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Chapter One

Carol and I had known each other since kindergarten, but the other two girls with us that night, the ones who would later join us in forming our secret club, were newer to town.

Carol and I were the same age of 32, though our similarities ended there.  She was taller, more voluptuous, and wore her dark brown hair down to the middle of her back.  I was slimmer, almost boyish in figure, with a pixie blonde hair style.  Rebecca was the eldest of our group at 48, though she kept herself in great shape, and her black hair was just lightly streaked with lines of gray.  And Cindy was the youngest, at just 20.  Her long red hair was worn plaited over one shoulder on the night our group would plant the seeds of its new pastime.

We met most every Friday night, usually at the same restaurant.  What can I say?  It’s a small town and entertainment venues are limited.  Dining almost always segued into drinks, and drinking almost always led to detailed conversations about our respective sex lives.  The kind of conversations that would have had any of our husbands blushing.  We were all married, happily I’ll say, but no relationship is without some degree of tribulation.  Tonight’s topic was Carol’s husband, Pete, and the situation wasn’t new.  Pete was a long-haul trucker, which kept him out of town more often than Carol would have liked.  More than once I had considered that our Friday night meetings, which we all enjoyed, were especially to her benefit.  Socializing is extra important when you spend most of your time alone.

“So in Pete’s defense,” Rebecca said, “it’s not that the sex is bad.”

“No,” Carol came back with.  “The sex is great.  Always has been.”

“You’re lucky,” Cindy chimed.  But that wasn’t new either.

“The problem is he’s seldom around.”

“You spend a lot of alone time,” I said, cocking an eyebrow and grinning wryly.

“Do you guys still, you know?” Cindy started, but she could be shy at times, and she didn’t finish the thought.  Instead she picked up her Caesar, which was down to just ice cubes and red, and licked at the salted rim.

“You still do the phone sex?” I finished for her.

“On occasion.  That loses its luster after a time, if you’ll pardon the pun.  We’ve tried other things.”

“Such as?” I asked.

“Skyping.  Dirty Skyping.  But wifi isn’t always reliable when he’s on the road, and honestly, I find the phone sex more stimulating than the pixelated, stop motion cybering.”

“Steven isn’t on the road as often as Pete, but he won’t do the Skype sex,” Cindy said.  “Maybe he’d try phone sex.  I never asked.”

Carol went on, “But I tried something new last week, and it’s kept me entertained for the last few days, at least.  I got Pete to...”  But she blushed and cut herself off.  She was always open about sex, so if this had her blushing, it had to be good.

“Finish the sentence,” I told her.

“I got him to...  you know...  put on a show for me.”

“You mean, like, stripping?” Rebecca asked.

“No, though that’s not a bad idea.  He was already naked when I started recording.”

“Recording?” I said.  This had just gotten a whole lot more interesting.

“Yeah, on my cellphone.  These things have gotten way high-tech.  You know my phone shoots 4K?  I mean I don’t even have a 4K TV, but my phone -”

“Don’t change the topic,” I said eagerly.  “I’m not here to talk tech.  What did you record Pete doing for which he had to start out naked?”

“You know...  like...  himself.”

“Doing himself?”

“Yes.”

Rebecca painted the picture simply.  “You mean masturbating.”

Carol’s eyes dropped and her blush deepened.  But she was also grinning.  “Yeah.”

“He let you film him doing that?” Cindy demanded.  Her eyes were wide, and her face shocked.  It had always struck me as interesting that she was the most reserved of our lot.  At her age, for me, at least, and Carol, I knew first hand, sex had been both common and wild.

“Yeah, once I explained why I wanted it.  I think he was actually turned on by the idea that I might...  entertain myself...  with his image rather than random porn while he was away.”

“You’re telling me, ” I said, “that you shot a 4K video of -”

But the server came back for our next drink order just then.  We all ordered another round and when she had left I resumed in a whisper, my awareness of our surroundings renewed.  “You’re telling me you shot a 4K video of Pete jerking off?”

“I mean, it wasn’t just ‘jerking off’, like you say.  I made him play it up.  Take his time.  Give me a longer show for my money, so to speak.  He...  extra enjoyed it.”

“But he finished?” Rebecca asked, and I could hear the quickness that had entered her voice.  Pete was a good looking guy, and Rebecca wanted to know if Carol had gotten the money shot.

“Of course.  It’s a start-to-finish, slow walked self-seduction video, ending in climax.” 

“A slow walked self-seduction!” Rebecca laughed.  “You should write porn blurbs.  For the packaging or whatnot.  You have a gift, Carol.”

Which got both Carol and Cindy laughing too, and when the waitress was returning with our drinks I could see that Carol was getting ready to change to a different topic.  But I didn’t want her to.  I had known Carol most of my life, and the truth is, I had known Pete just as long.  He was a local, had gone through both primary and secondary school with both of us.  He had been charming growing up, and it was no secret that I’d had a crush on him throughout our childhoods.  Hell, who hadn’t?  He was great looking, got good grades, played sports, kept himself in shape then and even now, despite the long hours on the road.  Carol had started dating him in the eleventh grade, and yeah, I’ll admit, that had crushed a few adolescent dreams I’d had.  But I loved Carol, and if Pete did, too, then I couldn’t wish for better for my friend.  But now...  I mean, if she was saying...  Was she saying?  So after the waitress had left again, and before Carol could move us onto someone else’s bedroom laments, I just blurted, “Are you saying you have hi-def video of Pete masturbating on that phone in your purse right now?”

Carol took a sip, shook her head.  “4K video,” she corrected me.  The other girls laughed again, but I was surprised by how quick my pulse had gotten.  The image had gotten into my head where it was at least 4K.

“I wanna see it,” I stated, flatly.

“No,” Carol laughed, dismissing it as a joke.

“C’mon,” I mock-begged, smiling, trying to keep it on a level where she could feel that I was still on her wavelength, still joking and cajoling, but not letting the conversation deviate.  “Put your money where your husband’s cock is.”

Rebecca howled at that one, but while Carol also guffawed, she was throwing me a sideways glance, maybe trying to ascertain how serious I was.  The laughter died and Rebecca was still staring.  I couldn’t read her intent, but she did finally say, “I’m not gonna show you.”

“Why not?  You said he let you film it!”

“Let me film it for me, not for you!”  Her Caesar was disappearing quickly, and her face was still flushed.  Was she embarrassed that she had brought it up?  Was she annoyed that I had asked to see it?  But maybe not, because she went on with, “Besides...  what’s in it for me if I do?”

The question hung there for several seconds and, not having a real answer, I just shrugged and grinned.  “The satisfaction of entertaining your oldest friend.”

“Mmm-hmm,” she responded, and she finished the rest of her drink in a few quick gulps.

The conversation did move on after that, but though none of us knew it yet, that was the night our weekly group took its first steps to becoming something different.  


Chapter Two

It was three days later before Carol brought it up again.  Pete was still out of town, their car was in the shop, and she’d asked me for a Monday morning ride to her substitute teaching job.  We were halfway there when she said, “So, I’m going to ask again.  What’s in it for me?”

“What’s what in it for you?”

She cleared her throat and I flicked my gaze quickly from the road to her.  She was digging her phone out of her purse.  “What’s in it for me if I show you this?”

I didn’t have to ask again what she was talking about.  The truth is the image hadn’t strayed far from my mind in the ensuing days.  But I hadn’t dared to bring it up again, still unsure if I’d crossed some sort of line, somehow annoyed her.  Apparently not.  “Are you serious?”

“Serious about what?”

“Showing me.”

“That depends.  On what’s -” 

“In it for you,” I joined in.  We slowed and stopped at one of the town’s infrequent traffic lights. “I mean...  are you looking for a cash bribe?  How do I even know you really -”

But she’d been working the phone the whole time and before I’d even finished asking the question she tilted it in my direction.  And oh, my God!  There was Pete standing naked, back arched, stomach taut, right hand wrapped around his erect -

The car behind me honked and I started, throwing my gaze forward again to see the light had changed.  I touched down on the accelerator, breath coming in quick hitches.  I looked back to my right, but she was tucking the phone back into her purse.

“You fucking clit tease,” I laughed.

“So now you know.  I was telling the truth.”

“Yeah!”  I was still laughing, but my voice was shaky.  All of me was shaky.  I had just seen my high school crush, my best friend’s husband, naked and aroused!  My hands were trembling on the steering wheel.  “What’s it going to take to get a copy?”

“Oh, so you want a copy now.  Not just a look.”

I wasn’t sure how to answer that one.  Of course I wanted a copy!  I frankly wanted some alone time with the rest of that video.  “What’s it going to take?” I asked again.

“Maybe I want a copy, too,” she answered.

“You already have a copy!”

“Of a Bill video,” she said.

I started to answer but must not have known what to say because my breath let itself out on a half empty vowel sound.  My jaw stayed open.  “You -” I finally got out, but that was it.  That was all I had.

“Want a video of Bill,” she finished for me.

“Doing...”

“Yes.”

I drove on in silence, emotions conflicting inside of me.  I was still shaking from the intimate visual of Pete, but...  a video of Bill?  “I don’t have one,” I finally said, haltingly.

“Neither did I before I shot this.”

“Yeah, but how do I even know if he’d...”

“You ask.”

“And do I say it’s for you?”

“Good God, no!” she guffawed.  “Of course not.  Say it turns you on.  Say you want it for you.”

“I...”

“Look,” Carol sighed.  “This is weird.  This is a weird conversation to be having with my best friend.  And the truth is, when I asked Pete, the video was for me.  Cards on the table, I’ve gotten off to it at least once pretty much every day since we shot it.”

I blushed, glanced at her, but she wasn’t blushing anymore.  Not like the other night.  Something had changed for her since then.  She seemed confident in what she was saying.

She went on with, “I would never cheat on Pete.  Not for anything.  I know you well enough to know you feel the same about Bill.  But I also know we’ve been having our Friday meetings for the last year and we...  all four of us, not just you and me...  have expressed some level of dissatisfaction with how things are going.  We’ve all talked about ways to spice things up.  I think...  I think this would be pretty damned spicy.”

Yeah.  To put it mildly.  But...  “You know Bill isn’t really at the same fitness level as -”

“Oh, that doesn’t matter!” Carol waved me off.  “If I was looking for buff, I could go on the internet.  Porn is free.  Porn is copious.  It’s not about watching some hot guy get his rocks off.  Or, at least not just about that.  And I’m not saying Bill isn’t hot, he’s a definite hottie, I’m just saying, I don’t need a fireman calendar.  It’s more...”

“That you know him,” I finished for her.

“Exactly.  I know him.  I’ve known him for years, I’ve never seen him naked, I’ve certainly never seen him engage in any sort of activity like this, but...  I think I’d like to.  I know I’d like to.  I think that would be very hot.  Is that okay to say, or...?”

So she was feeling the same way I was.  Aroused at the thought, fearful that voicing that would be somehow detrimental to our friendship.  But honestly, it wasn’t.  I wanted to see the rest of that video, I wanted to see Pete finish what he’d started, but there was now a secondary point of arousal.  Something stirred in me at the thought of Carol witnessing my husband do the same thing.  The thought that that might turn her on as much as the sight of Pete turned me on...  well, that turned me on.

We had reached the school and I pulled into one of the vacant student parking spaces.  There were spots for teachers, but  I wasn’t staying.

Carol climbed out, leaned back in the door and said, “Just think about it.” 

I did think about it.  I thought about it for the first half of the drive home.  Before I could go the rest of the distance I had to pull off the side of the road, down where the lake approached the roadway, down where it was not uncommon for tourists or even townies to stop to watch the water.  Down where no one would give a parked car a second glance.  Then I jammed my hand into my jeans and got off.  Twice.


Chapter Three

My mind was a blur the whole way home, uncertain whether I truly had the courage to go through with this.  Fortune may have been on my side, however, because the moment I walked in the door I heard the upstairs shower start.  Bill was in real estate, and his hours were often unpredictable, but before I’d left to pick up Carol we’d discussed his day, so I knew he didn’t have to leave til two.  It was now just after 10, meaning this shower could be extended if he was in the mood.  And, of course, if I had the courage to ask. I went up the stairs and hesitated just outside the bathroom door.  It was late Spring, and though the weather was warming, I still had on a light jacket.  Perhaps to stall, I crossed to the bedroom and sloughed it onto the bed.  I headed back towards the bathroom before doubling back to fish out my cell phone.  Tucking it into my hip pocket, I returned to the bathroom door.  Steam was already filtering from beneath and I could hear Bill humming some tune.  Still I hesitated, almost turning away, but the glimpse I’d had of Pete, his strong stomach showing clear outlines of a six pack, his face a mask of lust, and yes, his glorious cock, which even at a glance outstripped Bill’s own in length, got my heart pounding again, and before I could debate further, my hand was twisting the knob and I was pushing into the warm bathroom air.  Bill must have heard me, because he called out, “Stacey?”

My voice was surprisingly steady when I responded, “Yeah, it’s me, babe.”

He poked his head around the edge of the curtain, grinned at me.  “I’ll be a few minutes, I literally just got in.” 

He retreated back into the shower but I advanced, pulling the curtain aside just enough to look in at him.  His back was to me as he squeezed shampoo into one hand.  I took a moment to really absorb him, in a way I hadn’t done in a long time.  It’s funny how we grow accustomed to those we see every day, especially when attraction settles back into custom.  I knew my husband was an attractive man, knew it objectively, and knew it because most women are open, and his attractiveness had been affirmed and reaffirmed by my friends on countless occasions.  But in that moment it crossed my mind to look at him as Carol might look at him.  He wasn’t an exercise fanatic, didn’t have Pete’s washboard abs, but he was trim for his age, and his ass was firm and taut as he lathered his dark hair, rivulets of suds outlining and accentuating back and buttocks, spilling to trace down the backs of each leg, still strong from all the walking and stair climbing he did.  He must have sensed me there, maybe felt the cool air from where the curtain parted, because he turned in place, hands still working his hair.  The view from the front was every bit as nice.  His stomach was still relatively flat, and his penis, while, no, probably not as large as Pete’s, was still, by comparison to men I had dated before him, above average.  His pubic region was also caught up in the trailing suds now, dark hair tinged white by soap, cock and balls swaying with his scrubbing motion. 

He grinned again.  “What’s up?” he asked.

I smiled back.  “Just admiring the view.”

“You can experience the nature close up and personal if you climb in here with me.”

I shook my head.  “Sometimes a girl just wants to watch.”

His grin widened.  “Oh, yeah?  Watching me wash my hair is just that hot?”

“Uh huh,” I confirmed, and though it was clear he thought I was teasing, I gripped the curtain and walked it to the opposite wall by the window.

Now his face showed mild suspicion alongside bemusement.  “And getting the floor all wet is also hot?” he said, but the smile was still there, so I went for broke.

“Play along, baby, I just want a better look at you.”

“Oh, yeah?” he said again.  And then, something that was becoming increasingly true, “You’re... horny.”

I nodded, leaned back against the counter, gestured for him to go about his business.

“You want me to keep showering?”

I shrugged coyly.  “You could do more if you want.”

“More than shower?  You want me to get out?”

“No.  I want you to…  enjoy yourself.  Pretend I’m not here.”

He shrugged, leaned his head back into the spray.  “If you weren’t here, I’d be out by now, honestly.”

I sighed, but I was smiling, too.  His obtuseness at this moment was cute.  But it wasn’t going to get the mission accomplished, and if I didn’t take matters into my own hands, he would be stepping out of the shower and the moment would be lost. So while his eyes were closed, head tilted back beneath the warm spray, I stepped to him, and cupped his balls in my hand.  His eyes sprung open and he sputtered, water bouncing from his neck and shoulder to mist my face.  His grin reappeared, wider than previously, and before he could get the wrong idea, I took his right hand and gently guided it to his penis.  Hesitancy showed briefly as his eyes met mine and he said, “Oh...  You seriously want to watch.”

I wasn’t sure how to read his reaction, but as soon as he said it I realized it was true.  I still had an objective, still wasn’t sure what his reaction would be during phase two, when the camera phone appeared, but Carol aside, Pete aside, I did want to watch.  Bill and I had enjoyed mutual masturbation sessions before, laying side by side in bed, watching internet porn, but never had I asked him to perform.  I was still seeing him as if through new eyes, and the idea of seeing him do that at my command, there beneath the hot spray of the shower, suddenly seemed so delightfully naughty.  I bit my bottom lip, an expression I knew he found cute, and nodded, backing until I felt the counter behind me again.

“Is this a reciprocal agreement?” he asked.  “An I watch you, you watch me kind of deal?”

“Nope.  This is an I watch while you do as I say kind of deal.”

Something in that, maybe the implied authority, must have done something for him.  His hand still hovered near his penis, not active yet, but his cock twitched and began its slow and stealthy growth process.  He was into this.  For now.  And that meant it was now or never.  Not unlocking my eyes from his, I reached into my pocket and withdrew my cellphone.

His face showed surprise and his hand withdrew.  “You’re going to film it?”

I shrugged, trying to minimize the threat, the unusualness of the request.   “I want to.  Is that going to be a problem?”

“I mean...  no.  It’s just, where is this coming from?  You’ve never asked-”

I cut him off before he could talk himself out of it.  “Carol called you a hottie.”

“She…  what?”

“Carol said you were hot.  I came home, found you in the shower, and remembered how right she was.”

“Carol said I was hot?”

Of course that was the part he’d focus on.  I nodded.  “And she was right.  My husband is very hot, and he has a gorgeous cock that frankly I want to see hard, that I want to see him take in hand and  play with.  Like I said, sometimes a girl just wants to watch.”  I had his attention and I had made my sales pitch.  He was either going to bite or he wasn’t.  So I shrugged, and started tucking my phone back into my pocket.  “But if you’re not into it…”

“No, no,” he countered, “you just surprised me, is all.”

I smiled and winked, and brought my phone back to bear, thumb swiping through screens to the camera app.  A new thought occurred to me and I crossed quickly to the window, tugging it open, letting some of the steam out.  I was about to get the live show, but it wouldn’t be good to have the lens steamed up on future Carol’s end.

“Hey, yeah.  Maybe the neighbors will find me hot, too,” he said, chuckling nervously.  But he was not only grinning, he was definitely getting hard again, so I knew he wasn’t really protesting.  “How do you want me to...?”

“Maybe just shower normally at first.  Like I’m not here.  Maybe turn your back to start, wash your hair again.  That was sexy.  Then just take things from there.”

“Okay.”  He rotated and my thumb moved to the record button before he looked back over one shoulder.  “And are you going to provide direction, or...?”

“Baby?”

“Yeah?”

“Trust your instincts.”

“Okay.”  He threw one last hesitant look to me for assurance.  I mean, it’s not like either of us had ever done this before.

“I’m into this,” I assured him.  “I’m wet.”  Not a lie.  “Show me what you got.”

He nodded once, turned away and reached for the shampoo.  I hit record.


Chapter Four

I had to wait till Bill left at two before I checked the footage.  We had both enjoyed that morning’s session, but I didn’t want to seem overeager or obsessed with this new passion.  After he was gone, however, I wasted no time in opening the file.  I pressed play and there was my husband, back turned, naked ass on full display.  Of course, I knew the video got a whole lot better than that.  I scrubbed through the footage, just to make sure it was all there.  I was surprised at the level of arousal I felt, given I had seen it all first hand just a few hours before.  Part of me wanted to sit and watch it through completely right now, but another part knew Carol would be getting off work soon.  And with my half of the transaction completed, it might be possible to get my hands on another video, maybe even with time to watch before Bill got home, provided I hurried.  So I called her.  She must have still been in class, because her voice mail picked up.  “The deed is done,” I said into my phone.  “Just wondering how and when we might make a trade.” 

Fortuitous timing continued because I had only fired up my laptop and started searching for the cord to plug my phone into it when she called me back.  “That was fast,” she laughed as soon as I answered.

“Don’t underestimate a woman on a mission,” I said back and she laughed again.

“You got everything?” she asked.

“Slow walked self-seduction, climax, with a few innovations thrown in.  So how do we swap?  Do we just e-mail?”

“That’s a little indiscreet.  I don’t think the school board monitors my e-mail, but I don’t want to chance it.  Plus, Pete knows my password.  Just a convenience thing.  I don’t think he’d monitor either, but there’s dumb and then there’s dumb.  If you transfer to a USB key and then maybe drive me home...?” 

“Wow, this deal just keeps getting better and better for you.”

“I think we both benefit.  I’ll make you a copy at my place, and then we both go our separate ways and enjoy.”  

Which is exactly how we did it.  When I left Carol’s, in my pocket was a one terabyte USB key that contained just two files.  One of those was a video I knew to be preposterously hot - my sexy husband masturbating under the warm spray of the shower - a video I had duplicated and left in the possession of my best friend.  The other was a video of my high school crush doing the same in my best friend’s bedroom.  I fairly sped home, only making rolling stops at every stop sign, accelerating to ensure yellow lights didn’t turn red before I could pass them.  My mind swirled with two intoxicating thoughts: I was about to watch Pete, and Carol, even now, was surely enjoying a very intimate view of my husband.  My hands were trembling enough that it took two attempts to unlock my front door without dropping the keys.  When I finally got inside, I made a beeline for my laptop.

But the timing gods were no longer with me.  My computer was still powering up when I heard Bill’s car pull into the driveway.  It wasn’t altogether unexpected.  His appointment today was always supposed to be quick.  Getting to and from Carol’s had just used up too much time.  When Bill walked in the front door, it was the first and only time I’d ever envied Carol for her husband’s absence. 

My clit was on fire as we went about preparing dinner.  More than once I felt the urge to make a move on Bill, get him to the couch, get him naked, and get him to quench this desire raging in me.  He probably would have welcomed it, but I kept flashing back to that look of surprise and even suspicion on his face when I’d sprung on him my unprecedented request that morning.  He might have welcomed the sex, but such a sudden spike in his wife’s libido?  That might have raised some questions.  So instead, while the vegetables boiled and he worked on slicing garlic, I slipped off to the bathroom and brought myself to what was, in fact, my fourth shuddering orgasm of the day.

It was hard for me to sleep that night.  I had to fight the urge to sneak off downstairs, plug in the USB key and finally get my look at Pete.  But Carol was right.  There was dumb and then there was dumb.

The next day, Tuesday, I knew Bill had appointments again.  Over breakfast I posed the question casually.  “So, you have to go to work today?”

He grunted an affirmative, but that really wasn’t going to be sufficient for my purposes. 

“What time?” I asked.

He answered around a mouthful of toast, “I’m showing a young couple a house at eleven.”

“And how long will that take?”

“Depends on their level of interest, how many questions they have.  If it’s an hour or more, that’s a good thing.  You don’t invest that kind of time if you’re not interested.”

“How long if they don’t like it?”

“Honey, I don’t know.  Depends how much they hate it.  Why?  You writing today?”

I did the odd journalistic piece for the local paper.  Occasionally, when I got really lucky, I got contacted for bigger work on national or semi-national magazines.  I did my best work when undisturbed, so it was as plausible an explanation as any.  “Planning to,” I told him. 

“I’ll swing by the office afterwards, buy you some extra time.  But if you’re writing when I get home I’ll be quiet, I promise.”

He had just pulled out of the driveway when I literally ran for my laptop.  I brought it to the living room, because unlike Carol, I did have a 4K TV.  And though my view of Pete had been delayed, at least now it would be in crystal clarity and on a huge screen.  Plus, the living room afforded an easy view of the driveway, so if Bill did come home unexpectedly, I would have warning.  I plugged in my laptop, jammed in the USB key and powered it all on.  Now all I needed was the 4K HDMI cable.  Which was...  where?  I looked in the oversized Tupperware container where we kept most of our unused or superfluous cables, but it wasn’t there.  I went to the front closet where we sometimes kept odds and ends, but before I’d really had a chance to start searching, my cell phone rang from back in the kitchen.  I jogged over there and answered more brusquely than I intended.  “Hello?”

It was Carol.  “Hello fellow voyeuress,” she purred into the phone.  “Can you talk?”

I was already making my way back to the closet.  “Yes.” 

“So...” Carol said.  “What did you think?”

“Of Pete?  I haven’t even had a chance to watch it yet!  Bill’s finally out of the house, so now is my moment, if I can find the stupid cable!”

“Oh!  Well...  I watched yours.”

That halted my frantic search.  I’d been more than a little aroused, fantasizing about Carol’s private viewing, but something about the hesitancy in her voice suddenly had me considering a possibility I hadn’t before.  What if she didn’t like it?  Even before I asked the question, I felt a defensiveness rising on Bill’s behalf.  “What did you think?”

“Honey,” she said.  “Let me put it this way.  I went to bed sore last night.”

I smiled, then laughed.

“Even with that,” she went on, “I gave it two more viewings this morning.” 

“So, you liked it!”

“I seriously can’t remember ever having been so turned on!  Your husband is...  sexy, to put it mildly.”

“Good.”  Relief flooded me and I got back to work searching the closet.

“I will say, I was a little surprised by your cameo, but - and don’t take this the wrong way or get weirded out by it - it definitely added something for me.”

“My cameo?”  The cable wasn’t here and I was running out of ideas for where to look.  I asked, “You could hear me breathing, couldn’t you?  I got pretty caught up in it.”  Was it still plugged into the television from the last time I’d used it?  I crossed in that direction.

“Um...  yeah, you did!  And watching Bill, I can’t blame you.  That was fucking hot.”

Ah!  Yes!  There it was, one end plugged into the back of the TV, the other snaked back into the mess of other cabling behind the entertainment center.  “Carol, I just found the cable!  Which means it’s time to check out Pete and maybe...  make myself a little sore.  So...  go away?  I’ll call you back later!”

She laughed, wished me happy trails and hung up.

I cast one quick glance out to the driveway, but even in a worst case scenario Bill wouldn’t be back yet.  I plugged in the cable, switched the inputs and saw my desktop pop into focus on the television.  A message had popped up, asking how I wanted to handle the USB drive.  I clicked “Open Files” and a new window appeared.  There were two files listed, neither named with anything suggestive.  I had to right click and switch to large icons just to be able to visually differentiate the two.  The thumbnail on the left was a shot of my shower, and yes, my husband’s nude body, back turned.  Once more, I was surprised at how turned on that sight made me.  We’d been married six years, and I had seen him naked countless times.  But I knew what my thumbnail husband got up to in that video.  And I knew that Carol had seen it all.  For a split second I even considered firing Bill’s video up first.  I knew I could get off hard watching that.  But then I remembered the tantalizing glimpse I’d had of Carol’s husband, long, hard cock in hand, and I switched my gaze to the other thumbnail, which at first glance was far less interesting, showing just a still frame of Carol and Pete’s bedroom.  I double clicked it, and as my video player loaded, settled back on the floor, back against the couch.  I was still dressed in my pajamas, and my nipples were already rock hard against the cotton.  My breath was coming in quick, staccato hitches.

The video started, startling in its vividness on our 4K TV.  It was handheld, I could tell right away, and Carol had tried to add some production value by starting with a slow pan over to the bedroom door.  Morning sunlight painted Venetian stripes on her bed, and the elm that grew in their front yard cast waving shadows on the floor.  The doorknob turned, and I drew in an anticipatory gasp.  It opened slowly - Carol liked her dramatics - and the camera tilted back down to the floor.  A single bare foot joined the elm leaf shadows.  What was it Rebecca had said about Carol?  That she should be writing porn blurbs? As the camera slowly tilted up, climbing one strong calf, inching up a surprisingly muscled thigh, it occurred to me that maybe Carol should be directing porn instead.  As the framing drew to waist level, my right hand moved to my chest, stroking my small breasts through my cotton PJs.  But, oh Carol, you were a clit tease, because the framing just circumvented the part of Pete’s body I most wanted to see.  I caught a brief glimpse of nicely trimmed pubic hair and then the camera was sliding back to center, up his stomach which, even behind a midling dust of black hair, showed discreet shadows of powerful abs.  Up, up over strong pectorals and broad, squared shoulders.  It was clear Pete must be spending his evenings on the road working out.  Come to think of it, Carol had mentioned once that his gym membership entitled him to use the facilities in any city, Nationwide.  The camera climbed to his face, and my lust intensified.  Because, yes, this was definitely Pete, the boy I had grown up fantasizing about, now certainly a man.  His cheekbones cast triangular shadows across his stubble covered jaw, and his green eyes glinted in the early morning sunlight.  He stepped toward camera, wiped frame, and Carol turned to follow him.  His back was roped with muscle.  He clearly didn’t neglect any part of his physique.  He walked toward the bedroom window, little more than a silhouette as the sunlight blew out the camera sensor.  The first glimpse I had of any part of his body he would normally not want me seeing was obscured by shadow.  Dapples of sunlight just picked up the upper curve of his well rounded buttocks.  Though it wasn’t the pristine shot I yearned for, it was enough, and by now my hands were fumbling open the buttons of my top, right hand stealing inside to caress and play directly with my breasts.

He turned from the window and for a brief moment, there it was, Pete’s penis, highlighted perfectly by window light.  Even in its unaroused state it was large.  Larger than Bill’s, larger than any man’s I’d ever dated.  It hung rope like over his scrotum, and the sunlight painted the pubic hair it nested in almost a ruddy gold.  Then he stepped out of frame and my breath let out suddenly.  I hadn’t realized I’d been holding it almost since the moment his face had first appeared on camera.

Carol turned the camera again, and away from the window the sensor picked up more detail.  His ass was glorious as he walked to a standing lamp near the corner.  He turned it on, and the shadows leapt away, except where his muscled form was grooved and valleyed.   There was another window on that side of the room, but the Venetian blinds were down.  The light they let in was, I’m sure, intentionally artistic.  His face was tiger striped as he lifted one slat to peer out.  Then, back to the camera, I saw him reach his right hand in front of him, down below his waist to touch himself.  I could no longer resist doing the same.  My left hand replaced my right at my tits, and my right dipped in below my waistband, sliding over pubic hair, down to my vagina which was insanely wet.  As my middle finger grazed my clit I let out a moan that surprised me with its lustfulness.  I’m not sure I’d ever heard myself make that sound before.

He dropped the window slat, apparently content with whatever it was he’d been checking for.  Leaning against the wall, he rotated his body to face the camera.  The moan I let out now was even louder.  My previous look at his genitals had been brief, half blown out by window light.  But Carol had thought this through.  The lamp was perfectly positioned to highlight anything a woman might want to see of Pete’s body.  His hand was gently toying with his penis, fingertips stroking lightly at shaft and scrotum alternately, occasionally touring up to wend with his pubic hair.  On our huge 4K television, I could almost believe I was in the room with him.  Even the proportions were right to paint a lifesized Pete standing ten feet away.

I stared, mesmerized, as his cock started to lengthen and grow.  My finger was sliding up and down the length of my slit, lubricating that which was already saturated.  I shrugged off my pajama top, irritated by its constraint.  My little tits were hard points as I pinched and rolled first one nipple, then the other.  Up and up his penis continued to lift, like a powerful construction crane.  As it reached its full length, more than seven inches, possibly eight, he caressed its length, fingers touching light like a painter’s brush.  I was breathing so hard I was starting to feel lightheaded.

Carol spoke for the first time, whispering what sounded like, “Take your hand away,” and I felt a moment of irritation, both because that was the last thing I wanted him to do, and because it reminded me that it wasn’t me in that room with him but her.  But, oh Carol, you were a craftsman, because as he followed her instruction she pushed in close with the camera.  She moved quickly enough that it tried twice to catch focus, but when it finally did, his erect and subtly twitching penis filled the screen.  This this was his most intimate body part, the part he showed no one but his wife, the part he had no idea I was now staring at, captured in impossible detail at 4K resolution, as I frantically strummed my clit. 

I had no idea what she had planned next, but I knew I wanted a few extra moments to appreciate this view, to soak in the details I never should have had access to.  I yanked my hand from my pajama bottoms, squirming forward on my knees to slap the space bar, pausing the video.  From that position, I crawled on hands and knees another two feet toward the screen, toward his cock.

It was a beautiful thing.  Its tremendous length curved gently back towards his abdomen. The head was swollen, already tinged purple.  A small glimmer of pre-cum shone at its tip.  Oh yes, he was excited.  The shaft was crossed with subtle veins, and at the base, his scrotum was drawn up tight. 

I took a moment to really cement what I was looking at.  I had grown up with this boy.  We had shared a classroom all through primary school.  We’d engaged in snowball fights, schoolyard races and games.  Even before I’d reached thirteen my crush had crystallized.  By high school, over school dances and editorial sessions on the school paper that we’d worked together through many late nights, my feelings had intensified, perhaps never reaching the honest point of love, though I would have thought so then, but definitely adoration.  As a kid just discovering my sexuality, Pete had been the subject of many masturbatory fantasies.  Even after Carol and he had started dating, fingering myself to thoughts of him, to thoughts of fucking him, had been a guilty pleasure I’d been unable to give up.  And while fantasies were all they would ever be, here he was, completely exposed, his most intimate details revealed to me, literally larger than life.  I reached out a trembling hand, running it down the television screen, the full length of his gorgeous penis, fingertips light, just like I’d seen him do.  If (when) I ever fantasized about fucking him again, I wouldn’t have to make up the details of what he looked like naked and aroused.  At this point, there were only two other people in the world who knew his penis as intimately as I did.

That trembling hand left the TV screen, returning to shoot back into my PJs, back to my pussy.  But I didn’t want to resume my seat at the base of the couch, didn’t want to retreat an inch from the frozen and perfect sight of his dick.  The angle made the reach inside my bottoms awkward so, grunting my irritation at a moment’s pause in my masturbation, I tugged and kicked them off, leaving me on my knees as naked as Pete.  My left hand returned instantly to play with my tits, and my right shot back between my legs, no longer content to merely play with my clit, but two fingers shoving deep inside my pussy, staring at Pete’s cock, imagining for the hundredth time in my life what it might feel like inside me.      

That’s when I heard the car door shut outside.  


Chapter Five

I rocked back on my heels and could see Bill walking across the flagstones that led to our front door.  My heart, already pounding, skipped a beat, then resumed pounding, now for a totally different reason.  The question of whether or not I had locked the front door, could count on those few precious extra seconds, flashed through my mind unanswered.  I snatched my pajama bottoms, planted myself on my ass, struggling unsuccessfully to tug them on.  I heard his key rattle in the lock.  So, yes, I had locked it, no, there was no time to get dressed, let alone get the computer unhooked from the TV.  Instead, I rolled forward on the balls of my feet, minimizing, then closing Pete’s masturbation video.  I double clicked Bill’s instead, and it popped up fullscreen, as my preferences had been set.  I scrubbed forward several minutes and pressed play just as the door opened behind me.

My husband walked in to find me crouched naked on the floor, tits like pointed bullets, full screen video of him stroking his penis beneath a shower spray playing out across the TV screen.  My face was flushed, and I was panting, both from recent overwhelming lust and terror at almost getting caught.  His own face registered total shock and he hesitated in the doorway, eyes flicking from me, to television, back again.

“Hi,” I managed to grunt.

As his full appreciation of what he was seeing sank in, he stepped into our home, shutting the door behind himself.  A cautious grin mounted his face as he stammered, “What were you doing?”  He put his briefcase down, stood there waiting for an answer.

I gestured to the TV, said, “Watching a really hot guy play with himself.”  Of course, that was unadorned truth.  It must also have been the right thing to say because his grin spread further and he stepped towards me, saying, “You were masturbating.”

Ludicrously, I answered, “Only because you were first.”

He crossed the rest of the distance between us, stood staring at the TV, at himself, his own naked form, penis in hand, not looking at the camera because I’d asked him to pretend I wasn’t there, his onscreen self lost instead in mounting lust.  It was both of our first times seeing it and unbelievably my first internal reaction was to compare my own camera work and lighting with Carol’s.  This video wasn’t as stylistic as hers, but it was raw.  And I knew it got a whole lot better even than what was onscreen now.  He said, “This really does it for you, huh?”

“Is that okay?” I asked, self-consciously.  Neither of us had ever been judgmental about sex or masturbation, but when your husband walks in to find you naked on the floor, obviously driving yourself towards orgasm while watching the video you’d sprung on him unexpectedly the day before, it was worth double checking that you were both still on the same wavelength .

“Yeah,” he laughed.  “I guess you didn’t expect me home just yet, did you?”

“No,” I admitted, chuckling nervously, standing from my crouch, settling instead to recline naked on the couch.  My pajamas were still strewn separately across the floor, evidence I’m sure he’d noticed of the haste with which I had disrobed.  He’d only been gone some twenty minutes, so it must have been apparent how soon after his departure I’d started my little solo adventure.

He sat beside me, leaned in, eyeing my rock hard nipples, sliding a hand down between my legs.  “Jesus, you’re wet.”

“Yes,” I responded.  My breath was beginning to pick up again, once more laced with lust.  I had been holding off on my orgasm since dinner the night before, tamping down my ardor until I could be alone.  The sight of Pete’s penis was still forefront in my mind, but now it was added to by the image playing out before me.  It was the first time I’d seen it on a big screen, and it may not have been as fancy as Carol’s work, but my God, Bill did look good on camera.  It occurred to me again that Carol had seen everything I was seeing now and more, that she had admitted to rubbing herself raw watching my husband masturbate, and sweet Jesus, if I wasn’t allowed to cum soon I was going to go insane.  I gripped his wrist, pushed his hand forcefully against my vagina.

He smiled again, slid off the couch and knelt before me, parting my knees.  He said, “You just watch,” and bent his face to my pussy.  His tongue ran the length of my slit, and as hot as I was, I almost came right there.

As he continued to lick me, tongue occasionally darting to flick directly across my clit, I stared at the screen, reviewing mentally everything Carol would have seen so far in the video.  It opened with that blatant shot of my husband’s naked ass as he washed his hair, back to camera, soap running teasingly down his back, buttocks and legs.  Eventually, I knew, he turned profile, still scrubbing his body, still playing as if he were alone, giving any viewer a look at everyday Bill, in a moment he would presume total privacy.  I knew this was the first look Carol would have gotten at Bill’s penis, side on, just like the initial view I’d gotten of Pete’s.  But here she would have been gifted a longer view of Bill in his unaroused state, while he ran a bar of soap across his torso, over and around his legs, culminating in his pubic region. Next, I remembered, he turned first to the spray, rinsing his body, then full frontal towards camera.  Her next protracted view of his genitals would have come then, unobstructed by leg or side, as he lathered soap into his hands, then commenced washing his privates.  I hadn’t zoomed in for the initial rise, the way Carol had, but that’s when she would have seen Bill’s cock becoming aroused, swelling, twitching, rising, just as I had seen Pete’s.  One hand slipping and sliding up and down his soapy dick.  Which brings us up to date with what I was seeing on the screen now, the real Bill down on his knees, inching me towards orgasm with his tongue. 

As Carol had obliquely pointed out, Bill was no calendar pinup fireman, but it occurred to me again how handsome he was, and how lucky I was to have a husband who, while not at Pete’s level of near military fitness, still kept it tight, stomach trim.  I can’t deny my mind was a kaleidoscope of interrelated images - Pete’s glorious penis, tall and veined, Carol home alone, fucking herself while staring at the same thing I was staring at.  But the screen won out, and as my first orgasm hit, hit hard, knocking me back against the sofa, pulling what sounded almost like an Amazonian yell from me, it was the simple, filthy image of my husband, raging hardon in hand that got me there.  We’d never talked about it, but it crossed my mind to wonder how many times the scenario I was witnessing had played out, me unknowing, just in the next room.  The thought only intensified my lust.

He looked up from my lap and grinned at me, and my first instinct was to grip his head, push him back down between my legs.  I definitely wasn’t done yet.  But he resisted, stood up, already undoing his belt.  He said, “Get back down on your knees like when I found you.”

I didn’t need further prompting, but dropped to the floor, head lifting so I could keep watching the action on screen, back arched, legs spread. He took a few moments longer to strip down than I’d expected, and by the time I felt his hard cock brushing against the inside of my thighs, I’d already unconsciously returned my hand to my clit. He tapped it aside and then, even though I was already more lubricated than I needed to be, took his time gently pushing his cock up inside me.  I growled as I felt it slide in.

On screen, Bill had by now rinsed the soap away.  His hardon still jutted from his wet mat of pubic hair as he turned off the shower and stepped from the tub, still dripping.  I remember at the time being confused by what he was doing, but if Carol was a natural porn director, he may have been a natural performer.  He had noticed me shift several times, trying to get a new angle, being frustrated by the confines of the bathroom.  You couldn’t tell on screen, but as he stepped towards the mirror, he gently directed me with his hand to take his former place.  On screen it looked like a well choreographed piece of camera work.  From my new vantage, I had a beautiful shot of his ass, and in the same shot, could see his face, torso and penis in the mirror.  The cool outside air had kept it steam free.

In the present time, in our living room, Bill was by now thrusting himself in and out of me from behind, watching over my head.  The Bill on screen watched himself masturbate in the mirror.  The Bill in the real world, myself and, for all I knew, Carol, at this very moment, soaked in a perfectly framed shot that revealed every intimate part of Bill’s body simultaneously.  With the shower no longer running, as I had surmised over the phone to Carol, you could hear my own hasty, irregular breathing behind the camera.

As the onscreen Bill built towards orgasm, jerking his cock faster, I had taken my one shaky stab at an action close up, zooming in on his reflected penis, hoping for the money shot.  But the camerawork was rough, because by this point I’d been masturbating too, jeans and panties shoved down around my knees.  Still, I wondered if Carol had tried the same trick I had, pausing the video, advancing frame by frame, looking for that one perfect image where the shot stabilized and she could examine every fine detail of his male anatomy.

Bill was fucking me harder, and I could feel another soul slamming cum building inside me.  On screen, I’d given up on the fancy film work and had returned the camera to its normal zoom level.  And that’s when the real me, getting fucked on the floor of my living room, saw it.  That’s when real world Bill saw it too, because I heard him gasp behind me.  When I’d zoomed in, I must have shifted my position about a foot to the left, because, while I hadn’t noticed it when I’d scrubbed through the video earlier on my phone, I now knew what Carol had meant by my cameo.  The onscreen image was still a perfectly framed shot of Bill, front and back.  But at frame right, I was now visible in the mirror too, left hand holding the camera, right buried knuckle deep up inside my pussy.

Onscreen, Bill exploded, ass clenching, pelvis thrusting forward.  He let out a grunt as his cum spattered the mirror repeatedly. There, in the video, standing in the tub, I also came at the sight, eyes clenching, buckling forward at the waist, mouth dropped open, trying my best to stifle any sound that Carol might later pick up on and guess my activity.

In the real world, watching me meet my masturbatory orgasm on screen, Bill came again, tightly gripping my waist, pulling me hard against him, burying himself as deeply as possible, shooting his cum up inside me.  That sensation, coupled with his onscreen climax and mixed in as well with the sudden scary and surprisingly arousing realization that my best friend now possessed a video where, at will, she could watch both my husband and myself fuck ourselves to orgasm, brought me over the edge again. I came hard, collapsing onto my forearms, face touching the floor.  As I recovered my wits and felt Bill very gently withdrawing from inside me, I realized I was drooling.

I sat back on my haunches, looking back to the screen.  Post orgasm, I had gotten a better close up.  If Carol wanted Bill’s intimate details, here’s where she could get them.  His reflected penis now filled the screen, semen still leaking from the head, running over the knuckles of his right hand, still wrapped around the shaft.  As I watched, he withdrew even that, and yes, she would have a very intimate view of my husband’s completely unobstructed privates, twitching post-climax, sperm rolling down one side. 

Bill settled back on the floor, back resting against the couch, the same way mine had when I’d sat down to get off to Pete.  That sent a jolt of panic through me, as my Bill video was rolling to an end, and I had no idea if the autoplay would immediately bring Pete back up on screen.  I reached out hastily and paused the video.  Then, just because I had no idea if Bill might take it upon himself to restart it, and in the process inadvertently reveal the presence of the second video, I thumbed down the power button and held it till the computer clicked off.

“That’s not good for your computer,” he said, but his voice was mellow and satisfied, and I was grateful he didn’t ask me why I’d done it.

I smiled at him, crawled naked to his side and collapsed against him.  He was still wearing his dress shirt as well as his socks.  His pants and underwear had been scattered as gracelessly as my pajamas, and his spent cock, still glistening with my juices, lay shrinking against his left leg.  I toyed with it.

“That was fun,” I told him, and he agreed. 

We chatted briefly about his home showing, or his lack thereof - the potential buyers had rescheduled.  He apologized for forgetting his promise to swing by the office to buy me more writing time, though he plainly knew now that that is not what I’d spent my alone time doing.  

He went to the kitchen to make lunch, and as I sat a moment longer on the floor, I reflected on the fact that I’d had six orgasms in the span of roughly twenty four hours.  An unusual occurrence for me, to put it mildly.  How was it, then, that I was still horny?

I just got fucked by my husband while watching him masturbate, I thought.  My best friend has confessed to getting herself off repeatedly to the sight of my husband masturbating and, I now know, to the sight of me wantonly bringing myself to climax, as well.  On top of that, I had several protracted minutes alone with the sight of Pete’s hard penis, in 4K and close up, no less. 

“But I haven’t finished watching his video,” I muttered quietly to myself.  That would have to change.  Soon, unless I wanted another near sleepless night.


Chapter Six

But another sleepless night is what I got.  Bill was home for the rest of the day, and when he told me the next day that he’d be working from home as well, I knew I couldn’t make it through til dawn again without at least finding out how Pete’s video ended.  I thought about bringing the laptop into the bathroom, but that wasn’t something I’d normally do, and if Bill noticed, there’d be questions.  I thought about dragging the laptop out of the house, finding another secluded place to park, maybe down by the water again, or some abandoned parking lot, but I knew the very act of viewing would prevent me from being as subtle as I’d been when I’d publicly brought myself off two days before.  Even if I waited til nightfall, the computer would light up the interior of my car, broadcasting my activity to anyone nearby.  Besides, it presented the same problem as the bathroom:  how would I explain to Bill why I was taking the laptop out the house?  In warmer weather, maybe I could have told him I was heading to the park to write, but the leaves were still off the trees, and this whole scenario was not something I really wanted to entice him to scrutinize.

I called Carol midday but got no answer, and assumed she was teaching.  I tried to do some actual writing while I waited for her to get home, but concentration was out of the question, so I aimlessly thumbed through television channels and tried to keep my mind off what I really wanted to do.   When I called again around 3:30, she picked up.  “Are you at home?” I asked, and when she confirmed it I told her I was coming over.  I then asked Bill if he wanted wine with dinner, knowing we were out.  I offered to run out and pick some up, told him I’d be back in a little while.  I put the USB key in my pocket and drove to Carol’s.

She answered the door with a welcoming smile, though I’d not told her why I was coming, and I could see the question in her eyes.  “I have your husband in my pocket,” I said, drawing the data key out and showing her.

She gave me a perplexed grin, said, “I have yours in my bedroom.”

I was still standing on her porch, and though I knew we weren’t talking loudly enough for neighbors to overhear, I stepped past her, into her foyer, before saying, “Yeah, but you’ve had the chance to see mine.  Several times, apparently.”

She shut the door, guessed, “Bill’s still at home?”

“With no signs of leaving,” I confirmed.

“And you want me to...?”

“Um...”  I showed her the USB key again, nodded to the hall that led to her bedroom.

Her eyebrows raised.  “You want your moment here.”

I nodded.

Apparently feeling the need to clarify, she went on, “You, watching my husband, in my bedroom.”

“Is that weird?” I asked, knowing the answer.

Her face was wary, but she chuckled.  “Honey, what about what we’ve been doing isn’t weird?”

“That’s an okay, then?  I’m sorry, this is embarrassing, but I’ve been pretty fucking insatiable since you first showed me what you had on your phone.  I feel like I need to get this over with, just see what I’m still mostly imagining, so I can bring myself back to some sort of equilibrium.”

She nodded uncomfortably, though she’d already confessed to me her own excessive experience with my video, so I figured she understood.  She asked, “Are you going to...?”

She didn’t need to finish.  I shrugged, nodded.  “I mean, probably.”

“And do I just hang out in my living room, maybe turn the TV up loud?”

“Actually,” I said, fishing my car keys from my pocket.  “I was hoping you could run out to the liquor store, pick me up a couple bottles of wine?”

Now her face showed definite consternation, though it was mixed with a grin.  Confused, but maybe cautious.  “You want me to grab you some candles, too?  Set a mood?”

“No,” I  corrected her.  “I told Bill I’d grab wine!  I don’t want to be gone too long, and by the time you get back, I’m sure I’ll be done, and we can never speak of this bizarre impingement on the boundaries of our friendship again.”

That, at least, made her laugh, shaking her head, but she took the keys and reopened the door.  “You know where the computer is.  It’s not password protected.”  She stepped halfway out, looked back over her shoulder and said wryly, “Don’t touch the rest of my shit.”  Which is how I knew we were okay.

The door closed and I wasted no time in heading for the bedroom.  Her desktop was already on, just in sleep mode, and hitting the space bar whirred fans into action, monitor lighting up.  I reached for my USB key, but her video player was already active, paused on one of the late frames of Bill’s video, the close up of his semen adorned penis.  Pete would be out of town for days, so of course Carol hadn’t bothered trying to hide her recent obsession.  I wondered if, since pulling out of the driveway, this fact had recurred to her, and if she was embarrassed.  But then, why would she be?  She knew what I was here to do.  Weird didn’t begin to describe our week.

I clicked on the recently viewed tab of her media player.  There were several benign videos of pets, probably culled from Youtube or Facebook, but there was one other with a filename that seemed familiar, and double clicking it brought up the view of Carol’s bedroom.  I was tired of wasting time, so although I still appreciated Carol’s artistry, I fast forwarded to the good stuff, to the part by the window where Pete’s penis first came into view.  Not knowing how long Carol would be gone, and definitely not wanting to be interrupted this time, I undid and yanked down my jeans, then peeled my panties to join them at my ankles.  I sat, bare assed, in her leather computer chair, hand already dipping between my legs.

On screen, Pete moved from the blown out window to the other, by the lamp.  His ass looked great as he stood, back to camera, but it suddenly occurred to me that I was sitting in the very room where this action had gone down.  I glanced back over one shoulder, saw the window and lamp in question, looked quickly over the other, to the first window, blinds now smartly down, unsurprising considering what Carol had been spending her time doing here.  I felt a sudden naughty thrill to realize I was masturbating in the room Pete and his magnificent cock, now turning to camera, had recently occupied.  Hell, I was masturbating in the chair Carol had surely used for the same purpose, recently, one might guess, based on the evidence of the paused video.  As my gaze toured the room, my breath caught to spy twin sex toys lined up on the bedside table, one a large pink vibrator, the other a thin steel wand with what looked like a ball bearing head, probably meant for clitoral stimulation.  Or maybe anal.  I didn’t own any such toys and wasn’t sure.  In my hyper aroused state it did cross my mind briefly to test one or both of them out, but that would definitely be crossing a line.  And what was I doing lusting after Carol’s sex toys, when on screen the camera had by now zoomed in on Pete’s very erect package?  This was as far as I’d gotten in my previous viewing.  This was the image that had filled up my brain to the point where logical thought had been forced to take a backseat to primal desire.  I refocused on the monitor, my fingers picking up speed, dancing across my clitoris.

Carol lingered on that angle for fifteen seconds or so, before I heard her whisper, “Okay.”  Then Pete’s hand stole back into frame, trailing slowly across his upper thigh, fingertips grazing his balls before tickling sensuously up his shaft.  Carol stepped back as he took himself in hand, reframing him from knees to head, and though part of me yearned to rewind to the close up of his most private part, bring myself to orgasm with that sight before me, I knew I had to watch this through to the end.  Besides, there was something so much more erotic about having his face on screen, too, where all doubts as to who I was watching could be abolished. 

He stroked himself slowly, languorously, eyes never meeting the camera, and I wondered if Carol had given him similar instructions to those I’d given Bill.  He leaned back against the wall, pelvis, penis, stroking hand thrust forward, spotlit almost literally under the lamp.  This looked like the image Carol had first shown me in my car.  A good choice if her aim had been to entice me into the very secret agreement we now enjoyed.  He looked so lost in the moment, so wantonly sexual.  I groaned, that same lustful sound I had made the day before, and pushed one finger up inside myself.

He abandoned his self ministrations, standing straight again, untouched cock a hard lance in front of him.  He stepped instead to the bedside, climbing atop and reclining on his back as Carol brought the camera around to the opposite side.  The camera lost him for a moment, while it tilted down and Carol found her footing on a small step ladder that she had clearly placed in anticipation of getting this angle.  She had known what she wanted from the outset, apparently.  When the camera tilted up again, bringing Pete back into view, it was from an almost overhead angle.  His muscular legs were spread wide as his hand returned to his penis. 

Once again I felt a hyper awareness of my location and I turned to look back at the bed.  The sheets had been changed, were green linen now instead of what appeared to be red satin on screen, but that’s where it had happened.  His naked ass had rested right there, four feet behind me, and before I knew what I was doing I had stood from the chair, rolling it heedlessly aside as I used my foot to peel my jeans and panties first from one leg, then the other.  I climbed atop the bed, laying back to approximate his onscreen position.  Would I be able to see everything from here?  I leapt from the bed, swiveling the monitor to make sure I’d have the best possible viewing angle, then laid back again, head on pillow.  And, oh God, yes, I could see everything, maybe not as clearly as on my 4K TV, but I would have many other opportunities to enjoy it there.  I would likely not get another chance to make myself cum, here in the very bed where Pete had done.  My right hand returned to my pussy, and my left stole up beneath my shirt, shoving my bra upwards to access my neglected tits.  I flicked at clit and nipples alike while, onscreen, Pete was jerking himself with increased fervor. 

I was building towards the climax I had been anticipating since yesterday, but I wanted to hold out, wanted to cum when Pete came.  I forced my hand away from my vagina, and then, realizing I had progressed to a point where any stimulation was going to push me over the edge, drew my left hand back to my stomach.  I tried to hold still, just watch while my childhood crush jerked himself off in front of me.  But things were progressing for him too, the slow walked part of this video was over, the self seduction was done, and as his hips lifted from the bed I now occupied I knew that the moment had come for both of us.  Both of my hands snatched back into position, two fingers digging deep into my cunt.  My hips lifted to match his and then, wishing I had still another hand, I abandoned my breasts and shoved my left hand forcefully down to my clit. 

On screen, Pete cried out, back arching as streams of cum erupted from his cock, forcefully enough to strike his neck and the underside of his chin.  That did it.  My orgasm struck me hard, and I was no longer trying to mirror his actions, no longer even watching, in truth.  My eyes had clamped shut and I heard myself cry out shamelessly.  My hips bucked on the bed, toes splayed, legs clenching so fiercely I heard both knees pop.  The orgasm rolled on, taking its time, pussy spasming about my still inserted fingers. 

By the time I’d regained some sense of self, eyes opening to mere slits, Pete was starting to sit up.  His stomach and chest were splattered with his semen.  He crawled from the bed and the screen went black. 

I allowed my hands to retract from my crotch, resting both on my stomach and trying to catch my breath.  Is this what it had been like for Carol, watching my husband bring himself to orgasm?  I glanced again at her sex toys, so close at hand, and wondered too if she had been enjoying both videos from the comfort of her bed.  I propped myself up on one elbow, shimmying to the side, closer to the toys, feeling lewdly curious.  These were the tools she had used to make herself cum while she had watched Bill at play.  Hell, she may well have used these while watching me.  What had her exact words been?  That my cameo had added something for her?  She’d said she didn’t want to weird me out and it hadn’t.  The knowledge struck me as sexy.   

I picked up the pink vibrator for closer inspection.  I wasn’t going to use it but there were still sexual butterflies swirling in my stomach as I examined the device, and I tried to figure out why.  I finally realized that it was the secret of it all.  This was a private part of Carol’s sex life, something she had never intended to share with me.  For the rest of my life, I would have this clandestine knowledge that had previously been shared, at most, with Pete.  There was a bizarrely ardent power in that, nowhere near as strong as that derived from the secrets I now knew and possessed about Pete, but power all the same.  I surprised myself by bringing the vibrator beneath my nose and inhaling, but it smelled only faintly of soap.

When Carol returned she found me waiting, fully dressed, on her living room couch.  I had changed the sheets on her bed and knew she would figure out why.  But then, she possessed much more secret knowledge about me than that, so what of it?

As I was preparing to go, I asked her, “What do you think about Friday night?  The others?  Do we tell them?”

“I’ve been mulling the same thing,” she said.  “There’s a risk.  A huge risk.  I don’t think they’d tell anyone, but do you think they’d understand?  I mean, we’ve always been open about everything else.  But this is…  pretty different.”

“I think Rebecca would get it.  Remember how she asked if Pete finished in the video?  I think she was turned on by the notion.  And Cindy…  I don’t think she’s as reserved as she lets on.  To hear her talk, I’d guess that Steven’s the reserved one.  It’s plain she’d like to find more ways to spice up her sex life.”

“But this isn’t just us filming our husbands,” Carol countered.  “This is us sharing those videos.  I mean, very plainly, we’ve both found that hot, but you don’t have to stray far to find an argument that what we’re doing is… wrong.”

“Yeah,” I agreed.

“Of course,” she went on, hesitantly, “if they did find it hot...  perhaps they could be enticed to join in.”

It was a notion that hadn’t even occured to me.  True, Pete was of historical importance to me, and seeing him naked and hard was a literal dream come true, but as I’d only been turning over in my head a short while before, it was really the secret of what we were doing, the very wrongness of it that lit up my loins, and revved up my sex drive to levels it hadn’t achieved since my teenage years.  If then.  This sudden prospect of expanding our secret library with filthy videos of our friends’ husbands picked up the pace of my breath again.

The bottles of wine were waiting in the car for me when I left.  Before entering my home, I took the time to check myself out in the car mirrors, make sure there was nothing glaringly obvious to scream to Bill that I’d just enjoyed a near blackout level orgasm.  My hair was a little mussed, but that could have been the wind.  We enjoyed dinner, watched some television, and finished the evening with another living room fuck because my lust was by now just constant background noise.  He didn’t know it, but Bill was already benefitting from this secret arrangement, too. 


Chapter Seven

Cindy was already waiting at the table in the restaurant when Carol and I arrived on Friday, looking bored as she perused a menu she’d surely memorized by now.  She smiled at our approach, pretty red hair not plaited this time, but left to cascade about her neck and shoulders. 

Rebecca arrived soon afterwards, escorted by her husband as she sometimes was.  He never joined us for dinner when he did bring her, never suggested it, which we were all thankful for, not because he was a bad guy, just the opposite, but because Friday night had been set aside as just for us girls.  It was sacred in that way. 

We did usually drink, though, so we seldom drove ourselves.  Most nights Carol and I took separate cabs, though our arrivals were often staggered, as there weren’t many of them in town.  Tonight we’d come together, Bill dropping me off at her place early.  It gave us an extra chance to confer and solidify our approach to tonight’s conversation. 

Conner had driven Rebecca to the restaurant, only popping in to say his hellos.  He was two years older than her, a definitive quinquagenarian, and as they approached the table it occurred to me not just how fortunate Carol and I were to have such good looking husbands, but how lucky our group was as a whole, because Conner could honorably wear the title of “silver fox”.  He carried a little more weight than Bill, but not as much as most men his age.  His blue eyes showed good will and intelligence behind black framed glasses, and his hair was the argent color of white gold.  He took the time to shake our hands, an old school affectation I found charming.  His voice held the authority of a news anchor, a job that seemed more suited to his looks and demeanor than the teaching job that had brought him to town six years prior.  In fact, that’s how Carol had first met Rebecca, when the latter attended a school conference with her husband.

After he was gone we ordered dinner and Rebecca asked Carol if Pete was back in town yet.  When she answered that no, he wouldn’t be back for eleven days, two Tuesdays from now, Rebecca preempted our plan by throwing Carol a sly grin and a wink and saying, “Oh, no?  Seen any good movies lately, then?”

For a moment I was taken aback, believing it a reference to the secret Carol and I shared, but then I remembered that Rebecca was very aware of the video Carol had shot of Pete, and I took it as a good sign.  It meant it was still on her mind.  Maybe it would make her an easier sale.

We had planned a more circuitous route to this dialogue, but in response to Rebecca’s question Carol blurted, “I know Stacey has.”

Rebecca threw a questioning gaze in my direction, and Cindy perked up, too.  “Do tell,” Rebecca said.

I stammered for a moment, blushed, looked down at the table.  “Well,” I began, and had to clear my throat twice before I could continue.  “I, um...  I was intrigued with Carol and Pete’s arrangement.  You know?”

“Oh, I know,” Rebecca confirmed.  “I was intrigued, too.”

Our plan had been to soft step to the details, start out with a confession that I now had footage of Bill, too, not taking it further until we’d ascertained the reaction, but now that the moment was here, far quicker than I’d anticipated, I was apprehensive about how even that information would be received.  We had discussed our sex lives candidly every week, but in truth, there were personal areas we did sometimes keep from one another.  I mean, Carol had never even brought up her sex toys before.  But Rebecca had said she’d been intrigued with Carol’s private Pete video, so that left only Cindy, and I looked to her before continuing.  She nodded, shrugged, mumbled, “Me too.”  Another good sign, I thought.  So I dove in with, “I got Bill to make a similar video for me.”

Cindy’s eyes widened, and she shook her head in disbelief.  But it was a smile at her lips, an envious smile perhaps, because she stuttered out, “How do you keep convincing your husbands to do this?”

Good.  No judgments, no remonstrations.  Intrigued still.

But Rebecca surprised us next with,  “I have videos of Conner.”

“What?” Carol barked out, and then glanced about the restaurant, realizing how loudly she’d reacted.  I understood her feeling completely.  We’d taken the time to construct a dialogue path to get where we wanted to go, and twice Rebecca had derailed that plan with her own surprise shortcut.

Cindy picked up on something I’d missed.  “Videos?  Plural?”

“Yeah,” Rebecca confirmed.

“Of Conner?  Like Pete’s?”

“I don’t think quite the same, from what Carol said.  But we’ve been making them for a while.  Of a game we sometimes play.”

“What sort of game?” Carol asked.

“Well, it ain’t Scrabble, I can tell you that much.”

Further details had to wait as the waitress came back to the table with our appetizers.  But nobody so much as touched their food.  All eyes were on Rebecca and I was pleased that it was Cindy who prompted her after the waitress was gone.  Her voice was laced with excitement.  “Tell me about the game you film with Conner!  Then I want to hear about Bill!”

“I mean, it’s a sex game,” Rebecca said, looking anywhere but at the rest of us, and I recognized the caution she was exhibiting, as it mirrored my own just minutes before.  It could be scary coming this clean with friends. “Without going into too much detail-”

“Go into detail,” Cindy insisted.

But Rebecca reiterated, “Without going into too much detail, I think I can hazard that most of them end somewhat similarly to Pete’s.  I wouldn’t know, of course, since I’ve not seen that one.”  She threw a pointed look at Carol.

I couldn’t believe it.  We had been so apprehensive about this conversation, but here Rebecca was all but asking to see Carol’s video, and there was no hiding how into it all Cindy seemed. 

Carol must have come to the same conclusion, because once again she abandoned the plan by stating boldly, “Stacey has.”

Heads swivelled.

“Yeah,” I confessed.  I toyed with a jumbo shrimp on my plate.  “It’s...  good.”

“Let the rest of us see!” Cindy insisted. 

And there it was.  All aboard.

“Bill’s is good, too,” Carol stated. 

The table hushed as the full implications of that settled.  Cindy’s jaw hung opened, face full of shocked delight. 

But it was Rebecca who broke the silence.  “So, you two have a little quid pro quo going.  An I’ll show you mine if you show me yours sort of deal.”

Carol shrugged, her grin smug.  She knew she had them. 

Rebecca stared her down.  She crossed her arms, leaned back in her chair.  Finally, cautiously, she prompted, “If I show you mine…”

“Yep,” Carol confirmed.

Rebecca looked to me.  My pulse had picked up.  I nodded.

“This isn’t fair,” Cindy said.  “I haven’t got one to show!”

“Neither did I,” I reminded her.  I was more than thrilled at the prospect of seeing Conner play his game with Rebecca, but I was hooked on this now.  Steven was a year younger than Cindy, at just nineteen, and was cute in the boyish features he retained .  They’d been married less than a year, had only moved to town for the factory jobs they both enjoyed.  He would make a hell of a bonus prize.

Cindy whispered, “Yeah, but he won’t let me film him!  There’s no way!  He won’t even have sex with the lights on!”

“I’m sure we can figure something out,” Carol said, but Cindy still looked dubious.

“To be clear,” Rebecca said, voice dropping to conspiratorial levels,  “how…  explicit are the videos you two have shared?  Because-”

But Carol cut her off.  “Maximum explicitness.  You don’t have to worry.  Whatever you share, I’m sure it’s been matched.  And this is a no judgment arrangement, so...  just give us your best so we can all enjoy.”

“How do we...?” Rebecca asked.

“Stacey and I have traded on a USB memory stick,” Carol answered.  “Would that work for what you have?”

“Our stuff’s not analog!” Rebecca laughed.  “How old you think I am?  When could we trade?”

“Tonight, if you want,” Carol responded and Cindy mumbled about the unfairness of it all again.

“I don’t have anything on me, of course, but Conner’s out for the evening, too.  I could dash home, pick out one of my favorites, get it back to you.  Fair warning - I’m in each video.  Is that a problem?”

“Stacey’s in hers,” Carol answered, shrugging.

I blushed and stammered out, “Accidentally!”

Rebecca took it in stride.  “I stay fully clothed, usually-”

“But not Conner, right?” Cindy asked and Rebecca laughed again.

“No, not Conner.”  She considered for a moment, finally said, “You know, I’m not feeling quite as hungry as I was.  Shall I just head home, meet you at your place, Carol, in an hour?”

“Why don’t we all meet there?” I suggested.  If we wanted to rope Cindy in, it sounded like there might still be some prompting required.

Rebecca left, and the rest of us finished our appetizers and got our meals boxed up before calling a cab. 


Chapter Eight

We cracked open our takeout, sitting around Carol’s dining room table.  We ate while we waited, and Carol opened a bottle of wine.  Cindy was always a quick drunk, again something that surprised me as my own tolerance had been so much higher in my youth.  Her face was flushed in perfect pairing with her hair after only a glass and a half.  That’s when Carol asked, “What makes you so sure Steven won’t let you film him?”

Cindy frowned.  “He has hangups about his size.”

“Is he that small?” I asked, and she responded forcefully.

“No!  That’s the fucked up thing!  He’s not!  He’s average!  I know because we measured!  I got tired of hearing him complain about it, so we went on the internet, looked up average sizes and checked.  I mean, he came out at the bottom end of average, but average is average!”  She sounded passionate, and I was reminded that her weekly complaint seldom varied.  She was interested in trying new things - or even trying same old things - but more often than not he held back.  Maybe this was why.  “Besides, it always gets the job done for me!  Like, without fail!  Shouldn’t that be what’s important?”

“Why doesn’t he believe it after you looked it up?” I asked. 

She waved me off.  “Oh, you know men.  Everything’s a competition.  Average isn’t good enough.”

“And are things still slow on the home front?” Carol asked.

“Slower than ever,” Cindy agreed, and I shook my head.  Cindy was gorgeous, not just by virtue of youth, but because she had won the genetic lottery.  She could have modeled if she wasn’t stuck in this small town.  I doubted there was another nineteen year old boy alive who would say no to her.  She went on, “I’ve been solving my own problems a lot lately, if you know what I mean.”

“What about him?  Is he doing the same? ”

“He says no.”

“Bullshit,” Carol laughed.  “There’s no such thing as a nineteen year old who doesn’t, especially a guy!”

“I don’t know.  Between us...”  She considered something for several moments, finally said, “Never mind.”

“Go on,” I prompted her.  “I think we’ve broken the seal on a few truths tonight.”

Her eyes were down as she confessed, “I’ve tried to catch him in the act before.  You know, to see if maybe that was why he was so often not in the mood.  Twice from outside our bedroom window and a few times walking into the bathroom without knocking.   But…  nothing.”   

“Your experiment just needs a bigger sample size,” Carol insisted.

“You think?  To tell the truth, I kind of hope you’re right.  I mean, when I started trying to find out, it was, like I said, for...  I don’t know, scientific reasons.  Like, I just wanted the info.  But the more often I’ve tried, it’s grown into something like an obsession.  Like, I want to catch him.”

“It turns you on,” I suggested.

Her blush deepened, but she grinned.  “Yeah.  Frankly, I’d love it if we got our own action on a little more often, but if he’s doing that?  Um...  I would really, really love to watch.”

“Boy, did you pick the right group of friends,” Carol mused.

But we couldn’t explore that further because we heard Rebecca’s cab pulling into the driveway.

Rebecca had brought her file on an SD card, which she presented right there in the foyer, while she was kicking off her shoes.  When Carol told her that her dinner was in the fridge, she smiled and shrugged it off, saying, “I’ll take it with me.  I’m pretty sure my evening plans have changed.”

I smirked, remembering my own eagerness for some alone time with Carol’s personal porn.  Of course, Rebecca had two videos to look forward to when she got home.

“Let me transfer some files right now,” Carol said, taking the card, “but I’ll have to send you home with a USB stick, because I don’t think Pete’s video will fit on here.  It’s 4K, remember.”

“Whatever gets it done,” Rebecca answered.  She stepped fully into the home, but she didn’t even bother removing her coat.  She meant to get back on the road as soon as she could.

Carol disappeared, and I offered Rebecca a glass of wine.  The transfers would take a while, I knew.  We struck up some small talk while we waited, but Rebecca was distracted.  When Carol called from the bedroom that it was almost done, Rebecca dialed the cab.  It was waiting outside, and she already had her shoes back on, by the time Carol returned with the USB stick.

“Good to go,” Carol said, and then the same thing she’d said to me a few days prior, “Happy trails.”

“What do I get to take home?” Cindy asked as Rebecca picked up her bagged dinner.

Carol responded, “Come on, now, you know the rules.”

But Rebecca took pity.  Or maybe she was just shrewd like the rest of us, and knew Cindy would need the carrot over the stick.  Maybe she wanted to ensure her library got expanded, too.  “After I’m gone, Cindy’s welcome to watch through my contribution.  Once.  Here.  I mean, you all are, of course.  Just bear in mind, both the game and filming it were Conner’s idea.”

Cindy beamed, took an unconscious step toward the bedroom, where she knew the computer resided.  She’d continued drinking while the files had transferred and her inhibitions were definitely at low ebb.  She had also confessed to her heretofore secret voyeuristic tendencies, and there was a freedom in sharing that with friends who wouldn’t judge.  She felt no compunction to hide her eagerness to see Conner nude, enjoying whatever sex game he played with his wife.

“But it’s an IOU, Cindy,” Rebecca said with a wink, and Cindy nodded back.  Rebecca then looked to the rest of us, pointed a finger and restated Carol’s words from earlier.  “No judgment arrangement.”   It made me all the more eager to see what she had brought.

She headed out the door and Cindy turned on her heel and headed for the bedroom, dwindling wine glass still in hand.  We followed. 

I glanced quickly about the bedroom, remembering the last time I’d been in here.  The blinds were still down, as I am sure they would remain at least until Pete’s return.  The bedsheets were still the ones I’d put in place.  Carol’s toys were nowhere to be seen, but then she’d been in the bedroom long enough to get them out of sight.

“Fire it up,” Cindy commanded.

Carol inched her computer chair to the side, angling it slightly.  “For your inaugural viewing, the seat of honor,” she told Cindy.  Of course, it was all of our inaugural viewing of Conner, but I knew what she meant, and I was in favor of anything that might get Cindy on board. 

Cindy placed her near empty wine glass on the desk, threw herself into the chair.  Her excited grin was unwavering.

I took a seat on the bed behind her while Carol killed the lights, then returned to work the mouse.  My breath had grown irregular again at the prospect of what we were about to witness.  In truth, I would have preferred a private viewing, for obvious reasons, but there was a giddiness to sharing this with two of my closest friends.  The wine didn’t hurt that either.

Carol double clicked, then joined me on the bed’s edge while the media player popped up.

The screen was dark at first, but there was the sudden hiss of room tone and then a fade from black.  What came into focus must have been Rebecca’s living room because it was tastefully furnished with a plush, red divan and matching chair, and was well lit by midday sunlight.  Tastefully furnished except for the half-dressed man suspended from the ceiling.  His wrists were bound above his head in chains that disappeared up, out of frame.  He wore a white, collared shirt, buttoned to just below the neck, and black boxer briefs that barely protruded from beneath.  His feet were bare, bound together by what looked like tied nylons, and they dangled an inch or two above the hardwood floor.  His mouth was gagged with a tied kerchief, and though his familiar glasses had been removed, there was no mistaking we were looking at the same man who had shaken each of our hands in the restaurant earlier.

“Holy shit!” Cindy gasped, and turned her shocked face back to us.  At the sound of a high heel touching on hardwood, her gaze snapped forward again.

Unlike either Carol’s video or my own, this one was stable and stationary, tripod mounted.  One black clad leg appeared in front of camera, soon joined by the other, and then a rounded ass, taut in a way I could only hope mine would be sixteen years hence.  As Rebecca  approached her husband we could see she was wearing a full bodied PVC cat suit, zippered at the front from crotch to neck.   Her stiletto heels clacked on the floor as she stepped slowly, sinuously toward him.

Cindy giggled once, an understandable reaction to seeing her friend in this new light, but when she whispered again, “Holy shit,” her voice was awed.  Rebecca oozed sensuality as she toured about Conner’s hanging form, devouring him with her eyes. 

She swatted his ass, drawing a stifled yelp from behind his kerchief, then finished her orbit in front of him.  Elevated by her shoes, her face met his evenly.  She asked him something, possibly in a Russian accent, but the sound was echoic and I missed it.

“What’d she say?” I asked, and Carol shrugged, leaning forward to rewind it but Cindy, eyes never leaving the screen, swatted her away.  It was her first exposure to such a private video, and she didn’t want to be pestered by unimportant things like dialogue.  Even over her shoulder I could see she was breathing heavily.

Whatever Rebecca had asked, Conner answered only with a defiant head shake.  In the context of whatever scenario they were acting out, it must have been the wrong response, because she gripped the front of his shirt with both hands, yanking it apart, buttons flying.  Cindy gasped, while I found myself wondering if there’d been any prep work to that trick.  It’s not easy to pop every button like that.

Rebecca left frame, returning with a pair of scissors.  She stood behind him, cutting the shirt from tail to collar, moving then back to the front, slicing around the shoulders to leave only the sleeves in place on his arms.  As she stepped back, providing us a clear view of his bare torso, and as I saw the jutting point now evident beneath his black boxers, I stopped caring about how she’d done it.

She rotated his body so that his backside faced camera, gave his underwear clad buttocks another few hard slaps, each blow causing him to emit again his muffled yelp.  She sidestepped around him, his body intervening between her and the camera, asked him something else I couldn’t make out.  Another head shake was met with further reprisals.  This time she gripped his boxers in both hands, tugging them down to his knees, exposing his bare behind to us for the first time.  There were red handprints across each cheek, and Cindy’s gasp was even louder.

Her muttered obviousness, “He’s naked,” caused Carol to turn an amused grin my way.  But honestly, I was past finding the humor in our young friend’s first time.  This was Conner on the screen, a man I’d met several dozen times through the years, always in only the most dignified of circumstances.  That was his nude backside, and I was sure in a moment I’d get to see more.  I wanted to see more.  

She gave him a gentle push, starting his body rocking like a pendulum, and once more left frame.  The swing of his body came with an unavoidable counterclockwise rotation and now the screen had even Carol’s full attention, but just as he was about to turn enough for us to get a glimpse of what we wanted to see, Rebecca returned, stabilizing him with a hand on each hip, turning him back.  She placed a shoebox on the floor at her feet, stepped around behind him, crouched and pulled the scissors once more from the box.  She cut away his boxer shorts, casting them off screen, replaced the scissors, then ran a single finger up the inside of his leg as she stood.  The tease culminated with a tickle at his butt and what might have been a quick dip of that finger to touch on his asshole.

Cindy crossed her legs, gripping both arms of the chair as if afraid she might fall out.

Rebecca stooped again to the shoebox, emerged with a single brightly colored feather.  She ran this up his legs, his back and under his arms, causing him to squirm.  She brought it back to his buttocks, tickling there again, then stepped to the left of frame.  She got down on both knees, turned her face to the camera and smiled wickedly, and I had to remind myself that this video hadn’t been made for us, but just for herself and Conner, their own private screenings.  She gave a moment’s stare, straight down the lens, then gripped his left thigh and began rotating him slowly to face her.  Our collective breaths held.    

His penis came into view like the rising of the moon, swollen, darkened head cresting rounded thigh.  His shaft was shorter than either Bill’s or Pete’s, but the same now familiar lust surged in me at the sight.  I could hear my heartbeat in my ears as she brought him full profile.  His pubic thatch was wilder and fuller than my own husband’s, partially obscuring, at least from this angle, his tightly drawn scrotum.  Against the white painted wall behind, I could see his dick pulsing, trying to grow even bigger, thicker.  It jutted directly into Rebecca’s face and she took her time examining it, as if it was the first time she was seeing it, too.  She even took it between two fingers, angling it this way and that, giving it a thorough inspection, before planting an almost chaste kiss on its very tip.  Then she brought up the feather, running it slowly along the underside of his penis, and tickling it over his balls, like a housemaid with a duster.

I caught faint motion out of the corner of my eye.  Cindy hadn’t moved an inch, was still staring at the screen, hands wrapped tightly around the arms of her chair.  But was she?  Yes, there it was, an oh so subtle squeeze to her thighs, an action she might have gotten away with under other circumstances, if she hadn’t been between me and the computer screen, and if I hadn’t been desperately wanting to do the same thing.  She was masturbating, using the press and release of her own crossed legs.  I thought about joining her.  I mean, what did I have to lose?  Carol had already seen me doing it much more blatantly, Rebecca now had that same footage, and Cindy would hopefully end up with it too.  But maybe I needed more wine or a lower tolerance, because I just couldn’t bring myself to take the plunge there, beside the others.  Instead, I shifted uncomfortably, aware of the increasing dampness of my panties, and suffered in silence.

On screen, Rebecca dropped the feather, raised herself up on her knees.  She ran the tip of her tongue up the underside of his cock, then, reaching the tip, leaned forward and took his entirety into her mouth.

“Whoa, Rebecca,” Carol muttered breathlessly.  “I’m impressed.” 

She bobbed there slowly, once, twice, then pulled back, gave it another peck, and withdrew something else from the box.  She stood. 

She rotated him again, face on to the camera.  There was something enticingly lewd about the way his genitals were confined by his pressed together legs and bound ankles.  His scrotum was forced forward a small amount, making his dick appear slightly smaller than it was.  It looked exposed and vulnerable which, of course, it was.  As if to emphasize this, she stepped behind him, reaching around with one hand to play with his erection.  His eyes were closed, but he let out a quiet moan.  She wrapped his cock in her hand but then stopped all other motion.  He hung there, waiting for stimulation, and when it didn’t come, began subtly thrusting with his hips.  She was making him do the work, forcing him to fuck her hand.  She let out a wicked little laugh behind him.

He thrust repeatedly, more forcefully, growing more frantic over time.  His moans grew more obvious, and precum shone from his head.  She let him continue for a while, but eventually said the first thing I was able to make out: “Not yet.”  She pulled her hand away, fingers splayed, and he whimpered.

She stepped up beside him again, something hidden behind her back, and gave three hard swats to his ass, forcing his excitement to abate.  It must not have been enough, though, because when she lightly touched his dick again, he immediately recommenced thrusting.  “Not yet,” she insisted again, and yes, there it definitely was - an at least attempted Russian accent.  Maybe it was some sort of spy roleplay.  She twirled his body, backside to camera again, and spanked him hard, a dozen swats or more, til his ass fairly glowed red.  When she rotated him frontwards once more his erection had fallen to half mast.  She leaned in, one hand roving over his torso, playing at his nipples, while she licked at his kerchief opened lips and kissed his neck.  We stared at his cock as it climbed back to its former length.

At last she withdrew what she’d hidden behind her back, though at first I couldn’t tell what it was.  She brought it down in front of him, though, and as she slid it over his penis, I realized it was some sort of male masturbatory aid.  A rubberized, transparent tube with what looked like rotary beads inside.  She inserted him slowly, inching it down his shaft, and as she did so I saw clear lubricant squeeze out the top.   He groaned as she started working it up and down, glistening cock head emerging and straining with each downward thrust, disappearing within alternately.  She picked up the pace and, not stopping, stepped around beside him, reaching her other hand behind, to his buttocks.  She paused only for a moment, but it was long enough to see his body jolt as she did something behind him, and then she gave another wicked laugh.

“Did she just put her finger...?” Carol asked and I answered with a grunt.  I was pretty sure she had, wasn’t really in the mood to talk.  I was trying to control my breathing, mask my unbridled excitement.  I probably failed, because Carol gave me a hard stare before returning to the screen.  Oh, well.  At least I wasn’t masturbating.  Cindy was still doing her subtle best to bring herself off with crossed legs.

Faster and faster Rebecca worked her husband’s penis, her other hand still apparently stimulating him from behind.  His breathing was coming fast and hard now, too, his moans growing less periodic and higher pitched.  His hips began to thrust involuntarily, but as it all grew towards an obvious climax, she yanked the device away, stepped back to chuckle as his moans turned into whines.  I felt like whining, too.  I needed release, and though I knew I wouldn’t get it until after I’d left, her sudden cessation left me feeling unfulfilled.

Perhaps I wouldn’t have to wait long though, because she stepped back in almost immediately, taking his slick dick in bare hand and giving it a few rapid tugs.  She stopped short of letting him cum, though, resuming the roleplay with, “Perhaps you’ll tell me now.”  Frankly, at least for the moment, I didn’t care about the scenario.  I just wanted to see my friend’s husband’s cock shooting its load out onto the hardwood floor.  But there was a joy in watching him be teased, because when he shook his head she repeated the process, flicking her wrist three or four times to bring him to the edge, before demanding he talk again.  This happened several more times, and each time I thought it would be the last, thought he wouldn’t be able to hold back, but each time I was wrong.  Finally, when he’d given her his last and most vehement denial, she must have decided there would be no more denial for him.  She brought her left hand up where he could see it, raised her middle finger in what I first took to be a rude gesture of dismissal.  But when she brought it back down behind him, and I saw her apply force, saw his hips jolt forward, I understood she’d just been signaling her intent.  One finger violating him from behind, she took his erection back in hand and started tugging once more.  It didn’t take long.

His high pitched sounds dropped to savage grunts, and ropes of semen blasted from him towards the camera, to spatter on the floor.  She gave him another couple yanks, but before the process had completed, pulled both hands back, arms spread wide so the camera could see she was no longer assisting.  Grunts returned to whimpers as his cock, untouched, fully exposed to our eyes, continued to twitch and spill its seed.

Here in Carol’s bedroom, Cindy had done a decent job of keeping her activity on the down low, but though she kept her orgasm quiet, lending it no voice, her body spasmed, and the chair beneath her creaked loudly.  Neither myself nor Carol said anything, though.  She had enjoyed the show, clearly, and I was certain that with the promise of more to see, of her own copies and privacy to view them, she would find a way to surrender Steven to our eyes.       


Chapter Nine

The video finished with another slow and sensuous walk back to camera by Rebecca.  The screen went black and the three of us sat still and silent for several moments longer.  Then Carol got up and turned the lights back on.  “How did you like it?” she asked of Cindy, but the wry grin on her face told me she’d probably picked up on the same thing I had.

Cindy started to answer, had to clear her throat and swallow before she could get the actual words out.  “Yes, it was...  um,” is what she said, then, throwing her gaze between myself and Carol, “Are your husbands’ videos that...  good?”

“You ain’t seen nothing yet,” Carol assured her.  “But you could.”

“If I contribute.”

“Well, fair’s fair.”

“But I don’t know how I can.  There’s no way Steven would ever let me run a camera.  No way.”

“So,” Carol suggested, “Maybe you do it without him knowing.”

Cindy shook her head.  “You think I’m joking about him not wanting the lights on.  And even if that wasn’t the case, I don’t have Rebecca’s confidence.  You don’t want to see me on camera.”

Personally, I wasn’t so sure about that.  This entire enterprise had led to numerous discoveries for me.  Unlike Cindy, I had never considered myself a voyeur before, but now I couldn’t get enough.  I’d never considered myself an exhibitionist either but, secretly, I couldn’t deny I was aroused by the accidental capture of myself on video, and the notion that my friends were watching it.  And I had never considered my friends in any real sexual light, but my voyeurism could easily extend to them.  In Rebecca’s case it literally had, I’d enjoyed numerous mental pictures of Carol pleasuring herself to the video Bill and I had made, and even just now, watching Cindy out of the corner of my eye had definitely added to the experience.  But Cindy was nibbling at the baited hook, and now was not the time to spook her.

“Maybe you get him on camera alone, without him knowing,” I said.  Cindy had already expressed an obsession with that notion anyway.

“How?” she asked.  “I told you, I’ve tried.  Not with a camera, but he never does anything that I can see.  Maybe he does it in the shower or something, but I can’t hide a cell phone in there.”

“What if you could catch him in the open?”

“How?” she asked again.

“You bait him.  You set up a situation that would entice, leave the camera rolling and get out.”

She considered this.  “Yeah, but what would be guaranteed enticement?  I mean, he has access to porn now.”

“Make it personal,” Carol suggested.  “What if you shot a video of yourself?  You know, something sexy for him.  You could maybe shoot yourself getting off, leave it for him to find.”

She considered this too.  “Here’s the thing.  If I just leave it for him to find, he may not find it.  And if he did, he might be more worried than turned on.  Like, who am I shooting this for if I didn’t tell him about it?  If I do tell him about it, it’ll look really fucking weird if I then immediately leave.  And if I stay and watch it with him then you’ve got me back on camera and...  well, like I said, I’m not Rebecca.  Plus, he’ll kill the lights before we start anything.  He always does.  I think the only way the lights maybe stay on is if he thinks no one’s watching. ”  

But I thought we were onto something.  So I suggested, “What if it was one of us?”

Carol’s brows knit and she said cautiously, “Elaborate.”

“Not a video.  Like…  what if one of us decided to get some photos done?  You know, sexy boudoir photography.  Lingerie, tasteful nudes.  And maybe we send some samples to Cindy, to get her opinion on which one our husband might like.  She lets Steven walk in the room while she’s looking at them, quickly gets them off the screen, then explains the situation, private photos, yadda yadda yadda, helping out a friend.  Then she gets a call, say she’s heading out and voila.  The trap is baited.”

Both Cindy and Carol stared at me, eyebrows raised.   “That’s,” Carol began, but Cindy finished for her:  “Brilliant.”

“I was going to say elaborate,” Carol said, “but okay, I concede brilliant.  Who gets the photos done?  And where?”

I volunteered.  It had been my idea after all, and my newfound exhibitionism was shining through, as well.  The idea of letting Steven see me nude, the idea that we might capture him doing what we hoped he’d do while looking at that was surprisingly appealing.  Plus, I really could gift the photos to Bill.  He’d unknowingly earned them. 

We went online and found the only photographer in town, but his website did include a boudoir gallery, and we were all legitimately impressed with the quality of his work.

Before we could make the call to set up the appointment, Cindy did raise one last worry.  “I don’t know,” she said, “about getting him without his knowledge, and then sharing it with you guys.  It’s pretty underhanded.”

A legitimate ethical concern that none of us had really yet raised beyond Carol’s single suggestion to me that what we were doing might be wrong.  We’d been blinded by arousal, though I’m sure each of us had privately wrestled with the notion.  I doubled down on the arousal route, reminding Cindy of what she’d gain in exchange, but it was Carol who presented the winning argument.

“Think of it this way:  the only way we get to see him is if he goes behind your back to see her.”

Mollified, she read me the number and I called.

There were two days before my appointment and my libido was in overdrive.  I’d had to take a cab home from Carol’s, so the old park by the lake and solve my own problems routine, to use Cindy’s phrase, hadn’t been available to me.  I dragged Bill into the bedroom as soon as I got home and fucked him with the still fresh image of Rebecca and Conner bright in my mind’s eye, with a dash of Cindy’s chair bouncing spasm thrown in for extra spice.  He commented on how needful I’d been lately, but he did so from a vantage of satisfaction, not judgment.  Of course, he didn’t know that as soon as he left the house the next day I threw in the video that had gotten Cindy off, and followed it with a viewing of both other videos for a hat trick of solo orgasms.

On the day of my appointment I picked out an assortment of Bill’s favorite lingerie and held myself deliberately at bay.  I wasn’t sure what to expect from my photography session, but while I was nervous, arousal was still winning out and I hoped that by not indulging my masturbatory needs as leniently as I had been of late, those feelings might subside a bit and I might not make a fool of myself in front of a man I’d not yet even met.  But it may have backfired because I arrived at the studio with my now ever present needs untended, a yearning between my legs.

Michael was an attractive man in his late twenties, with a head of unruly brown hair, facial scruff trimmed short but rugged.  He greeted me graciously, like an old friend, guided me into his home, one half of which had been converted for studio use.  He offered me a drink; water, tea, coffee, wine.  It was early afternoon, but I’m sure the wine was there to help settle the nerves of persons like myself, new to life around cameras...  well, in front of cameras, at least.  So I accepted a glass, and we sat on a couch discussing what I was looking for.  Something tasteful, of course.  Nudes?  Definitely.  Something sexy to drive my husband wild.

He gave me a bound book of samples and I skimmed through.  Again, I was impressed by the artistry, but though it was meant to allay my nerves, in my state, it actually keyed me up.  He did a lot of his work in the city, so I didn’t recognize any of my small town neighbors, but there were plenty of women of all shapes and sizes, and more than a few men.  The sight of all that nudity, the seductiveness embodied by so many of the women, the exposed genitals of the men, all joined the slurry of sensuality that had become centerpiece to my life, and which I had purposefully ignored that morning.  The fact that I was looking at this while seated on a couch with a strange and attractive man got my blood pumping.  He may have noticed, mistook my accelerated breath for apprehension, because he suggested we start with some test shots in the clothing I’d arrived in.  He had recommended I bring my own selection of music but I’d forgotten and so he started his own play list, telling me to let him know if I wanted a change. 

The wine began to take effect, and as he walked back and forth, adjusting lights, engaging in small talk about my line of work, I began to relax.  He took a few sample shots of me both standing and seated, showed them to me so I could be certain I liked them, make any last minute makeup adjustments if I wanted to, before bringing up one of the oddest topics I’ve ever been asked about.  “Before we start, I can, if you wish, lower the temperature in here.”

“Because of the lights?” I asked.

He shook his head.  “That’s not really an issue anymore.  The LED lights don’t give off much heat.  But some of my female clients, those who are here for the types of shots you are, sometimes find it helpful to make sure...  certain parts of their anatomy-”  Here he gestured to his chest.  “Are at attention.  That’s up to you, though.”

I really didn’t think it would be necessary.  I’m sure he couldn’t tell under my sweater, but I was already sporting twin knife points atop my breasts.  The cold air would at least provide an excuse, so I nodded as I went into the small, curtain-partitioned back room he’d set aside for changing.

I emerged again before him in a green, silk teddy.  It was instant arousal for me, being seen in an outfit only my husband had previously seen me in, but Michael was a professional and took it in stride.  He had dragged the couch before the lights while I’d been gone, and guided me to it now, seating me at its edge, tilting my body forward provocatively.  He asked me to hold the pose, called out occasional suggestions as he moved back and forth, camera shutter firing continuously.  He returned to me, suggested I lay down, then took my bare right leg in hand, bending it just so.  In my hyper aroused state, his touch felt electric, and I wondered how many other women experienced these sessions the same way I did.  Or was I just some kind of freak?

A minute or so later he suggested I change into my next outfit, but I surprised him by asking if I could look at the photos we’d taken so far.  He obliged me, sitting on the couch beside me, camera strap about his neck, leaning in so I could see the view screen on the back of his DSLR.  He clicked through the various photos, lingering for several seconds on each.  I was instantly impressed by how good I looked.  He knew his craft.  Even before he did any post work, I looked like a centerfold, sexy and sensuous.  My nipples protruded behind the silk and in a couple of the early shots, my forward lean had created a gap between lingerie and skin, leaving one or both of my small breasts plainly visible.  Looking at that with Michael sent a jolt straight between my legs, and whether or not he noticed the sudden quickening of my breath, he did suggest again that I change.

I went into the back, put on the black merry widow I’d brought as my next choice.  Again, it was such a naughty thrill standing before him, dressed so provocatively.  He guided me back to the couch, posed me this way and that, standing back for full body shots, coming near for closeups.  He asked me if I had another outfit, and when I told him that this was it he asked how I wanted to proceed.  We had already discussed the full nude option, so when I asked for clarification he said that sometimes clients liked to mix and match wardrobe pieces, or remove select articles to achieve something specific.  “Before going completely nude, you could remove a top or bottom for instance.  I know some husbands find that even sexier than straight nudity.”

In my case, I knew that to be true.  A surefire way to get Bill fired up was to wear this very outfit, sans panties.  But honestly, that’s not what I was thinking about when I sat on the couch and began unhooking my garter with trembling hands.  Carol had been right when she’d suggested the week prior that I would never cheat on Bill, but this completely legitimate, commercially artistic endeavor was, at least in part, for his benefit.  Was it my fault if the practice turned me on?  I mean, Michael had to see me.  That was a pretty vital component of his job.  Did it matter if I enjoyed that component?  And was this just the wine talking in my head?  Or the fact that I’d gone nearly 24 hours without orgasm, which was somehow a new record?

Michael did stammer out a suggestion that I do this in the back room, but honestly, what was the point?  He didn’t object further when I stood and turned my back to him, pushing those panties down, stepping high heeled feet out of them.  I stood with my naked ass exposed to him, skin prickling with goosebumps as I bent at the waist to refasten my garters.  I was surprised to hear the click and whirr of his camera while I did so, but then again, why not?  Photo sessions were all about getting those targets of opportunity, and I even took the time to look back at him from that bent position, pixie hair hanging just past my knee, shuffling my legs slightly further apart to give him what I assumed was a cover model shot.  A very slutty cover model shot.       

“Very nice,” he encouraged me.

I took up position on the couch again, striking various poses without his input.  The music in the background had shifted from something low key to something more energetic, and my heartbeat had accelerated to match the pace.  My pussy was soaked as he went to one knee, leaning in close to frame it in isolation, and while I wasn’t sure my state would be visible under the lights, he drew so near that I wondered if he could smell my excitement.

When he’d gotten all the shots of me he wanted in that state of partial undress, he checked in to see if I still wanted to go the rest of the way.  I tried to hide my excitement when I confirmed it, but this time he instructed emphatically enough that I should disrobe in the change room that I felt it would be an insult to his professionalism if I didn’t oblige.

There was a full length mirror in the change room, and I took a moment to admire myself, how sensually epic I looked, crotch fully exposed, the rest of my lean body clad in scanty black frill and lace.  I was the embodiment of dirty sex.  I watched as I peeled it all away, too, little breasts freed at last, nipples on high alert.  I turned my back to the mirror, looking over one shoulder to admire my own pert behind, before revolving back, hands on hips, power posed naked.  This is what Michael would get to see when I emerged.  All of me, all of my hidden secrets.  This is what Bill would see when I presented him the photos.  And this is what Cindy would see when we baited our trap, and what Steven would see when he succumbed to it.  Without any conscious thought on my part, my hand wandered down between my legs, but the slightest touch of one finger had me buckling forward on the edge of orgasm, so I pulled it fiercely away, and took a moment to compose myself before I parted the curtain and re-entered the studio.

Michael was waiting, camera in one hand, glass of water in the other.  He smiled as I appeared, put the water aside, asked if I was ready.  I took a deep breath, nodded and returned to the couch.  The music was still playing and I resumed my posturing, at one point laying face down, head turned to camera, ass raised in the air, at another laying sprawled on my back, one leg drawn up, the other draped over the edge of the couch, everything on display.  It occurred to me once, when he drew in close, to check out his crotch, spying for an erection.  There was an outline down one leg, but not knowing his dimensions, it was impossible to guess what that represented.  Of course, he was just doing his job, and saw this sort of thing every day.  I, on the other hand, would remember this for the rest of my life. 

When we finally finished, I retreated to the change room, and there was no way I could hold back now.  I stood naked before that mirror, stuck my hand between my legs and brought myself to climax, silently.  When I was only half-dressed, I had to give it a second go to put the fire all the way out.

There was no sink in the change room, so I dressed fully, jacket and gloves, to cover the scent on my fingers.  It was a good thing too, because he shook my hand as I left, promising me the proofs would arrive in my e-mail that night, and from there we could select several to polish up and print. 

When they did arrive, I sequestered myself from Bill, checking them out on my laptop atop the bed.  Michael had sent everything we’d shot, including the fully clothed pictures, though these didn’t interest me.  No, I lingered on the nudes and partial nudes.  I was especially impressed with the shots he’d gotten from behind as I’d been refastening my garters.  It was the first moment in the session when I’d really cut loose on my own, spreading my legs of my own accord, and casting what turned out to be a damned sensuous look back at him.  You could see my damp pussy lips, and even a hint of my asshole in the shot.  My eyes were lit by lust.  I knew this would be one of the shots I’d present to Bill, and for the third time that day I let my fingers loose at my clitoris, rocking out another orgasm, left hand clamped over my mouth to ensure I wouldn’t be discovered pleasuring myself to my own lascivious form. 


Chapter Ten

The proofs were all we needed to enact our plan.  We settled on the Friday evening as zero hour for one simple reason: Cindy couldn’t hide her phone if she then needed to receive a call to get her out of the house.  Our standing weekly engagement would instead provide the excuse, though we did counsel her to let Steven know that there was a slim chance our restaurant gathering would be cut short, and that if that happened she would be home in as little as half an hour. This would ensure that if he was going to take the bait he would do so immediately after she left, and hopefully, too, that he wouldn’t take steps like turning out the lights, if only to better see the screen, both out of his own haste and of fear that she’d see something out of the ordinary, like the lights springing back on, if she did return quickly.  She was to tell him, too, that she wouldn’t be drinking, so that she could take the car.  After all, she wouldn’t be able to call a cab with her phone serving as secret eyeball.

Carol had set up a private channel where we would be able both to watch the action live and record the footage.  Cindy dashed home on her lunch break to test it out and pick out an ideal hiding spot for the camera.  Steven was a gamer and had invested a lot of money in a state of the art desktop.  He kept this in a den of sorts, but Cindy frequently used it, as her own laptop was outdated, so it wouldn’t raise suspicion for her to be perusing e-mail there.  It also meant we could be sure of where any activity might take place.  She switched her phone to “Do Not Disturb”, taped a piece of cardboard over the screen in case it should, for any reason, light up, and concealed it on a shelf behind and between several stacked board games, assuring us he would never find it unless he expressly removed something from the shelf.  She modeled different positions in front of the computer and, via web messaging, Carol confirmed that almost no matter what he did, standing or seated, we would have a perfect view. 

Rebecca was also informed of the plan.  Having had the week to enjoy both Pete and Bill, and having been further reassured that we’d all loved her video, she was enthusiastically on board.

That night, I was the first to arrive at Carol’s, with Rebecca joining us soon afterward.  Carol had ordered take out, since we would be skipping our restaurant meal, but she’d also laid out a spread of appetizers; crackers and cheese, cold cuts, vegetables and dip.  She’d stocked up on wine, and the three of us dug into all of it, occasionally heading into the bedroom to check out the monitor where, even now, a live feed from Steven’s den played out.  It was the most surreal and secret cocktail party ever.

We had all been very explicit with the timing of this operation, since we wouldn’t be able to co-ordinate by phone.  Twenty minutes before Cindy was to open my emails and bait the hook, we moved the affair into the bedroom fulltime, relocating platters and drinks.

There was a giddy nervousness to the affair as we waited for her to appear on screen.  This was the first time we’d ever done anything quite like this.  It would be both our first live viewing of one of our husbands in action, as well as the first time the footage would be captured without the subject’s knowledge.  There was an extra layer of excitement in it for me, as I knew it would be my naked body that he would be masturbating to if our plan worked.

When Cindy finally entered the den, she threw a nervous glance and thumbs up to the hidden camera.  In Carol’s bedroom, we let out an already tipsy cheer.  I put my wineglass aside, depositing my plate, too, as Carol raised the volume on her speakers.  

Cindy took a seat before the computer, and yes, we would definitely have a clean angle, I could see.   The camera picked up everything from her knees to well above her head, from a slightly off-centered angle to the left.  She turned the computer on, sat back to wait while it booted.  She fired up her e-mail, clicked immediately on what I assumed was the one I’d sent.  I’d had to compress the images to get them to her in a single download, and we saw her manipulating the mouse, maybe moving things into a specific folder, unzipping them, before double clicking on the first image. 

Her face changed as, presumably, my partially naked form filled the screen.  I’d started the list with the shots of me in the crotchless merry widow, because Michael had been right - they were the sexiest of the bunch.  But instead of drawing Steven’s attention immediately, as we’d planned, Cindy was staring, mouth opened slightly.  She clicked through the first several photos, mesmerized, before apparently remembering our strategy.  I could visibly see her emerge from her reverie, toss another nervous look to the camera, before rapidly clicking back to the first photo in the list.

“I’m going to want to get a look at those pictures,” Carol smirked, but her attention drew swiftly back to the screen as Cindy cried out, loudly enough that Steven would be sure to hear, “Oh, my God!”

She sat back, hands drawn up to her mouth, and a moment later Steven burst into the room wearing a tee shirt and jeans.  “What’s the matter?” he demanded before we saw his gaze swivel to and lock with the screen.  He stared hard for a moment, jaw dropped the way his wife’s often would be when she was surprised.  She made sure he got a good look before letting her own shock apparently melt away, and lunging from her seat to slap off the monitor.

“Was that-?” Steven began after a moment’s silence, and she launched into our prepared story about a gift for Bill. 

He asked a few questions, and she shuffled out of the room as she answered - plausible deniability for why she would soon forget to power down the computer entirely.  Carol, Rebecca and myself strained to hear the conversation that continued in the hallway beyond the den, and which culminated in Cindy’s “startled” recognition of how late it was.  She had to go right now or she would be late for dinner.  She let him know that Carol had mentioned she wasn’t feeling too well, and might not attend, and that both Rebecca and myself had warned her that we might have to cancel, too.  “So, in a worst case scenario, I’ll be home again in about thirty minutes.”

“Okay,” he said off screen, his voice sounding surprisingly casual.

The conversation moved out of ear shot then, though a minute or two later we heard the front door slam. 

“The moment of truth,” Rebecca said, and the three of us unconsciously clustered closer to the screen.

Several minutes past, and I felt a growing trepidation that our plan had failed.  But he had probably just been giving time to make sure Cindy was safely away, wouldn’t make a sudden and unexpected return.   When he did come back into the den, he did so cautiously, staring at the darkened monitor with what almost looked like fear.  He crossed the room and we heard the rustle of blinds as he, presumably, looked out to the street, ensuring his privacy.  Then he came back, standing before the computer, debating, perhaps, as another twenty seconds or so ticked by.

I took the time to appreciate his looks.  At just nineteen, he still had the lankiness of many teenaged boys.  His short, dark hair made him look almost like a young soldier.  He had a runner’s body, and I knew that was literal.  He’d competed in track and field in high school, and that was what?  Maybe two years removed?

He edged toward the desk, reached a cautious hand out and turned on the screen.  His eyes widened as my image popped back up, and he took a step back, hands at his sides, absorbing it.  “Holy shit,” he muttered to himself.  He stared for several long moments before creeping forward again, fumbling to drag the computer chair back into position, seat himself, eyes never leaving the screen.  He leaned in, scrutinizing every detail of the photo before realizing there were more.  He scrabbled for the mouse, clicking over to the next image, gasping, “Holy shit,” again. 

My heart was pounding.  This kid was fairly drooling at the sight of my lingerie clad body and clearly exposed vagina.  Carol gave me a thumbs up and I tried to stifle the obviousness of my arousal.  But to what end?  I mean, at the end of the day we were all here for the same filthy purpose.

He gave the current photo another long, hard stare, then went onto the next before something occurred to him and he looked nervously over his shoulder to a digital clock at the edge of frame.  He stared at that.

“Come on, baby, you have time,” Carol encouraged him in a barely audible whisper.

Maybe he heard her because he came to a decision, standing so rapidly that the chair rolled away behind him.  He fumbled at his belt, trying to undo it, and Rebecca gleefully squealed, “Here we go!”

He got the belt opened, popped his button and yanked down his zipper.  There was no fanfare, no flourish, no slow reveal as we’d had in the other videos.  He just hooked his thumbs into his waistband, shoved it all down to his knees, pants and underwear combined. 

His penis sprang into view, already standing at attention.  Cindy had described it to us, had even prepped us with the knowledge that he shaved his pubic region to make his cock appear bigger, but it was still shocking, if only because it contrasted so drastically with the others we’d recently seen.  It was smaller, to be sure, about five inches, according to Cindy, though I’d definitely experienced smaller yet in my time, more than once.  I thought for a moment that I should tell Cindy to let him know that last fact, but of course that wasn’t something we could do without tipping our hand.  Still, I felt sorry for the guy, because he was stressed over nothing.  The lower end of average was still average, as Cindy had pointed out.  And shaving it might have provided an illusion of greater length, but it did also bespeak youth, and I wasn’t sure that was the effect he was going for.  Still, it was cute in its way, and the sight of this, his most private part, which he apparently went to lengths to hide even from his wife, intensified in me the lust that had by now become an almost constant companion.  The other two ladies were staring attentively, both, like me, trying to conceal their accelerated breath, both, like me, failing.  I wondered what it would do for the kids’ self confidence to learn that little detail.

He reached down with his left hand, taking the tip of his dick between two fingers, raising it towards his stomach, using the other hand to tickle and touch at his smooth shaft and balls, exploring it all softly, sensuously, and any sense of commiseration I’d had flew out the window.  This wasn’t a show, like our husbands had given, this was Steven at his most exposed and candid.  He was doing what he was doing in no way for our benefit, but solely for his own secret, sexual pleasure.  That, coupled with the knowledge that it was my naked form driving him to this distraction, as well as the fact that he thought his wife would never know, the same way we assumed our husbands would never know what we were getting up to, made it just as hot, if not hotter, than anything we’d traded between us before.  And it was all happening live.

As if to emphasize that point, Carol’s front door burst open.  She’d left it unlocked to facilitate Cindy’s entry, and though Cindy lived closer than I did, I knew she really must have floored it to get here so fast.  “What’s he doing?” she called as she ran down the hallway, not bothering to remove her shoes or jacket.  We cleared a space so she could see for herself.  She drew up short, eyes bulging, and made the same assessment her husband had:  “Holy shit!”  She added to that, breathlessly, “Holy shit, that’s hot.”

The four of us watched as Steven clicked to the next image, then wrapped a fist around his cock.  He pumped it slowly several times, then appeared to have an idea.  He leaned in again, fumbling with the mouse, then stepped back.

“What’s he doing?” Rebecca asked.

But as the computer light on his body shifted, and shifted again several seconds later, Cindy guessed it.  “Slide show.”

He took himself in hand again, but immediately paused once more.  He clicked the mouse again, hiked his pants a short ways up his thighs, then shuffled awkwardly, comically out of the room.

“Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck!  Where’s he going?” Cindy wailed.

We all waited for the answer, staring at the now still image of Steven’s den.  He was gone long enough for Cindy to cast a worried glance around at us, but when he returned, hard cock leading the way, still doing the geisha shuffle, his intentions became apparent.  His left hand was holding his waistband, keeping his jeans from dropping all the way to his ankles.  His right held a box of tissues.

“Yeah, we’re gonna get the full show,” Carol predicted.

He put the tissues on the desk, pulled the chair back in and sat.  His dick stuck up from between his legs like a gopher from its hole.  He pressed play, sat back to enjoy the show, wrapping his penis in his fist again, tugging quicker than he had before.  This boy was on a time limit.  His cock head protruded just above his hand, not much room to maneuver on his shaft.  It was an enticingly lewd image, all the more so for its complete lack of self consciousness, but I think we were all enthused when he unwittingly rotated the chair to camera.  He’d probably done it to give himself more clearance around the desk, but it meant we now enjoyed a bonus view of his hairless sack bouncing below his fist. 

Cindy in particular drew in her breath on a hiss.  She reached past Carol, dragged the computer chair back to its accustomed place, sat in it, consciously or unconsciously mirroring Steven’s position.  She leaned forward, eyes devouring details, and I was reminded that this was her fantasy come true, something she’d tried and failed to catch him at on several prior occasions. 

The light continued to shift around him, slide show probably cycling through by now to my fully naked form, and the hand on his dick bounced faster.

That’s when Cindy, the one we’d always assessed as primmest in our group, cast aside that estimation by exclaiming, “You know what?  Fuck you all, don’t look if you don’t want to!”  And she jammed a hand down the front of her jeans.

Carol turned to me with entertained shock, both lips curled between her teeth.  But Rebecca just said, “You do you, honey,” and I couldn’t help but laugh at what I’m sure had been unconscious double entendre.

Cindy didn’t care.  Steven’s hand was a frenzied blur, dick like a child’s toy in his fist, and Cindy leaned back, panting, her own hand writhing beneath denim.  He didn’t stop tugging as he leaned sideways to urgently yank several tissues from the box.  He arched back in his chair, raised his shirt to reveal a thin, almost hairless stomach, laying two of the tissues across his abdomen.  Just in time.  One of the tissues fell aside as his hips raised violently, and his ejaculate started to fly.  He cried out loudly, secure in his belief that no one could hear, and Cindy echoed him, her body doing the opposite of his, collapsing forward in the chair, causing it to squawk again as her orgasm hit. 

The other three of us stayed silent, though we were all caught up in it, breathing heavily.  I, for one, just wished I’d had the courage to join Cindy.

Steven’s semen pooled on tissue and torso alike, some of it even striking the lower hem of his shirt, despite the fact that his left hand was still holding it up around his nipples.  His right hand slowed as his climax abated, and though Cindy jolted through what looked like several aftershocks, she eventually calmed too, withdrawing her hand from her pants as he bent first to retrieve the tissue he’d dropped, then plucked several more from the box and started to mop himself up.  She watched him at this activity for a moment before getting out on shaky breath, “We recorded that, right?”

Carol assured her we had.

When he got up and left frame, there was a collective, almost palpable exhalation from the group.  Carol left the room to fetch more wine, refilling our glasses when she returned, then raising a toast.  “To the Watchful Wives Club.”

We laughed and clinked glasses, all of us, gulping down wine to calm our electric nerves. 

“And I get to take home the other three videos, right?” Cindy asked, and was delighted when Carol held up a new USB key. 

Carol was about to stop the recording so she could make a copy of this latest video for each of us when Steven returned to the room.  He was dressed again, but the slide show was still playing out, and he did rub a hand across his crotch before stopping it.  He bent again to the mouse, holding down the left key, dragging it slowly downward at an angle.  He right clicked, moved the mouse, left clicked.

“Is he deleting them?” Rebecca asked, but again it was Cindy, who had been raised with mouse in hand, who had the answer

“Nope,” she said.  “He’s copying them.  Probably so he can hide duplicates in a folder that I won’t know about.  I’m gonna kick his ass.”

“You can’t,” Carol reminded her.  “You don’t know.  Besides, turnabouts fair play, right?  He’s got Stacey, but you’ve got every one of your friends’ husbands.”

“And now you know what can get him to do what you’ve wanted to see him do,” Rebecca reminded her.  “Maybe you’ll catch him at it again.” 

This seemed to mollify her.

Me?  I just found it hot to know he’d be able to see me naked whenever he wanted.

We didn’t talk about the videos for a while after that night.  Every once in a while one of us would express guilt, and we’d suggest deleting them, but I don’t think any of us ever did.  They were just too good. 

I still watch them fairly regularly, making myself cum at least once a week to the sight of Pete or Conner or Steven or Bill.  I keep the USB hidden in a ceiling duct, and pray that Bill never finds it.

I don’t think those videos will ever lose their appeal, but lately I’ve been having cravings for more.  At a summer softball game in which all four of our husbands played, I couldn’t help but picture each of them naked, cocks of varying sizes flapping about as they ran the bases.   And when Cindy introduced us to another attractive young couple that had just moved to town and started work at the factory, it got my mind whirring, and I’ll swear Carol cast me a speculative look.

Maybe I’ll bring it up on Friday.
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