as her cock head began to swell in my fist. "I'm going to spray my cum all over your pretty tits."

      "Yes," I groaned, feeling my own orgasm beginning to well up inside me as I ground my pubis against Lucia.

      "Oh my God," Lucia squealed, rocking her hips harder against our bodies while she squeezed the ladyboy's cock until it turned purple. "This is insane!"

      "Huh, huh, huh, huh..." the trans girl huffed in an escalating crescendo of gasps until she jerked one final powerful thrust into our stacked hands, squirting long ropes of cum all over our shaking breasts.  When I saw the ladyboy coming, I started squirting along with her, even though it was impossible to tell from all the liquid gushing and spraying over our joined bodies.

      When the three of us realized we were climaxing together, we wrapped our arms around each other's shoulders and pressed our heads together, taking in the magnificent sight of our slippery bodies shaking and rocking together in a beautiful symphony of erotic pleasure.  I hardly even noticed when my VR visor faded to black, closing my eyes and panting softly into my helmet, smiling with a huge grin at another exhilarating fantasy episode.  I had no idea what kind of setting I'd choose for my next fantasy adventure, but something told me that this club was about to become my go-to place for sexual fulfillment.
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      I was able to book another two-hour session at the VR club three days later, but that didn't stop me from pleasuring myself whenever I thought about my erotic encounter with Lucia and the hot ladyboy.  Whenever I took a shower, I'd rub my belly and my pussy at the same time, reenacting the experience of being sandwiched between the two pretty women.  And when I woke up, horny after another hot dream, I'd flip over onto my stomach, imagining Lucia's pussy riding my ass while I humped my hands to one climax after another.

      After reviewing the club's online menu again, I narrowed down my next scene preferences to either an upscale spa or a western dude ranch.  When I noticed Jillian sitting at her desk on the day of my scheduled session, I decided to pop my head in to ask for her recommendation regarding the two options.

      "Hi Jade!" she said, peering up at me with a big smile when I tapped on her door.  "How did you like your last session?  Was the nude cruise everything you hoped it would be?"

      "I'll say," I nodded.  "And then some.  I enjoyed three distinct episodes within the individual scene, if you know what I mean."

      "I think I do," she chuckled.  "Glad to hear it's working the way you intended.  What are you thinking of trying today?"

      "I was hoping you could help me with that," I said.  "Which do you think would provide more opportunities for something new?  I've been vacillating between the Hammam Spa and the Western Dude Ranch."

      "It depends what you're looking for," Jillian nodded.  "The Hamman Spa is definitely refreshing and stimulating, but most of the performers are women, albeit hot and sexy Moroccan women.  The Dude Ranch, on the other hand, has a lot of sexy cowboys to play with and offers some spectacular horse rides through the Rocky Mountains."

      "Hmm, that's a tough one," I said, rubbing my chin.  "Hot cowboys or hot masseuses.  I'll have to think about that for a bit."

      "Don't think too long," she grinned.  "You won't want to lose any precious seconds immersing yourself into the fantasy once the timer starts.  That is, if you want to enjoy as many episodes as you did last time."

      "Don't worry," I laughed.  "I won't waste any time once I'm strapped in.  Between the probes embedded in the chair and the sensors in the bodysuit, it's pretty much a done deal."

      "Let me know how it goes," Jillian said, then I thanked her for her help and I headed down to my scheduled room, closing the door softly behind me.

      After I climbed into my suit and pressed the start button on the console, I scrolled through the menu quickly, finally settling on the dude ranch scenario.  For the gender and sexual preference of my main character interaction, I chose male/bisexual, hoping I might have a chance to mix it up with more than one sexy cowboy at the same time.  This time, I chose a thirty-year-old, white Caucasian with blond hair, hoping to channel a young Robert Redford from the movie Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid.

      When the scene opened, I found myself leaning on the wooden railing of a horse paddock, watching a young cowboy trying to tame a wild stallion in the ring.  The horse kept rearing up on his hind legs and kicking his front hooves in the air while the cowboy pulled on a long lead rope, keeping a safe distance away.  After a few minutes, the horse began to settle down, and the cowboy moved in to pat his mane, then he grabbed his neck and pulled himself up onto the horse's back in one swift movement.  The horse protested briefly, but when the cowboy pulled back on the reins attached to its mouth, the horse nodded its head, then began a slow cantor around the ring.

      "That was pretty impressive," I said, peering up at the handsome cowboy when the horse circled around to my side of the ring.

      "All in a day's work," he nodded, tipping his hat toward me.  "You look new around here.  First time visiting our ranch?"

      "Yes," I said, glancing at stallion's rippling flanks.  "First time this close to a horse, for that matter."

      "Do you feel like giving it a try?" the cowboy said, pulling back on the reins and hopping off the horse as easily as a bicycle.

      "On that monster?" I said, flaring my eyes.  "No thanks.  I'll wait for one of your tamer and smaller ones.  I'm liable to break my neck if I get on that thing."

      "Suit yourself," the cowboy said, unlatching the gate to the paddock and leading the stallion toward a nearby barn.  "I'm sure we can get you fixed up with something more to your liking when you're ready for your first excursion."

      "I'll look forward to that," I said.  "Where do I go to sign up?"

      "You'll find the reception area in the main lodge," the cowboy said, pointing toward a large post-and-beam house nearby.

      "Thank you," I nodded, holding out my hand to the cowboy.  "My name's Jade, by the way."

      "Holt," he said, gripping my hand with a scruffy leather glove.

      "Pleased to meet you," I smiled.  "I'll look forward to seeing what else you can tame during my stay on the ranch."

      "It'll be my pleasure, ma'am," he nodded, clicking his tongue and pulling on his horse's lead to steer him in the direction of the barn.

      I watched him walking away while staring at his tight ass in his loose-fitting jeans framed by the leather chaps resting over his hips, then I suddenly felt myself panting as I leaned on the paddock railing for support.

      "Now that's a real man," I sighed, feeling my pussy throbbing while I imagined him riding me as confidently as he had the wild stallion.

      I peered around the ranch, noticing the landscape stretching out for
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