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Chapter One

By the time I moved in my roommates had already established routines and rapport.  All three of them were acquaintances from high school, so, coming from a different town, I was the odd girl out.  I’d never met any of them before I moved, had simply responded to the ad they’d posted on a campus website stating that two males and one female were seeking a fourth roommate for a large rented home off campus.  Not only did they have pre-established relationships from their lives before, but they occupied the home mid-summer, a full six weeks before I did.  When I did arrive, they were warm and friendly, even draping a home-made “Welcome, Penny!” banner in the living room, but I definitely felt like an outsider for the first couple of weeks.

For all of us, we were entering our first year of University.  It was, in every case, our first time out from under our parents’ rooves, and we were all trying to find our place, trying to establish a routine for cooking and cleaning, as well as balancing school work and new social lives.

Martin was the oldest of us, at nineteen.  At first meeting he struck me as a classic jock.  He had the body for it.  He had been a Track and Field star at his high school, and had kept up a decent weight lifting regimen as well.  He still kept in practice at both, though he hadn’t yet tried out for the university Track team, but it would be a disservice to paint him solely as an athlete.  He was a math major and he took his studies seriously.  He was also an outgoing and dynamic guy, and he kept an active social life.  He was attractive enough that dating was a regular thing for him, and of the four of us, he was the least likely to be home on any given evening.

Robbie, eighteen like myself and like our other female roommate, also gave off stereotypical vibes when I first met him, though at the opposite end of the spectrum.  He was smaller, more timid, not unattractive, but without Martin’s epic body to go with the face.  He was studying history, with a special interest in World War II, and his tastes in clothing, in music, even in literature, tended to seem old-fashioned to the rest of us.  We even teased him because he got a monthly delivery of a magazine in brown paper wrap that the rest of us were convinced was porn.  Not that we didn’t use porn of our own, but we used the internet, like any modern sane person.  If our group had starred in an eighties college movie, he would have seemed a classic nerd, if a little more handsome than most.  But this too would be an underestimation.  He was funny, charming once you got past the shyness, and always willing to help out around the house, even when it wasn’t his turn for one chore or another.

The only one among us who maintained my initial opinion of her, at least for the first long stretch of our cohabitation, was Anne.  She was a pretty girl, with vibrantly blonde hair and blue eyes to go with it, tiny of frame, an occasional glasses wearer (I think she wore contacts, otherwise), but more dreadfully shy than Robbie, even.  She was, more often than not, bundled up in a soft sweater, even at the tail of summer, which wasn’t entirely surprising given how little insulation she carried on her body.  She favoured pastel colours, sometimes kept her hair tied back in a ribbon, like a good-girl from a fifties flick.  Mousey would be the term I think most would apply to her.  The only time she grew at all assertive was if someone wasn’t carrying their weight with the housework.  Then she could get downright aggressive.  She kept to herself, mostly, hidden away in her room.  I seldom saw her, even when she was home, and she almost never joined the rest of in the evening to watch TV or even just to hang out and chat in the living room.  Forgettable would be another term I might apply to her, though I don’t mean that to deride her looks.  Like I said, she was a pretty girl.  It’s just easy to forget about someone you almost never see.

The house itself had been serving as off campus living quarters for decades.  It wasn’t in the best state of repair - the windows could get drafty on cold nights, as the Fall semester got underway, and doors fit awkwardly in their frames, some requiring serious force to securely shut.  On windy nights the wind whistled loudly through the eaves, and the house would creak and groan like it was uncertain it still maintained the will to go on standing.  It was tall and narrow, with no basement.  There were technically five bedrooms, though the one on the ground floor was small, and we just used it for storage, so all four of us occupied the second floor.  There were also two working bathrooms, but the shower on the main floor was stand up only, and it was also kind of grungy, no matter how hard any of us tried to scrub it.  The second floor bathroom had a full sized tub, and while it would be an overstatement to call it pristine, it stayed reasonably clean because Anne made it her personal mission to keep it so.  In practice, it’s the one most of us used, unless we were in a hurry and the tub was already occupied, in which case we’d grit our teeth and use the shower on the main floor.  Martin, who tended to spend no more than four minutes in the shower, would often use the one on the ground floor, too, breezing out to a date before any of us even realized he’d finished getting ready.

The home also had an attic with two separate entrances.  One was in the walk-in closet in Martin’s room, and the other was unaesthetically mid-ceiling in Anne’s bedroom.  She had scored the largest of the bedrooms, the master suite, I suppose, since the guys had subscribed to the “ladies first” theory when they’d moved in.  I got last choice and ended up with the smallest of the rooms, though at least not as tiny as the one on the main floor. 

The attic, as I understood it, was filthy and empty except for a few forgotten cardboard boxes.  They had all scoped it out when they’d first moved in, and all of them assured me I would sleep more comfortably if I just didn’t go up there.  There were no rats and no mice that any of them had seen, though they each acknowledged chew holes and droppings that might have indicated previous rodents, and Anne swore she occasionally heard something like a squirrel or a raccoon moving around up there.  All three of my roommates reported a lot of spiders, too, and years of accumulated dust.  I took them at their word, and didn’t bother investigating for myself.  Spiders and I really didn’t get along.    

As Fall slipped toward Winter, the drafts in the house became ever more apparent.   We contacted the landlord more than once, but though he constantly promised to drop by and tend to any and every of the repairs we listed, he never showed up.  I started taking baths a few nights a week, just to warm up, and I wasn’t the only one.  Anne was in that shower or bathtub daily for longer and longer periods, just to keep herself warm, and even Robbie’s showers were growing protracted.  We started unconsciously staggering these activities, and as a general rule, if I was going to bathe to combat the sub-standard heating the house offered, I was doing it in the evening hours.  Robbie would often go midday, and Anne would take it whenever she felt like, though in practice that was usually very early morning, before anyone else was even awake.

It was during one of my late night baths that I first heard the thing in the attic that Anne had spoken of.  It was a subtle sound, the ceiling above me creaking in a way that was just a bit to frequent and a bit too localized to be the house’s usual settle and shift.  It drew my gaze upward and it was the first time I really noticed the ceiling vent in the bathroom.  I suppose I had seen it before - in fact, my roommates had mentioned it in their long list of chores the landlord needed to get to.  There was a switch on the wall that was supposed to start up some sort of filtration system in that grate, to prevent the moisture from accumulating too solidly in the otherwise sealed room, and keep the mold from really getting a toehold.  Supposedly it had worked when the three of them had first moved in, but it had broken down a few weeks later, and now the switch did nothing.  So yeah, I suppose I’d seen it before, but I’d never had cause to consider it until now.  I didn’t know exactly where that thing vented - whether directly into the attic or to some sort of pipe that then dispersed the moisture out through the roof or something.  But as I heard the subtle shift and creak of something moving above me again, I wondered anxiously if I might see a claw or tuft of fur or something else protrude from that vent.  I was laying naked in the tub, and the notion started my heart hammering.  If it happened, I’d probably scream and bolt from the bathroom, soaking wet, without a stitch of clothes, and wouldn’t that be a sight for my roommates, all three of whom were home tonight?  It was a ridiculous thought, of course, and even if it did happen, it wouldn’t be any sort of threat to me...  I mean, unless the vent collapsed under the weight of whatever it was, and the thing plummeted atop me, vent and all.  I sighed, because I had, up until now, been enjoying a warm and relaxing soak, but now that the thought was planted in my head, I doubted I would be able to relax again in the tub.  Possibly ever.  So as much as I would have rather stayed put, I leaned over the edge of the tub, grabbed the hand towel I had placed there so I could dry my hands if I wanted to use my phone, then stood, naked, warm water still lapping at my calves, and turned on my phone’s light to peer up into the grate.

I could see white plastic inside, and the small and still fan blade that had been the former primary operator of the vent system.  There was another sort of grate behind that - the other side of the vent, I supposed, but I clearly wasn’t understanding how the system was supposed to work, because on the other side of that was just solid wood or something.  The vent didn’t seem to vent to any place in particular, or any place at all.  Maybe that’s why it had broken down.  Regardless, it was clear than no animal was going to be coming at me from that direction.  For all intents and purposes, it was just more solid ceiling on the other side.

I sank back into the tub, relieved, and set my phone aside.  I was still staring up at the vent, still trying to figure out how it was even supposed to work when there was only solid ceiling behind it, when I heard an even louder sound directly above me.  A scrape or a slither.  Whatever animal called that attic home, it wasn’t shy, but at least I knew I was safe from it now.  Not for the first time, I was grateful that I hadn’t taken either Anne’s or Martin’s room.  I didn’t want an entrance to that attic space so near to where I slept.

And there.  My train of thought was off the rodent in the attic, because now I was thinking about Martin’s bedroom, and about Martin by natural extension, and those thoughts always had the same effect on me.  I wasn’t sure he was my type romantically, but physically?  Sexually?  Thinking about him...  well, it turned me on.  He was a powerfully built young man, very attractive, and he had been the subject of more than one of my sexual fantasies since moving in.  Not that I’d ever act on it.  There’s a reason people have rules about not dating co-workers, and the same logic applied to roommates.  If the relationship went south, you couldn’t make a clean break.  So, no, fantasy was as far as it would ever go, but thinking about him now, thinking about the fact that he did have easy access to the attic above me, thinking about that vent directly over the tub, directed my fantasy on a route it had never taken before.  I knew I was clearly safe from prying eyes - I had just checked that vent out myself, after all, but fantasies can have their own logic, and I allowed myself now the dirty enjoyment of pretending he was up there.  Handsome Martin, with his broad shoulders and powerful arms, up above, peering down through the vent at little old, naked me. 

What a sight he would have, my firm, young, mid-sized tits with their cold stiffened nipples poking just above the water, my neatly trimmed pussy barely hiding below the transparent surface, my long brown hair, soaked on the lower half, trailing down over my shoulders, fanning out over the back of the tub behind me, end strands floating around my upper arms.  I stared up at that vent, wishing it were so, wishing he wanted to see me naked, picturing what he’d be doing if he could.  I spread my legs, lifted my feet from the water, and planted my heels on either edge of the tub.  And I snuck one hand down to tickle at my pussy, careful not to block the view from the vent, just letting one extended finger dance at my clitoris, before pushing it up inside me.  My typical masturbation technique involved two hands, once I got really going.  One to rub at my clit, the other to pump one, two or three fingers in and out of me, depending on how horny I was.  But I was into the fantasy now, the notion that he’d be up above me, pumping what I imagined to be a long and thick cock, watching me fuck myself in the tub, so I deliberately altered the technique to keep his view clear, just plunging that single finger in and out of my vagina, careful not splash too loudly - even if I couldn’t really be seen, I could be heard, after all.  And because I still had one hand free, I then did something I almost never did, except when I was really feeling horned up, like I was now - I reached under and around one lifted thigh, to poke a single finger from that free hand up my behind.  I couldn’t get a lot of leverage from this angle, so I only penetrated myself to about the first knuckle, contrasting the front of me where the inside of my third knuckle was making contact with my clit on each thrust.  As I got closer to orgasm, and knew I would have trouble mitigating the splashing tub water, I put force into my feet, and into my craning neck against the tub behind me, actually lifting my hips free of the water.  I was an unsteady tripod, now, water dripping from my ass down into the tub, and it hurt my neck, some, to be honest, but I could cut loose with as much force as needed without fear of anyone being the wiser.  My two hands worked like a practiced gunslinger’s now, dextrous, quick and talented, and a few moments later those raised hips were bucking upward toward that vent, toward my fictional secret admirer, my cunt thrusting obscenely at him, my jaw dropped, gasping out a near silent but powerful orgasm.  When it had passed, I sank back into the tub, eyes still rolling, chest heaving out quiet air.  I grinned up at the vent, wondering how long it would be before I revisited this new fantasy.

That’s when another of those loud, low scrapes sounded, directly above me.  The timing of it, directly on the heels of self-attained climax, when everything had been silent throughout my efforts, seemed just a little unnervingly uncoincidental, and though I had just completed a check, I found myself scrambling for that hand towel again and then, when my hands were dry, for my phone.  I stood once more and turned my camera light on the interior of the vent.

Everything was still opaque beyond it, the same solid surface on the other side of the vent.  I don’t know what I had been expecting, but considering what I’d just been doing, I did feel intense reflief.  It was one thing to fantasize about being watched while masturbating, quite another to have it actually happen.  I was about to pull the plug, step out and dry off, when something caught my eye.  It was such a tiny observation I could have easily dismissed it, and I suspected I would once my heart rate died down.  But at one side of the vent’s interior, on that flat ceiling surface on the other side, what I had previously thought to be one solid surface, uniform brown in colour, now contained what looked like a tiny jut of green.  Just a little triangle, no more than a quarter inch in length, maybe less, so small that I had surely just overlooked it before. 

That’s surely what I had done.  Right? 


Chapter Two

If we needed any further proof that our home was falling apart, a section of the ceiling in one corner of the kitchen suddenly developed water damage.  It was early winter now, and the snow was falling regularly and heavily.  From the outside, our rented house actually looked somewhat pricturesque, with its long, draping icicles and snow capped roof peaks, but that would only be to those who didn’t know its interior state of disrepair.  The kitchen was the one part of the house that had been built separately, as a small add-on out from the under the second floor.  Before the snow had come on, it was clear that this had been a late addition to the home, because that part was single storey, abutting the house from the east, and the shingles on its roof were of a different style and even colour from those above the attic. 

I was home when something shifted in the roof of the kitchen - I don’t think I heard it give, but I heard the heavy “floomp” as the snow at one corner of the kitchen’s roof gave way under whatever had shifted, and fell to the ground beside our house.  Over the next several days, with repeat thaws and freezes, the ceiling in that one corner began to darken, the paint to crack.  It was clear there was water accumulating somewhere in there.  And, as usual, the landlord promised to get to it, while remaining evasive about just when that would be.

With things like that happening, I had become used to the sounds our home made, and the continued, occasional sounds of things shifting in the attic, presumably under the weight of one or more critters.  I even returned to my bedroom one day to find a few flakes of stray paint from the ceiling that had fallen to my bed.  There was a hairline crack on the ceiling, above my bed, trailing into the room’s single light fixture.  The crack wasn’t new, but it seemed bigger that day, and the rain of paint (and drywall dust?  Is that a thing?  There was white powder on the bed, mixed in with the fallen flakes) was definitely new.  I had grown to like my new roommates, but I was already thinking about looking for a new place after next semester.  I didn’t think I’d survive another winter here.

I hadn’t revisited the bath tub fantasy of Martin observing me from the attic since that last time, but as I started the tub running now, and happened to glance up at the vent, it came to me once more. 

I got the water running, then shone my cellphone light up into that space again.  It was the same unfunctioning vent, the fan blade in the same position, solid brown (wood, I was guessing?) ceiling beyond.  Even that same little triangle of green.  That last looked a little bigger than I’d remembered it being, maybe a little longer, but I had only glanced at it the once previously, and I was sure I was misremembering.  I could hear something moving subtly around up there, even now, but my newest check had reassured me - my fantasy of being spied on could be only that.  A fantasy.  There was no camera hidden up there, and there was absolutely no way to see in from the other side of the grate. 

All that said, the fantasy was back.  I’d caught a brief glimpse of Martin emerging from the downstairs shower that morning, wrapped in nothing but a towel, his chiselled torso distracting me enough that I’d overpoured my coffee, leaving a spill on the floor that resembled the water damage in the ceiling corner, that I then had to mop up.  That image had come back to me more than once throughout the day, and as I stripped off my clothes, it took up residence in my brain again.  So it was Martin, unfolding that towel and revealing a monster cock, Martin on his knees on the towel up in the attic, looking down through the vent, Martin masturbating as he looked at my naked body that filled my mind now. 

The bathtub wasn’t the only place I masturbated, but it was a close second to my bed.  Sometimes the horniness didn’t strike till I was already in the tub, but I was fortunate that it had come on thick just after I’d gotten the tub flowing today.  Fortunate because there was one sure-fire masturbation technique that would leave me free from fear of being overhead, and it was sure-fire in another way, too, guaranteed not just to make me cum but to make me cum hard.  I hadn’t yet employed it in this tub, but it was something I’d done in my parents’ house regularly, to conceal the frequency with which I sought orgasm in the bathroom. 

While the bottom of the tub was only a quarter inch full of water, I climbed in, testing the temperature with my hand, then laying on my back, gripping the edges of the tub, and hauling myself forward.  I raised my legs so that they laid more or less flush on the wall of the tub, beneath the flowing faucet, spreading them wide so that my vagina had no protection from the random spatter and flow of the water.  As always, the unpredictability of that assault, like a million tiny and forceful tongues, had my orgasm mounting fast.  I shut my eyes, picturing the view Martin would have from the attic, my body obscured by nothing, not even the water of the tub now, except for my cunt which would be quivering under the force of the faucet, lips puffed up and red from the heat and the stimulation.  How obscene I would appear.  How wantonly slutty to give myself over to be fucked by this faceless appliance.  How needful.  I could almost hear him up there, that slither and scrape again, possibly all in my imagination, or possibly legitimately sounding above me as the raccoon (it was too heavy to be a squirrel) sprawled out on the attic floor, the noise almost completely lost behind the drum of the tub water.  Only it wasn’t a raccoon, not in my mind’s eye, it was Martin, watching his horny roommate, Penny, taking a faucet fucking, because she was just that much of a whore.  He’d have his dick gripped tight, his cum would start pulsing out, some of it finding its way beyond the grate, raining down onto my body and....  uuuunnnnnh!  That thought did it.  My cunt clenched as the orgasm grabbed me hard below the waist, my hands clutching but finding no purchase on the edges of the tub, my head rolling and thrashing in the climbing tub water, that sound, too, drowned out by the faucet flow.  I rode it till the orgasm began to ebb and the water became uncomfortable, then I pulled myself back from the tap, grinning up at the vent, such a bizarre source of fantasy.

And then I heard it again.  Quick and almost frantic.  Scrape or slither, hiss of something grating, still hard to hear behind the faucet, but louder than it normally was if only because of the speed with which it came.  And it came from directly above me.  From the vent. 

It alarmed me because it had come so abruptly, and once more, right on the heels of my orgasm.  No, I realized.  Right on the heels of me looking at the vent.  Just like last time.  As if someone beyond it maybe really had been watching my dirty self abuse, and was startled by my looking back at them, maybe believing they’d been detected.  It was absurd, because I’d already ascertained that it was impossible, had triple checked, in fact, but I stood again from the tub, stepped all the way out, not just drying my hands this time, but wrapping up in the towel I’d set aside. 

The tub was approaching half-filled with water, the tap was still running, and I gripped my phone securely to make sure I didn’t drop and lose it to the tub.  But I clicked on the light for a fourth time and peered inside the vent again.

The change this time was obvious.  It was still an opaque surface beyond, still mostly brown, though I no longer suspected that surface was wooden.  The green triangle was much more elongated now, and had two other shorter ones beneath it, and I realized suddenly what they were.  They were writing.  It was a green printed letter, E, probably, based on the three lines of it.  Green stenciling on what I now presumed to be cardboard. 

The others had mentioned cardboard boxes in the attic.  Most likely there was one stationed directly above the vent, preventing the peephole’s casual discovery to all three of them when they’d gone up to investigate.  But one of them had discovered it, I was certain.  That scraping sound I’d heard would have been the box being slid away from the hole to allow someone to look down into the bathroom.  To look down on me.  Masturbating, with my legs spread wide to let the faucet bring me to thrashing orgasm.  The second scrape would have been the box being pulled back into position.  Just not the absolutely precise position it had occupied previously, thus allowing some of whatever company logo was on the box to overlap the vent. 

Someone was spying on me.  Someone had done it before, too, I had no doubt.  That little triangle of green hadn’t been there the first time I’d looked, but it had been when I’d checked after masturbating that time, too.  Someone had watched me both times, had maybe watched me on other occasions, too, bathing, showering...  We had a Peeping Tom in our midst.

I felt myself flush so furiously it was almost painful.  I was so dreadfully embarrassed to have been seen doing what I was doing, so completely mortified.  It had been a fun fantasy, but the reality, at least in the immediacy of its discovery, was actually scary.  I was shaking.  Shaking violently enough that I pulled my phone away and set it aside, rather than risk dropping it into the tub.

I sat then on the toilet, wrapped in my towel, staring up at that vent with wide eyes.  I was so intent on it that I almost forgot to turn the water off before the tub overflowed.  After I stopped it, I resumed my seat on the toilet, not daring to unwrap again, definitely not intending to continue to bathe.  I just stared up at that vent, waiting to see if another sound might come. 

But I heard nothing more from the attic that night.


Chapter Three

I sat there till I got too cold, then let the water out of the tub and retreated to my bedroom.  I dressed in warmer clothing, then sat atop my bed to try to figure this situation out.

It had to be one of my roommates.  That was a basic starting supposition.  But, at least in theory, it could have been any of them.  All three were home tonight, and all three had been home the other night, when I knew the box had shifted.  The question was...  which one was it?

I ruled out Anne almost immediately, for a number of reasons.  First and most obvious was that she was female and she had evidenced no sexual interest in women.  In fairness, she had evidenced no sexual interest in anyone, but it made her the least likely suspect to me.  She was also fastidious in her need to keep the house clean, so she seemed an unlikely candidate to head up into the attic where the spiders and the mouse poo lurked.  And I’d never seen one of her white or pastel sweaters smeared with the grime I had been warned about up there.

Robbie was a real possibility.  He was around more often than either of my other two roommates and he wasn’t in a relationship, didn’t even date, so far as I had observed, though he had made enough flirtatious jokes for me to believe he had an interest in the opposite sex, and perhaps even in me in particular.  But there was a major flaw in considering him:  he had no easy access to the attic.  Both Anne and Martin did, with retractable staircases in their bedrooms.

Which brings us to Martin.  Granted, he dated a lot, so it’s not like he’d need to spy on me to get his thrills, but then, different strokes for different folks, right?  Even if he was getting laid on the regular, it was entirely possible he liked watching, especially once he’d discovered that the subject of his viewing did some pretty nasty stuff to herself when she thought she was alone.  His frequent dating was always with women, so I could be certain he was into my sex, and his peephole would give him access to Anne, too, who, as I’ve already mentioned, may have been an hermitical shrew, but was also very, very cute.  He wasn’t afraid of spiders - he’d killed more than one for me at my request.  And he had a private staircase up into that attic.  Yes, he was our most likely suspect.

Which meant my fantasy was real.  This epic hunk really had been up in that attic, watching me through the vent as I brought myself to climax.  And it wasn’t a far fetched guess to think he might have been masturbating - what other reason would he have for watching, after all? 

As I sat on my bed pondering this, my emotions began to clash forcefully.  I was still in shock at the discovery, was still feeling something akin to panic.  But the outrage I’d initially felt was fading fast, replaced by what I began to realize was arousal.  The thought of it all, the thought that he wanted to see me naked, that he would go such lengths to catch a glimpse of me was flattering.  The thought of just what he’d seen me doing brought shame, arm in arm with a lust that burned more primally than even the fantasy had provided. 

I also felt self-disgust.  Not at what I had done, but at the realization of just how powerfully turned on I was becoming.  I should have been furious.  I should have confronted him, outed him to the others.  Wasn’t it my duty?  Didn’t I have to protect Anne from this predator, as well?  I felt even more horrified to have that lust intensify at the notion of him spying on her.  That he might see her icy facade crack, maybe catch her in an act not all too different from the one he’d caught me in.

And was he filming it?  Was there footage on his computer, even now, of me, of Anne?  Did he watch it late at night, while the rest of us were asleep?  Did he jerk off to that?  Had he shown others?  A million questions, and every one of them just igniting and re-igniting that shameful passion in me.  What the fuck was wrong with me?

I needed answers.  I needed to ascertain that I was right, for one thing, that it really was him, and I needed to know why he was doing it.  What it meant.  I thought about going to him, asking, but he would have very intimate knowledge of what I got up to in that bathtub, and while the notion of him possessing such knowledge was equal parts sexy and shameful, the notion of confronting him about it was only the latter.  I couldn’t go to him.  I couldn’t bring this to him openly.  No, I needed to fight fire with fire.  But how?

He had demonstrated a clear interest in watching me in the tub.  I heard motion up in that attic at other times of day, too, though I had never leant it enough attention that I could say with certainty that he’d been home every time.  And for that matter, it was entirely possible that there were animals living up there, too.  Unless they were rabid, they would surely clear out whenever he went up, and I doubted he’d be afraid of them.  Having seen his powerful body near naked, I found it hard to believe he was afraid of much of anything.  The only definitive evidence I had that anyone was watching had come when I’d been in the tub.  If I wanted to know what was going on, I was the best bait I had.

I waited till Saturday, when everyone was home.  Martin had a date that night, so I decided to spring my trap during the day. 

I made a huge pot of spaghetti, larger than I could possibly eat on my own.  Then I circulated throughout the house to let everyone know I’d be serving lunch, free to any who wanted it.  If there was one thing I could count on amongst my fellow impoverished students, it’s that they would show up for a free meal.  It was my excuse to get everyone downstairs.

Once they’d assembled and started ladling helpings onto their plates, I told them that I was suddenly very chilled.  “I’m going to go upstairs and call my folks quick, then I’m going to take a bath.”  The bath was the lure.  The “call my folks” bit was to make sure that whoever the prospective peeper was, he would know he had time.  And I needed that time.

“Jeez,” Robbie said.  “You’re not even going to eat?  You just made this whole pot of spaghetti for us?”

“I’ll eat in a bit.  Need to warm up first.”  I hoped none of them would point out the fact that after my cooking, the kitchen was plenty warm.  “Put some in the fridge for me?”

“Free food!” Martin exclaimed.  “Will do, Penny.  And thanks!”

“Yeah, thanks, Penny,” Anne said, taking her plate over to the table.

I smiled at them all and headed upstairs.  I had to move fast. 

I chose Martin’s room as my point of entrance to the attic only because his was the first encountered on the second floor, and so would shave a few seconds off my plan.  I knew where the attic entrance was in his closet, and I had to open his closet slowly and carefully.  There was a device on the closet door that Anne had gotten for him as a late housewarming gift.  It was shaped like a miniature lute, and had metal strings like a lute stretched across it.  There were also little wooden balls on cloth strings that hung over these - when the door was opened, the balls would jump and bounce on the metal strings, playing out a random tune.  He’d apparently hung it on his bedroom door when he’d first gotten it, but had moved it to the closet at Anne’s suggestion, because the thing was loud.  I’d heard it chiming more than once in the middle of the night when he’d returned home late from a date, even with it secured in his bedroom as it now was. 

I held the little balls in place with one hand while I creaked open the door, then stood on tiptoe to draw down the attic staircase.  I had no idea how loud it would be, so I was cautious with this too, and that turned out to be a good thing.  The hinges creaked, and the stairs wanted to release all at once, would have done so with a clatter if I hadn’t been bracing them.  As cautious as I was, I got the staircase extended without making enough noise to alert anyone below.  But I was taking too long.  It would be awfully hard to explain to Martin or any of the others why I was heading up into the attic via his closet staircase if I was caught in the act.

Still, despite the need to rush, I hesitated at the base of the wooden stairs.  It wasn’t pitch black up in that attic - there were small windows at either end that were letting daylight in right now, though I was sure it would be pitch black at night.  But I had heard nothing but horror stories about the attic space, and even on the cusp of enacting my plan, I was afraid to ascend.  I had to steel my courage as I turned on my cellphone light, and then, swallowing a deep gulp of air, I pushed my way up.

It was a large space.  That’s the first thing I noticed.  It stretched across the width and breadth of the full house, excepting the kitchen addendum, with four separate wooden support beams spaced throughout.  It was also brighter up here than I’d anticipated, with the window light spilling in from either end, illuminating it sufficiently for me to see that while the place was not exactly polished - there were still cobwebs and/or spider webs hanging in the corners, and there were several cardboard boxes and other cast offs scattered across the floor - it wasn’t the nightmare I’d been braced for.  I didn’t spend any time searching for mice poop, but I didn’t see any anywhere obvious, and I stayed well away from what webs there were, so didn’t encounter any of their residents.  The space was tall enough that it could have been another furnished level, if anyone had taken the time to really clean and tend to it.  But I definitely didn’t have time to dwell on the details. 

I tried to estimate where the bathroom would be below me, shoved one box aside to find only wooden floor beneath, put that one back, shoved another aside and...  oh my God.  There it was.  This hadn’t been in my imagination, this was legitimate.  There was a gap in the broad plank floor boards, and beneath that, the white plastic casing that was the bathroom ceiling vent.  It seemed the thing really was designed to vent directly into the attic, which probably wouldn’t do much for the mold situation up here.  Not that it worked anymore, anyway.

I dropped swiftly to my knees, noting as I did so that the floor wasn’t grimy.  Someone had taken the time to clean it, at least around this vantage point, so I wouldn’t be going downstairs with soiled pants.  I leaned over the vent and peered down through it.

The view was perfect.  I could see the still fan blade, and I could see the grill on the other side, but with just minute shifts of my head, I had a pristine and unobstructed view down into the bathtub.  Every bit of it.  I could see the faucet head, could see where my vagina would have been so clearly shown off while it took its water pounding, could see all the way to the back of the tub, could even see the toilet if I leaned far to one side.  Anyone watching from here would have a perfect aerial view of any activity that occurred in that bathroom.  Had had a perfect aerial view of my masturbatory activities.

The shame flared again with the realization, more intense than ever now that I was looking at the proof of the peephole’s existence, and the lust tripled, tumbling in my stomach and loins acrobatically.  I felt competing urges to masturbate right here and now and to flee back downstairs before I was caught.  I also felt a weird impulse to turn the box over and find out what the writing was there, with the green letter E, and it was that stupid thought that got me moving again.  I might have only seconds before someone came up to watch my promised show- definitely no time to waste on frivolous impulse.

I pushed the box back to where I’d found it, over the grate, then cast about for where I could plant my phone.  I settled for a cluster of boxes against the far wall because there was a blanket folded on the ground in front of them that would provide further camouflage.  I flinched away from the overhead webs there, shone my light between two of the boxes to make sure there was no stealthy arachnid waiting to pounce on me, then switched over to my camera and hit record, stuffing the phone into the shadows between those boxes, pointed back towards the one box atop the vent.  I didn’t have time to test the clarity of the image, but the phone was pointed in a decent approximation of the region I wanted to film, and I hoped for the best.  One unintended side benefit of doing things during the day, instead of at night?  There’d be enough light up here to catch something.  Assuming, of course, that anyone took the bait.

And that thought got me moving out of the attic quickly.  Because you know what happens to bait that waits around?

I fed the staircase back up into its neat little ceiling square as gently as I could, shut the closet again in the same manner as which I’d opened it, one hand holding the bouncing musical balls in place.  Then I fled to my bedroom to fetch my towel, and then into the bathroom where I closed the door and got the water running.

It was only then that I stopped to consider just how I was going to get my phone back at all.  I’d have to wait till Martin left on his date, I supposed.  At least I’d had the presence of mind to switch it to airplane mode, to prevent any incoming calls or messages from alerting him of its presence.

I paused for a moment to listen for anyone ascending the stairs, listen for the sound of the chimes on Martin’s closet door sounding, listen for the sound of the attic staircase being lowered, of movement in the attic itself, most of all, of the box that concealed the vent being pushed to one side.  I heard none of it.  That didn’t mean no one would come, nor even, I supposed, that they weren’t up there now.  I’d only been in the bathroom a couple minutes, but it was enough time that someone could have ascended, as stealthily as I had.

It occurred to me that it was possible that whoever had last spied on me would never return to do it again.  On two separate occasions they had seemingly fled the scene immediately after I’d looked up at the grate behind which they hid.  They had probably decided by now that they hadn’t been caught.  After all, I hadn’t said anything, hadn’t raised a fuss, hadn’t confronted anyone, and had even resumed bathing, a fact of which all of them would now be aware.  But the “close-call” of it may have spooked them off forever, and I might never find out who had watched me.  Well, there was nothing for it but to continue with the plan.  In for a penny...  well, let’s hope they were in for a Penny. 

I stripped off my clothes, keeping that action quiet not to be stealthy myself, but to ensure I would hear any sound above me, no matter how subtle.  Completely naked, I stepped gingerly into the tub, sat myself down in the water.  I deliberately kept my gaze away from that vent - the last thing I needed was to spook whoever it was again.  I waited out the rising water, then turned off the faucet.

Only in the silence that followed did I realize what I was hearing, that I’d been hearing it for almost a minute, but that it had been mixed in perfectly with the water flow and the thrum of the pipes.  Creak.  Creak.  What I had always previously assumed to be an animal in the attic was on the move.  Close enough to the vent right now that I couldn’t tell from which direction it had approached.  I supposed it was possible it really was an animal.  Except...  except I heard the hissing scrape of the box over the vent being moved.  It was much more subtle than the last time I’d heard it, and more intermittent, like whoever was moving it was lifting and taking their time.  Trying to be as quiet about it as possible.  But it was undeniable.  If I’d had access to my phone right now, and could have shone it up into that vent, I didn’t know if someone on the other side would yet be looking down on me, but I was quite sure I wouldn’t find the cardboard box in place.  Actually, with the daylight in that attic, if I turned my gaze upward right now, I might be able to see the light shining through the vent.  Certainly if I climbed from the tub and turned off the bathroom lights, I would see it.

But I wasn’t here for that.  I wasn’t here for a gotcha moment.  If that had been my sole agenda, I wouldn’t have taken off my clothes, would I?  I was here to be seen.  Someone was in that attic right now, either getting ready to or already peeking down at my naked body.  I didn’t want to catch them right here and now.  I wanted them to catch me, and while they were doing that, I wanted to catch them in the act, on my phone.  I wanted them to look, I wanted them to lust, and I wanted them to act on that lust.  And I wanted my phone to record them doing something dirty to themselves.  After I saw what my phone had captured, then it would be time to decide how to proceed.  Actually, then it would be time to masturbate again, I had no doubt, because if that video revealed Martin or Robbie whacking at their dicks while staring at me, my burning need, already at 10/10 would intensify.  After that need was quenched, then it would be time to figure out next steps.

The shifting and scraping stopped.  The box would be fully removed now.  The peephole open.  They would be looking down on me, seeing all of me.  I again fought the urge to look up at the vent, and fought the urge to just dive into masturbating as my pussy was screaming at me to do.  I wanted this to look natural.  And I wanted to prolong it. 

I soaped up my body, luxuriating at the slip and slide of my hands across my tits.  My nipples were like pebbles, probably would have grooved the soap bar if I’d dragged it across them directly.  I tried not to make it look like I was playing, at least not yet, but man, just the touch of my soaped up hands on my breasts got my cunt singing.  When I was done with that, I went on to shave my legs, spreading them out on the tub edges as I had done before to ensure my admirer would get a really good look at my most secret part.  At the tail end of that, I arched my hips out of the water and shaved my bikini line, too, even though we were many months out from bikini weather.  My cunt was sopping, both from the bath water and from my horny self-lubrication, and I loved the way my pubic hair looked extra dark, all soaking wet.  I hoped my admirer loved it too, and I took a good extra while shaving to let them get the longest look possible.

I could hear nothing above me now.  All movement had ceased, and if whoever was up there was tugging at their cock as furiously as I hoped they were, they didn’t make a sound.  I couldn’t hear them breathing, either, though I wouldn’t have been surprised if I’d learned that they could hear me.  I was trying to control my breath, not wanting to give away how turned on I was, lest they should figure out why.  But I knew the only way I was going to be able to conceal that would be to give in to my horniness.  Masturbation in the tub was a given for me - whoever was watching already knew that.  And masturbation would conceal all other factors that might be contributing to my arousal.

I laid back in the tub, reclining as fully as I could to maximize the amount of my body they’d be able to see.  Then I brought up both hands and started toying with my tits.

There.  Just for a second I’d thought I’d heard something.  A gasp, maybe, or the sharp hiss of fabric moving quickly over skin.  Or both.  It had sounded mere moments after I’d started playing with my breasts, as if the person had suddenly grasped that yes I really was going to give in to secret temptations while they were watching, that they were going to get to see much more than mere nudity.  I hesitated for a moment when I heard it, actively trying to listen, then realized how easily that might spook whoever was watching, so I resumed my play, and even shut my eyes, to give them a greater illusion of privacy.

My tits were tingling, but my pussy was begging for touch and I could ignore it no longer.  Still pinching and tugging my left nipple, I slid my right hand down my body, slowly, so slowly, knowing they would see it, knowing they would guess at its destination, wanting them to want it to get there.  My hand was shaking as I pushed my fingers through the low tangle of my floating pubic hair, then withdrew it, teasing whoever was watching with the promise of my future actions.  But I was teasing myself, as well, and I couldn’t take it, so I slid it back down, raising my knees from the water, even raising my vagina free of the water for the initial contact, just to be certain they were getting the full picture.  I spread my cunt lips apart with two fingers, revelling in the intimate exposure I was giving them to my inner pink labia, let my middle finger dip backwards to run quickly over my clit.  I gasped, then sank my hips back into the water and let that finger play more dilligently, swirling in a tiny circle over my clitoris.

It was hard to be certain what I was hearing above, mixed in as it was with the gentle rhythm of the water lapping around my inner thighs, but I thought maybe I was hearing something.  I paused for just a moment under the guise of catching my breath and yes.  It was subtle, could have easily been overlooked if I hadn’t known to listen so intently, but there was a rhythmic sound above, something I could easily imagine to be the classic “fap” of a dick being tugged.  The thought that I would soon not only know who was watching me, but that I would more than likely get to see them doing that spurred me on, and my finger got back into motion, my left hand leaving my breast now, reaching down to join its sister, intending to go for the three finger insert technique.  Hell, as horny as I was, I thought I could probably jam my whole fist inside me, something I’d actually tried in my more daring moments and never come close to accomplishing.

But whoever was watching had already seen me use my hands.  Hell, they’d seen me finger my asshole and they’d seen me fuck the flowing faucet.  I wanted to show them something even sluttier, something that would shock them, something that would make them re-evaluate just how horny their roommate was.  I wished then that I had come better prepared.  I didn’t own any dildos, but I did improvise them from household items, occasionally.  Empty beer bottles were a typical toy, but I had nothing like that in the room with me now.  I cast about the tub, saw the back scrubber that one of my roommates owned.  It was wooden, and had a long handle, but there was a thick, braided string woven through one end, and I couldn’t imagine that would feel all that great on my insides.  I picked up the thing anyway, turned it over in my hands, inspecting it, and that’s when I saw that the scrubbing end was detachable by design.  I put some leverage into both hands and separated the long wooden handle from the head.  The handle end that had previously been attached was rounded, but I double-checked it to make sure there was nothing sharp, nothing that might splinter.  No, it was smooth and oval, and while thinner than a typical penis, it was a hell of a lot longer.  I could fuck this thing and get the kind of depth that I could never achieve with a beer bottle.  Even without someone watching, I was pleased with this find, but I hoped whoever was up there was the owner of this thing.  I wanted them to see me fucking their personal belongings, to know that I was so ridiculously in need of penetration that I would violate their property.  I wanted them to watch me put it back together afterward, wanted them wondering just how many times I’d done that before.  And what else I might be fucking when I thought no one was watching.

I fed the rounded edge into my cunt, moving slowly.  The wood was sheer and smooth and I fed it deep, touching at the back of my cervix.  But though that was a new sensation for me - I don’t think I’d ever had anything so long inside of me before - I was less sensitive back there than I was toward the front of my vagina, so I repositioned it so that that rounded knob was touching my G-spot.  I poked myself with it several times, tentatively, still hearing that rhythmic slap above me, quiet but definite.  Whoever was watching, they were enjoying what I was doing.  Maybe not as much as I was enjoying it, though.  After I’d made certain there was no way I could injure myself with the thing, I cut loose, pounding that long wooden shaft in and out of my pussy, the head knocking into my G-spot with every thrust.  And all the while, my other hand was grinding me from the outside, knocking my clit dizzy. 

Oh, here it came.  Here I came, and this was going to be good, this was going to be epic, dear God, fuck me, someone was watching me at my sluttiest, someone was pounding themselves while watching, I was going to get to see them do it, and holy fuck, it was here, I was cumming so fucking hard!  My hips jumped from the water, slamming back down into the tub, raising waves that squelched over the tub edge, thumping loudly enough that whichever of my roommates remained downstairs probably heard it, and if any of them were in their bedrooms up here with me, they were going to think I either fell in the tub, or they were going to know exactly what I was doing.  And fuck it, let them know, let them all know, let them all watch me be the whore I was, fucking this scrub brush handle like my cunt was seeking vengeance on it, water sloshing, toes curled even as my legs alternately kicked, like I needed to fight to stay afloat.  Head thrashing from side to side, teeth bared angrily, eyes screwed shut.  A single primeval grunt escaped my lips, though I was trying not to allow it.  And yes, probably everyone in the house knew what “warming up in the tub” meant for their roommate, Penny, now.

When the orgasm was done having its way with me (because that’s what it felt like - some otherworldly force using my body for abject sin and leaving it spent) all the strength rushed from me, and my body relaxed, head no longer thrashing but lolling, legs outstretched and still, wooden scrub brush haft still protruding from my vagina like Excalibur.  I laid there for several minutes, and all was silent above me.  I imagine whoever was up there was afraid to move.  Or maybe my performance had spent them the same way it had spent me.

I finally reached out with one toe and flipped the switch that would allow the tub to drain.  And still I stayed where I was, sprawled out and penetrated, till the draining water was just lapping at the backs of my legs.  Only then did I reach down and pull the stick from my cunt, and I reassembled the scrub brush just like that.  I intended to wash it later, but it amused me to have my peeper think I wouldn’t, especially if it belonged to them.  Would they come down and smell it later?  Would they disassemble and taste it, running it over their tongue like the same wooden cock I’d used it for?  On second thought, maybe I would leave it as is.

When I was dried off, I combed my hair and then went back to my bedroom to dress.  I was in there a good five minutes and I cursed myself as I realized that if I had gone straight downstairs upon leaving the bathroom, I might have been able to deduce who had been in the attic by simple process of elimination.  But when I went down now, all three were downstairs, looking satisfied as they sat around their empty plates.  Even Anne was still in their company, though she didn’t often eat with us.

“How you feeling?” Martin asked with a cautious grin.

“Yeah, seems like you really did need some warming up,” Martin said, and by his grin, too, and the embarrassed blush Anne gave me, I knew that whichever of them had watched me, the others had overheard and were fully aware that I’d done more than just soak in that tub. 

The shame flooded in, and it cast up only more flotsam lust on my inner shores.  What a strange combo.  


Chapter Four

I was on fire waiting for Martin to leave on his date.  One of them had watched me, the others had heard me, they all knew what a dirty little self-abuser I was, now.  I’m sure all of them were, too.  It’s natural, after all, especially at our age.  But “knowing” they got up to it by statistical law was a far cry from knowing I got up to it because they’d watched and/or heard me make myself cum with something approaching self-violence. 

By the time Martin left Anne had retired to her room and Robbie was downstairs watching television.  I snuck back into Martin’s room, shutting his bedroom door behind me.  I took my time this time, not just because I was no longer being rushed by the threat of my prospective peeper coming up to watch me in the tub, but because with Anne’s nearby presence, I really didn’t want to risk being heard. 

As I’d suspected earlier, the attic was by now pitch black.  My eyes had not adjusted, and I waited at the top of the retractable staircase in Martin’s closet till they had at least begun to do so.  When I felt safe enough to proceed, I began tiptoeing toward my phone, hidden between the two boxes to the side.  But with the light as dim as it was, I failed to spot a small obstacle in my path, and when my foot settled, there was a loud clicking noise, followed by a tiny clatter.  I winced and held my breath, waiting for any reaction from Anne, but none made itself apparent.  And while I was waiting, I noticed something.

The box was back in place over the bathroom grate, as far as I could tell, and the windows at either end of the attic were completely lost in darkness, but there was a source of light up here nonetheless, near to my left foot, near to whatever I had just stepped on.  It was a tiny thing, but within the darkness of the attic, it stood out brilliantly.  I crouched to examine it, realized it was a tiny hole in the floor of the attic.  It was round, less than a quarter of an inch in diameter.  And it was glowing with light from the other side. 

It was fit within a depression in the floor, and I realized then that what I had stepped on had been a slightly misaligned floor board.  Something that had been left slightly out of match with the other floor boards, such that I had put my weight on the unraised end and teeter tottered the whole thing out of its slot in the floor.  The clatter had been the board shifting to the side, revealing the hole beneath.  It’s a good thing I had stopped walking, because that floor board normally rested on beams beneath, and if I had put my full weight down in the space left by its absence, I likely would have knocked a hole in the second floor ceiling, and maybe broken my leg to boot.

I tried to look into the hole, but actually had to lift another floor board beside it to make sufficient room to bring my eye down to the point where that was possible.  Was the entire attic comprised of these unsecured floor boards, just laid symmetrically over the wooden beams beneath?  As long as all were in position, I supposed it would be safe enough, but when I tried tugging at an adjacent board, I found it fastened down securely.  Glued or nailed, I didn’t know.  It seemed these two boards had been deliberately loosened and separated.  Why?  Based on the glowing hole beneath me, so that someone could peep through to the room beneath would be my guess.

I fit my eye to the hole, realized I was looking down onto a bed.  I didn’t have a wide field of view here - anything beyond the bed was cut off from vision, but it only took me a moment to figure out whose it was.  Not mine.  And I could have told you it wasn’t Martin’s even without looking, because I’d ascended from his bedroom and that was back behind me.  The hole was half a dozen feet shy, I’m guessing, from the start of Anne’s room...  this was Robbie’s bedroom.  This was Robbie’s bed.  It was perfectly visible because he was the only one among us who had to be reminded on the regular to turn off lights when he left a room.  I didn’t know if someone had deliberately made the hole or if it had always existed.  The latter wouldn’t have been entirely surprising, given the shit show construction of this house.  But I remembered suddenly the day I’d found the peeled paint chips atop my own bed, along with what looked like dry wall dust.  It suddenly dawned on me that that might have been because someone had drilled a hole down into my room from the attic, and had coincidentally or intentionally done so in alignment with the already existing ceiling crack.  I cast about for the light source that might have corresponded to my room, but of course I saw none.  For one thing, my bedroom lights were off, and for another, the hole was likely concealed below the attic floor boards.  If it existed, at all.

I wondered if the floor board I had stepped on and moved had been left that way by accident, by a careless peeper, or if it had been left slightly askew deliberately, to allow the peeper to find it quickly.  I wondered again if the hole beneath it had pre-existed the arrival of my roommates, like the bathroom ceiling vent.  Had the peeper found ready made targets of opportunity and taken advantage?  Or had they found the bathroom vent, been inspired by that, and gone on to construct new peepholes?  Come to that, had the bathroom vent ceased functioning by intentional sabotage, to keep a crystal view into the bathtub?  I supposed the truth of my bedroom ceiling crack would shed some light on at least one of these mysteries. 

If the peephole I now stood over had been deliberately constructed, that could pretty conclusively prove one thing:  Robbie was not responsible.  Why would he drill a peephole in his own ceiling?  I could chalk it up to accident, that maybe he’d been drilling holes randomly, trying to see what he could see, but the one I had found was positioned so perfectly above his bed that that seemed unlikely.

I thought about crawling around the attic in the darkness, trying to see if there were more, figuring that again, simple deduction might point the finger at our pervert.  Whoever didn’t have a hole in their ceiling, they were the likely culprit.  It had to be either Martin or Anne, and while my money was still on Martin, the hole drilled into the ceiling of one of the boys’ rooms had me lending new consideration to the alternative.  Of course, maybe someone who loved to watch wouldn’t be too discerning about who they watched.  Even if Martin had no interest in Robbie as a direct sexual partner, mightn’t he get his rocks off watching Robbie get his own off?  I knew I could appreciate the view of a woman in the throes of passion, even though I’d never been with one.  Lesbian porn could still get me the extra mile in a pinch.

Of course, all of this was academic.  The answer, I remembered suddenly, was mere feet away.  On my phone.  I retrieved it, grateful to see it still had battery power left.  The recording had stopped, and when I lit the screen I could see a message that the storage capacity was now full.  Well, of course.  I had told it to record hours and hours of video.  I suddenly worried about whether or not the file would even be playable, or if it would have been corrupted when the storage space ran out.

Only one way to find out. 

I put the floorboard back in place over Robbie’s room, then took my time getting back down to Martin’s, then back to my own as silently as I could.  My phone was almost out of juice, so I plugged it directly into my laptop, started transferring the flv file I’d recorded, fingers mentally crossed.  While it was transferring, I climbed atop my bed and examined that ceiling crack.

I knew for sure that the crack had existed when I moved in.  Whether or not someone had drilled a hole from the attic, they hadn’t created that.  But it would be perfect camouflage for a peephole, and as I ran my gaze along the length of the crack, I spotted it.  A tiny dot that had rounded, symmetrical edges hidden within the more chaotic sprawl of the crack.  A drill hole, easy to miss in the mess of the rest of the ceiling’s problems, but right there, right over the centre of my bed.  Coupled with the paint chips and dust I’d found prior, this confirmed it.  The peepholes were new.  Not just my own, but Robbie’s, too.  What miracle of coincidence would it have taken for both he and I to position our beds so perfectly beneath pre-existing holes?  Someone had taken their time, had probably taken measurements, to ensure they’d have a perfect view of whatever we did in those beds.  As for myself...  well, if it hadn’t been for the fact that the peeper had by now seen me masturbate at least three times in the tub, I’d be mortified.  I had gotten myself off more times than I could count in that bed.  In fact, there was an empty beer bottle right now beside the bed that I kept on hand for the express purpose of fucking.  They could have seen me do that almost any night of the week.  I didn’t need to put on a bath tub show for them to discover just what a hornball their roommate, Penny, was. 

I glanced at the laptop, saw the transfer had completed.  I was about to get my answer as to just who had made those holes.   

I tucked my desk chair in tight, expecting to masturbate again right now, and not wanting to do so this time beneath any attic eyes.  The revelation about the new peepholes had had the same effect on me as the initial realization that someone really had been watching me in the tub.  There was a sense of shock and dismay mixed in with shame and arousal.

I clicked play, and rather than scrub through to the appearance of the peeper, I simply waited them out, knowing it would be no more than a few minutes before their appearance.  I could hear the water running through the pipes, knew that that was me filling the tub, and I knew that even before I stopped that water’s flow, they would be moving in the attic.  My heart was pounding, my hand in my lap but not active, not yet, too nervous and excited to give in to arousal just yet.  The picture was grainy and dark, but it was focused on the region of the box over the bathroom vent, and I knew it would be clear enough for me to discern who I was looking at, at least.

I heard the creak of one of the attic doors opening, a staircase retracting oh-so-quietly, but the sound was mono and I couldn’t tell which direction that came from.  I could hear the subtle scuff and creak of a footstep, too, somebody tiptoeing, but again, couldn’t isolate a direction.  It was getting louder, though.

The screen went black suddenly and I panicked, hitting pause, trying to figure out what had gone wrong.  There was no error message though, nothing apparently out of order other than the screen going dark, so I pressed play again, and realized that the recording must still going because the audio was still playing - I could hear a slippery hiss, like fabric being drawn over something.  A moment later I realized that that was not only what I was hearing but what I was seeing, as well.  The blanket.  The blanket I’d seen directly in front of where I’d hidden my camera.  Someone had picked it up from off camera, had opened it, spreading it so completely before my lens that it darkened the image to black, at least for a moment.  When next I could see, the person had drawn it across themselves, not just like a shawl, but like a Jedi cloak.  They were moving, hunched, toward the box over the vent.  I had no idea why they had enwrapped themselves in the thing, didn’t know what they were up to, at all, but hunched as they were, and in the dim lighting of the attic, they were now no more than an amorphous blob.  I couldn’t be certain who I was looking at, even taking into account the vastly differing sizes of my two most likely candidates.

When they reached the box, they draped one end of the blanket over that, too.  Then they lifted and shuffled the box away from the vent, and when they settled it in place, they left the blanket draped that way, forming a sort of tent.  And now I really couldn’t guess at who was under that blanket.  I did have a sudden inspired guess as to why they were doing it, though.  I remembered being in the tub, thinking that with the dim lighting in the attic, if I had looked up just then, I might have seen light coming through the vent.  Only I wouldn’t have.  They had ensured all light was cut off from the vent even before the box was moved.  There would have been nothing visible up there, at all.  The blanket was likely kept on hand for precisely this purpose, to conceal the peeper during daytime viewing.  It would be wholly unnecessary after nightfall, I could attest.  The peeper was prepared.

I watched through the rest of the video, trying to discern who I was looking at.  At one point I became aware of a sort of pulse to the blob-like shape, a rhythmic movement that could go with that barely audible “fapping” sound I’d heard earlier.  Yes, I really had caught the peeper masturbating on camera.  For all the good it did me.  I didn’t even join them, my arousal overtaken by my detective-like efforts.  I did see their action beneath that blanket intensify, though, culminating when I heard through my speakers quite loudly and distinctly both my jolt in the bathtub and the monstrous grunt of my orgasm.  There was no mistaking what that had been, and if it had been this audible one floor up from its source, it would have been equally audible one floor down.  If I’d had any hope that my other roommates might have been uncertain as to what that sound had been, those hopes had now been dashed.  

I still hadn’t figured out who was under the blanket, but I figured I’d determine who it was after they returned the box to its position.  Surely then they’d feel secure in removing the blanket.  I was partly right.  They waited till I had drained the tub and left the room, then hurriedly fit the box back over the hole.  But in their rush to leave the attic, to get back downstairs before I could, they swooped back toward the point from which they’d fetched the blanket, inches in front of my camera, drawing the blanket off as they came, so that all I caught during their movement was a huge, bat-like silhouette as both hands drew the blanket up and over their head.  They didn’t even bother to refold the blanket, just dropped it in a heap.  Come to think of it, I had seen that the blanket was crumpled when I’d picked up my phone, though it hadn’t struck me as noteworthy at the time. 

I never  got a clear look at them, even by the time they departed.  I even rewound the footage, stepped frame by frame through the final action, but the blanket was drawn wide, resulting in several frames of absolute black before it dropped.  There was no way to tell visually or audibly which way the person had retreated.

I listened for the sound of the chimes on Martin’s closet door, didn’t hear them, though that disproved nothing.  I had found an easy way to silence them, after all.

There was a further forty two minutes to the video following that, but it was video of a still and empty attic.  I didn’t watch it all, just skipped ahead in roughly five minute intervals, but the guilty party never re-appeared. 

The video had proven to me that I hadn’t imagined the sounds I’d heard.  Somebody had watched me in the tub as I’d fucked that wooden scrub brush handle.  And my trip to the attic had revealed to me the supplementary fact that someone - almost certainly the same someone - had drilled spy holes into the ceilings of both my bedroom and Robbie’s bedroom, and possibly more.  But I had learned nothing else. 

The idea of being spied on was still arousing, in some ways more than ever now that I had the definitive proof, and had seen the tell-tale rhythm of masturbation from whoever had watched.  But before I put on another show, I needed to know who my audience was. 

And that was going to take a new and more drastic plan.


Chapter Five

We had two potential culprits.  Martin or Anne.  I’d already seen the problems that could arise from relying on my phone to catch one of them, and in any event, positioning the phone meant going up in that attic, and that was riskier for me than it was for our guilty party.  For me it meant going through the bedroom of one of my roommates.  The safest time to do that would be when no one else was home, but that would be pointless.  I’d have no one to catch, and my phone had limited recording capacity.  In fact, I had to do it while either Martin or Anne (or both) were home, since one of them was surely the person I wanted to catch, but they were also the persons whose bedrooms I’d have to invade to get the job done. 

One thing I had decided:  if I was going to go up there again, I wanted a front row seat to whatever might occur.  I’d might as well make the reward worth the risk. 

But that posed more logistical problems than simply getting up there, and more than simply finding an adequate hiding spot from which I’d still be able to see the action.  It also meant timing my ascent to coincide with a likely peeper spotting.  I didn’t know how often the peeper went up there, didn’t know if they always waited for cues from the rest of us that made them suspect we might get naked, or better yet, that we might get nasty, or if they did random spot checks of what was going on in various bedrooms.  I was willing to bet they went up often when we showered or bathed, because that was guaranteed nudity.  So maybe that was my best opportunity.  I could either turn on the shower, then sneak upstairs and wait for someone to fall into my trap.  Or I could wait for Robbie to shower.  That last option seemed better.  While it might have been possible for me to lure the peeper into the attic with the simple sound of me turning on the shower, I wouldn’t be able to hold their interest for long if no one ever got in.  And, shit, if they waited me out long enough, trapping me in the attic, the eternally running water would draw the attention of someone else in the house who might come checking to ensure I was okay, and then find me mysteriously missing altogether.  On the other hand, using Robbie as bait would allow me to get in place before the fact, and would also be more likely to result in my seeing something I wanted to see.  This time, he was my best bet.

But I wasn’t going in blind.  I waited till everyone was out of the house one day, then went up there to scout the terrain. 

The floor board was still in place over Robbie’s room, as I had left it, suggesting to me that its being out of place previously had likely been an accident.  I thought about scouting for other peepholes, but I didn’t know how long everyone would be gone, so I got down to business.

I didn’t know what was in the boxes that the owner had left up here, was afraid to pry them open to find out, for fear of disturbing a spider’s nest or something.  But in addition to boxes, there were other old drop cloths and blankets, and I veered for one of these now, draped over another stack of boxes against the wall by one of the windows.  I scoped it out meticulously with my phone’s light to make sure there were no arachnids attached to it, then yanked it free of what it was covering and shook it out.  There were no bugs on it.  I was being silly.  There were no bugs hanging around those boxes, either.  There was a healthy stretch of cobweb between the wall jointures beneath the window, but I pulled those apart with a rolled bit of paper I’d brought with me, and they did appear to be cobwebs rather than spider webs, in any event.  I scoped that area out thoroughly, but I thought I was safe.  Whoever had designated this area their private peeping playground had actually done a pretty good job of cleaning and maintaining it, if the rumours I’d heard of its initial state were to be believed, and why not?  Nothing would kill my arousal faster than a hairy spider climbing up on my body.  The few webs I suspected did belong to spiders were in the corners, well away from the shower vent, and, I was willing to bet, far from the peepholes the peeper had made, too. 

I rearranged the drop cloth so that it covered the boxes again, actually draped it over two adjacent stacks.  When I had it approximating what it had looked like before, I drew a pair of scissors from my back pocket and cut a pair of eyeholes in it.  There.  It didn’t look suspicious, it didn’t look altogether different from how it had appeared before.  If someone had examined it closely previously and examined it closely now, they’d note the new holes, but unless they’d really scrutinized it beforehand, those wouldn’t be of note as anything other than moth holes.  And I was willing to bet the peeper had been less concerned with the drape of a random cloth than he or she had been with the activities below the attic. 

I squeezed myself into the space between the box stacks, drew the drop cloth up to cover me and peeked through my holes.  I could see the box atop the shower vent perfectly, could also see the blanket by the one wall that the person had used to cover themself previously.  If they did that again, from this angle I’d be able to see them before they donned it, and identify them.

I went downstairs, satisfied with my preparations.

Robbie usually showered around midday, except on Tuesdays and Thursdays when his classes had him out of the house early.  I targeted a weekend again, to ensure everyone would be home - there would be no point in sneaking up there if the peeper wasn’t even in the house to peep.  Though it did also maximize my risk of being caught ascending or descending.

Robbie and Martin spent the better part of the morning watching hockey on TV in the living room, and though Anne was usually sequestered in her room, I could count on her emerging for lunch, so I waited till she was present to ask Robbie, “Are you gonna shower soon?”  We knew each other’s routines well enough by now that it wasn’t unusual to ask.

“Yeah, in about twenty.  That cool?”

“Yeah, I was just in the mood for a bath.”

He grinned at that and Martin turned to look back at me, and I even saw Anne silently raise an eyebrow as she continued making her sandwich.  Yeah, my code was cracked.

“I can wait,” I assured Robbie.

“You sure?  I can hold off, if you’re cold or something.”

“Nah, that’s cool,” I told him.  “I’ll be in longer than you, so you go first.”

He nodded, still grinning, went back to his game.

And I went upstairs and, while still standing within the hallway, closed my bedroom door loudly enough that they’d hear it downstairs and think that’s where I’d gone.  We had an unspoken policy among us that when someone’s door was shut you didn’t disturb them, so I felt secure that no one would come looking for me.

I had pre-charged my phone so that if the opportunity presented itself I could record any action I caught live, and I turned on its light as I silently snuck into Martin’s closet, shutting the door behind me, and ascended into the attic.  I pulled the staircase up behind me, got under my drop cloth and waited.

It was a good half hour before anything happened and during that time I panned the light around several times, still paranoid about spiders, but there was never anything even vaguely threatening, so that fear eventually passed.  But I did finally hear the shower start up, and I snuggled in more tightly under my drop cloth to await whoever might come.

I heard them before I saw them, but even so, I had a certain guess as to who was approaching just from where the sound came from.  The hinges of one of the staircases groaned, more quietly than it had when I’d ascended through Martin’s closet, and I wondered how I’d missed that little clue on the cellphone recording I’d made earlier.  Anne must have oiled the hinges in her room to help keep her secret, but no amount of oil was going to make them silent. 

She was wearing precisely what she’d worn downstairs while making her sandwich, and it gave me a little thrill to see her like that because it was just plain her.  No trappings, no disguise (she obviously didn’t need one).  It was my roommate in her come-as-you-are house clothes, everyday Anne, coming up to violate the privacy of her male friend, and hopefully have a little fun while she did it.

She moved stealthily, and she didn’t even bother pulling up the staircase behind her.  She knew no one would go in her room with the door shut, and sealing the stairs would only make more noise.  I’m sure her greatest fear in life was being discovered at this filthy pastime.  She had no idea I was sitting mere feet away, with a pretty damned good view through my own peepholes.

She went for the blanket first, but she varied her activity just slightly this time, reaching into one of those boxes beside it and pulling out...  no.  Really?!  Had she learned a trick or two from watching me?  If so, it would have been a trick she’d learned while watching me in my bedroom, because that’s the only place I’d done what I suspected she was about to do...  She pulled out an empty beer bottle.  Her DIY dildo, I guessed, because I saw no other use for that object under the present circumstances.

She threw the blanket over her, cloaking herself completely, and crept toward the bathroom vent.  She draped the blanket over the box atop the vent while still wearing it herself, and then pushed the box aside.  I heard the by now familiar scrape-hiss of it on the wood floor.  She wasn’t as cautious about it as she had been when I’d been in the tub, and I could guess why.  The running shower was making a lot of noise and of a similar timber to the one the box made.  She would be unlikely to be heard as long as that ran.

And yes, I got confirmation that I was going to be treated to exactly what she did up here over that vent, because the blanket didn’t currently cover her lower legs, and after a moment’s unidentifiable activity beneath it, I saw her jeans and underwear get pushed together down to her ankles.  She didn’t step out of them, but just got down on her knees like that, once more just the amorphous shape I’d seen previously.  All that protruded behind her now were her stockinged toes.

I was nearly hyperventilating under my own dropcloth.  I’d learned definitively now the identity of the peeper.  This girl, my roommate, had squatted over that same vent and watched me bathe, watched me masturbate with a finger shoved up my ass, watched me let the faucet drum down a thunderous orgasm on my cunt, watched me disassemble a scrub brush and hump it so fiercely that even the boys downstairs heard me cum.  She had watched it all from her lecherous perch.  And it hadn’t been enough for her.  She’d drilled a hole in my ceiling to spy on what I did behind the privacy of my closed door, had probably discovered first-hand why I kept that beer bottle on the floor next to my bed, unless she’d had the same habit even before watching me.  She’d watched at least one of her male roommates get naked under that shower, too, and do who knows what in there.  I had no idea if Robbie masturbated beneath that spray, but if he did, this prurient girl had seen every inch of it, pardon the pun, had probably cum alongside him without his knowledge.  Her pants and underwear were down at her feet right now, and I could see by the rhythmic rock of that hump shaped blanket mound that she was giving herself pleasure as she watched him.  I just wished she’d take off the blanket.

My wish was partially granted a moment later when I saw her reach one hand back.  The hand with the bottle in it.  I saw it push out from beneath the blanket behind her, down by her feet, the base of the bottle gripped, the tapered end pointed back toward her body.  She fumbled blindly with it, trying to connect it with key anatomy, to do with it what she wanted to to, failing miserably.  She finally must have grown frustrated enough that she reached the other hand back too, and flipped the entire rear half of the blanket up onto her back.  Her upper body was still contained in its blanket cave, and I was willing to bet not much light was filtering through to the vent, especially on a gray winter’s day like today.  But there was definitely enough light that I could see.

I could make out the bottom hem of her shirt before the rest was swallowed, along with her upper body, by blanket.  I could see her jeans and underwear, just a compact bit of fabric entangling her ankles.  But everything between those two points was naked and exposed wonderfully to my eyes.  Her pretty, heart-shaped ass was pointed directly at me, and down on her knees, pressing her face to that vent, even her tight asshole was revealed to me.  I could see the red, engorged lips of her vagina, and the pretty blonde curls of her pubic hair surrounding it.  She was only about eight feet away, and I could make out details of her that I was willing to bet she’d never even spied of me.  She had no idea I was there, and so made no effort at all to conceal herself.

With her genitals freed from obstruction she tried again with the bottle, hand outstretched between her legs, bottle neck prodding blindly for an opening, finally finding it.  She wiggled the rounded glass head of the thing around at her cunt lips, shimmying it past the outer defenses and then pushing it forcefully up inside her, her whole body heaving forward with the joy and violation of it before settling back into her maximally spread position and working the thing slowly in and out of herself.

Jesus Christ, my cunt was burning.  It needed attention and it needed it now, and heedless of the consequence, I undid my own jeans and lifted my ass off the ground to push them down, exactly as Anne had done.  I tried to be quiet, was not quite as successful as I’d have liked, but that girl was into whatever she was watching, and definitely into what she was fucking, so she didn’t react to me. 

She’d been at this for months, I figured, back-tracking in my mind over the various times I’d heard things in the attic, and was probably feeling fairly secure at this point, anyway.  The idea that anyone might be up here with her would surely not have crossed her mind.  I’m sure she figured that if she ever were caught she would face recrimination, not voyeurism of her own.

With my pussy now accessible, I brought both hands down together, fingers clawing between my legs, seeking my clit, seeking my own opening to push three fingers up into myself.  As I began to masturbate, though, the dropcloth shifted and I lost my eyeholes.  I found myself as frustrated as she’d been with the blanket, and I swiped one hand up and forward to draw it off my face.  If she were to turn around right now, I’d be plainly visible, my face, at least, hovering over the dropcloth, while the fabric below twitched and fluttered as my hands worked my vagina.  But she didn’t turn around.  All that existed for her was her naked male roommate a few feet beneath her, and an empty Miller bottle serving as glass lover from behind.

And...  her other hand which she now reached around one pretty, rounded cheek of her ass.  She had the middle finger extended, almost in a “fuck off” gesture to me, but that’s not what she was doing.  That finger was seeking out her other opening, more instinctively, dextrously and successfully than the bottle had.  She hooked it inside her butthole, and while I had no idea what her masturbatory habits had been before meeting me, I felt a moment of confused pride to see her using two of my techniques.  She didn’t have the reach or the leverage she might have wanted, so she only got it in to about the first knuckle, but she started pulsing it in and out of her, not in tandem with but in opposition to the rhythm of the bottle.  She was now like a working machine of glass and flesh, pistons firing in her two separate holes, pushing herself toward one inevitable conclusion.

That’s when I remembered the camera.  I didn’t know yet what I would do with such footage - if I wanted it as proof of what she was up to or if I simply wanted to relive this moment in my bedroom later - but for either of those scenarios I needed to film this thing.  It pained me to pull my hands from my pussy.  I could practically feel it pouting and begging between my legs as both hands, now sticky with my vaginal secretions, swiped and pushed buttons, getting the camera fired up.  I then held it toward her like a talisman in my trembling left hand while my right hand returned to my clit, giving it what it wanted.

She paused in her actions for a moment, bottle and finger both, and I froze, wondering if she’d heard me or noticed some subtle shift in the lighting cast by my phone.  But no, the water was still running below her, she was still intently watching Robbie...  she was just pausing.  She was...  she was edging herself.  Bringing herself to the immediate brink of orgasm, then letting it pass to go again, build the cum bigger.  God, it was so dirty and so wonderful and so pathetic and fuck, I had never looked at her as a sexual being before, I’m not sure any of us had, she was a bedroom sequestered nun, but she was plenty sexual, if filthy, and for the first time in my life I felt lust for a woman.  Not just lust at what she was doing - I’d enjoyed masturbation videos of women online before, and even lesbian videos on occasion, though neither represented the mainstay of my pornographic diet.  I felt lust for her.  I wondered suddenly what she might smell like, if I could draw in close enough to get the scent of that pussy she was pointing at me, wondered what she would feel like, wondered what she would taste like.

She started the bottle and finger back in motion, driving herself toward orgasm again, and I held myself back.  I would have cum otherwise, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to just yet.

I’d thought of her as virginal all this time, and maybe she was.  I’d never known her to go out on so much as a single date.  Even Robbie got more romantic action than her, which was next to zero.  But in my consideration of these two, I had never stopped to compare myself.  I got off at least once a day, sometimes two or three times, but in truth, it was always by my own hand.  Or by bottle or by faucet or by scrub brush.  I had been popular and dated frequently in high school, had lost my virginity several years before, and had never paused to consider that all that was in the past.  That since coming here, I had been touched by no hand but my own.  I was every bit as sequestered as she was.  In fact, only Martin among us really got action on the regular.  He probably looked at all three of us as virginal squares.  We were a solitary and masturbating trio.  (I was making an assumption in Robbie’s case, though Martin had told me once that that magazine he got delivered each month really was porn, so...)

And suddenly it wasn’t enough.  I was horny, I was turned on beyond anything I’d ever felt before.  The very wrongness of what I was doing suddenly slammed head on into the wrongness of what she was doing, of what she had done to me, and I felt a heady mixture of shame, anger and most of all lust, and before I knew what I was doing, before I could stop myself, I was pushing the dropcloth aside and crawling toward Anne on my hands and knees, phone still extended, filming the bottle and the finger and the pussy and the ass in a slow moving and very imperfect dolly shot, pants and underwear about my ankles just like hers, getting closer and closer.

I could hear her now, hear the squelch of that bottle as it squeezed her juices from her cunt with the force of each thrust, could hear the little whispering gasps that were really just uncontrolled breath and that I’m sure were lost to Robbie.  I could feel the heat baking off her legs in this cold attic, baking off her spread sex now less than three feet from my face.  My one hand on the ground was now flanked by her feet, partially hidden beneath her own pushed down pants.  I could see the raised gooseflesh the chill was creating on her buttocks, could see the ultra-fine blonde hairs that covered her baby smooth skin.  And I could smell her.  The dirty scent I knew so well from my own fingers after I’d fucked myself, but subtly different, a scent unique to this girl in all the world.  Her secret scent.  The smell of her attic sins.  I could see the details of that one finger, wriggling so desperately in her greedy asshole, trying to give to herself what I was still guessing no other person in this world had ever given her.

I settled back on my haunches so I could return my hand to my pussy.  I was going to film her dirty work in close-up, I was going to watch her cum, I was going to force myself to cum, and then...?  Then I was going to be caught.  Then there was going to be a reckoning.

She paused again twice more, ensuring her orgasm would be as epic as she could make it, and I waited things out with her both times.  But she may have known the pattern of Robbie’s shower, or maybe she just saw something that really got her there, because the next time that I expected her to pause, her actions intensified.  Suddenly she wasn’t just pushing that bottle in and out of herself, she was slamming it, and that finger up her butt was moving as frantically as the needle in a sewing machine.  I heard her gulp in air, then clamp down on it to stifle her cry.  I saw her body heave upwards, her ass cheeks quiver, her toes extend, splayed, then curl, even as her legs involuntarily spasmed against the wooden floor.

I didn’t hold back, either.  I only had the one hand going, not my ideal technique, but dear God, it did the trick.  It was fireworks between my legs, eyes and mouth both opening wide, jaw shuddering as my neck muscles clenched.  My camera work suffered, I’m sure, but then it cut out entirely as I buckled forward and, refusing to give up the fine work I was doing on my clitoris, I slammed that phone hand down on the ground to brace myself.

That’s when Anne realized she wasn’t alone.  I was trying to steady myself, still cumming.  Hell, I think she was still cumming, even as she scrambled to get out from under that blanket, allowing it to drop over the vent as she spun her pretty face to me, eyes and mouth as wide as my own, one hand still tucking that bottle up her cunt if only to keep it from clattering out to the floor.  She spun bodily in place, ass thumping down to the wood beneath her, legs still spread because of the bottle, horrified eyes dancing a triangle from my face, to the phone I had again clearly extended and filming her, to my naked pussy, one hand pressed to it, back to my face again.

She yanked the bottle out of her vagina, rolled to her knees, tried to get to her feet with her pants around her ankles.

But that’s when the shower cut out beneath us.  The vacancy of noise left in its absence was very noticeable.  She froze on instinct, as I’m sure she’d done dozens of times after watching one of us naked down there.  But never before had she been the one spied on doing something so filthy, never before had she been confronted by a half-naked woman and a camera and all of her worst nightmares being realized, and she was on the verge of panic, about to jolt to a stance, and I shook my head, drawing my finger from my cunt and placing it over my lips in a gesture that indicated silence.  She still looked like a rabbit bolting from a predator, so I thumbed stop on my phone and lowered it.  And there we were, two girls facing each other on our knees in the dim attic lighting, both with our pants and panties encircling our ankles, both with our pussies unconcealed. 

She eyed me, waiting for my next move.

I surprised myself with what it was.  I shimmied a couple feet toward her on my knees, and her eyes got even wider, thinking, maybe, that I intended to do her harm.  That I was going to assault her from this undignified position.  But I leaned past her, bracing myself on one hand, lifted the blanket, and pushed my head beneath it.  For the first time, I peered down into the bathroom while it was occupied. 

Robbie was still in the tub, drying his back.  He was standing directly beneath me, so I didn’t have the view I might have hope for, but I could see the front half of his penis wobbling back and forth as he dried himself.  He was circumcised, his cock head a deeper pink than the rest of his dick.  It was my first time seeing a real-life naked male since I’d moved here, and it was one of my closest friends and he was completely unknowledgeable of the fact that I was watching, and despite the fact that he was flaccid, and doing nothing anywhere near as sexual as I’d just seen and endured with my other roommate, and despite the fact that I’d just cum ferociously, my lust flared up again.  I could see why Anne enjoyed this.  I could see how easily it might be to become addicted.

There was a subtle hissing sound, and suddenly she was beside me, her frightened face feeding under the blanket, regarding me warily in the even dimmer lighting feeding through the vent.  Then, as my eyes returned to the secret vision below, she turned her eyes down, too.

He finished with his back, brought the towel around front, gripped the head of his dick in it, clutched and pulled several times, craning his neck to inspect himself after each effort.  He wasn’t masturbating, he was drying, I guess - truthfully, I wasn’t sure just what he was up to that required that particular attention.  But I figured it out a moment later when he crouched in the tub, drew the shower curtain partially closed, crouched and inspected the inside of the curtain.  He saw something that concerned him, turned the shower back on, stepping away from its spray, angling the shower head instead to pummel that precise point of the curtain, washing away...  semen.  That was his semen, I was pretty sure.  Anne had seen him doing what I had seen her doing, that’s why she’d been edging, trying to coincide her cum with his, and I suddenly envied her fiercely.  How many times had she seen him do that?  How many different ways?  And had she ever seen Martin?

When he was done, he stepped from the tub, giving me an oblique look at his very cute ass.  But he wrapped himself in the towel a moment later, then stepped out of the bathroom entirely, leaving the light on as he so often did. 

I leaned back, pulling the blanket from both our heads. 

Anne was regarding me with great trepidation, unsure what I was going to do.  She was still naked on her bottom half, as was I, but unlike me, she had moved one hand to hide her pussy from my gaze.  Her other hand still clutched the bottle I’d watched her fuck and as she saw my eyes drop to it she blushed furiously and thrust it behind her back.

She was trembling.  Her adrenaline had to be through the roof at finally having been caught, though I’m sure my reaction so far wasn’t something she had anticipated no matter how many times she may have run the scenario through her head.

I flicked my gaze back to the vent, nodded at it, looked back to her questioningly and mimed a jerking off motion.  I wanted to know if my supposition about what she had just watched was correct.

She looked mortified, her jaw clenching, but she gave me a single stiff nod.

I grinned, and if anything, that seemed to throw even more fear into her. 

When I’d first realized someone really was watching me in the tub, my gut first reaction had been fear.  That had returned when I’d found out they’d drilled a hole in my bedroom ceiling, and throughout, mixed in with the intense arousal I’d felt, there had always been a hint of anger, that one of my roommates had violated my trust for their own sexual pleasure.  But now the tables had turned, hadn’t they?  I had caught the peeper red-handed and red-pussied.  And I had the video footage to prove it.  I could play this any way I wanted.  Her fate was subject to my mercy.

And she knew it.

As I ran my eyes over her trembling form, I recognized, not for the first time, just how pretty she was.  Mousey, sure, but cute as hell.  She was the girl in the movie who was “Hollywood ugly” - the girl they tried to pass off as unattractive to everyone around her even though the audience could plainly see how hot she was even before the script called for her to remove her glasses and let down her hair. 

I could see the curled triangle edge of her pubic hair protruding beside her thumb, and the slurry of sexual experiences I’d just endured - watching her fuck the bottle, seeing Robbie’s dick and watching him spray clean his sperm, coupled with the viewings I knew I’d given this girl of my own self-amorous activities - suddenly they all combined, leaving me fiercely in need again.  I nodded at the hand over her vagina, mimed pulling my own away.  She frowned at me and I cocked her an eyebrow, twitched the phone in my left hand to remind her of the power I now held.

She lowered her eyes and pulled away the hand, revealing to me her neatly trimmed, impossibly cute little bush. 

No, I had never felt lust for a woman before.  Until now.  And I realized in that instant that she would be willing to do just about anything I asked of her.  And didn’t she owe me, after all?  After everything she’d taken from me without my knowledge?  And didn’t she want me, after all?  After everything she’d engineered to watch me naked and to watch me debase myself? 

I also had access to the peepholes now.  All of them.  I could make her show me where they were.  The next time Robbie showered, I could be there for the first hand show myself.  And while Martin didn’t often use this shower, surely a situation could be manufactured that might lure him there?  And was there maybe already a way to see directly into his room? 

Hell, maybe there was a way to get to do more than just watch them.  After all, I could do more than just watch Anne.  I was sure I could.

I rolled forward onto my knees, leaned in to see her pussy in more close-up detail.  Her lips were still puffed, whether from the bottle pounding she’d just given herself, or from a new arousal at the developing situation, I couldn’t be sure.  But she didn’t try to cover herself again.  In fact, she was leaned back on both hands behind her, legs spread wide...  maybe even shuffling a further few inches apart to afford me the best view possible?

I felt heady with power.

I had been servicing myself since I moved to town, but it was past time that changed, just like my relationship with this roommate had just changed. 

In fact, my relationship with all of my roommates was about to change. 

I would see to it.   

To be continued...


Reviews are really important to independent authors and they help get the right story to the right reader.  If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a rating or review for it!  It would mean a lot to me :)

Thanks!
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Clothing Not Optional

I'm in love with the hot new girl in our medical program, but she keeps to herself, and seems to be into some pretty wild stuff. When I finally convince her to date me, she drags me on dirty adventures, culminating in a party where the women are all dressed, but the men, including me... we're all naked! And the ladies have all the power... Am I really up for this?

Initiating Charlie

Charlie's been described to me as gorgeous by every female friend I've ever had. It's been hard for me to see it, of course, because we've been raised practically as family.

At eighteen, both of us have headed off to the same university - a perfect chance to reinvent ourselves. I'm even joining a sorority, although the final initiation is supposed to be wild. Turns out, he's joined a fraternity, too. In fact, our organizations are paired. As are their final initiations...

Initiating Charlie is a taboo erotica novel about what happens when a young woman is given power over a young man, and a consequence free opportunity... to do whatever she wants.

Hotwife at Club Mirage

We just moved to a new city and discovered that our apartment overlooks the rooftop pool of a sex club. Watching those people from our window is hot enough, but now my husband wants me to go down and join them. I would refuse, but since the accident, he's been paralyzed from the waist down, and I really could use some attention. But the stuff that goes on there is so wild... and so addictive... from a sex swing in the bar, to a fetish dungeon, to personal classes in how to do anything and everything in the bedroom... I'm going to agree to this. I can't say no. But will our marriage ever be the same?

Summer Games

Kyle and I are the senior counsellors at our summer camp, so when the camp director has to leave for a few days, he leaves us in charge of training the new counsellors. Bad move. We run through the games he wanted us to, but with a twist: the winner of any game can make anyone on the other team do whatever he or she wants. I mean, we're just seven horny teens and one twenty year old... what could possibly go wrong with this plan?

Watchful Wives

Since learning that my best friend, Carol, has a private video of her hot husband pleasuring himself, I have been perpetually horny. Pete was my number one crush growing up, and while I’m happily married to Bill, he still occupies my fantasies. Now Carol’s offering me a deal: she’ll share the video with me... if I make one of Bill and share it with her. What’s more, our friends are in on it now too, with the same ruleset. That’s four women all conspiring to film our husbands intimately and share those videos without their knowledge. The thought of seeing those other men I know so well is unbearably sexy. But can I do this to my husband? And what if any of them ever find out?

This is a 25000 word novella packed with erotic scenes of women indulging forbidden, voyeuristic desires while maintaining the illusion of their normal, every day lives.

Pineapples in Winter

Rob is not related to me, is certainly not my brother, but he grew up in the same house as me, and my family basically treats him like he is. I'm eighteen, and he's twenty two, and though he doesn't know it, I've lusted after him most of my life. Now he's coming home for the holidays with his incredibly hot girlfriend, who I'd trade places with in a second, if I could. And maybe I can. Because Rob is playing mind games that he thinks are working on me, and as long as I play along I might just get everything I've ever wanted from him, his smoking hot girlfriend and my best friend... and still come out seeming completely innocent on the other side.

Webcam Wife Part One: InnocentWife123

When my job comes into jeopardy, my wife agrees to take work teaching online. She’s even bought a brand new webcam for the purpose. Only it doesn’t take me long to realize that while I’m out of town, she’s doing a lot more than teaching. She’s putting on shows for paying men and women - shows where she gets naked, shows where she puts the toys she’s never told me she owns to very good and very dirty use. My wife is a webcam girl. And she has no idea I know.

Webcam Wife Part Two: Show Time

My wife is a sex cam worker, and in an effort to revitalize her channel she wants to try something besides just going solo. Like, maybe dragging our hot, female, next door neighbor into the mix. Or... maybe getting me on camera? Naked. Alone. Or with her and the neighbor... Am I up for this? Is she? Is our marriage?

Stripper Wife

After my husband cheated on me I never dreamed I'd end up becoming a stripper behind his back. But what can I say? I love getting naked for a room full of men, love even more what they let me do to them in the back room. And with my eighteen year old mentor, Desani, at my side? I can do anything I want!

Wife's Private Glory Hole

My husband and I are in a sexless marriage, so when we started up a book store adjoined to a neighboring porn shop, and I accidentally knocked myself a peep hole through to one of their private viewing booths, I knew I had to keep this a secret from him. Through this hole I can see men doing all sorts of nasty things... but watching isn't going to be enough for long. I need a bigger hole. Something that will let me touch those men and more... But how long can I keep this a secret from my husband? And will this be the destruction of our marriage... or its salvation?

Hotwife and the Neighbor Boy

Maggie's 35th birthday is on the horizon, and it's weighing on her. When her husband notices their eighteen year old neighbor seems to have a thing for Maggie, and that the desire might even be reciprocated, he hatches a plot to make this Maggie's best and hottest birthday yet, and make her feel a whole lot younger in the process.

Jack's Punishment Part One: Jack in the Box

Jack Nelson is a senior at the co-ed private school of Ridgeview Academy. He's a brazen flirt, but when he propositions Ms. Wells, the pretty new teaching assistant, in front of the whole class, has he gone too far? Maybe so, because he soon finds himself coerced into serving as sexual education tool for his female classmates. He's promised that every effort will be made to protect his identity. But as angry as she is, can he really trust Ms. Wells?

Jack's Punishment Part Two: Blackmail and Benefits

Eighteen year old Jack Nelson was promised his identity would be protected when he agreed to serve as a sexual teaching aid for his female classmates. But four of those girls now know who he is, and armed with nude photos of him, have everything they need to blackmail him into fulfilling their every sexual desire...

Jack's Punishment Part Three: Teachable Moments

The conclusion of the Jack's Punishment series...

Eighteen year old Jack Nelson has had a day of sexual awakening, serving as sexual education aid for his female classmates, being blackmailed by several of them into performing perverse acts with and for them in the girls' change room, and then coupling with his neighbor, Cathy... and that was only Tuesday! He's got a whole school week ahead! And now that he's been given the blackmail material, which also implicates his tormentors, Jack has a little more freedom to start making demands of his own.

But will it all be complicated by the fact that one or more of those girls, and even the teaching assistant, Ms. Wells, seem to have developed feelings for him? For that matter, what if Jack has fallen in love with one of them, himself?
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