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Chapter One

My roommate Anne, eighteen years old, blonde haired, blue eyed, small and mousey but exceptionally cute, knelt on the attic floor in front of me.  Her jeans and underwear were down around her ankles, exactly as mine were, her legs spread as she leaned back, revealing her unguarded pussy to me.  It was ensconced in well groomed blonde pubic hair, and it was still engorged and reddened from the pounding she’d just given it with the empty beer bottle.  She hadn’t known I’d been watching her do that, hadn’t known as I’d crawled forward to film her point blank, from behind.

But I wasn’t the voyeur.  She was.

Anne had spent the last several months spying on me and at least one of my male roommates, Robbie, as we bathed and showered.  In both my case and Robbie’s case, we had done more than just wash ourselves in that tub, and Anne had watched it all, hiding in the attic up here and peering down through the vent in our ceiling.  Masturbating while she did it.  She had taken things even further, drilling holes into our bedroom ceilings so that she could watch what we did in bed.  She had seen me, I’m sure, more than once, use a bottle for exactly the same purpose she just had.  In fact, I suspected she’d learned the technique from me.  I didn’t yet know everything she’d seen Robbie do, and didn’t know if she’d put a similar peephole into the ceiling of our oldest roommate, nineteen year old Martin.  But I would find out.

Anne knew that I knew now.  Obviously, since we were both on the attic floor, eyeing one another’s exposed genitals.  She also knew that I’d filmed what she’d been up to.  And fearing repercussions...  and perhaps motivated by other, baser emotions, as well...  I knew she’d tell me anything I wanted to know.  In fact, I suspected she’d do anything I asked of her.

Robbie had left the bathroom below us.  She’d been watching him in the shower, had definitely seen him give himself pleasure this time, but he was gone now.  Not far.  I heard, distantly, the click of his bedroom door closing.  We still needed to be quiet, at least for the moment.  Until he went downstairs or left.

Anne’s eyes were alternating between my face and my vagina, her emotions hard to read.  Fear and confusion were definite.  Confusion at what I was doing and what I had planned.  But I thought I read arousal there, too, and while I had demanded she pull her hands away from her groin, and that was why she was on full display to me, I thought perhaps she’d taken it upon herself to spread a little wider, too. 

I was already leaned toward  her, but I leaned further now, reaching around her for the bottle she’d hidden behind her back.  The bottle I’d watched her fuck.  She flinched and tried to dart it out of my reach, but a single twitch of the phone at her again, a reminder that I could already watch her do what she had done any time I wanted - a reminder that I could share that recording with other affected members of our household - made her relent. 

I’m sure there was confusion on my face, too.  I was, at least based on experience and self-assessment, a heterosexual girl, but watching her frantic masturbation from a couple feet distant, knowing all the things that she had seen me do, thinking about the lengths she had gone to to allow her to watch her fellow roommates in private, had gotten me thinking about her in a way that I had never thought of another woman.  I felt high on arousal, and until that wore off, at least, she was an object of intense lustful fascination for me.  I didn’t even know why I’d wanted the bottle, other than that it had been inside her, and I surprised even myself by drawing it to my face, inhaling her scent which was heavy on it. 

Anne blushed so fiercely she looked sunburnt, but her eyes didn’t leave me and she was still breathing heavily, whether from panic or excitement I couldn’t have guessed.  When I ran my tongue along the bottle’s neck, tasting another woman’s juices for the first time in my life, she gasped, her eyes widening in shock...  but still not leaving me.  Not leaving the lewd sight of what I was doing.

I angled my phone so that both of us could see it, pressed play on the video I’d just made of her.  The phone was already muted, to ensure it couldn’t have made any sound to give me away as I’d watched her, so it was a silent playback.  I hadn’t started filming till she’d already been well into what she’d been doing, so the screen was filled with the image of her backside, her cute little asshole, one of her fingers playing with it, her gorgeous cunt stuffed with the bottle which she was desperately humping.

Her face turned to one of absolute dismay.  Perhaps she hadn’t been envisioning the angle I had captured everything from, the dirty details.  She had to know that her face would appear toward the end of the video.  I had her red-handed, in high resolution, performing an epically filthy act. 

I saw her wanting to pull away, mortified, saw her resist it for fear of repercussion.  But I wasn’t showing her this to frighten her.  She had been getting her rocks off watching me and Robbie masturbate for months.  I wanted to show her the effect she had had on me.  As I alternated my eyes between the Anne on screen, fucking the bottle, and the Anne in front of me, pussy bared, spread legged, humiliated, I brought the bottle she’d used toward my own vagina, running its rounded lip over me.

Her eyes widened again and her breath caught.  She was staring between my legs, transfixed.  No, I am quite certain that in all the times she’d visualized getting caught, this was not an outcome that had crossed her mind.  That I would sit directly before her, genitals displayed, and begin fucking myself with the very bottle she’d just been caught using.  She had almost assuredly seen me make love to a bottle on more than one occasion - the peephole she’d drilled into my bedroom was directly above my bed, and I did it there almost nightly.  But that would have been through a tiny hole, six or seven feet distant.  This was completely unobstructed from two feet away.  She may still have been scared, but that emotion had left her face.  Now it was only disbelieving lust, and her eyes didn’t return to mine for a second.  They were locked unerringly on my cunt, jaw hanging open, practically drooling.  When I took the next step, stuffing the bottle’s neck up inside me, still slathered with her own secretions, her jaw dropped further, her neck thrust toward me, and her eyebrows creased in concentration.

But I’d been fucking bottles for months.  Bottles and faucets and scrub brush handles and my own fingers.  These were the only lovers I’d had since moving to this city.  And I wanted that solitude to end.  My pussy had earned the attention of another, of her, after what she’d done to me.  So I thumbed off the phone, put it aside and, bottle still within me, still holding her attention between my legs, I leaned forward and grasped her right hand.

She gasped, breaking from her reverie, looking up at me with alarm.  She looked like an animal caught in a trap.  I pulled her hand toward my vagina and she resisted, flinching back.  I didn’t force it, but I didn’t let her go, either.  I held her hand, cocked my head at her, communicating what I wanted silently.  I raised my eyebrows, put a moment’s more pressure into my draw, letting her know with certainty where I wanted her hand to go, then I released her.  I leaned back on one elbow, and gently probed that bottle in and out of myself.

That got her attention again.  The fear diminished and her eyes went back down between my legs, watching me do at close range what she’d only seen previously from afar.  She leaned even closer, wanting to absorb the details and, for the first time, her eyes lifted to mine.  Assessing.  Checking for judgement or danger...?  She raised her right hand cautiously, reached it toward me.  It was shaking, I saw.  She stretched it slow, as if she could sneak it up on me.  I was watching it come, I was willing it to continue, and I finally realized what she was checking for.  She wanted to ensure she hadn’t misread my intent.  She wanted permission.  I nodded at her, bucked my hips in her direction.  My eyes, I’m sure, were green lights all the way.  She didn’t falter, but she still came slowly, rocking her body forward on her other palm, her face passing over my ankles with my pants and panties tangled around them, over my knees.  Her head hovered a foot above my vagina, watching me edge that bottle in and out, watching my glistening lips spread and suck at the bottle’s head as its widening neck forced me open, then close again as it pulled back.  And her hand trembled just a few inches from my pussy.  I could feel the heat of it in the cold attic, could feel it inadvertently brush stray pubic hairs as my hips subtly moved.  It was a tease and I finally whispered to her, as quietly as I could, “Do it.”

She lowered the hand, her thumb stroking gently at my clit, and I audibly gasped.  Her eyes came back to mine, making sure it had been pleasure, and she even subtly smiled as she realized there was nothing but approval on my face.  She leaned even closer to me and now her face, also trembling, was only inches from my cunt.  It obstructed my bottle usage a little, but her presence, so close, realizing she was seeing details of me she’d never seen before, the graze again of my hairs against her skin, tickling me and her both, and the mutual heat we were passing between us intensified my lust.  I reclined fully on the floor, reached out and cupped the back of her head, urging her face closer still. 

There was fear in her eyes and she was trying to communicate something to me, shrugging, shaking her head, mouth moving with silent words.  I frowned and she whispered, just loud enough that I could hear her, “I’ve never done it.”

Did she think I had?  Well, maybe she did.  I’d certainly taken charge in the last couple minutes, directing her to do things I’d never done with another girl, but how would she know that?  But I definitely knew what I wanted.  I licked exaggeratedly at the air, raised my eyebrows, nodded down at the part of my body she was so near.

She stared at me for a long moment, making up her mind.  But the whole time her thumb continued its absent graze across my clit, and she finally lowered her face to replace it.  I could feel her breath, warm and sensuous, against my vagina.  I’d halted the bottle for the moment, both because I was dazed by anticipation and because her body folding down over mine made the motion difficult.  I tensed and waited, and when I felt the first tentative touch of her tongue tip on my cunt I had to fight to contain my groan.  Months of pent up need felt like they’d been answered in that single moment, and I felt my hips raise with no conscious command from me, to push my vagina into more forceful contact with her face.

I heard her chuckle to herself, and suddenly she was more fervent.  She pushed my hips back down to the ground, ran her tongue slowly over my clitoris.  My whole body shuddered, and I raised my head to look down at her, found her looking back at me with her gorgeous blue eyes, mouth wide, tongue extended.  She lapped at me several times like a preening cat and it was all I could do to keep from crying out and begging her for more.

But she gave me it anyway.  I felt her hand steal in to where mine was, holding the bottle.  She pushed me away with her fingertips, encircling the bottle in her own hand.  She shifted her weight to give herself the clearance she needed and suddenly it wasn’t just her tongue running untrammelled over my privates, but the bottle once again pushing in and out of me, this time controlled by her.

Masturbation was great.  I had years of practice at it and I’d gotten very good.  But there was something about the presence of another that, even when less practiced, was infinitely greater.  I had known I missed the touch of another but I hadn’t realized how great my need had grown.  Her touch was like water in the desert.

She held her tongue flat against my clit, ground her face into me, and picked up the tempo with the bottle.

My orgasm was coming again, and it was going to be even more forceful and violent than the one I’d given myself in the tub several days earlier, when I’d known someone was watching me, when I’d hidden my phone to film them, when I’d fucked the scrub brush and ended up cumming so loudly that my male roommates downstairs had heard me.  I reached down a hand, not to draw her into me, but to make her stop.  My orgasm was going to be uncontrolled, and I’d lost track of whether Robbie was still upstairs, frankly feared that he’d hear me even if he was downstairs.  Maybe even if he was outside.  But the hand I’d reached to push her aside made contact with her hair and I found myself gripping it instead, fumbling, then curling her pony tail in to my fist.  And still she licked and still the bottle thrust.

Her left hand reached up and found my breast, tucked beneath shirt and bra.

And bam!  My climax hit me hard.  I heard the leading edge of it escape my lips before I could control it, bit it down fast, clenching my mouth and jaw so that it was only a choked hum coming out of me.  My hips bucked and Anne’s face was thrown clear for a moment, but she leaned more weight into me, pinning me, tongue unrelenting as it found my groove again.  The bottle fucked me and my cunt clenched around it like a sucking mouth.  My feet spasmed on the wooden floor, I heard them clatter, and I thought that a best case scenario would have my roommates thinking that the animals that lived in the attic were fighting.  Because there was no way they didn’t hear that.  My hands were claws, nails digging at the plank wood floor.

Her tongue was a smooth, wet purveyor of absolute pleasure.  I’d been licked by boyfriends past, with varying degrees of skill.  Anne was clearly new to this, her tongue strokes overly broad and forceful.  It was a carpet bombing rather than a precision strike, but the very newness of it being a girl’s tongue, the nastiness of it being my roommate who, less than an hour before, had been only the uptight girl who lived across the hall from me, and the fact that she was clearly learning, with my vagina as educational tool, made her ministrations exceptional.  I hadn’t cum so hard since moving to the city, certainly, and not for a long time before that.

My body finally came to rest, sinking into the floor, one hand still wrapped around her ponytail.  I felt her withdraw from me, looked down to see that she had pulled back only inches, was eyeing me with disbelief at what she had made me do and the violence with which she had made me do it.  She mouthed words I could interpret this time:  “Oh my God.”

I was panting, but I whispered to her, “Let’s go downstairs.”

She nodded and I released her hair.

We pulled up our pants, and we descended into her room, me clutching my phone, her the bottle that had tasted two pussies in the span of less than fifteen minutes.


Chapter Two

Down in her bedroom, Anne folded the staircase back into its slot in the ceiling, then turned to regard me.  The fear was creeping back into her features like gathering storm clouds.  When she spoke, she kept her voice low, but we no longer had to whisper as before.  She said, “What are you going to do with the video?”

“Watch it,” I answered with a shrug.

“Why?”

“Why did you watch me?”  I saw her eyes flicker once to the bottle.  We both knew why she watched. 

“Do you have any videos?” I asked, then.

She shook her head, but there was hesitation just before she did it.  She was hiding something, which wasn’t surprising.  Her life had revolved around hiding stuff from the rest of us.  I thought I knew now why she spent so much time in her bedroom...  because she didn’t.  She spent so much time in the attic.

“Sit down,” I instructed her, and she glanced once, nervously, for the bed, sat on its edge, looked up again at me.  “Take off your pants,” I commanded.

She frowned said, “I don’t know if I’m really comfortable with...”  She sighed, looked away, asked, “Why do you want me to?”

“Because you owe me,” I told her bluntly.

She considered that, nodded, then undid her jeans again.  She pushed them to the ground, sat on the edge of the bed again.  She still wore her simple white panties.  Granny panties, we sometimes called them, because they were purely utilitarian, nothing sexy about them.  Except I knew what she had underneath, knew the nasty sort of business she got up to down there, so I found them sexy.  I shook my head as that realization clamoured home.  What had happened in the attic had happened on the heels of a bizarre but intensely sexual situation.  What I was asking for here...  well, we were past that, weren’t we?  We were back from the attic, back on the second floor where the four of us lived together.  Back to the realm of roommates, and I wasn’t supposed to have these feelings for her, these desires for her, for any woman, but here I was kneeling on the ground before her, one hand touching her knee, pushing her legs apart, shuffling closer, noting the quickening of her breath again.  But she had told me she wasn’t comfortable.  Even after what she had done to me, what I was feeling wasn’t necessarily what she was feeling.  I paused with my hands now on the inside of each of her knees, holding them wide, asked, “Do you not want me to?”

Yes, she was breathing fast, breathing heavy.  And she was trembling again, like she had in the attic.  She shrugged in answer.

“Do you want me to go?” I asked, and to that she gave a slow but sure shake of her head.

I leaned in, kissed the inside of one of her thighs.  “Do you want me to keep going?”

A hesitation.  Full body trembling, even though this room, her room, was one of the warmest in the house, with the best insulation.  Then a twitch of her head that I took as a nod.

I kissed my way up the inside of her thighs, alternating from one leg to another, until I found myself face to face with her panties.  The aroma of her sex filled my nostrils, something I recognized as the scent that had been on the bottle.  I already knew what she would taste like.  I hooked one edge of her panties aside with a finger, revealing those golden curls between her legs, a darker shade than the hair on her head.  Revealing the clear cleft of her pussy, already plumped again by desire.  I leaned slowly in, letting her feel my breath on her genitals.  Her own breathing was coming so fast now it seemed almost hyperventilation.   I planted a single soft kiss on her vaginal lips and she squeaked quietly, giving new meaning to the word “mousey.”  I leaned back and grinned at her.  Her mouth was dropped open, her eyes begging.  She definitely wanted this.

I asked, quietly, “How long have you been watching me?”

She didn’t answer right away, so I leaned in and kissed her again, capped that with “How long?”

And now she gasped out, “A few months.”

I asked, “What have you seen me do?”  I kissed her again, right away, between her legs, letting her know if she gave me what I wanted, I’d give her what she wanted.  It worked.

She whispered, “Shower.  And bathe.  And...  touch yourself.”

“Yeah?”  A kiss.  “Did you see me use the faucet?”

“Yes,” she hissed. 

“What else?”

“The scrub brush.”

“What else?”

She hesitated and I switched things up, going from a kiss to a single, broad-tongued lick, like those she had bestowed upon me.

She gave out a quiet moan and gasped, “A bottle.”

There we go.  That had only been in my bedroom.  So I asked, “Have you watched me anywhere besides the bathroom?”

A hesitation again, so now, in addition to my tongue, I pushed the middle finger of my right hand up inside of her.  It was more than a moan she gave now, it was a cross between a whimper and a growl, like breaking machinery.  She said, urgently, “Your bedroom.  I watch you in your bedroom.”  And before I could even probe further, “I drilled a hole.”

“And what do you do while you watch me?”

“I play with myself.  I watch you play with yourself and I make myself cum.  With my fingers.  Lately with a bottle, like you.”

“I see,” I said, and I pulsed that finger up inside of her several times, fucking her with it the way I liked to fuck myself, prodding her G-spot, making her buck her hips toward me in answer.  And then, knowing I had her, knowing she’d answer anything, I came back with the question I’d posed earlier.  “Do you have videos?”

“A couple,” she gasped.  She had gripped the edge of the bed, was rocking her hips so that even when I stilled to absorb what she’d said, she kept fucking my finger.  She noticed my hesitation, though, realized what she had confessed to, looked at me with fear.

“Of me?” I asked.

“One of you,” she admitted right away.  “In the tub.  Playing.  One of...”

“Robbie?” I posed.

She shook her head.  “Martin.”

“You have video of Martin?”

“It’s not a very good one,” she protested.  “It’s only a few seconds.  I thought he saw the camera so I stopped filming.  I didn’t film any of you after that.”

“I want to see it.”

“Now?” she asked.  She was still grinding against me, hadn’t stopped even as we’d engaged in this more serious conversation.  I’m not even sure she realized it.

I pulled my finger out of her.  “Now,” I told her.

She sighed, got up, went to her laptop on her desk, turned it on.  She sat in her chair, swivelled it to face me, her legs either unconsciously or consciously spread.  She wanted me to continue.  I could see that.  While her computer powered up she even nodded to her own vagina and said, “I’ve never...  That...  What you were doing.  I’ve never...”

“Had sex?” I asked her.

She shook her said, shrugged, said, “Been touched.  Like that.”

I was still sitting on the floor by her bed.  I said, “By anyone?”

She shook her head.

“Boy or girl?”

“Anyone,” she insisted.  “It’s...”  She blushed, looked at the ground, said, “I shouldn’t have watched you.  I know that was wrong.  But...”  She looked up at me with pleading eyes.

I told her, “Show me the videos.  And I’ll give you what you want.”

That was enough incentive.  She spun back to the computer, clicked her way through several folders.  She had it buried deep, hoping no one would ever find it.  The folder was simply labelled “V”.  Inside were just two files.  She had been literal when she’d said she had a couple.

She double clicked one of them and a video popped up.  It was only 17 seconds long.  It was clear where she had filmed it - I saw a shaky shot of the attic floor as she positioned herself, saw the vent, saw through the vent, saw the top of Martin’s head which he was lathering with shampoo as he stood beneath the steaming water of the shower.  She filmed him from that angle for only about 8 seconds before she shifted position and must have made enough noise for him to detect, because he glanced upward, frowning.  I heard her gasp in the video, she reared back and then the video ended.  17 seconds, and less than 10 of a naked Martin.  But it had been long enough to see...

“Play it again,” I told her, and she did so dutifully.  A few seconds into her view of him I commanded her to stop, and she did that too.

I leaned in.  I only had a top down view of his back and ass, both enough to show off definition.  And at the front, his sculpted pecs concealed his pubic region completely.  But for a moment, while he scrubbed at his hair, his body shook enough to flop part of his penis into view.  The paused video showed it off now, blurred by motion but...

“He’s huge,” she assured me.  “Seriously huge.  Way bigger than Robbie.”

“You’ve seen him other times?”

“A couple,” she conceded.  “He usually showers downstairs.”

I had crawled up beside her, was still on my hands and knees, and she swivelled the chair back to face me, hopefully.  But my eyes were on the monitor.

“Did you ever see him...?”  I mimed jerking off to her, as I had earlier in the attic when inquiring about Robbie, but this time she shook her head.

“He might in his room.  I don’t know.  But never in the shower.  At least when I watched.”

“Do you have a hole to his room?”

“No.  I thought he might suspect something was up, so I didn’t do his room.”

“Robbie’s?” I asked.

She hesitated but then nodded.

“Any videos of him?”

“No,” she said.

“So that other one...”

“It’s you.”

“Show me.”

She paused, looking seriously wary. 

But I prompted her with, “I know what you do when you watch.  You just confessed.  And I’ve seen you.  Hell, I’ve filmed you.”

She blushed again, but she pressed play.

This video was much longer.  The water was only running into the tub at the start of it.  I wasn’t even in there, yet.  And she filmed for the entire duration of my soak, up until I got out. 

I watched with her for the first ten minutes or so, as the me in the video went about my usual early bath activities - washing arms and back, breasts.  I noticed her fidgeting in the chair beside me, her legs flexing, squeezing subtly together.  I’m sure it’s a video she’d watched many times, and one that aroused her greatly.  But I didn’t need her current actions to tell me that.

What I found hottest about the video was the sound of her breath.  Her face must have been pressed up tight to the vent beside her phone, because every intake and exhale was captured perfectly.  Her breath was shaking, her heart, I’m sure, pounding, as she struggled to stay quiet.  When the me in the video finally succumbed to what I almost always did in the tub, reaching down between my legs to touch my pussy, I heard the Anne recording the video gasp, almost silently, and mutter, “Oh, God, yes.  Do it.”

That turned me on.  Immensely.  I’d known she’d been aroused by what she’d seen me do.  Why else would she have watched and why else would she have filmed?  But that muttered phrase confirmed it.  It was the filthy punctuation atop my suspicions. 

I swivelled her chair back to face me, demanded, “You watch this video?”

“Sometimes,” she admitted.

“You masturbate while you watch it?”

She hesitated, so I reached up with both hands, gripped the edge of her white cotton panties, and pulled them down past her feet, casting them aside.  I could see by the look in her eyes that she was mine again.  With what I was offering, she would admit to anything, would do anything I wanted her to do.  I cocked an eyebrow at her and she nodded emphatically, told me, “Any day I don’t get to see you do it for real?  I watch you here.”

I grinned.  “Watch now.  And think about the fact that the girl in that video is down between your legs, licking you.  But hold yourself back.  I want you to cum with me.”  I nodded to the computer, the video where I was now digging both hands down between my legs.  I didn’t know when that video had been taken - it had captured a moment that was not at all uncommon for me.  I said, “When I cum, you cum.”

“Like always,” she surprised me with, and I shuffled onto my knees to plant my mouth on her cunt.

“Oh, God,” she whispered, more loudly than she had in the video.

She was the only girl I’d ever done this to, and my inauguration had only been minutes before, but I knew what I liked when somebody gave me head, so I gave it all to her now, tongue flicking snake-like at her clit, finger again pushed up inside her to assault her G-spot.  I’d mix it up once in a while, applying greater pressure, or flattening my tongue to take the entirety of her outer lips atop it.

Anne had gripped both edges of the seat beneath her, and thrust her lower body toward me.  She was like one long, extended plank, her full weight riding just her heels and her triceps.  Her ass didn’t even touch the chair.  She wanted to maximize my access to her body.  When I raised my eyes to her, I saw that she was following my instructions, head cocked to the side, watching the video where it was clear by my actions that I was getting close to making myself cum.

Not close enough, though.  She turned her head back to me, locked eyes with me, her face simultaneously ecstatic and panicked.  She whispered desperately, “Hold up!  I’m gonna-”

But despite my demand that she wait, I didn’t want to stop, and I only intensified my efforts, pushing two more fingers up into her, like I knew I liked when I was really horny, and supporting her clenching ass in my other hand. 

“No!” she insisted.  “I’m gonna-”

And then she wasn’t going to, she was doing.  Her hips lifted toward the ceiling, her body went rigid, and her head fell backward, folding to one side to clear the edge of the chair.  She was trying to contain the sound - neither of us knew where our roommates were - but she couldn’t quite.  Her earlier squeak turned into a high pitched whistle on hitched breath.  And then her body wasn’t precisely rigid, it was thrumming, vibrating, like the strap on a sail in a high breeze.  And she had all of her weight on a wheeled chair, and it was far from stable, and suddenly that was rolling out behind her, dragging her with it, pulling her pussy from my mouth, my fingers yanking free, and her heels scrambled for purchase before the whole thing shot out behind her, dropping her bodily to the floor where she continued to cum even as she laughed.  And then I was laughing too, trying to keep it quiet, and we heard a concerned Robbie call from the next room, “You okay, Anne?”

She didn’t need to keep her laughter tied down.  She was in her own bedroom and there was nothing incriminating about that, so she cackled out loud, all the more uproariously as she tried to answer him with, “Yeah, I’m fine!”  It took her two tries and she finally added, “Just fell off my chair.”  Which was the simple truth of it.

I clutched at my stomach and rolled around on her floor, laughing silently, as she grinned at me, one hand on her hitherto virginal pussy.

When the me in the video came suddenly, we both laughed even harder. 


Chapter Three

When the laughter had died between us I took a seat on the bed, and she retook hers in the chair.  All that had passed between us sexually in the last hour, not to mention our mutually shared hilarity over her falling from the chair had disarmed a lot of her fears about me.  But this was new territory for both of us, and there was a different caution in her eyes as she worked up her courage to finally tell me, “I’m not gay.”

“Neither am I,” I shrugged.  “Or at least I don’t think I am.  Apparently I think you’re really hot, though.  That’s sort of a discovery I just made today.  And I’m guessing by the fact that you watched me...?”

“It’s hot to see anyone doing something so personal,” she told me.  “But I suppose if I’m honest with myself...  yes.  Even those times when you didn’t do...  the thing I most liked watching you do...  I still got really turned on.  I still...  you know.  So, yeah.  I think you’re hot, too.  I had just never really considered that fact before.  At the forefront of my brain, you know?”

“What happened between you and me in the attic and in here,” I told her, “just so you know:  that’s my first time with a woman.”

“Really?!”  She looked flabbergasted, and when I nodded, she scoffed and said, “You’re so good at it!”

I chuckled.  “Thanks.  Though from what you’ve said, you don’t really have a lot of points of comparison.”

“None,” she agreed.  “But...  you got the job done.”

“So did you,” I reminded her and she smiled.

“Is there somebody you are interested in?  A guy?  Or a girl, or...”  I shrugged.

She nodded and, unbelievably, considering all that had passed between us, blushed again.  She said, “Robbie.  I liked watching you, but him?”  She sighed, rolled her eyes, rocked in her chair in a wistful expression of just how much she’d enjoyed it.

“You watched him jerk off today,” I re-affirmed and she nodded, an embarrassed grin on her face.  “Does he do that every time?”

“No.  Every few days.  But it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

“The next time he showers...  can I watch?”  It was ridiculous that I was asking her.  Like she had ownership over the attic or something.  But I suppose she had that oldest and most sacred of claims to the shower vent peephole:  dibs.

“Yeah, but he probably won’t next time.  He doesn’t usually two days in a row.  And besides...”  She considered something, seemed to think better of it, sealed her lips.

“What?”

“Nothing,” she insisted.

“Do I need to force it out of you again?”

She smiled, and she seemed to consider that for a moment.  But both of us had cum forcefully twice already, and maybe she just wasn’t up for round three yet. 

“Tell me,” I insisted. 

“In a few days you’ll get a better opportunity.”

“What does that mean?” I asked, and I laughed, quietly.  There was no prohibition against me being in her room, but it was unprecedented in the time I’d lived here, and I didn’t want to make enough noise to arouse Robbie’s suspicions.  “Do you have his schedule?”

“Sort of,” she confessed.  “He gets a magazine-”

“That is porn?” I guffawed.  I knew the magazine she was speaking of.  He had it delivered monthly in a sealed, brown package.  We’d all been teasing him about the contents since the first delivery, though I don’t think any of us knew for sure what was in it.  Although Martin had told me once that he’d seen it.  And apparently Anne had not only seen it, but seen it put to good purpose.  So apparently I was the only one who hadn’t known for sure.

“Yeah, it’s a dirty magazine.”  And then we both said in unison, “I don’t know why he doesn’t just use the internet.”  And we laughed again.

She continued, “When he gets it, he goes upstairs to his room with it.”

“And you have a peephole down into his room, too,” I said.  I already knew, had already found it on my own.  But she didn’t know that.

She nodded and said, “He lies on his bed.  And it’s better than the shower.  A better view.  You get to see every inch of him.”

“And how many inches are we talking?”

She smiled, shrugged.  “I haven’t measured him.  But he does okay.  He’s no Martin, but if I could have any boy be my first?”  She shivered with the thought of it, added, “Oh God, I’d love that thing inside me.”

“I want to see him shower,” I told her.  “Next time he does.”

“We can both watch,” she said.  “There’s room at the vent.  As long as we’re both quiet.”

That suited me fine.  “But,” I added, “when he gets the magazine, I want to watch him.”

She opened her mouth, perhaps prepared to argue the point.  I’m sure Magazine Day was the high point of each month for her, and I knew the tiny peephole she had drilled into his room, knew two people couldn’t watch simultaneously when he got busy in there.  But despite our new rapport, I’m sure she understood she was in no position to argue.

I incentivized her anyway.  “You let me watch that time.  Alone.  And I’ll wingman you with him.”

“You’ll what?”

“Wingman.  It’s a thing.  You’ve never heard it?”

She shook her head, shrugged. 

“I’ll do my best to get him thinking about you in the way you think about him.  And we’ll see if we can’t make him your first boy.”

She looked impressed and satisfied with the notion.

Magazine Day couldn’t come fast enough, as far as I was concerned.  But a new worry occurred to me, then.  “Does Martin ever go up there?”

She shook her head.  “I don’t think so.  And you’d hear him coming if he did.”

“The chimes?” I posed.  There were a set of musical chimes on his closet door.  The closet that contained his entry to the attic.  Anne had gotten those for him, and while they had first graced his bedroom door, she had convinced him to move them to the closet, ostensibly because they were too loud in the hallway.  Though I now suspected there was another reason.

She confirmed it with, “That’s why I bought them for him.”

This girl had gone to great lengths to set up and protect her voyeurism perch.  How far?  “The vent fan,” I said to her.  “It worked when you moved in.”

“It did,” she confirmed. 

“It doesn’t now.”

“I liked the noise it provided,” she told me, “but it obstructed the view.  The wires were easy to disconnect.”

I chuckled and shook my head.  She was a highly proficient pervert.

I only had one last question.  “With Martin?  Is there any sort of schedule like there is with Robbie?  Any way to watch him doing the thing you like watching?”

“Not unless you put a hole in his ceiling,” she answered.  “And I really wouldn’t.  Sometimes I get a weird feeling from him.  Like he knows.  Though he never says anything, so maybe I’m wrong.  Still...  you don’t want to push it.”

“Do you think that’s why he showers downstairs so often?”

She shrugged.  “You get lucky once in a while up here.  Or I did.  But he never showers long.  And I’ve never seen him touch himself other than with a bar of soap.  You want to be careful where he’s concerned, I think.”

But that was for me to worry about.  I’d been fantasizing about him watching me for months, never dreaming I might have the opportunity to watch him.  I’d have to think on it.

We went downstairs together and Anne surprised me by joining me in front of the television.  She so seldom spent time with we, her roommates.  Or at least, so seldom that we knew about.  Robbie joined us later, too, and I found it hard to keep my eyes off him, remembering the bare glimpse I’d had of him in the shower, thinking about my opportunity to watch him the next time he went in there, and most of all about Magazine Day, when I would spy my sweet and shy roommate in all his hand-on-cock glory.  But I remembered what I’d promised Anne, too, and I got up off the couch beside her to get a glass of water, and when I came back, asked Robbie if he’d mind changing seats with me.  When he asked why, I told him the sun glare from my angle was giving me a headache, and of course he obliged.  He was nice, like that.  He sat beside Anne, and I couldn’t be sure, but I thought maybe he threw her an appraising glance or two.  I know she did at him.  It would bear further watching. 

And further watching we did.  The next day, when Robbie went into the bathroom and locked the door, and I heard the tub start up, I scrambled for Anne’s room.  Martin was already out of the house, so, feeling emboldened, she was waiting for me at the base of the lowered attic staircase, grinning.  We ascended together and laid on the attic floor on opposite sides of the vent.  Our heads were gently touching as we looked down on our nice and innocent roommate, entirely naked, climbing under the steaming water.

He didn’t masturbate, but he luxuriated in the heat, and more than once he stretched backward, giving me a prolonged and wondrous view of his modestly sized cock.  His pubic hair was dark, like the hair on his head, not trimmed short, but short enough that I suspected he’d groomed it at some point in the last few weeks.  His dick was circumcised, the head a distinctly darker pink than his shaft.

Both Anne and I played with ourselves as we stared down at him.  I didn’t remove my pants, and I don’t think she did either, both us just stuffing our hands down into our own panties to poke at our turned on pussies as we took in the show.  With her head beside mine, I heard the little whispers of her breath again, like I’d heard on the camera, and it aroused me endlessly to listen to that audible manifestation of lust, and to picture all the times she’d been up here alone, watching her dirty, solitary shows, tickling her cunt, pulling an orgasm at the expense of her unknowing roommates. 

When Robbie bent to pick up his shampoo bottle, giving me a beautiful view of his very cute butt, I gasped loudly enough that Anne threw me a warning glance.  When he soaped up his penis, I came, biting my lips to keep the noise in.  Anne followed suit a moment later, our heads knocking together as both of us thrashed. 

But all of it paled compared to what I got to see three days later, when the postman left a nondescript, brown wrapped package in our mailbox.


Chapter Four

Anne had come downstairs before Robbie went out for the mail, and while I couldn’t be sure, because I hadn’t been monitoring the situation before, I thought it frequent that she did so, especially toward mid-month when the magazine showed up.  She hesitated on the bottom step of the stairs as he re-entered with his package, and she threw me a knowing look.  A disappointed look, too, because I’m sure she would have loved nothing more than to spend her morning on her stomach watching him on his back, but that honour was mine, this one time, at least.  Robbie pushed past her, headed upstairs, and we gave it a count of thirty after he’d shut his door before tiptoeing up after him.  We went in her room, she retracted the stairs for me as quietly as she could, I went up, and she sealed it behind me.  I was alone in the attic.

She had shown me where his peephole was hidden, not knowing I already knew, and, once, when both boys had been out of the house, had shown me the paths she’d figured out to minimize floor creaks.  I followed them to the best of my memory, pulled up the floorboards both over and around his peephole.  With these smaller holes drilled into the ceilings, more clearance was needed than with the bathroom vent, because you basically had to lower your face below floor level to look through the drywall of the ceiling itself.  The hole was tiny, but as long as I kept my eye tight to it, I had a great view of the entirety of his bed.  Provided he was laying down, I’d get to see everything.

And he was laying down.

He still had all his clothes on, was propped up on pillows turning pages, occasionally lifting nervous eyes back toward his bedroom door.  We had teased him enough about the contents of his magazine shaped package that I’m sure he knew we found his immediate retreat to his bedroom suspicious, and he may have feared a practical joke where one or all of us burst in on him while he was perusing it.  None of the rooms had locks on the doors, but his fears were unfounded.  None of us would ever violate the privacy of a closed door that way.  With peepholes in the ceiling...?  Well, that was another matter and one he didn’t even suspect.

I didn’t quite catch the full title of the magazine, but it had the word “teens” in it.  And it was definitely centred around young women of about my age and Anne’s age.  Maybe exactly our age, because one of the pages screamed “Eighteen!”  There were layouts of nude girls, photo spreads of girl-on-girl action that he lingered with (never knowing the action that had unfolded so recently less than fifteen feet from him, behind wall or ceiling), a few straight sex pieces...  yes, our boy was definitely into girls, which was at least a nominal ticked box in Anne’s favour.  But there was one spread in particular that he kept returning to, and I’m sure Anne would have been thrilled to see it.  Because it featured an innocent looking blonde girl, hair in a pony tail tied up with a bow, slowly undressing from her soft, white sweater and pleated skirt.  She looked like a nerdier version of Sandy from Grease before the bad girl makeover, but clearly with all the bad girl inclinations.  She looked like...  well, she looked a lot like Anne.

He went through the magazine in its entirety, returning three separate times to that Anne-like photo shoot before, I guess, deciding he’d found his porn of choice.  Because with one cautious flick of the eyes back to his closed bedroom door, he quietly undid his belt and then shimmied his pants down over his ankles.  He clasped the belt buckle tightly to keep it from jingling as he laid his pants on the floor beside his bed.

My own pants were already off, though I hadn’t yet started to play.  To stave off the attic chill my lower half was covered in the blanket Anne sometimes draped over herself and the attic vent to conceal the light when she peeped during daytime, but beneath that, from the waist down, I was naked.  Martin wasn’t home, which was good, because despite Anne’s assurances that he never came up here, he did have easy access, and even if I heard his closet chimes chiming, I’d never have time to get my clothes back on or the floorboards back in place before he came up.  Oh, he’d know exactly what I’d been doing.

My hands were already in position at my pussy, but I hadn’t been playing, not yet, waiting for Robbie’s cue to start.  But as he laid there beneath me in his tighty-whities, his boner poking a small tent in them, I felt my fingers tickle just lightly over my genitals.  They had a mind of their own.

He picked up the magazine again, turned it back to the first photo in the Anne-like sequence - just a grinning blonde innocent in her glasses.  Then he unceremoniously pushed his underwear off of him, and kicked them free.

My breath caught.  There it was.  Robbie’s dick poking up toward his bellybutton, no clothes on, no hands to cover it, no self-consciousness about the teen aged girl staring down at it from six or so feet above him.  I’d seen bigger, I’d fucked bigger, but he was by no means small, and the sexiness of knowing the attached boy so well, knowing how conservative he was, made the sight of it an extra turn on.  It was about five inches long and, matching his personality, was one of the straightest dicks I’d ever seen.  It was like a stubby arrow, not a veer or curve on it, pointing a compass line at the dead centre of the dimple on his chin.  His balls were packaged up tight beneath it in the ever present chill of our drafty house.  But I’m sure they were about to get a lot warmer, because he reached down his right hand and tickled at them lightly.

Holy God.  How many times had Anne watched this?  How many times had she seen the good boy veneer crack and the dirty boy peek out in private?  No wonder she had the hots for him.  He wasn’t exactly my type, but looking down at him now I had the preposterous urge to charge down the stairs, burst into his room, pin him to the bed and take that pretty little dick in my mouth.  I had no idea if he was a virgin or not, but I suddenly wanted to deflower him.  I reminded myself forcefully of the deal I’d made with Anne - I watch, she fucks, at least if I could arrange it - and instead contented myself with the dirty live porn I was about to see.

He turned the page, and there was the Anne-lookalike undoing her sweater, parting it to reveal her small but hyper-pointed tits.  My own tits were larger but my nipples matched that girl’s pretty directly.  They could have been weaponized right now.  The girl was looking down the barrel of the camera, all innocence in those eyes, but hiding something just behind them, seduction, the promise of sex.  And of course, her nudity helped sell that last point.  Robbie actually removed his hand from his balls, trailed his fingers slowly and gently over the image of the girls breasts...  before reaching once more down between his legs, and this time enwrapping his rigid penis in his hand.  Oh, yes...  this was about to get really good.

On the opposite page of the magazine, the girl removed her skirt.  Beneath she had only simple white panties, nothing overtly sexual about them.  How closely they matched Anne’s own, Robbie might have been surprised to learn.  He leaned his head closer, soaking in the details, the shadow of her privates barely showing through the cotton.  And his hand began to move.  A slow pump, up and down, his testicles rolling, rising and falling, as the skin of his penis was pulled upward then released.  His little pink cock head already darkening, deepening its contrast with the rest of his genitals even further.

My own fingers were on the march, too.  One finger worked its magic circle over my risen clitoris, the other hooking up and back to molest my insides.  I was wet enough that even in this position I suspected I’d leave a darkened wet patch on the floor.  I wondered if Anne was down in her bedroom right now, playing, picturing what I was seeing.  Or if she had her ear pressed to the wall, listening for his rhythmic actions, which were even now increasing in speed.

A turned page, and off came the girl’s panties.  Here was perhaps the only tell-tale difference from Anne, because the girl in the photo had darker pubic hair, indicating she was a dyed blonde, whereas Anne was nothing but golden locks below the waist.  All in all, I thought Anne’s pussy cuter than that of the gorgeous model, and I hoped Robbie would find it out for himself one day.  For the moment, though, he was very satisfied with the girl in the picture.  He was tugging harder at himself now, his balls bouncing.  Once again he touched the image, one finger of his left hand giving the photo girl’s vagina a soft stroke, an action simultaneously pathetic in its hinted loneliness, and endearing in the sincerity of its desire.  But who was I to judge loneliness?  I was the one laying on my stomach, frantically rubbing my clit, while secretly watching my roommate beat off. 

Opposite page, off came the girl’s glasses.  She was now utterly nude, except for her socks.  And Robbie liked it.  The pound of his hand showed just how much so.

He turned the page, and here the girl’s innocence was at least partially cast aside.  Now she was seated in a plush armchair, looking down at her own sex, touching it gently with one hand.  The innocent girl had less innocent prospects in mind.  She was Anne to a tee.

Robbie suddenly yanked his hand from his penis, and I saw it spasm, straining, visibly drooling out precum.  Oh, he was on the edge, had caught himself just in time.  His upper pubes now glistened with clear fluid.  I didn’t stop my own action, wasn’t sure I would have had the willpower to do so, and for this reason I really hoped he’d resume soon.  I wanted to cum with him, but I was getting close, so close.  Please Robbie.  Just take that dick back in hand, make it happy, make it dance, make it squirt! 

On the opposite page of the magazine, which Robbie was now examining, the girl was growing more informed and definite in her actions.  No longer idly curious, she aimed to give herself pleasure, with one finger clearly inserted in her pussy, still staring down at it with fascination, as if she’d just discovered its true purpose.

Robbie re-engaged his penis in its purpose.  Back in hand, and he was jerking again, but slowly now, cautiously, not wanting to misfire before he was ready.  I was ready, I was more than ready, fucking tug that thing, already!

He turned the page.  The final image of the Anne-like girl was a two-parter, spread across both pages.  It was tighter in, but she was more compact, her head thrown back, eyes on the ceiling in ecstasy, legs thrown over either arm of the chair, but barely supported.  Those legs were clearly flexed, as were her toes, that one finger still doing all the work, pounding her insides and giving her what she’d so clearly and desperately wanted. 

What Robbie wanted, too.  We both knew this was the final image in the sequence, and it’s what he had bided for, what we had bided for.  Me aiming to cum with him, him aiming to cum in time with the fantasy girl on the page.  He gave her another long and hard examination, then laid back in the bed, eyes not closed but staring unfocused up at the ceiling.  He wasn’t quite making eye contact with me, but he wasn’t far off, and I found it hard to decide whether to focus on his fantasy muzzed eyes, or his now frantically hand beaten cock.  Because that hand was like a paint mixer on high power, his dick a little whipped instrument, a hose or a spray can, I suppose, given what it was about to do. 

I saw his orgasm coming.  It showed first in his eyes, which widened just a little, his eyebrows lifting in something approaching surprise.  Then the mouth dropped open, the head tilted back, and yep it was time, for him and me both, and I stopped examining his face to focus on the boy’s lower half.  His knees bent, his butt lifted free of the bed.  He scrambled with his free hand to pull his shirt up toward his neck, to make room for the mess he knew he was about to make.

I had two fingers inside me now, and my cunt was on the verge of release.

His back arched, his dick literally lifting toward me, maybe only by inches, but it’s all about the presentation, baby, and the thing was isolated on what was now almost a human pedestal below me.  A single quiet gasp escaped his lips and the first hard shot of his sperm blasted its perfectly linear streak onto his ribcage.

That did it for me, too.  I was no longer conscious of what my fingers were doing, they were on their own, making me cum so hard I had to actively swallow to keep from screaming it down at Robbie.  His dick was pulsing, shooting out line after line of semen onto his naked torso, and my hips were twitching of their own accord, thrusting at him as if I could fuck him from six feet distant, right through the floor.

His hips collapsed and still his orgasm rolled on, his face contorted, his legs working on the bedtop, his stomach now a mess of streaked white.  My own orgasm crested, began to ebb out, my mouth dropped wide again not in the throes of my cum, but because I was breathing heavily and couldn’t think of another way to hide the sound other than to give it maximum passage from my body.

His hips and legs came to rest, only his toes now showing off his waning climax.  They twitched in opposition to one another, making a breathy clicking sound, like feebly snapping fingers, that I could hear even up here.  Then he was still, head lolled to the left, eyes subtly vacationing across his magazine dream girl, his stomach plastered in cum.  Oh, that boy was satisfied. 

I still didn’t know why he preferred the magazine to internet porn, but I could sure as hell vouch for the magazine’s efficacy.  I was a real-life girl, and I doubted I had ever made a boy cum that hard.  If Anne hadn’t already called dibs on him, I think I’d be plotting even now to get my chance to try.

When it looked as though he might have drifted off to sleep, not even bothering to mop himself up, I put the floor boards back in place as quietly as I could and went down into Anne’s room.  She was waiting for me, sitting on her bed, grinning.

“Did he cum?” she asked as soon as I had the staircase back in place.

I nodded.

“Did you?”

“Oh, yeah,” I assured her.  “Did you?”

She shook her head sadly. 

I had no doubt that watching him on Magazine Day was her greatest sexual pleasure, and I had taken it from her, this month at least.  The least I could do was make it up to her.  So I told her to take off her clothes and lay back, and I would tell her all about what I’d seen.  “I think you’re really going to like this.”

She did like it.  She liked it a lot.


Chapter Five

As satisfied as I knew Anne to be with my attentions - the first such attention her body had ever received - she was singular in her desire for Robbie.  She’d hid it well all these months, seeming as indifferent to him as to the rest of her roommates.  But now that she’d informed me, I saw it everywhere.  The lift of her eyes to him when his back was turned, the way she monitored his movements, probably to figure out the best opportunities she’d have to watch him from the attic.  But I thought I saw a reciprocal observation, and began to suspect that Robbie might secretly have the hots for Anne, too.  Which would be convenient for both them and me.  Because I promised Anne again I would try to get them together in exchange for one last gift from her - if she bedded him, she’d do it in his room...  while I watched through the same peephole I had so recently used to watch him make love to his imagination and to his right hand.

She consented.  After all, I’d seen her do dirtier things.

My plan was simple.  When we had the house to ourselves, we snuck into Robbie’s room, got the magazine he’d just received, and then went through Anne’s wardrobe.  We selected every article of clothing to as closely match the one worn by the girl in the magazine, even down to the colour of the ribbon in her hair.  We pored over the make-up worn by the girl, practiced matching it as best we could.  Then we put the magazine back in place.

We waited till a night when Martin was out with one of his many girlfriends.  Then I joined Robbie in front of the TV, having grabbed us both a beer.  We didn’t want him drunk, just lightly buzzed.  Just enough to let his inhibitions wane.  When we’d been drinking for a bit, I got a phone call - it was from Anne, but I feigned it being from another friend, and I agreed to go meet with them, if they just gave me a short bit to change.  As I was heading upstairs, ostensibly to do so, Anne was coming down, dressed in her near perfect matching ensemble to the girl in the magazine.  The skirt was a different shade, and longer, more prim.  But the sweater was a similar white, soft to the touch, with similar buttons on the front, and her hair was done up in her usual ponytail, her glasses on.  Even the socks were a match to the photo girl’s.  And it definitely caught Robbie’s eye.  He did a double-take when she reached the base of the stairs. 

That was the last I saw of them, there.  My mission was clear - get to the attic, get to the peephole, and wish Anne luck.  Anne and me both, I supposed.

If she followed the plan, she’d wait till the beer took hold, wait till he went to the bathroom, then open and close the front door, saying goodbye to me loudly enough that he’d hear it.  I didn’t hear her voice, but I did hear the front door close, so I was guessing it worked.  But I still had to wait almost twenty minutes for confirmation.  I had to wait till they both entered Robbie’s room... 

And there they were.  Him a little bit drunk, now, hopefully, and a little intoxicated, too, on the pretty girl who so clearly matched his fantasy woman, asking to see his room.  In the time I’d been here, we’d very seldom entered one another’s rooms, so it would make some sense to make the request.  He wasn’t stumbling or shambling, but he had a goofy smile, seemed genuinely thrilled to be showing off his private quarters.  He laughed when she first took a seat on his bed, all the harder when she laid back, stretching and luxuriating on his simple duvet.  But even from this angle, with him only at the periphery of what I could see, I caught the change in his face, too, going from bemusement to intrigue at the way her tiny body moved, curves and points in all the right places.

They chatted for a bit about benign stuff, and in this time, he joined her on the bed.  But then she asked the question we hoped would lead to sex.  She asked to see the magazine he had delivered each month.

He was understandingly hesitant at first.  He’d been hiding the magazine’s existence, or trying to, and if he wanted to impress the girl, showing her his subscription to masturbation material was likely not the best way to go.  But she was insistent, and when she asked if it was pornography, he conceded it was.  When she said she particularly wanted to see that, pointed out that sometimes she liked to look at porn, it was an opportunity he was unable to resist.  So he went to his closet and retrieved a stack, putting them on the bed between them, leaning in close as Anne leafed through, lingering over the various photo spreads of pretty girls, spending extra time on a hot lesbian sequence, perhaps to get his engine revving, or maybe for my benefit.  She knew I was watching, after all.  But she had a mission, and her leafing hands eventually brought her to the most recent issue, and to the spread of the girl that looked so much like her.  She pointed it out and Robbie admitted that yes, he saw the resemblance.

Anne continued to turn the pages, and as the girl began to strip, she said, “Oh, my.  She’s a naughty girl.”

“Yeah,” Robbie agreed.

“Do you like this?”

“Like what?”

Anne ran her hand over the photos of the girl.

“Sure,” he conceded.

“Does it turn you on?”

Anne already knew it did.  At least, if I wasn’t lying in my report about what he’d done while looking at that spread, she knew he did.  But she asked it anyway, and though he hesitated, Robbie eventually confessed, “Well, yeah.  That’s why I get it.”

So here we were.  At the great door step to Anne’s new frontier.  The potential loss of her virginity, her first escapade with the boy she lusted after, and the dissolution of our “pure” roommate status.  Well, I suppose that last had come when Anne and I had gone at each other in the attic, or perhaps as early as when she’d started spying.  But the first either of our male roommates would be dragged into it, if Anne had the courage for the next step.  We had rehearsed it together several times, and I’d made sure the scenario had a particularly happy ending where she was concerned, to give her some Pavlovian incentive to follow through on the day.  But it was a big and very bold step for someone like her, someone literally virginal and lacking in even the most rudimentary experience with boys.  I could see she was trembling, just a little, as she stared into Robbie’s eyes, could see she very definitely had his attention.  If only she...

“Do you want to see it for real?” she cooed at him.

Good girl.

She reached her hands to the buttons on her sweater, undid the top one.

“I - um...” Robbie stammered, “Do I...?”

“Want?” she finished for him, and undid the second button with those shaking fingers.

His eyes were goggling out of his head and his face was completely flushed.  I chuckled quietly when he gave her the quintessential Robbie answer of, “Yes, please.”

She continued with the buttons, got them undone all the way to the base before parting the sweater to reveal her bra beneath.  He simply stared, nearly panting, and she coerced him with, “Now you.”

He looked startled from his reverie, but he understood what she was asking and he frantically peeled his shirt from himself, casting it carelessly to the floor. 

She smiled in answer and I noticed that her trembling had died some.  She was in control, now, and she knew it.

I had known Robbie to date on occasion, though not frequently, had never seen him bring a girl home.  I honestly couldn’t have gauged his experience level, and it was entirely possible that he was a virgin, too.  Given what Anne and I had been up to lately, it occurred to me that she might technically be the more experienced of the two.  Whether that was true or not, I think she drew strength from our recent interactions.  She’d disrobed in my presence enough over the last week or so that there was a familiarity to the concept of getting naked in front of someone new.

When he had his shirt off, she eyed him momentarily, but she didn’t spend a lot of time on it.  She’d already seen him completely naked, dozens of times, unbeknownst to him, and she wanted more than just looking now.  So she undid the little belt that topped her skirt, shimmied it down past her hips.  Now she was just dressed in bra and panties and socks.  And glasses.  He leaned in to reach for her, but she stopped him, nodding to his pants, saying, “Now you,” again.

He obeyed, standing and dancing out of those pants as though his life depended on it.  He had on tighty-whitey underwear beneath, his cock raising a shark fin in the front.  She smiled at it, but she took her time.  She wanted to get to more than looking, but she wanted to do this on her own terms.  Yeah, that shaking was completely gone now.  Anne had come a hundred miles since I’d caught her with her bottle lover up in the space I now occupied.

As for myself, I didn’t need to take my time.  The hour was come, my need was high, the show was about to get good.  I shoved jeans and panties down past my knees, pulled the blanket over myself to keep my bare ass warm, raised my hips, tucked in both hands, and started playing.

Robbie had figured out the pattern.  Once his pants were off he sat on the bed again, and he even had the cheek to nod back at Anne and tell her, “Now you.”

She smiled sweetly, reached behind herself and unhooked the bra.  Her pointed tits came into view, like twin teepees on her chest, from my vantage.  Robbie couldn’t believe his good fortune, was alternating his gaze between the pair, visibly turning his head with each assessment.  But he finally looked up at her, and without making a move on her again, just stood and asked, “Now me?”

She nodded, and he responded without hesitation.  His underwear dropped to the floor and his five inch cock appeared before her eyes and mine.  Not the most impressive member I’d ever seen, but cute and sweet as the boy who owned it.  Evidently Anne thought so, too, because she finally abandoned the turn based pattern, commanded him, “Bring it here.”

He stepped up toward her and she leaned in to finally get the close-up view of his penis that she’d only enjoyed from a distance till now.  She even took it in her left hand, causing him to gasp, and she maneuvered it from side to side, examining it in detail.  Then she threw a grin up at him and, for just a second, I’ll swear at me, too.  She took him in her mouth.

The girl had never sucked cock before, but I’d counselled her as best I could, even demonstrating on a carrot from our fridge.  I’ll bet she practiced, because she looked like she knew what she was doing now.  I think Robbie agreed.  He balanced with one hand on his headboard, gently placing the other on the back of Anne’s head.  She bobbed atop him, and even through the floor I could hear the suctioning sounds of her mouth on his dick.  It was a reminder to me to keep my own noise down, as the ferocity of my fingers increased. 

Eventually Anne withdrew, leaning back against Robbie’s headboard, looking up into his dazed eyes.  She hooked her fingers into her panties, drew them down, kicked them free of one foot.  His eyes were locked on her pussy as she pointed to it and once again issued the command, “Now you.”

Oh, I knew first hand that that girl loved to have her cunt licked.  She’d only just discovered the joys, but she’d taken to it with an almost religious fervour.  And I think she was relishing the power she had clearly achieved in that room.  When it was her and I getting naked together, I was usually the one calling the shots.  But in that room, Anne was practically a dominatrix.  The boy she’d been lusting after for months would do anything she asked, and that fact was proven when he dropped to his knees and fit his face between her parted legs.  I don’t think he had my level of skill - I’d grown in practice over recent days, and I had come at the whole thing with an understanding of what worked on the receiving end - but it was a boy’s tongue, it was this boy’s tongue, and she threw back her head with a look almost of surprise at what that meant below her waist.  She grappled to regain control of herself, and when she finally had, there was no mistaking it this time - her eyes lifted to the pinprick hole she’d drilled in the ceiling, to me.  And she mouthed what I thought were the words, “Thank you.”  Then her eyes closed and she was just riding his tongue toward bliss.

At some point during the proceedings, I saw his arm began to twitch, and I realized he was jerking himself off while he lapped at her.  That turned me on immensely and I had to deliberately stop my fingers to keep from cumming.  It wasn’t time yet.

Not for Anne, either.  She was building, she was getting there, she could easily have gone over the edge, but she had come in this room to lose her virginity, and as wondrous as I’m sure Robbie’s face would be to fuck, there were technicalities to consider.  She gasped and pushed his head away with a force that told me she had almost slipped up there, herself.  When she told him, “Just a second,” and kicked her legs over his head to get to her feet, I realized she had slipped up.  Not by orgasming, but by forgetting one small part of the costume we’d put together:  her purse.  We’d made a purchase together, and now was the time to put it to use.  She darted naked from his room, and his eyes followed her, bewildered.  He got to his feet, gave his pretty little cock a few half-hearted tugs, trying to figure out if he’d done something wrong.  But she was back in just a second, still naked except for her socks and glasses, and with a purse slung over one shoulder, now, as if she was ready to go out for a stroll around the neighbourhood like this. 

He grinned, cocked his head in confusion, and she stripped off her glasses, putting them on his night stand, then opened the purse to pull out the box of condoms we’d bought. 

She held them out to him and asked, “You know how to use these?”

“I know how,” he said, but in a hesitant way that reinforced my suspicion that his knowledge was purely theoretical.

“Then do it,” she commanded, and she laid sprawled on his bed, socks still on her feet, starfished body on perfect display to me.  I’d seen it many times, and I was, on the whole, still more interested in Robbie’s penis than her pussy, but it was a pretty and taut, young body, and if I’d been down there with them, I would have frankly wanted access to both of them.  I didn’t precisely hate the time I’d spent between her legs, and sure didn’t mind the time she’d spent between mine.  Still, I envied her as Robbie opened the box, tore open one of the wrappers, and started rolling the rubber down onto his dick. 

I let my fingers resume their play when he climbed atop the bed to kneel between her legs, then lowered himself to get inside her, missionary style.  Anne’s head curved back and she was biting her lower lip as he passed the gate.

But it was Robbie’s ass I fixated on.  He was nowhere near as athletic as our other roommate, Martin, but he was in decent enough shape, and his butt was cute and defined.  It was also the only part of him I’d never had occasion to examine in detail, only catching oblique glimpses of it when he showered, and not seeing it at all when he laid on his back and masturbated for me.  I loved the sight of it now, especially as it started to lift and fuck and Anne began her low moan.  I let my fingers start to play again, really let them fly as their tempo picked up and that headboard began knocking against the wall.  I wished I’d brought my bottle up with me.

That’s when I heard the front door downstairs.  I didn’t hear it open - that was lost behind the banging of my two roommates.  But I sure as hell heard it close.  My head lifted and I froze.


Chapter Six

Martin was home.  His dates usually lasted longer, usually until morning, frankly.  But I suppose sometimes even legends struck out.  And he had come home at an inopportune time for all three of us.  Robbie was knocking into Anne with real force, his headboard pounding the wall, and her moans were already starting to lift.  Martin wouldn’t be able to mistake it, would know undeniably that one of his roommates was getting lucky.  I don’t know how long it would take him to figure out that actually two of them were getting lucky.  And I sure as fuck hoped he never found out that all three of them were getting lucky. 

I listened intently, trying to separate any outside sounds from the rhythm of Robbie’s thrusts.  I thought I heard Martin’s feet on the stairs, but couldn’t be sure.  Everything was quiet for a while then, and I could picture him in the hallway, entertained grin on his face as he realized the ruckus was coming from Robbie’s room, and that his less experienced friend was finally getting some action.  There would be no reason for him to suspect just who he was getting action with.  He’d see both mine and Anne’s bedroom doors ajar, realize we weren’t there and assume we’d gone out.  So...  for the moment at least, no cause for panic.

I fit my eye back to the peephole, soaked in the sight of Robbie’s flexing back and buttocks, the bed really rocking, Anne’s hands alternately gripping his neck, and pawing at the bed in that way she did when she was edging up on cumming.

That’s when Robbie moaned, “Oh God, Anne!”

Fuck.  Martin may not have had cause to suspect who was involved in the sex behind Robbie’s door before, but he sure as hell did now.  I thought I even heard his bedroom door open and close.  So, yeah, he was upstairs.

But then I heard something else.  Something that threw me into total panic.  I heard the chimes on his closet door begin to jangle.  That alone was cause for worry - his closet let onto his attic entrance.  But what really did it was the sound I heard next.  The jangling stopped, all of a sudden.  Like he had laid his hand or forearm across the bouncing balls to silence them.  Like he particularly didn’t want to be heard opening that door.

Which probably meant...

I heard the creak and groan of the trap door in his closet ceiling lowering.  He was being slow about it, trying to keep the noise down, but he was coming, right now, up into the attic, where I was laying on the floor with panties around my knees, eye to the peephole in Robbie’s room, both hands tucked into my pussy.

If it wasn’t for his attempt at stealth, there’s no way I would have had time to conceal myself.  As it was, I scrambled to the side, toward a few of those old stored attic boxes, pressed myself flat into the floor and drew the blanket up over my head.  I was still naked on my bottom half, my legs still entangled by my pushed down clothing.  But I wouldn’t be immediately visible, and with the darkness the night had brought up here, it was possible he wouldn’t notice me, and why the fuck was he coming up at all?  If he was pervy enough to want to listen to his roommates fuck, he could do that safely and silently from the privacy of his bedroom.  There was no reason at all for him to ascend to the attic, unless...  unless he knew about the peepholes.  Anne had said more than once that she thought he might suspect something.  Did he more than suspect?  Did he know?  Did he use them?  Had my fantasy in the tub that time, about him being upstairs peeping down on me, been more than just fantasy?  I mean, on that particular occasion I had it from the horse’s mouth - it had been Anne in the attic watching me.  But on other occasions?  Maybe when Anne was out, and I was alone in my room, letting the bottle I kept there know who’s boss?  I was reasonably sure I’d heard things in the attic even on occasions when she hadn’t been home, so...?

And it was all academic, I was about to find out, of course, because he was up here with me now, I could hear him.  He hadn’t shut the attic door behind himself, had probably left himself an easier and quieter means of egress on purpose.  I lifted the edge of my blanket and peeked out, and there he was, coming slow and crouched but unerringly toward the peephole in Robbie’s ceiling.  He didn’t hesitate, not even to assess why the hole was revealed just now, when normally it was concealed.  Not to find his way, not to figure out what it was.  He picked his way only slowly enough to minimize sound and with an ease of step that told me he was familiar with the attic.  Familiar with which floorboards squeaked the loudest.  This wasn’t new for him.

He reached the hole, got down on his knees, took one peek through, then immediately started scrambling himself out of his pants.  The belt, the jeans, the underwear, all came down quickly, just past the knees, exactly as I had done, giving access to the good bits, the parts that could appreciate the dirty show downstairs, but still easy enough to pull back up in an emergency.  (Or so one would think - fun fact: I hadn’t had time to pull back up my pants in my emergency).

It was too dark in the attic to make out the details I would have loved to have seen.  I could see the shadowed round of his ass, could see that he was reaching in front to grasp the part of him I wanted to see most, could see him lay down, not flat, but rolled slightly to one side to let him manipulate that part.  But no details.  Not from here.

Downstairs, Robbie and Anne were building to a crescendo.  She was crying out with every thrust, in a way that I’d never been able to make her do, even when the two of us had had the house to ourselves and secrecy hadn’t been our highest priority.  The headboard sounded like someone insistent on entry.  And Martin’s silhouette was wasting no time.  He was tugging hard.

Before his arrival, I’d been getting close to climax, not for the first time up in the attic tonight.  I’d been edging, and I’d been witnessing a fantasy come true, our little roommate pairings dissolving into dirty sex.  While Robbie hadn’t usually been the chief target in such fantasies, I had thought of him that way more than once, especially since the first time I’d caught him naked in the shower.  Martin was the one who usually dominated my thoughts (and dominated me in those thoughts) and here he was, naked in front of me, peeping on them.  Here he was masturbating, in a way I was now pretty sure he’d done on more than one occasion while peeping down on me.  Here he was and here I was, and just as when I’d caught Anne deflowering a beer bottle up here, I was crawling out of my hiding spot, seemingly with no say in the matter, creeping up on him as he stared, oblivious, down through the hole, his form growing more and more defined as I neared.

When I was almost atop him, I saw it.  It was still just a shadow shape, but it was a huge shadow shape, something that looked twice the length of Robbie’s and maybe three times the breadth.  His hand was stroking with only a light grip, probably because with a tighter grip he’d only be accessing about twenty five percent of his meat.  His cock looked like something with which I could have lost an arm wrestling match.  I halted my approach as I took it in, stunned.  Martin had a penis that would make many porn stars blush.

But downstairs the action had intensified still further.  Robbie and Anne were going to be stratospheric soon, and if I wanted to make a move it was now or never, and if I didn’t make a move he was going to catch me here, on my knees behind him, panties at my shins, and that was going to be way worse.  He hadn’t heard me approach, almost didn’t hear me till the last second, when I had drawn even with him and was reaching out a hand for his dick.  Just then some subtle creak of my weight made him start and look in my direction, and his eyes went wide, I could them clearly enough, his mouth dropped open in terror, his hand finally halting on his penis.  I saw recognition in his eyes, but it did little to quell his panic, and he was struggling for his pants now, not saying anything, not wanting to be heard below, but I caught the waist of his jeans in one tight grip, preventing him from pulling them up.  He looked confused, still terrified, till he saw that I, too, was naked from the waist down.  The confusion remained after that, but the fear died some.

When he had stopped trying to dress, I reached for his dick again.  He didn’t stop me from wrapping my hand around it.  Almost around it.  My finger tips couldn’t even meet my thumb, so thick was his shaft.  I doubted I’d be able to fit the thing in my mouth without dislocating my jaw.  I shook my head, stunned, not releasing him as he sat up, not even tugging or fondling him, just trying to wrap my head around something I couldn’t wrap my hand around.

That’s when he touched me.  I had gone straight for what interested me, and I guess he did, too, because it was his large finger I suddenly felt on my pussy. 

We were roommates.  We’d never had a romantic exchange, had never really done more than jokingly flirt, had never kissed.  But I suspected he’d seen me naked, suspected he’d seen me do to myself what he was doing to me now, because that finger pushed inside, no need for foreplay, I was already soaking wet, then it was two fingers in me, then three, all of them bigger than my own, collectively bigger than the biggest dick I’d ever fucked, and I found myself laying back, not letting go of his erection, forcing him to rotate with me, up onto his knees.  He pushed those fingers in and out of me hard and fast, and I thought I was bound for the fastest cum of my life.

But below us, Robbie and Anne had finally reached their mutual end.  Both of them cried out loudly, savagely, and it stole our attention, mine and Martin’s both.  The headboard stuttered to a stop, Martin’s fingers hesitated, my climax was narrowly averted, and even though I doubted  it was possible, I was contorting my body now, flexing at waist and stomach, trying to curl myself sufficiently to get his dick to my mouth, without moving enough to pull his hands from me.  His dick was long enough that I was just able to extend my tongue and lick his salty head.  It felt the size of a large plum.  And it grabbed his focus back on me.

He looked down on me, breathing raggedly, leaned back, forcing me to give up my quest to get his penis between my lips.  He even pulled his fingers out from within me and I whimpered quietly, fearful that he’d had second thoughts.  But he was scrambling for his jeans, getting them fully off himself, then going for his wallet, pulling something out.  Ah.  Unlike Anne, he hadn’t forgotten the tools of the trade.  I’m sure that condom had been meant for whatever girl he’d gone to see tonight, and not me, but hey, her loss.  I nodded, laid back and kicked one leg free of my own jeans and panties as I watched him roll that thing down onto himself.  I’m sure he’d purchased the largest available, and he rolled it till there was nothing left to roll.  You could have made a balloon animal out of the length of rubber he had covering him. 

He leaned into me, and I braced for impalement, but rather than take me missionary style, like Robbie had taken Anne, he fit one hand beneath my back and hoisted me effortlessly upward.  He laid back, lifting the entirety of my weight with both hands on my hips, positioning me over his groin.  Then he nodded down at himself, and I realized that he couldn’t suspend me with just one hand, and that if I wanted him inside me, I’d have to make it happen.  So I lifted his dick straight, he hoisted me even higher, for clearance, then lowered me slowly toward his massive cock head.  I used one hand to guide him, one hand to pry myself as wide as I could go.  I suspected he had experience with girls finding him just too big, because he didn’t rush, inching me down atop him, letting my cunt slowly accommodate his girth. 

Downstairs Robbie and Anne were laughing and I heard them get up and leave the bedroom.  Good.  I heard the shower come on, was pretty sure they got in there together.  Even better.  That sound would cover some of our sound.

Martin and I took about four minutes to feed him inside me.  There were a few times when it felt like my pussy wanted to rebel - it was used to the head of a bottle, not the head of a baseball bat.  But once I’d grown accustomed to him it was okay. 

I instinctively tried to put my hands on his chest, use that for leverage to lift and fall on him, but he had so much inside me that it seemed impossible.  Instead, he rested his elbows on the floor, and we fit our palms together, and I used him like a bench press, pushing with triceps and shoulders to slide up his cock, then lower myself back.  Fucking him was a workout for every part of me.  But as my pussy regained its senses and lost its panic and a climax started building again, I knew that this one was going to be epic.  And it wouldn’t take long.  There wasn’t a nerve in my vagina that wasn’t in contact with his prick. 

I was only lowering myself onto him for the sixth time when it struck.  My cunt seized on him, choked on him, couldn’t escape him, and it took me so hard that I lost my grip with one hand, slipped all the way down to impact attic, had to slide my body forward, planing along his to regain enough room inside me to keep him there.  After that initial impact, I lost all bodily control.  I had the dim sense of flopping atop him, seizure-like, could feel he had enwrapped me with one powerful arm.  I also had a sense that I was crying out, loudly, no longer caring or even understanding the concept of caring about keeping quiet.  My pussy had become the centre of my world, and it was all bright, a star burst, a supernova, and then, miraculously, it got better as I felt his epic cock begin to pulse and clench inside me as his orgasm hit.

Then there was only darkness and heaving breaths and exhaustion.


Chapter Seven

Robbie and Anne had been loud but I had been louder.  Martin had managed to keep his own orgasm quiet, but mine could have served as a tornado warning, and Martin and Anne had both heard it from the shower.  Anne had known I was up there, but not about Martin, and she had to be wondering just what I had done to myself to achieve such a gold standard climax.  And he had to be wondering what I was doing up there, at all.

They cut their shower immediately short, and though Anne tried to dissuade him, they came up into the attic through her room to find me laying naked atop Martin, unable to speak, while he stammered out some sort of explanation.  Not about us fucking - after all, Robbie knew we knew about his fucking Anne.  They hadn’t been quiet enough for him to have illusions about that.  But for why we were up in the attic.

It all came out that night.  Of the four of us, by now, only Robbie had been ignorant of the vent view into the shower or of the peepholes into the bedrooms.  Anne had been the first to discover the shower vent, but Martin had figured out what she was up to almost immediately, had said nothing, instead opting to shower downstairs and put the vent to his own dirty use, spying on either of his female roommates if only one of us was home.  Anne had followed up with the holes into the ceilings of my room and Robbie’s, not daring to drill into Martin’s, and Martin had followed up by adding his own to Anne’s ceiling, right beside the light fixture where it was almost indiscernible.  It came as a shock to Anne when he pointed it out, but she didn’t have a leg to stand on to be mad.  Only Robbie had that right, and his anger dissipated as we all got drunk and we, his roommates, shared details of what we had seen and what we had done to ourselves as we’d watched.  Robbie was flattered and turned on to discover that he’d been the subject of both fantasy and voyeurism from both his female roommates, and to help mollify him I even allowed Anne to show him the video of me in the tub, and when she was drunk enough to consent, even shared with both boys the video I’d made of her sticking herself with bottle and finger in the attic.

Everything came out that night, every dirty and twisted detail, and as the four of us got drunker and hornier, it inevitably ended up with the four of us naked, fucking and sucking in the living room.  The boys watched me go down on Anne, we watched her fuck Robbie again, then she and Robbie watched as I tried (and failed) to suck Martin off, and instead climbed back aboard for another go round on his horse cock, nearly passing out with another explosive orgasm.

After that there were no secrets. 

Anne and Robbie became something of a couple, though she and I still messed around sometimes and, with her blessing, I even fucked Robbie a couple of times.  Martin and I continued to have sex, as did he and Anne, but he still kept dating outside our group, too, which suited me fine.  I hadn’t been looking for a love interest, just some human on human contact.  I even started seeing a guy from school, and he was the only one left in the dark about the four-way fuckfest that was our living arrangement. 

The peepholes saw less and less use.  They didn’t do much good when everyone knew they were there, though I understand Anne occasionally bathed for Robbie’s viewing pleasure, just to even the score, and on rare occasions I still thought I heard someone moving around up there.  If I was masturbating at the time, it only made me do so all the harder.  I’d always had a thing for being watched.

When winter gave way to fall, and fall to summer, I no longer entertained the notion of finding a new place to live.  Instead, the four of us ganged up with unending calls to the landlord, till he finally came by and fixed the drafty windows and doors.  I couldn’t imagine living any place else.

Where else would I find roommates with such great benefits?   
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Roommate Wanted Part One: The Attic Voyeur

I'm just starting at university and I've moved into a large off campus house with two guys and another girl. All of them seem friendly enough, though the place is falling apart, and I'm pretty sure one of them is watching me through the bathroom ceiling vent while I bathe. I'm convinced of it, actually, and while I know I should be angry, mostly I'm just aroused, to the point that I've begun putting on performances for my unknown voyeur. How am I going to find out who it is, though? And what am I going to do with them once I do?

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.

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?

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!

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.

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?

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?

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?

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.

Pineapples in Winter

Rob is 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.

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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