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My dick shrinks every time I masturbate. Don’t laugh, it’s no joke! I met a strange woman online and now, a little at time, my Johnson dwindles just as she threatened it would. God, I knew I shouldn’t do it – masturbate on my Webcam – but she made me. The witch is wacko, I tell you.
We encountered each other through an Internet search for “free live sex,” but random the encounter was not. The Devil knows all our weaknesses. She knew mine; knew me, despite the seemingly random way we met. Only a fallen angel could possess such powers. I strayed and a Succubus found me. Now I'm paying an unbelievable price.
The website is gone, no trace on my computer or on the search engine I used. I know exactly where to look because when I found her, I navigated straight to page 66 and clicked on the 6th result. You might say I was asking for trouble from the start, but really I was just messing around, bored – not gambling with my manhood. Try to imagine what it’s like wading through garbage loads of smut and can’t touch yourself. I mean, what is masturbation? Is it climaxing or a friendly tug? Manual arousal or a dirty daydream? I can’t take any chances. I didn’t have the biggest tool to begin with; now I have less!
Her page loaded and the seductress appeared on television-quality live video. First I saw the bed, queen size with purple satin sheets and brass headboard pushed against a wall painted light rose. Then something on the bed stirred among the pile of plump pillows. Just a flash of face followed by toned calves rising in the background. She rolled over and looked at me upside down with big green eyes, face pale white, button-nose above full lips (or below from that perspective), and wavy auburn hair falling off the bed. Beguiling. Gorgeous. I guessed her accent as Eastern European when she said:
“Only you get to see?”
I wondered at first, was she talking to me? I’d viewed enough porn to fill a walk-in closet, but live interaction was completely new. Her voice came through my speakers timbered sultry, accompanied by instrumental music playing in her room that brought to mind Moroccan. Complete spank material.
“That’s all right, if you like it that way,” she cooed.
I typed into the chat box that my Webcam was on. I thought nothing of it at the time.
“Sweetie,” she said, “you have to click on the big blue button for two-way. Or three-way. Whatever you want....”
I clicked the button and installed some gadget to make my Webcam work with hers. A moment later she glanced sideways at her monitor, scanned my face, smiled approvingly, kissed her fingers and placed them on the monitor. I felt a little tingle in my shorts.
“I see you now. You are cute. What’s your name?”
I typed my usual screen name: Deadeye Dick, the title of a Kurt Vonnegut book I found long ago on the family bookshelves. I’m known for my aim; played varsity basketball and pitched baseball throughout high school. The glory days.
She giggled, undoubtedly missing the joke. “Can I just call you Dickie?”
I began to type my reply, but she stopped me with five little words:
“I can hear you, baby.”
“Dickie’s fine,” I said into my computer mic. Hell, Dickie had a ring to it from her mouth, every syllable hinting of fantasy.
“I’d ask you what you’re here for, but I think I already know.” She balanced a pointy chin atop her hand on the edge of the bed, eyes level with the camera, sinewy form blended into satiny sheets and luxurious pillows. Her perfect ass waved in the air like a kitty in heat spreading its scent.
“Am I being charged for anything?” I asked, thinking of a possible scam. For damn sure I wouldn’t get suckered; not me, the original Internet misfit who put the 'roll' in 'troll'.
“Not until you enter your information and click the other button.”
The quality of the feed impressed me, but I saw no banners, links or logos on her Web page, just the live video feed and the two buttons. The domain name in some foreign language had to be at least 30 characters long, and the fill-in box for payment sat empty. “There’s no price,” I noticed.
“Pay whatever you think my services are worth.”
“What if I say nothing?” I distinctly remember asking her.
“Honey, no one has ever received my adoration and left unsatisfied. I know what my men really need.” She rose to reveal the cleavage of two full, milky breasts barely covered by a lacy, flesh-colored nightie. A shawl made of see-through fabric covered her dainty shoulders. Her neckline looked delicious. Never had I expected to find such a gorgeous woman on a spank site; she was a combination of everything my eye seeks in the feminine form. Like I said, our encounter was no coincidence.
I played it cool at first and answered, “Show me what you can do. No guarantees, you understand.” Don’t know if I actually said that word for word, but I think the terms of my agreement were clear.
“You’ll get what you came for.” She stretched out a long arm to arc her camera over top of the bed, so that I looked down at her gauzy body, just a hint showing of her itty-bitty pink panties. The camera swung fluidly to provide a better view of her navel as she asked, “Is this your first time?”
“If you mean like this, yes. I wasn’t really looking for anything in particular when I visited your site. Kind of strange how I found you, actually.”
“A man should always know what he’s looking for, Dickie.” She swung the camera up to her face, her large hazel eyes looking directly at me. “That way he knows what to do when he gets it. Don’t you agree?” Her demure voice found my soft spots.
“People say I lack direction,” I think I replied, probably stammering like some retard.
“And we can agree why you’re here? I bet you’ve seen many pretty girls on the Internet who stir you, arouse you. No one like me though.”
As I studied her face closely I noticed the spatters of creamy brown in her eyes, and could almost smell fruit-scented hair conditioner. She seemed genuinely interested in me. I breathed a little harder.
“Right again,” I had to admit, like talking to a therapist or something. Not that I trust those quacks. I was sent to one after nearly driving a girl to suicide by spreading rumors about her on the Internet. The quack told my parents that I have Borderline Personality Disorder, whatever that's supposed to me.
She moved her camera closer and panned over her slim torso, over her navel and hip bone tattooed with a small, funny symbol, down to her silky pink panties printed with teddy bears, a close-shaved patch of dark pubic hair tantalizingly visible beneath. My weakness is for hot, girlish women with teddy bears, and my preference in pubic hair is a shapely batch over an unruly bush or a clean shave. She lowered her voice promisingly. “I can be there with you, from any angle, any position you want me, and together we’ll tell a story. Do you want that?”
I didn’t answer.
“Get more comfortable. Take off those blue jeans.”
A moment later I sported boxer shorts and a t-shirt.
“Good. Now sit back and relax. Tell me what excites you.” The camera panned up her luscious body to her lovely round face. She blew a kiss that tingled inside my trunks.
I wasn’t so sure about what I thought was about to happen. I’d masturbated myriad times to Internet porn, but never paid for it, and certainly not with another person sort of present. Not for something that private. Crossing a line, it seemed.
I did it anyway, my left hand drifting unconsciously downward. I tried to angle so that she couldn’t see me, and answered, “I like girls. Long legs. Nice hips. Big tits. Blow jobs.”
“Do you like what I’m wearing? I can change for you.”
“I like it, I just–”
“Relax, we’re doing this together, remember? I’m there with you now. Really,” she said, squinting, “I have a special gift to reach out over any distance. Feel my hands on your chest, my soft kiss on your neck.” On screen she mimicked running her hands over a torso, mouth kissing wetly on a neck, an ear.
Then I felt a whisper of air behind my ear and became leery. I’d heard of power of suggestion, but thought myself immune. I wasn’t going to be duped. Little did I know at the time what confronted me.
“Sense how much I want you,” she breathed hotly.
That statement opened an existential can of worms about the nature of attraction, best left for another time. Suffice to say I saw through her flattery, as convincing as it was, but participated willingly in the fantasy.
“I had a pedicure today, want to see?” She cocked a leg and lifted a perfectly shaped, red-nailed big toe into view over her firm dancer’s belly – flexibility that brought to mind a boxer-lifting thought.
My fingertips found the front flap of my shorts and reached inside. Her delicate feet ... she knew my weakness. I said the first thing that came to mind:
“You spend a lot of time on your back, don’t you?” I know feet, and hers were soft as a harem maiden’s.
“Why Dickie, whatever do you mean by that?” she replied innocently, a hint of drawl and her legs hovering in the air. Even though she looked and sounded Eastern European, for a moment I heard all-American south, a big turn-on. I doubted if she could tell I blushed in the dim light of my room. “You try to be a good boy, don’t you? But you have pointless hangups about your sexuality and how you express it. Sometimes the beast needs fed.”
“What do you mean?” She had some nerve toying with me like some punk teenager.
“I think you know.” Her seductive stare into the camera left no doubt.
“Look, I don’t feel right about it.” But the flag pole in my shorts said otherwise, a finger drifting up and down rubbing the soft underside of the shaft.
She said with an edge to her voice, “Does it sound stranger pleasuring yourself with a partner, or alone? If you’d rather jerk-off to cheerleader pics, you know where to find them.”
Here's the reason for the hesitation. When I was a terribly shy and self-conscious 14-year-old, my mom caught me “red handed” masturbating. And how did she react? Cracked up laughing. She couldn't look at me without losing it. She kept apologizing but failed to keep a straight face, and the longer she laughed the harder it became to stop. Forever afterward her little grins have looked suspiciously like she’s amusing herself at the memory of catching her only son in the bathroom hammerin’ his meat while drooling over her Victoria’s Secret catalog. Of course, that didn’t dissuade me from masturbating, just created more inner conflicts.
“You’re right,” I conceded, “I just have this hangup about, you know, masturbation. It has to do with my mom. Don’t ask because I won’t tell you.”
The Internet seductress closed her eyes and saw something in her mind that made her chuckle – I'm all but sure I know what – before saying, “I can help if you let me, Dickie.”
She leaned forward into the camera, snaky body curling around her. “I know all about your momma. First of all, sweetie, I want to see you. All of you. Will you reposition for me please? I know you’re hard as a rock. Doesn’t the idea of me watching excite you?”
She scratched at the camera lens with a shiny, ruby-red painted, rectangular-tipped fingernail, placed it next to her mouth and slowly licked the pad of her finger with the tip of her pink tongue.
I did as requested.
“Have any lotion?”
“Baby oil.”
“Ooh, even better, I love baby oil. I’ll get mine and you get yours,” she said.
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