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Chapter One

I thought knew what I was getting into when I married Jerry.  I met him in University, and in the vernacular, it would have been a May/December romance.  You know, minus the romance.  I was a history major, he was my prof.  And he was brilliant.  It didn’t matter what subject I was curious about, no matter how deeply I probed, he knew the answer or, at the least, could direct me to the precise book that could provide it.  He was dashing, with salt and pepper hair, and a natty beard that complimented the stayed suit jacket and sweater combos that were his perpetual wardrobe.  When I first mentioned my interest to friends they said I was crazy.  “He’s twenty five years older than you!” was the most common argument.  “He’s boring,” was a close second, but those people weren’t fascinated with history, the way I was.  I could listen to him talk endlessly.  Did, in fact, first as his student, then as his teaching assistant. 

When I first expressed my interest to him, he was flattered but skeptical.  I wore him down over a period of months.  We finally started dating four years after I’d met him.  And here’s where I should have known what was in store for me.  He was a forty seven year old man, still in decent shape, still undeniably handsome, and he had a gorgeous twenty three year old girl at his disposal.  A girl who was utterly enamoured with him, who saw brilliance, wit and charm where others saw routine.  A girl who openly revered him, who spoke glowingly of his intellect.  A girl who was every bit as interested in listening to him talk as she was in getting him into bed where he could, frankly, do just about anything to her...  if he wanted.  Initially the sex wasn’t terrible, but as time wore on, he just didn’t seem to want.  It was a bit confusing and even hurtful for me.  We had talked about our sexual histories, and though he’d been embarrassed about providing details, I knew that Jerry had been quite adventurous, even promiscuous in his youth.  So it wasn’t that he was a prude.  It was me.  Had to be.  Any lovemaking that took place was eventually at my insistence, and it was always the same routine.  A cautious, detached, emotionally arm’s-length affair.  I convinced myself that with how much I was in love with him, the sex didn’t have to be an important factor.  But I was hurt and terrified that he just didn’t find me desirable and I was too afraid to ask him point blank.

We made our plans for the future, anyway.  He promised that when he left teaching, we’d travel the world, visit historical sites from every culture.  I believed him.  We married two years after we started dating, which was also two years before we both lost our jobs, and those dreams of travel with them.  There was a recession under way even before we got married, and when enrollment dropped, the university looked at each department to see who they could let go.  Jerry didn’t have tenure and didn’t make the cut.  As his teaching assistant, neither did I.

I figured at least now we’d be able to enact our plan of world travel.  Not that we had the money to globe-trot, but maybe a short trip, at least?  But he had other plans for the money we did have, pointing out (perhaps rightfully) that with both of us unemployed our first priority had to be to find an alternate income.  It had always been his dream to open a book store, he had mentioned it to me more than once.  So instead of visiting China (my dream destination) or the battlefields of World War 2 (his), we started real estate hunting.

Professors don’t make a fortune, but he had been good about saving, so we had sufficient capital for something, as long as it wasn’t too big or in a high demand location.  We found it in a plaza on the outskirts of town.  It wasn’t ideal.  One glance could tell you that, and a closer inspection could solidify that assessment.  The linked structures of the mini-mall were run down, with shabby exteriors.  The interior of the store we were looking at was musty and cramped, with brick walls on the outer edge, and a very outdated faux wood panelling between us and our adjoined next door neighbour.  But it was that neighbour that really let you know the type of clientèle that frequented the plaza.  It was a porn shop.  And not one of the classy modern ones that might grace a semi-respectable block in a big city, with their wide aisles and Walmart lighting and tasteful store front mannequins.  This place was seedy even to casual glance, with front window displays of pornography and dildos, and a flashing sign that promised private viewing booths in the back.

“Is this really where we want to buy, Andrea?” Jerry asked, but it was a question with only one answer.  It was the only place we could afford.  So it was the place we bought.

Jerry had amassed an unbelievable collection of books over his lifetime.  So many, in fact, that he had long ago stopped storing them at home, but rented instead a large storage bin, some sixteen feet by ten feet long where he kept them in a temperature controlled environment.  These became our first product, and we spent more than two weeks hauling them to the store, setting up shelving, cataloguing books.

There was an element of excitement in this process, even for me.  A used book store may not have been my dream, but we were embarked on this adventure together.  At the end of each day we were both exhausted, but I still tried to initiate sex with him several times.  It just wasn’t happening.  I was used to it.  I took care of myself in the shower in the morning, before we’d head over to the store, or in bed at night, laying next to my deeply sleeping husband, moving as quietly and stealthily as I could, keeping my breathing in check, and masking any gasp or grunt as a quiet cough.  

In the middle of the second week of set-up, we had a plumber come in to check out the pipes.  There was condensation on some of them, and moisture is the last thing you want in a book store.  He stood on a ladder, upper half disappeared into ceiling panelling, tightening connections, doing a number of quick patches.  When we outlined our budget he, thankfully, took sympathy, cut us a deal.

The store had a single washroom at the back.  The rear wall was cinder block, the other three either drywall or that weird faux wood panelling  The plumber spent extra time in here, making sure nothing was going to spontaneously burst on us.  When I went in to check on his progress, he was frank. 

“You guys already bought this place, yeah?” he asked.

“Yes.  Why?”

“Lady, I don’t wanna be the harbinger of bad news, but this place is falling apart.  I mean, the plumbing yeah, but you’re probably gonna wanna get someone in to look at the wiring because most of what I’m seeing isn’t up to code.”

This wasn’t exactly new information.  There’d been an inspection before the place was put up for sale.  I don’t think either of us realized just how bad it really was, though.  We had ignored some of the warnings, and maybe the reports had glossed over a few things.

I sighed, asked the question to which I didn’t really want an answer:  “Should we call in another inspector?”

“Honestly?  I wouldn’t.  They’ll make you tear up half the store.  Like, this fucking wall, right here?”  He pointed to the ugly wood panelling that separated us from the porn shop.  “That panel?  I can’t speak to the whole wall, but where this pipe goes up and through, that’s it.  That’s the wall.  Like a quarter inch of panelling  That ain’t legal.  If you can get out of this deal, I would.  If not...  call the electrician, to be safe.  But shut up about the rest.”

I knew he wasn’t wrong about that wall.  Jerry and I had already both noted that we could occasionally hear muffled conversations through it, or even what sounded distantly like people having sex, which we both agreed was likely pornography playing at high volume in one of their viewing booths or something. 

I called the electrician.  But I didn’t tell Jerry the rest.  I didn’t need him worrying.

At one point, the owners of the shop next door came in to meet us.  Their porn shop was seedy, as I’ve said, but the two of them seemed nice.  They were a married couple, the man, Ed, younger than my husband, maybe mid forties, but balding and a little overweight so that he actually looked older.  The wife, Christie, would have been mid thirties, a little frumpy, but still attractive in her own way.  They were very welcoming and supportive, and we kept any judgements we might have about their business to ourselves.  And who were we to judge, anyways?  We already knew our store was going to be an uphill battle, and whatever they were doing was working.  Turns out they actually owned several stores in the city, though the one next door had been their first.  The husband often moved from store to store, supervising, while the wife held down the fort at the original location.

In addition to setting up the store front, we had other duties in those first couple weeks.  Like organizing the back room storage.  And even simple things, like decorating that bathroom.  It was going to serve customers as well, and whoever had last owned this lot hadn’t bothered with any niceties.  There was a toilet.  There was a sink.  But there was no toilet paper dispenser, no paper towel dispenser, no mirror.  I went to the local hardware shop, picked up what we needed, and while Jerry went on cataloguing in the back room, I tried to play the part of the handyman.

The paper towel dispenser went up first, and it wasn’t too difficult.  It came with instructions, but my phone gave me access to online clips where actual handymen walked me through every detail slowly. 

For the mirror I had chosen something full length, because even if my husband wasn’t interested in what I was offering, I liked to look my best.  I stood it against the bathroom wall that housed the sink.  The wall with the faux wood panelling  I took a moment to admire myself in it, hammer in one hand, jeans scuffed and dusty after my morning of work, plaid shirt opened to the top of my cleavage, because the store was warm.  My long brown hair was tousled, and I was a little sweaty.  But I looked good.  I had a thin waist, full lips that I knew other men admired, breasts that were large but not yet succumbing to age.  I was only twenty seven, so that last was unsurprising, but I ran a few miles each day, weather permitting, and I kept myself in shape.  I made a hot handyman, I thought, and was even believing myself semi-competent at the job, after my first installation.  Following the instructions on my phone now, I measured off the edges of the mirror, to determine where the brackets would go, hammered in a nail on one of the right hand marks to determine if I was at a stud, met resistance, pulled out the nail, screwed in the brackets on that side.  But when I tried the same on the left...  ker-thunk!  The nail sank all the way to the head on only my second tap.  Fuck.

I was able to pull it back out with just my finger tips, so weakly was it anchored.  I fit my eye to the small black hole I had made, but it was absolute darkness on the other side.  Probably a space between our wall and that of the shop next door, I reasoned.  I consulted my phone, and though the instructions there assumed I was working on dry wall, they said that if I wasn’t at a wall stud, I needed to use an anchor.  The mirror was unframed, so it was fairly light, and I while I was a little worried about whether the fragile wall could hold it, with the one side very secure I thought it was worth a shot.  I’d already made the holes, anyway.  I fed anchors into both of the left hand holes I had made, fit the mirror into its brackets, and it held.  It was even level.  If somebody were to grip it forcefully and pull, it would probably tear free of the wall.  But as long as no one was too rough with it, I thought it would be okay.

That left just the toilet paper dispenser.  My intention had been to mount it on the same wall.  The bathroom was small, and there weren’t a lot of options.  I was worried the wall might be just as flimsy there, but then I realized that if the mirror, which was infinitely heavier than a roll of toilet paper, could hold, it would certainly be up to this task. 

The dispenser would be held in place by two metal brackets.  The brackets were slotted so that once in place, you could slide the entirety of the dispenser in from the top.  Seemed simple enough.  Of course, after measuring and marking the locations for the screw holes, I realized I was back in the same boat as with the mirror.  The quarter inch of wood the plumber had promised was probably an exaggeration.  The nail sunk in easily at all four marks, only the same impenetrable darkness on the other side.  I would need an anchor for every one.  I got the right hand vertical bracket in place.  It wasn’t going anywhere.  I fit the left hand one next, got the bottom screw secured, leaving a little slack so that I could rotate the bracket into place for the final screw.  I leaned in close to fit the final anchor when I suddenly realized that the hole looked different.  It wasn’t absolutely black anymore, but dimly blue.  There was light on the other side.  And positioned as I was I could hear through the wall the sound of a creaky door closing, a lock being turned. 

Curious, I fit my eye to the hole.

I was looking into a small room, little more than a cubicle.  Evidently I hadn’t punched through our wall into a space behind the wall of the shop next door.  It was a mutually shared wall, preposterously thin.  The light simply must have been out when I’d looked before, which is why I’d been able to see nothing.

There was a door, painted black, opposite the wall behind which I knelt.  And there was a man, younger than me, maybe twenty, wearing ratty blue jeans with torn knees and a black T-shirt.  He was standing with one hand still on the knob.  He looked nervous.  

The light had maybe come on automatically at the opening of the door, or, more likely, the light switch was outside the room, because the room was small enough that I could see both flanking walls, which were wooden and also painted black, and there was no light switch in evidence.  I couldn’t see the bulb itself, but it was definitely low wattage, because the room, while visible now, was still dim. 

The man took a step toward me, and I shrunk back, suddenly horrified that I had been spotted.  I had no idea what I was looking at anyways, and I hadn’t been doing anything other than installing a toilet paper dispenser.  But I had enough social grace to know that it’s impolite, if not openly perverse, to peep through a tiny hole in the wall at a third party.  And how would that guy know I hadn’t been doing expressly that from the beginning?  But the man didn’t cry out, didn’t remark in any way on my presence, and the light filtering through the hole didn’t change to indicate that he was blocking it or looking through at me. 

I heard a sound then that I associated with the apartment I had occupied before moving in with Jerry.  That place had had communal laundry in the basement, coin operated.  As each quarter was fed in, it made a metallic thunking sound, as the coin dropped past some machinery and joined its brethren in the internal receptacle.  I heard the same thing now, muted through the wall, but obvious now that I was paying attention.  One coin, two coins, eight in all, just about the right number to start a load of laundry.  But the room on the other side of the wall was definitely too small for laundry facilities and, my fear of having been spotted subsiding, curiosity got the better of me.  Still on my knees, I leaned forward once again and peered through.

The light had changed.  It was a little brighter, changing every few seconds, and I realized this new light was being cast by a television or computer monitor.  Over my head, it seemed, on the reverse side of my wall.  That’s definitely what it was, because the young guy took a seat opposite, in a little chair beside the door, and he was staring at the light source just a little above my eye-line.  There was a remote control resting on a shelf beside him, and he picked it up now, clicked through some options that shifted the light again.  Then, evidently satisfied with what he had found, he settled back and replaced the remote.

And he started to unbuckle his jeans.

I shrank back from the hole again, mouth dropped open, hand slapped into place over top, eyes wide.  The little hole I had punched in the wall opened directly into one of the viewing booths in the porn shop next door.  I’d never been in such a booth, but I knew their basic purpose.  You went inside, deposited some money, watched pornography and, well...  did what I did most mornings in the shower, I supposed.  I’d heard the door lock when he’d entered, so that guy, whoever he was, wanted some privacy.  And he had every reasonable expectation he’d have it.

My first instinct was to get out of the bathroom fast.  I should probably tell my new neighbours what had happened.  I even got to my feet, started for the open door...  but something stopped me.

I could hear, dimly, the sound of porn coming through the wall now.  Moans and the repeat sounds of flesh slapping flesh, some quietly bad music accompanying.  It was a sound Jerry and I had both noted on occasion, emanating through the wall, though I now realized that the reason we’d heard it wasn’t because it had been blaring in the store next door.  It was actually quite quiet.  It’s just that there was no insulation between us.

I didn’t watch much porn.  It’s not that I wasn’t into it - I’d absorbed a slow but steady diet of it when I’d lived alone, like most people who grew up with the internet.  But since moving in with Jerry, I didn’t find much protracted time alone.  I was uninterrupted in the shower, but I couldn’t very well watch porn in there.  The only other common place I indulged my needs was in bed, because it was easy to stop if Jerry so much as twitched, and would be far too easy to get caught if I was engrossed in a sex video elsewhere in the house and didn’t hear him rise.  I didn’t know how he’d react to catching me masturbating, but while he may have been wild in his youth, he seemed to have grown up into a traditionalist, and I didn’t imagine he’d be thrilled.  The fact that I resorted to it primarily because he resisted ninety nine percent of my advances probably wouldn’t matter.  And the simple sound of the pornography now, coming through the wall, stirred old memories, the way a scent can take you back to something from your past.  It occurred to me that that young guy I’d seen on the other side of the wall was probably partially naked by now.

At home, I caught sight of Jerry naked occasionally, emerging from the shower, or getting dressed in the bedroom.  It had been a long time since I’d seen him erect, though.  A long time since I’d seen anyone in that state.  But if I looked through the hole right now, I was pretty sure that long and unlucky streak would end.  And I’d still heard nothing from the other side of the wall to indicate that my accidental peep hole had been noted.  It was very small, after all.

Jerry was still in the back room.  And I was in a bathroom.  I had a very plausible excuse for locking myself away.  Just turn the thumb bolt and I wouldn’t have to worry about him catching me.

I edged the bathroom door shut, locked it.  My hand was shaking, and I was breathing heavily, I realized.  Not heavy enough to be heard over the porn, but heavy enough that I sounded like a dragon to my own ears.  I tried to calm myself, then crouched, both knees popping, wincing at the sound.  I rocked forward onto my knees, and looked through the hole again.

Yes.  There he was.  His pants were down around his ankles, his underwear too.  I could see them poking white over the top of his dropped jeans like some old time cravat.  His legs were parted as wide as he could manage with his feet still confined by his pants.  His penis, not yet erect, hung over his hairy balls, which rested on the red pleather seat of the chair.  As he stared at the action on the screen, he occasionally brought a hand down to toy with himself.

My breathing had gone from quick to overdrive.  My mouth was fully open, inhaling and exhaling with an audible chop, as if my lungs were quivering.  I’d never heard myself make the sound before.  My heart was pounding so forcefully I thought I could hear it, too.

He didn’t keep himself as neatly manicured between his legs as my husband did.  His pubic hair was a black thicket, the lower third of his dick, at least in its current state, disappearing into the shadows there.  He was circumcised, like my husband.  I couldn’t yet tell how he compared, size-wise, but I suspected I would be able to soon enough.  I thrilled every time his fingers descended to graze or pull at his penis.  My gaze flickered between his face, his own mouth dropped slightly open, eyes unblinking, and his cock, willing it to rise.

He leaned further back in the chair, inadvertently thrusting his genitals in my direction.  He reached down with both hands now, right gripping his testicles, pulling at them gently, left lifting his dick so that I could see a bit of the underside as his fingers drummed out a tickle there.  I realized I was being witness to his own very personal masturbation style.  It was likely others had seen him nude, likely partners had seen him erect.  But I was willing to bet no one had ever seen him so completely disarmed, so at ease with his own penis and his own sexuality, doing what only he knew how to do to give himself pleasure.  It occurred to me then how filthy a thing I was doing, how I was completely violating this young man’s privacy.  I knew better.  I also knew that I wasn’t going anywhere, that I was going to watch this man do whatever he wanted to do to himself.  I was going to see this through to its inevitable end.

He pulled his hands away, much to my disappointment, but the disappointment didn’t last.  Evidently he had set what he needed in motion, because his dick was moving, untouched, now, rolling slightly to one side even as it swelled.  Then it was nodding upwards, not all at once, but as if an unseen hand was pumping it full of air.  His penis lengthened, cock head touching on the seat directly, then all of a sudden that handsome helmet was free of the seat, pointing a line at the floor, then twitching still higher, pointing directly at me so that even in the dim light, close as I was, I could make out the little slit in its end.  Then it jumped higher, pointing at the television, higher still, growing, elongating, thickening, step by identifiable step.  It finished its growth pointing more or less at the ceiling.  I had a full view of it now, from scrotum to tip, the glorious ridge that ran the length of the under-shaft, the brown ring around the centre where his circumcision had occurred.  Every private detail exposed to my peeping eye, three feet away.  He was, I assessed, similar in size to Jerry.  Maybe a little bigger.

His right hand stole back in, secretively almost, as if he didn’t want his own penis to see it coming.  He touched lightly on his dick, so lightly, fingers doing that little drumming dance they had done before.

It occurred to me suddenly how wet I was, how unbelievably aroused.  I had never considered myself a voyeur before, but then, I’d never been presented the opportunity.  My pussy was thrumming with need in a savage way I hadn’t felt since I’d been very young.  I slid my own hand in between my legs, felt sun-strength heat seeping through my jeans.  But I wasn’t going to be able to give myself the attention I desperately needed while clothed.  I was loathe to pull my eye from the hole, didn’t want to miss a second of what might occur beyond that wall, but if I was going to do it, best to do it now, before the main event.  I knew I was safe behind my locked door, so I rolled myself onto my back, arched my ass off the floor and quietly undid my own belt.  I winced every time the buckle clinked or jingled, and before turning my attention to the rest, I drew it completely from my jeans, so I wouldn’t have to monitor it going forward.  I then popped the button, drew down the zipper and shimmied denim down past my pussy, past my knees to be sure they wouldn’t confine me.  Then I rolled back up to my kneel, knees now touching directly on cold tile.  I braced myself with my left hand on the wall, leaned in, and fit my right down between my legs.  I looked through the hole.

He had gripped himself now, had his cock enwrapped solidly in one fist.  The hand wasn’t flying yet, but was slowly stroking up and down.  My own finger was swirling over my clit, frictionless with the copious self-generating lube that was seeping from me, as if someone had left a faucet running up inside me.

That’s when the bathroom door handle jiggled.  Jerry was on the other side, trying to open it, finding it locked.  “Andrea?” he called.

Who else would it be? I wanted to shout back, probably followed by, Go away!  I’m masturbating!  I didn’t do either, of course, but if I didn’t answer, he’d only call again, and if he did it any louder, it was possible the guy in the viewing booth would hear.  And that might draw that guy’s attention to the wall, possibly to the peep hole, possibly to the twenty seven year old lady down on her knees, jeans and underwear at her ankles, toying with her clit while she watched him play with himself.  Of course, if I answered Jerry too loudly, I ran the same risk.  So, I straightened and shuffled on my knees toward the door, one hand still on my vagina.

Jerry knocked lightly, and when I was close enough that I thought he might hear me, even if I was quiet, I said, “Uh-huh?”

“You okay?”

Oh, for fuck’s sake, I’d be more than okay if you’d just let me get back to my peep hole and watch this guy jerk his dick till he sprays!  But in reality, quiet again:  “Uh-huh.”

“Okay.”  And I heard his footsteps recede.

I looked back to the hole in the wall, suddenly terrified that I’d find it dark, that that guy would be at it on his side, looking through at my naked ass, currently pointed toward him.  The thought more than terrified me, it mortified me, and it hammered home again just how wrong what I’d been doing was.  Because I’m sure he’d feel the same way if he knew what I’d been doing.  But I was already heading back over, still on my knees, shuffling with one hand on my cunt, other now cupping a breast.  The light at the hole hadn’t changed, from what I could see.

I fit my eye back to it again, and oh yeah, he was going for it now.  He’d abandoned the slow stroke, was tugging his cock hard enough that his balls bounced with each upward yank.

I sank a finger inside myself, touching on my G-spot, brought the other to take its place at my clitoris.  I had to pause for a second, because my orgasm mustered fast, and I was already going to cum, faster than I’d ever been able to make it happen before.  And I didn’t want it to happen for me before it happened to mister anonymous with the sweet dick and the black bush.

I edged myself, watching his hand go from rapid stroke to literal blur.  He stood suddenly, his face drawn out of sight, but his cock and balls arching another foot closer.  His penis was above my eye level now, still completely visible to me, though I was looking up at it, my eyes now even with his bouncing nuts.  I heard him grunt, and I knew he was close, so I didn’t bother monitoring my own progress any longer, just let my one finger pound in and out of me, my other flying back and forth over my pussy as rapidly as his own was moving.

His hips started to buck, and suddenly his semen was flying, not straight up, but scattering to either side of him as he jerked and thrust.  It came down like rain water all around my peep hole, clearly illuminated in the stop motion flicker of the TV.

I came then too, trying to keep my eyes open to watch the show, failing, forcing myself to lean back and away from the hole for fear that I might spasm forward and punch my forehead right through it.  I grunted once, loudly, I know I did, felt terror spike that I might be heard by the man on the other side of the wall or the man on the other side of the door, couldn’t stop my climax to monitor for reaction, but did bite forcefully on my lower lip to keep from slipping again.  As my orgasm subsided, I was arched fully backward, legs spread, cunt exposed to the hole, if the man had known to look, breathing as hard as if I’d just run a marathon.

Still in the afterglow, one hand still toying lightly with my clit, rocking out minor aftershocks, I went back to the hole to look through.

The man was finished too, was seated again, still gripping his dick.  Sperm ran down over his fingers, dripped off one of his testicles to spatter on the floor.  He pulled the hand away, brought it up to his face to look at it.  When he licked once at his own cum, maybe just to see what it tasted like, another small tremor hit me.  But he didn’t clean himself that way completely, going instead for the box of tissues on the shelf by the remote, wiping his hand first, then his dick and his balls, then checking over his clothing for any remaining evidence.  He had to dab at his jeans, especially, even inside, where his volcanic eruption had cast off jizz.  When he was fully satisfied, he put the tissues back, pulled up his pants, did up his belt.  He didn’t bother to clean up the floor, or the walls or television monitor that was likely streaked white.  He just left after that, unlocking the door and disappearing from my life.  I heard a click, and the light in the room went off, the television too.  Evidently it could all be controlled from one master switch.  I was looking through to blackness once again.

I couldn’t believe what I had just witnessed, still less the effect it had had on me.  Spying on that guy’s private moment had been one of the most erotic instances of my life.  Two things occurred to me then, though.

Firstly, before I left the bathroom, feigning a flush to disguise what I’d been doing, I would have to finish installing the toilet paper dispenser.  It was likely Jerry needed the bathroom - why else would he have been trying to get in?  And having him discover that little peep hole would be too incriminating. 

Secondly, it stood to reason that since that guy hadn’t cleaned up his mess, the store proprietor would have to.  Christie would be in that room momentarily, if she didn’t have other customers, to mop up the guy’s cum and get the booth ready for the next customer.  Before that happened I needed to have that hole plugged.  I realized that all of my anchors for the toilet paper dispenser had to be visibly protruding on the other side of the wall, as would be two of the anchors for the mirror.  But hey, both of us had to deal with the shoddy construction of the place, and nobody had warned us about that one particular deficiency.  And better to have her see a wall anchor than a peep hole.

I got to my feet quick, got dressed, fed that anchor in and screwed the final bracket into place.  I felt a moment’s lamentation to be filling in my access to sights like the one I’d had today, but it couldn’t be helped.  Then I flushed the toilet, washed my hands, and headed out of the bathroom.

Jerry asked again if I was alright and I just shrugged and told him fine. 

I couldn’t get the image of that guy masturbating out of my head, though, so fine actually ended up meaning distractedly horny.  When we got home I tried to get Jerry interested in sex, hoping he could put out my fire.  But he was tired after the long day, just wanted to spend the evening reading, he said.  Like always.  I locked myself in our home’s bathroom three separate times that night, masturbating furiously to the memory.  But nothing seemed to give me proper relief.  I went to sleep that night wondering if there was any way I could make another peep hole that wouldn’t be found.  


Chapter Two

The answer seemed obvious to me, come morning. 

We were six days out from our planned opening, still more work to be done sorting and cataloguing inventory, so as soon as we got to the store, and Jerry had disappeared into the back room, I hastily retrieved my hammer and a nail, and beelined for the bathroom.  I locked myself in, to be sure I wouldn’t be disturbed, then pressed my ear to the paper thin wall that divided us from the porn shop.  I heard nothing, which is exactly what I wanted to hear.  I went to my knees, and slid the toilet paper dispenser up and free of its brackets.

I had previously punched through in my genuine efforts to install décor.  But there was nothing preventing me from making another hole.  The only thing I had to be certain of is that the hole wouldn’t be discovered, either from the other side, or by Jerry or some random customer.  The toilet paper dispenser was the key.  I already knew that my previous hole had been positioned ideally to give me a near perfectly framed view of whoever occupied the opposite seat.  And whatever they might get up to.  If I added another hole between the brackets, I would get a similar view, and the hole could then be covered by the dispenser.  Whenever I wanted to use it, all I’d have to do would be to slide the dispenser up and out of its brackets.  The rest of the time it would be completely hidden on my side of the wall, and nothing more than a dark dot hidden in shadows on the opposite.

I gave another quick listen.  The last thing I wanted was to hammer through the wall while someone was sitting there - that would end my new little hobby pretty abruptly.  I also had no valid excuse to be hammering in the store right now, especially from inside a locked bathroom, so I needed to keep the noise down to keep from alerting Jerry.  I heard nothing to worry about, though, brought my nail up and fitted it dead centre between those brackets.  I tapped at it softly with the hammer.  It took seven taps with that gentle force, but that’s it.  I was through.  I slid the nail back out, pressed my eye to the hole.  Just darkness and silence on the other side.  But the brackets in no way interfered with my comfort.  This could work.  So I put the dispenser back in place, flushed, and ran the sink for a moment.  I put the nail in a pocket, hid the hammer behind my back as I emerged from the bathroom.  But Jerry was still in the back room, so no need to worry.

I had one last idea I wanted to put into play.  The only way I could ever get caught from the other side of the wall was if someone noticed light coming through the hole.  I thought it was unlikely - they’d be semi-blinded by the glow of the television, and their attention would be focused there as well.  And the hole itself was little more than a pin prick.  But the one way to be sure they wouldn’t see it would be to kill the light in the bathroom.  The only worry there was Jerry noticing the light out under the bathroom door, while I was inside.  I knew I’d have to be judicious about when I turned that light out - if I did it too often he’d realize something was amiss.  But I could buy myself at least one or two free passes if I just set up a fictional issue with the light bulb in there now.  The electrician wouldn’t arrive for days, and we knew there were problems with the wiring.  So I went to the back room, where Jerry was supposed to be working, though in fact he’d grown distracted by one of his books and was sitting there reading.  I gave him a heads up that there was an occasional flicker to the bathroom light.  He merely nodded and shrugged.  But now, if he ever did catch me in there with the light out, I could claim that it had turned itself out temporarily.  Tracks covered.  At least in the short term.

I was distracted all morning as I stocked shelves, anxiously awaiting the moment I could try out my new peep hole.  Business was slow next door that day, but I lingered whenever I could near to the bathroom, waiting for a cue.  When I heard the first of those quarters start to drop, I checked around for Jerry, didn’t see him, and fairly ran for the bathroom.  I locked the door and turned out the light.  The room plunged into utter darkness.  The problem now, of course was finding my way to the dispenser.  The bathroom was small, but I didn’t know it intimately yet.  If I ended up using the peep hole as often as I both intended and expected, I figured I’d be able to navigate in the dark near intuitively.  But for now, I fumbled along with one hand on the wall till I passed the sink, then crouched and trailed my fingers till I found the dispenser.  I slid it up and out of its brackets, and with my eyes still adjusting, had to feel for the tiny hole as well.  There it was.  I looked through.

The viewing booth was occupied by a well dressed man, completely contrasting the attire of the last individual I’d seen in there.  Full on business suit, hair coiffed finely, expensive looking watch.  Maybe high priced lawyer or investor.  He was handsome, too, with a chiselled face and high cheekbones, deliberate scruff on his chin and cheeks.  More like a TV lawyer than a real one.  If I had merely seen him passing on the street he would have commanded my attention.  This was a man who I’m sure literally turned heads, whatever line of work he was in.  And he wasn’t on the street, he was in private, or thought he was.  There was no denying that because he was undoing the fine leather belt, and pulling down those expensive looking trousers.  He was probably on his lunch break, had probably driven to the edge of town to avoid being caught in this dirty act.  A dirty act that I was going to witness in full.

I had learned from yesterday, and worn a simple pair of track pants to work today.  They made sense in the context of the work we were doing anyway, so Jerry didn’t question it.  More importantly, they provided ease of access.  I could just slide my hands down the front.  But I knew this was going to be a good show even before he got his underwear off, so the truth is I beat him to the punch, shoving pants and panties alike straight down so I could get at my needy vagina with no impediments. 

As he reached for his underwear, I saw the gold wedding band on his left hand.  I wondered if his wife knew that he was spending his lunch hour beating off to porn in a cum stained booth.  I wondered what she would think if she knew that a twenty seven year old married woman down on her knees was going to make herself cum while secretly watching him.  I wondered what that twenty seven year old woman’s husband would think, too, in the back room, just beyond the wall behind me.  Keep reading, Jerry.  Mama needed this.

The revelation of this guy’s cock was like the parting of storm clouds to spill forth the sun.  He kept himself neatly groomed, in contrast to yesterday’s kid, but it was his size that surprised me.  I’d seen larger men in pornography, but even only partially erect it was evident that his dick dwarfed Jerry’s.  It was as long in this state as Jerry’s was standing on point, and it was already rising as he watched whatever scene he’d chosen.  By the time he sat, it had climbed about as far as it was going to.  It was thick enough that I wondered if my hand would fit around it (and oh God, the thought of just reaching through this wall somehow to take hold of it left me breathless), and its tip rested just above the bellybutton on his muscled stomach as he settled himself back. 

He watched the porn spool out without so much as touching his dick for at least a minute, and while I was loving the sight of that enormous cock, felt like I could stare at it all day, I was surprised (and alarmed) to hear myself whisper, breath shaking exactly as it had yesterday, “Fucking touch it.  Jerk it.”  It was quiet enough that even I barely heard it, and he didn’t react in the slightest, but the words had come out of me unbidden, driven by a lust beyond my control.  Whatever had possessed me to mutter it could just as easily have made me bark it at him.

My wish was his command, though, because he did bring in not one hand but two, holding himself like the haft of a claymore.

I wondered what that huge dick tasted like, realized I’d probably dislocate my jaw if I ever had an opportunity to find out.

He and I had both just started getting into it when I heard a gentle knock.  The annoyance that flared in me at being disturbed again in my voyeuristic activity was as big as that guy’s dick, but after a moment I realized the sound hadn’t come from the bathroom door.  The guy on the other side had noted it, too, but he’d isolated the source more readily than I.  The knock had come from one of the side walls of his booth.  He leaned forward, penis still in hand, squinting in the darkness.

There was a hole in the wall.  I mean there was a hole in my wall, obviously, the one I was peeping through, but there was another in the wall to Lawyer Guy’s right.  I hadn’t noticed it the day before, because my attention had rightly been on the young man jerking his dick.  But there was a definite hole there, much bigger than the nail hole I was looking through, maybe two and a half or three inches across.  It was irregular in shape, looked like it had been hacked there by a knife or something, maybe across many visits.

Lawyer Guy leaned in close, peering through the hole, his expression changing from one of curiosity to one of almost hopeful speculation.  A moment later, both of us saw a finger protrude the hole.  It was just a quick thing, like the darting of a snake’s tongue.  It entered Lawyer Guy’s booth, groped for a second, then retracted.  I had no idea what it signified, other than that clearly someone else had visual access to the booth.  But Lawyer Guy must have understood the symbolism, because he nodded, then got down on both knees in front of that hole.

Ridiculously, my first thought was, Don’t kneel in there in those nice pants!  If he didn’t leave with ancient cum blotches on the knees of his three thousand dollar suit, I’d be shocked.  But I forgot all about his pants when I saw what I saw next.

Snaking through the hole where the finger had been came another penis.  I had no idea who it belonged to, obviously, only knew that it belonged to some white guy, his dick smaller and thinner than that of Lawyer Guy’s.  It came tentatively, as if the owner was afraid of nicking his dick on the hole’s irregular edges, maybe of getting a splinter in his cock.  It trembled as it fed on through, and Lawyer Guy watched it slide toward him with the same wicked attention I’d given to his penis.

I could still see the first guy’s cock.  Even on his knees and closer to me he remained visible from about the bottom of his balls up.  When he shifted momentarily I even caught a glimpse of cute ass.  Honestly, I could have beat my clit to that sight alone, but it was the least of what I now had to watch.  Two nice looking cocks, and occasional snatches of Lawyer Guy’s butt.

But this show was just getting started.  When Lawyer Guy touched the other guy’s dick I gasped.  When he kissed it, that other thing inside me that gave voice to my thoughts against my will actually muttered aloud, “Oh God, yes.”  Thankfully still not loud enough to be heard through the wall.

I’d never been into gay porn.  I had female friends in university who confessed to me that it was the mainstay of their masturbatory diet.  “What’s not to like?  All cock, all the time,” one of them told me.  But seeing this private moment now, this impossibly handsome man who had to be the sweet fuck dream of most of his female co-workers, and who evidently had a wife at home who I was willing to bet had no idea about her husband’s sexual habits, seeing him feeding an anonymous penis into his mouth, as he now was doing, while one hand still played with his own thick, heavily veined dick...  yeah, I could see the appeal.

I had never been unfaithful to Jerry, at least not as of yet, but it occurred to me then that, without hyperbole, if our roles had been reversed with those of Ed and Christie, if Jerry and I were the ones to own the porn shop, and he were to leave me alone there with the regularity that Ed left Christie, I’d probably be toying cocks through those wall holes on a regular basis.  I had a moment’s lament that my own peep hole wasn’t big enough to let me join in the fun.  But the view I had was still more than I had ever dreamed of in the last couple years of my sexless marriage, so I was going to enjoy this show.

I watched Lawyer Guy suck Anonymous, watched his handsome face slide up and down that other guy’s pole, watched when he withdrew the other dude occasionally just to play with and admire the dick he had access to.  I watched Lawyer Guy beating his own dick silly while he did it.  And I played with my pussy the whole time, edging myself again as I had yesterday, because I was going to cum forcefully, and this wasn’t the kind of show I wanted to walk out on at intermission.

It could be that Lawyer Guy had the expertise to know when the other guy was going to pop.  It didn’t look like this was his first time with dick in his mouth, so perhaps he’d just developed the intuition to know.  But eventually he stopped sucking altogether, shuffled his suited self out of the way, and just went at the guy manually, each of his hands now working a different cock.  When I heard a moan from the guy I couldn’t see, and the anonymous penis jumped, jetting sperm clear to the other side of the booth, I nearly climaxed, would have if I hadn’t yanked both hands away from myself.  But even without touch, I was probably going to cum soon.  So I was grateful that Lawyer Guy looked like he was about to join in.

As the anonymous dick died down to just occasional twitches, cum drooling out to drop out of sight, I saw its owner try to withdraw.  But Lawyer Guy wasn’t done yet, and he locked that dick in a vice grip that looked like it must have been painful for the other guy.  He wasn’t letting that penis escape.  One hand still on his own dick, one hand on the other guy’s, he got to his feet, over by the right-hand wall, hard cock pointed toward the wall I hid behind.  He was stroking himself fast now, so I hesitantly resumed my own self-abuse.

Lawyer Guy’s orgasm wasn’t as forceful as the anonymous guy’s had been.  His seed just spilled out of his cock head, basting the other guy’s dick liberally as Lawyer Guy deliberately swayed his cock head back and forth.  His semen slathered that other guy’s cock like a condiment. 

And that was it.  Fireworks went off between my legs.  I was cumming, cumming hard, trying to stifle my cry, mostly succeeding though a few loud squeaks got out of me.  Even before I’d finished my climax, I recognized that I’d been loud, too loud, and finger still poking and prodding at myself, I glanced through the hole again.

Yeah Lawyer Guy had heard something.  He was squinting at my wall, and at roughly the right level to see me had I not been hiding in the dark behind an opaque bit of wood.  To be safe, I covered the peep hole with one thumb, then rocked back and forth while the last of my climax faded.

I stayed like that, on my knees in the dark, one hand at the wall, one on my cunt, till I heard the viewing booth door open.  I caught my breath, hoping the wickedness and joy of what I had done wouldn’t read on my face when I emerged. 

But I knew I wanted more.  Not just to watch more, although, God, yes, I wanted that.  I felt sexually alive in a way that I hadn’t since before Jerry and I had gotten together.  My pussy had awakened from hibernation.  She needed to be fed.


Chapter Three

I watched two other guys beat off in that booth that day.  Neither of them interacted with anyone through the hole, just watched their porn and made themselves cum, but I fingered myself to powerful climaxes both times.  There was something so empowering and simultaneously terrifying about this situation I had engineered for myself.  Nobody else knew that my peep hole existed, so nobody made any effort to stop me.  It was like I had X-ray vision, and could see through men’s clothing at will.  Except I didn’t just get to see them naked, I got to see them be their truest and basest selves.  The dirty, shameful selves they would never elect to share with anyone. 

Did I feel guilt?  Yes.  Every time I interacted with Jerry, when he would throw me a quick smile, or give my arm a squeeze in passing, and I would think you have no idea what I’m doing back there.  But I tried to initiate sex with him again that night, and once more he turned me down and I thought no one would blame me. 

The next day I made a point of visiting the washroom as often as I thought I could get away with it.  And the booth had a busy day.  There were a few times when I would hear activity next door and go to peep, only to realize the sound I was hearing wasn’t coming from the booth I had access to.  Still, in the morning I watched two more men masturbate, and later I even saw a heavy set woman come in for her own private afternoon delights.  She turned on lesbian porn (I could tell by the sounds), and stuffed her hands down the front of her jogging pants.  One of the characters in the film she was watching said, at one point, “This is so hot.”  She responded to that character with, “You can say that again, sister,” and came a few minutes later. 

The fourth person I saw that day had a unique innovation, though it confused me at first.  He pulled out his cellphone, crouched in front of the porn screen and filmed the scene he was watching as he whacked.  It occurred to me that maybe he didn’t have the funds for a high data cell phone plan, maybe didn’t have internet at home, and this was a cheap way to beef up his personal porn library.  It gave me an idea, though, and with the next guy who came in, I fit my cell phone camera up to my peep hole and recorded his masturbation session.  If (when) Jerry refused me tonight, I’d have something to watch in the bathroom.

We skipped lunch, and I ended up running out to grab my husband and me some snacks to finish the day’s work.  As I said, it had been a very busy day at the porn shop, and it was only about 2:30, so I was surprised to see Christie come to the front of her store, lock the door from the inside, and turn the sign from Open to Closed, especially since I thought I’d seen someone enter just as I’d been leaving our own store.  But when I returned with the snacks about twenty minutes later, and saw the sign read Open once again, I figured maybe she’d just needed a bathroom break.  I mean, she worked there alone, most days, to the best of my knowledge.

It stormed that night, something fierce.  The wind gusted, the house shrieked.  We didn’t lose power, but lines went down all over the city, and we heard on the news as we drove to work that crews were already out working on it.  When we pulled into the lot of our little plaza, and saw Christie leaning against the front of her car, bored, saw that every window and sign in the place was dark, we realized the plaza hadn’t been spared.

“Any idea how long it’s going to be?” Jerry asked her.

“No.  Could be any minute.  Could be a few hours.  No point opening up in the dark, though.”

“Yeah, kinda hard to finish the last of our inventory and stocking with no lights, too,” Jerry agreed.  “You just gonna wait it out?”

“Yeah,” she sighed.  “Don’t want to lose a whole day of business if we don’t have to.  Might head in and find something to read, though.”

“You’re welcome to borrow something from our store!” Jerry offered, but she smiled and shook her head.

“No offense, professor, but I prefer my literature with a little more steam to it than any of your history texts.  Don’t suppose you folks have a flashlight, though, do you?”

I offered my cell phone, remembered the damning video I had on it, and even though it was unlikely she’d either snoop, or be able to get pass my password protection if she tried, I didn’t want to risk it.  It would look odd if I suddenly changed my mind and asked for Jerry’s phone instead, so I just offered to accompany her.

She unlocked the door and I stepped for the first time into the porn shop I’d been peeping on for three days straight.  The front window let in enough light that I could see the first half of the store, and it was pretty much what I’d expected.  Racks of sex toys, pornographic DVDs and Blurays, even some older VHS stock.  Handcuffs and other bondage gear.  A section for inflatable sex dolls.  Tacky and a little gross was my immediate reaction, but wasn’t I just the pot calling the kettle black?  None of it was as perverse as what I’d been getting up to.

“How long have you guys owned the store?” I asked her as we passed through the dildo section.  A few of them caught my eye, looked like something that could be fun to supplement my bathroom activities.  It wasn’t something I’d considered before... 

“This place?” Christie said.  “Almost twenty years.  I was only twenty when we did buy it.  The other stores popped up one at a time across the next eight or nine.  It was good business for a while, but a lot of people get their porn at home now.  For free.  Hard to compete with that.  We’re still turning a buck, though.  You want a tour of the place?”

“Sure,” I said.

She guided me up and down the aisles pointing out their sexual wares without the slightest hint of self-consciousness.  My eyes were drawn to some of the dildos again, especially those with the suction cup base.  It was cramped quarters in that bathroom, but one of those planted on the wall behind me would let me peep hands free. 

“If you see anything you like...” she said as we walked and I surprised myself by stopping right there.  This woman was essentially my office neighbour, and I didn’t necessarily want her knowing about my how I got my rocks off, but there was something about her matter of fact nature that left me sure there would be no judgement.  At least in so far as the use of a sex toy.  When she realized my light was no longer following her, she stopped and turned back to me. 

“Oh, yes?” she said.

I smiled embarrassedly, pointed to one of the six inch suction cup dildos.  “How much?” I asked.

She picked up the package, found the price tag.  “Debit machine won’t be working, of course, but if you have cash, I’ll knock five bucks off the price.  Neighbour discount.”

I withdrew the cash from my wallet, put the plastic wrapped dildo in my purse, buried it beneath other random items.  “Um...  don’t tell Jerry, okay?” I said, and she smiled a knowing smile.

“I’m all about discretion,” she promised.  “If I had a nickel for every naughty thing I got up to that Ed didn’t know about...  well, we wouldn’t need the store.”

We concluded the tour by passing through into the curtained back area where the viewing booths were.  There were just the two of them, though there was empty space where a third booth had formerly been.  Christie told me that it had malfunctioned at some point and rather than repair it they’d just cleared the space for storage.  “They don’t bring in the money they used to anyways,” she confided.  There were just cleaning agents there now, a mop and bucket, spray bottles and cloths.  Which made sense.

When I asked about the remaining booths, she promised they were clean, though I had my doubts, having seen what I’d seen.  But I had my own reasons for wanting to check them out.

I looked in the far one first, feeling a naughty thrill at the memory of all the people I’d seen in here, doing their dirty deeds.  The viewing screen was flat and was affixed to the naked wall joints that existed on this side of the wall. 

It was particularly dark right now, but shining my flashlight, I could make out the little blue anchors that held my toilet paper dispenser in place.  Even knowing what I was looking for, though, I couldn’t see the little dot that was my peep hole, at least not from where I stood.  It was just too small and hidden in too much darkness.  I would never be caught.

It occurred to me then that neither Christie nor Ed had ever mentioned those anchors that were suddenly protruding into their store.  They were small, granted, and dark against dark background.  Either they hadn’t been noticed, or the porn shop owners were just as eager to keep us from making a fuss over the illegal wall as I was.  I thought about mentioning it, decided not to bring attention if I didn’t have to.

I checked in the other viewing booth more out of curiosity than anything else.  I could see the hole in the wall where that one guy had fed his dick through.  That was my only association with this booth, though, and since I had no way to see inside it, I was about to turn away.  But my flashlight caught it, and when I realized what it was, I hesitated.  Another of those little blue anchors.  Two of them, actually.  One high off the ground, then, as I tilted the light down, another, low to the ground.  It occurred to me that they were the left-hand anchors that were holding my mirror in place.  The right hand side of that was screwed directly into one of the wall joints that was holding the viewing screen in place.

“Everything alright?” Christie asked me, and I turned quickly away. 

“Yep,” I promised.  And that was true.  That was very true.  

She fetched some dirty book from a rack, and the two of us went outside to join Jerry and wait out the repair crews.  It was another twenty minutes before we noticed the electric Closed sign in our own store light up above our Opening Soon banner.

I didn’t want Jerry detecting a pattern of my locking myself in the bathroom the instant we arrived at work, so I forced myself to put in an hour of stocking and organizing first.  During that hour I even heard the sound of the quarters dropping next door and a distantly filtered bit of porn playing and it took all my strength of will not to check out what I was missing.  By this time, though, Jerry was spending more time in the main body of the store, since much of the back room work was done, so I had to be extra careful.

Still, I had a plan that I desperately wanted to enact, and this in particular would be easier while we were still setting up, since I had casual access to tools.  When Jerry did finally disappear into the back room, I grabbed up my trusty hammer and another nail, and locked myself away.

I had seen the anchors for my mirror in the second porn booth.  That meant that booth was behind my mirror.  Which meant if I put a hole behind it, I’d have access to both booths.

Like the toilet paper dispenser, the mirror was held in place by brackets, though it hadn’t been designed to be lifted free with ease.  I had to loosen the top brackets a little to get myself the wiggle room I needed to be able to pull it away from the wall.  This thing was a lot more delicate than the dispenser, so I was careful when I leaned it against the far wall.  I listened again, heard nothing going on next door, pulled my gentle tap, tap routine again, and gained myself a second peep hole.  It doubled my opportunities for peeping, ensured that if anyone used either booth, I’d be able to see it, and meant that the next time there was a repeat of what I’d seen the other day, where that hot lawyer guy had been fed an anonymous penis, well, I’d have the visual on both sides of the wall now.  No more anonymity.

I put the mirror back, went through the rigmarole of flushing and running the tap again before coming back out.  Jerry was in the main store, saw me emerge and threw me a curious, mildly worried look.  But I was pretty sure I was able to ditch the hammer without him seeing it.  He didn’t say anything, anyway, so I guessed I was still safe.

I played it cool for the next hour or so, but when I heard the music start up in one of the booths the next time, and remembered that my chance of spotting some action was no longer 50%, but 100%, I excused myself to the washroom again.  I didn’t turn out the light right away - if I had to move the mirror, that wasn’t something I wanted to do in the dark.  I figured I’d check which hole I needed first.  When I realized it was the one I’d been using all along, I killed the light, and positioned myself on the floor.

What I looked in on was what I was already considering a vanilla show.  Average looking guy whacking his cock for my viewing pleasure.  It still turned me on immensely, still felt dirty and wrong in all the right ways.  But I was looking forward to upping the ante with another double show, or something. 

I’d brought my purse in the bathroom with me, and while the guy next door was just getting started, I unwrapped my new dildo.  It stuck to the wall behind me perfectly, this six inch curved rubber boner ready for me to impale myself on.  I’d misjudged the dimensions of the room, though.  With my eye against the hole, the rubber cock was just a little out of reach.  I could feel it tickling at my cunt lips when I tried to thrust back against it, but if I wanted to use it the way I wanted to use it, my bathroom would need further modification.  For now, I watched this morning’s guy play with his dick, and hammered myself with that dildo manually.  I got the orgasm I needed, and so did the guy next door.  When he left, I turned on the light, flushed the toilet, washed the dildo, put it back in my purse. 

When I exited the bathroom this time, Jerry was working with the cash register, in full view of me.  I saw his eyes drop curiously to my purse, but he didn’t comment on that.  Instead he said, “Is that light still acting up?”

“Huh?”

“The bathroom.  You were sitting in the dark.”

“Yeah, it flickers, and sometimes drops out entirely.  A short maybe?  When the electrician finally shows up we should get him to look at it..”

He looked suspicious, and why not?  As far as he could see I had sat in the dark for fifteen minutes, and the light wasn’t flickering now.  I know he’d never noticed it flickering, because it didn’t flicker.  But if he’d been in view of the bathroom the whole time I was in there, and if he was perceptive, which I generally believed him to be, he knew that that light had gone out just a couple minutes after I’d entered, and popped back on a minute before I exited.  Conveniently timed flickering, for sure.  I knew that the next time I went in, if he was anywhere around, I’d have to risk leaving the light on.

To escape from the line of questioning, I went to the back room.  We had purchased more shelves than we needed, it turns out, and I knew there were a pair of narrow, standing book shelves back here that were going unused.  I dragged one out to the main room now and when Jerry asked what it was for I told him the décor in the bathroom was just spartan.  I was going to put the book shelves in there, flanking the toilet, maybe get some plastic plants or knick knacks to put on them.  He said it was good idea, so I put them in place.  I rotated one for a moment, so that the flat side of the shelf was facing outward.  Yes, it would work.  Planting my new dildo on one of these instead of the back wall would surely give me my full range of play on that thing.

It occurred to me then how obsessed I’d become with my solitary peeping.  I had already drawn the suspicion of my husband, and immediately thereafter my thought had been how to improve my self-pleasure while spying.  The porn booths occupied most of my waking thought, now.  I had never felt so deliciously fulfilled, sexually, not even before Jerry, when I’d dated guys my own age, who had shown a proper interest in me.

I told him I was going to run out to pick up the things for the new bathroom shelves and he nodded.  I ran over to one of the nearby big-box stores, grabbed what I needed.  As I was pulling back into our store lot, I saw a cute looking guy entering the porn shop, was already hoping he’d make use of the viewing booth, when I saw Christie pull the same move that she had the day before.  She locked the door to the shop and turned the sign around, then disappeared into the depth of her store...  which was now, evidently, closed.  I frowned, because I’d definitely seen a customer enter, but it was none of my business.  So I fetched from the back seat the things that I’d bought, and brought them to the bathroom.

I was too late to hear the quarters drop, but I could already make out the quiet sounds of pornography playing next door.  I debated for a second, because Jerry was already suspicious, but my hope to see that cute customer naked and more had only just flashed through my head, and the opportunity was mine if I wanted it.  Plus,  I already had my purse with me in the bathroom, which would be in no way suspicious since I’d come in here straight from shopping.  So I decided to chance it, shutting the bathroom door and locking it, digging out my dildo.  I didn’t dare turn out the light this time.

I was growing adept at differentiating the source of the sounds beyond the wall, was pretty sure the guy was behind the toilet dispenser.  I rotated the bookshelf on that side, plunked my long rubber dick into place, then pulled the dispenser from the wall, fitting my eye to the hole. 

Yes indeed.  There he was, a twenty year old, or thereabouts, blonde hair, blue eyes, preppy in dress.  Probably a university student.  His pants and underwear were both already down, his long, thin cock in hand.

I gave my clit a few finger swirls, just to be sure I was ready, but honestly, it was already Pavlovian.  I’d hear the sounds start from next door, and I was wet in seconds.  So, not pulling my eye from the hole, I felt behind myself for the head of my rubber cock, angled it slightly and sank myself onto it till I felt those rubber balls touching the backs of my upper thighs.  Dear Jesus, yes, this was going to do nicely.  The toy phallus was even coincidentally similar in shape and size to Mister Blue Eyes next door, so it was easy to pretend that that pretty cock he was playing with was instead inside me.  It was like I was fucking him without his knowledge.

I was really starting to get into it, thrusting myself quietly to be sure Jerry didn’t overhear in the next room, when I heard quarters dropping in the booth next door.  My first instinct was actually annoyance - I had everything I needed right here, could drive myself to a solid little orgasm without further stimulus.  But I was also greedy, wanted to know what I missing over there.  I promised myself I’d be quick - just check which one was the better show, then, unless the two of them got going together, I’d make a decision and stick with one. 

I didn’t even pull my pants up initially, but the tangle of clothes at my ankles were definitely getting in the way, so I dealt with them before continuing.  I moved quickly after that, not wanting to miss Mister Blue Eyes blowing his load, but carefully enough not to drop and break the mirror, or to make sufficient noise as to be overheard.  I leaned the mirror against the door when I was done, shoved pants and panties back down even before I’d had a chance to peep, got to my knees and looked through into the other booth.

Oh, my God!  I’d been expecting another guy just here for a quick wank, but that’s not what I saw.

It was Christie.  Down on her knees, her own pants and panties down, one hand at her cunt, the other at one of her still clothed breasts.  She was leaning into the hole that had been carved between booths.  She was watching the young guy masturbate, too.

I wondered for a moment why she had bothered paying into the video machine, realized it would make no difference to her - she collected all the money at the end of the night anyway.  And this way, if the guy overheard any activity next door, he’d assume it was another patron.  He had no idea that the store owner had locked down the shop just to have some time alone with him, or that she was using him as her own exclusive live sex show.  Just as I was.  When I’d seen her yesterday pulling the same maneuver, she had probably been doing the same thing.  I thought back to her comment about all the naughty things she got up to behind Ed’s back, wondered just how many men she’d spied on over the twenty years of the store’s existence. 

That other voice, the one that seemed to speak through my lips of its own accord when I got turned on, spoke up now in the same shaky, thankfully quiet tones it always used.  Barely a whisper.  “You filthy slut.”  Not an insult, a statement of admiration.  But I was glad she hadn’t heard it.

I went back to the guy’s hole, shoving my shelf mounted dildo up inside myself as I did.  I was even more turned on now, knowing that both Christie and myself were taking advantage of the same situation.  Of the same boy, really.  I thought I would cum quickly, willed the kid to pick up his own pace.

But the show got better because I saw Christie’s finger come through the hole between booths right then, just as that other guy’s had a few days before.  A quick beckoning motion, then withdrawing.  A signal to let the kid know she was there.  Dear God, was she going to go further than just watching?

I scrabbled back to the other hole to peek through at her.  She had lifted her shirt now, and removed her bra, was positioning her tits such that they would be the one thing the kid would see if he looked through the hole.  He’d know there was a woman on the other side, but he wouldn’t know who she was.  Her nipples were on hard point, waiting for his gaze.  And it came, because I saw the subtle darkening of the hole between booths that surely indicated he was looking through.  The only question was whether he’d take the bait.

And the answer was yes.  The quality of light at the hole shifted again, though Christie kept her breasts on display until the last possible moment to be sure he couldn’t look through and identify her.  A moment later, that thin and pretty boner fed on through to her.  She smiled a smile of such lasciviousness that I felt a surge of lust for her, not just the boy.  She eyed that cock like she’d been starving and it was dinner.  I knew how she felt.   

She let her shirt drop back into place, reached up with both hands to run her fingers along the stranger’s dick.  She tilted her head this way and that to get the full view of him. 

Before things could go further, I scrambled back across the room to pry my dildo from the shelf.  It didn’t want to come easily, made a much louder popping sound than I would have liked when it finally released.  But I was past caring.  My next door neighbour was cheating on her husband, and my best guess was that it was something she’d been doing daily with strangers for decades.  All while maintaining her own anonymity, even from the people she was using!  It was so fucking wrong, so truly terrible, and yet my cunt felt like it was going to explode with delight for her. 

I rotated the other shelf, again much more loudly than I should have, planted the dildo, turned, sank back onto it, and put my eye again to the hole.

She had him in her mouth, was sliding her face up and down his long shaft.  Her eyes were closed, her expression pure bliss.  Her hands were back on her own body, the right one prodding her exposed pussy, left fed up under her shirt to pull at her nipples.

“Oh you fucking whore,” I breathed again, once more with no control.  It was like my soul’s commentary spilling out on barely voiced air.

The shelf behind me was a little less stable than the other one, something I would have to address between shows.  For now, it may have had some degree of benefit, forcing me to slow my rhythm for fear of toppling the whole thing.  It bought me a couple extra minutes of dildo time before the rubber dick could force my climax.

But, unbelievably, Christie wasn’t done.  Not content to watch, as I had been making do, not content to suck off this stranger as, my God,  I wished  I could do.  She stood now, pants still a set of manacles at her ankles, and shuffled back toward the guy’s dick.  She never let go of him, maybe not wanting him to think she was done so that he might give up and withdraw.  She walked herself backward, bent forward at the waist and...  holy fuck.  She sank his cock up inside her cunt the same way I was doing with the rubber dick behind me.  She pressed her hands onto the opposite wall for leverage, started thrusting herself back and forth, fucking this hot young college kid for all she was worth.  She had no compunctions about staying quiet the way I did, either, knowing she had the privacy of the store.  As she started to grunt and gasp, muttering things like, “Oh, yes.  Shove that cock up inside me,” I even thought I recognized the vocalizations.  Jerry and I had heard similar things from time to time through the wall, had always written it off as porn.  I couldn’t be certain, but I thought now that we’d probably been hearing her, having her way with whatever customer she’d locked in her store.

Her tempo increased, and I wished I could match her, but it was just as well, because cumming was an imminent and foregone conclusion for me.  Evidently for those on the other side of the wall, too.

I heard the kid next door grunt out his orgasm, and only a second later, as his cum pumped inside her, Christie threw back her head, eyes rolled up into her skull and barked out a single grunt to signify her climax. 

I bit my tongue, closed my eyes, and shuddered with the dildo locked inside me.  How I kept from screaming out my climax was beyond me.

As I was starting to come down, I let my eyes filter back open.

Christie wasn’t taking the same time to get herself together as I was.  The kid’s dick was still protruding from the wall, his cum drizzling down the side of it, but she was frantically pulling her pants back up after only a single swipe at her vagina with a tissue.  She danced to get her jeans into place, scooped up her bra and darted from the room.  A moment later, as the guy was just starting to retract his penis, I heard the front door chime of her porn shop, the one that signalled the door opening and closing.  I realized that that had probably been for the kid’s benefit.  By the time he got himself together and got out of the booth, the store would be open again...  and he could assume that the woman in the booth who had just fucked him so hard had been a customer who got out before he could confront her.  Wiley Christie had her kinky hobby down to a science.

When the kid cleared out, I dressed and put both mirror and dispenser back into place.  I flushed, washed my dildo, stashed it away, rotated the shelves, stocked them with the new stuff I’d bought for decoration.  I was trying to get my end down to a science too.

But Christie had one huge advantage that I lacked.  Her husband was elsewhere most of the time.  Mine was frowning at me as I emerged from the bathroom.

“Are you okay?” he asked me.

“Yeah, why?”

“You’re in that bathroom constantly.  And I heard like a bang, or a pop, and scraping...”

“I was setting up the shelves while I sat on the toilet,” I lied.  “Multi-tasking.  And I have been having some bowel issues.  Not sure what’s up with me.”

I don’t know if he bought it.  He looked unconvinced.  But he didn’t bring it up again, and I stayed out of the bathroom for the rest of the day, mourning every time I heard the quarters drop without me taking the time to look.  I felt like a fisherman whose line was constantly getting bitten, but who couldn’t reel in a fish.  There were six “ones who got away” that day.


Chapter Four

I was already under justifiable suspicion, but that’s the thing about obsession.  It overrides reason.  I made one last attempt to entice Jerry, blatantly telling him that night, “I’m horny.”

“I thought you weren’t feeling well,” was his response.

So...  right.  We watched the news together.  He took out a book.  I told him I wanted some wine, and we were out, which gave me the excuse I needed to leave the house.  

But I didn’t head to the store right away.  I had another plan, a dirty and terrible plan that wouldn’t leave my head no matter what efforts I made to shake it.  Again, obsession.  Nasty little thing, that.

I couldn’t get the image of Christie out of my head, couldn’t stop turning over and over the thought that she’d probably been doing this for years, for decades.  I would have been the first to tout the virtues of monogamy publicly, and had never envisioned myself taking on a single other partner besides my husband.  But I’d not so much tasted forbidden fruit as seen others sample it.  I wanted my own taste, now.  So I drove to our book store.

The porn shop was closed.  It stayed open till 11 on week nights, but it was Saturday, so it had been closed for about 30 minutes by the time I arrived.  I unlocked our store, went inside, brought the tool box to the bathroom.  I removed the mirror and stood there for at least five minutes, debating.  What I had planned was crazy with a capital C.  I was already putting my marriage in jeopardy, but this meant crossing a whole other line.  It also drastically increased the chance that I’d be discovered, not just by Jerry but by Ed and Christie.   Mind you, if Christie found out, well, she wouldn’t exactly be in a position to raise the issue...  not with what I’d learned about her.  And now here I was already laying blackmail contingency plans, so was I really going through with this?

Yes, it seemed I was, because the hacksaw blade was in one hand, suction cup dildo in the other.

I used the peep hole I’d made behind the mirror as my horizontal mid point, estimated what seemed, to my mind, an appropriate height above that.  I planted the dildo firmly on the faux wood wall - if I lost the central piece I would be in big trouble.  Then I brought up the blade and gouged the start line above the dildo.  I cut a full circle around it, hanging on tightly to that rubber cock.  By the end, I had carved an open hole in the wall, about three inches across.  My own private glory hole.  The wood I had removed was still stuck to the base of my dildo.  There was probably a little saw dust on the other side, but I’d made a point of trying to do most of the cutting by drawing the blade toward myself, so most of it had ended up in our bathroom.  Easy enough to sweep up.

If I’d left the hole open it would almost certainly have been discovered promptly.  But I had no intention of being that sloppy.  We had sticky foam stripping meant to insulate around our store’s air conditioner.  I measured out a length, tore only half of the backing from it and wove it around the wood piece I’d removed.  Now my knot hole plug had a foam outer rim - the wood could be replaced in the hole, forming a near invisible seal in the dark of that viewing booth, and there would be no fear of it falling through to the other side.  And the foam gave the added benefit of providing an easy grip, making the knot hole easy to remove.  If ever I was peeping on some man I particularly wanted to sample, I could pull the plug and see if I could entice him through.  I doubted many men would follow up afterwards, to try to figure out just where they’d been poking through to.  Most would probably just assume it was another viewing booth or the porn store bathroom.  And those that did figure things out would have no way to be certain it hadn’t been some book store customer that had played with them.  If I made myself scarce after any interaction, hiding out in the back room, I could almost certainly avoid most follow-up encounters.  I doubted I would do it as often as Christie seemed to, because she had the much more convenient set up.  In fact, I told myself, I might not ever use it at all.  It was just there in case a man I could not resist came along.  But I knew in my heart that I was lying to myself.  I was like a pyromaniac who had been handed a can of gasoline and some matches.  Things were going to explode, and I was already fearful that I’d burn myself up along the way.

I picked up the wine on the way home, and complained to Jerry about fictional long lines.

The next day was Sunday.  We had only three days left to finish work on the store before we opened on Wednesday, and my work continued to be a little slower than expected because I was so damned distracted by my private plans.  Jerry was definitely watching me more closely than normal, and I couldn’t even tell if it was because he knew I was up to something or because he was genuinely concerned for my health.  Once again, I had to let the first couple of patrons next door go without investigation.  But when I heard the quarters drop the third time, and Jerry told me he was going to make a run for some needed supplies, and would pick us up lunch on the way back, I knew I would be taking my chance.  I waited till I saw our car pull out of the lot before I dashed to the bathroom.

I locked the door, because it was no good taking chances, listened for a moment to ascertain which booth was in use.  I smiled when I realized it was the one behind the mirror.  Harder to access, but I never could have hidden my glory hole behind that toilet paper dispenser.  I pulled the mirror aside, leaned it where I always did, rotated the shelf behind me, plunked my dildo down onto it, fit my eye to the peep hole.

Oh, yes.  I had a lovely specimen today.  Average height and build, maybe early forties with salt and pepper hair.  He looked a little like a younger version of my husband, and there was nothing wrong with that.  His penis looked to be about six inches long, already fully erect as he pulled lazily at it, looking only half-enamoured with what he was watching.  His eyes turned more than once to the hole in the side of his booth, and I suspected he had visited such booths before, was wondering if he’d have a partner to play with.  I didn’t know if another customer might show up, but Sundays seemed to be the one day of the week when Ed was working the store, sometimes with Christie, sometimes alone, so I had little expectation that she’d put in an appearance.

I watched him play and rode my dildo, all the while thinking how wondrous it might be to touch that dick, to make a man cum as I hadn’t done in many, many months.  But even with the opportunity I had, with Jerry out of the store, I still probably wouldn’t have gone through with it but for one thing...  the man seemed to be growing bored with his pornography.  His self manipulation was growing listless and I worried he might leave before I’d had a chance to satisfy what had by now become the central urge in my life.  So I threw caution to the wind.

I tapped lightly on the wall to gain his attention.  He noted it, but had no idea where the sound had come from. 

Before I pulled the knot from its hole, I followed Christie’s lead, not just pulling my top up, but removing it entirely and casting it aside, along with my bra.  I had left the light on in the bathroom in case Jerry got home while I was still in here, so I knew that when I revealed myself, the man would have no trouble seeing me on my side of the hole.  I just needed to give him something to look at that might convince him to play with me, while not risking a reveal of my face. 

I pulled the bit of wood from its hole, placed it on the floor, arched my back to point my tits at the hole, mere inches away.  If he came as close as I was to peek through now, he’d be able to see those tits, but also my naked pussy, because my pants were still down past my knees.  I didn’t suspect he’d be able to see my face, but just to be safe, I kept my hands up in front of me, fingers splayed.

I heard him slither off his chair, heard him crawl toward my wall.  I couldn’t risk looking for his eye, because that would mean exposing my face, but I knew he’d seen me when I heard him mutter, “Oh, fuck.  Oh, fuck, yes.”

His finger poked through.  I heard it before I saw it, and the man gave that same quick gesture and withdrawal that I’d seen used several times now.  Seeking permission to go further, I guess.  Evidently it was some sort of glory hole code that all the cool kids knew.  I reciprocated quickly, then resumed my upright stance in case he decided to peep through at me again.  But there was no denying when he took the next step.  His dick was a lot bigger than his finger, and I heard it graze the sides of my home-made glory hole as he pushed himself inexpertly through, heard the thump on the other side of the wall as his body pressed against it.  He was down on his knees, had to be to clear the television above him.

Safe in the knowledge that he had no way to see my face, I dropped myself to all fours to examine his cock close up.  If his erection had been waning before, it was back in full force now.  It twitched and bobbed with his pulse, darkened head wide and swollen, already sheened with a bit of precum from his own self-ministrations. 

I felt my dildo touching me from behind, shimmied to get it inside me.  I had the freedom to be a little louder than usual, groaning as it filled me up.

The guy flexed whatever muscle guys use to make their dicks jump, signalling his need.  I hesitated for just a moment, knowing I was about to cross a line that couldn’t be uncrossed.  So far I hadn’t technically cheated on my husband.  I had taken up a very perverted hobby behind his back, to be sure, had orgasmed repeatedly just a few feet away from strange men (and women), all while watching them engage in sexual acts.  But it had been voyeurism only, a very one-sided sexual congress where the other party didn’t even know of my existence.  I had revealed myself now, but could still look Jerry in the eye and say truthfully that I had never touched another man.  I feared crossing this line, but I had tried so hard to get Jerry to engage with me, to provide me the physical contact I craved.  So maybe he had crossed a line, too.  I didn’t know if that was just rationalization sustained by lust, but it was enough, because I reached out now with one hand, other supporting me on the floor, and closed my fingers about this stranger’s penis.

It jumped again in my grip, so hot to the touch.  It was overlaid with more obvious veins than Jerry’s cock was, and it felt strange in my grip, and all the more attractive for its strangeness.  I ran my hand loosely along the guy’s shaft while he moaned beyond the wall.  God, I didn’t want to just see his cock spurt, as I had seen all those other men, I wanted to drag his orgasm out of him, to know that I was responsible.  And my hand wasn’t going to be enough.  I mean, maybe for him, but not for me.  Not with the state I was in.

I was thrusting hard on my dildo ride, the shelf rocking behind me, its contents wobbling and rattling.  I grabbed the guy’s dick, brought it to my mouth, licked at the head.  He tasted different from Jerry, not that I’d had opportunity to taste Jerry in a long while.  I wondered what those engorged veins would feel like on my tongue, so I slid him inside my mouth.  And, oh, the line was very, very crossed now, and I didn’t know how I felt about that, but I knew how I felt about this guy’s dick, knew that it was satisfying a need in me that had gone unanswered for so long.  I sucked at him.  I slid up and down his shaft.  I revelled in every little quiver he gave off, all the while pumping my cunt on that loudly bouncing dildo behind me.

Two minutes later and the man announced his status suddenly:  “Oh, I’m gonna cum!”

I pulled him from my mouth, drool spilling out to the floor as I did so.  I started tugging at his cock, staring at it inches from my face, desperate to see it do what I loved to see cocks do.  When it jolted in my grip, and the man beyond the wall let out a loud moan, my own orgasm hit.

Everything seemed to happen all at once after that.

His first spray of cum hit me on the cheek.  The force of my climax dropped me forward, so the next spurt from that cock flew God knew where.  My hand was above my head, still milking the guy, and my pelvis had thrust so forcefully back against the shelf that the shelf jolted loudly, canting to the side.

The bathroom door handle rattled and Jerry, who had not been gone long enough to run any of the errands he’d promised, who’d probably faked the whole thing to see what I would do, and had returned without my hearing, yelled from the other side, “Andrea?  Are you okay?”

Oh, my God!  I tried to answer him in my most normal voice, but I was still in orgasm mode simultaneous with panic mode, so my, “Yes,” came out sounding strangled and weird.

The guy’s dick was still pumping sperm into the room, and I was trying to sit up with the dildo still buried inside me.  I ended up knocking that shelf further askew in my haste, so that it toppled completely now to the side, making contact with the mirror I had leaned against the door. 

The mirror fell, too.

I scrambled forward, out of its path, and mercifully the obstructions of both the shelf and the toilet kept it from penduluming full force to the floor where it would have filled the bathroom with reflective shrapnel.  But it did break loudly into eight or nine large pieces. 

The dick in the wall withdrew hastily, and Jerry was pounding on the door now asking me to open up.  I don’t know what he was envisioning happening on my side of the door, but it must have sounded cataclysmic.  There was no way I was passing this off as bowel issues.

“One second!” I yelled to him, scrambling to my feet, yanking up my pants and underwear.  I saw the stranger’s eye come to the hole, jammed the wall plug into it, whispering, “Fuck off!” as I did so.  But there was no way I was going to be able to hide all of this from Jerry.  The mirror could no longer conceal my obvious plug, the floor was covered in broken glass, not to mention jism which I could still feel dripping down my face.  I tried anyway, grabbing up my shirt and bra, throwing them on, mopping quickly at the sperm on my face and the floor near the hole, throwing it all into the toilet and flushing.  Jerry pounded a few more times at the door, but eventually gave up.  He could hear how rapidly I was moving, knew I must be at least relatively unharmed, knew that I was nonetheless choosing not to open the door to him for some reason.  No, I had no idea what he was envisioning, but coming on the heels of everything that had gone on the last few days, he must have known something was seriously awry with me and this bathroom.

His voice came a final time, no longer yelling, no longer urgent but plaintive.  Just my name.  “Andrea...”

That’s when I knew the game was up.  I opened the door, stepping backward to allow room for him to enter.  His eyes met mine, filled with anxiety, giving me a once over for blood, seeing none, then catching on what I at the time didn’t even realize was a big blotch of sperm in my hair.  From there his eyes toured over the mess of the bathroom, the broken glass, the weird circular wall patch that was my home made glory hole, dribbles of semen running the wall beneath it, and finally my dildo, still plugged into the toppled shelf.  That suction cup was something else.

“Andrea...” he said again, and his eyes were nothing but fear.  I was pretty sure my marriage was over.  “What the fuck?”

I followed his gaze back to my hair again, felt up there, realized what he was looking at.  “We need to talk,” I told him.  Which was the gold star winner for understatement of the year.

I took him to the back room, because I didn’t want him staring at the detritus of my guilt while I told him, and because I was pretty sure I was going to cry, was doing so already, in fact, and I didn’t want anyone seeing me through the windows.

I told him almost everything.  About the accidental discovery that I could see into the porn booth, watching that first guy masturbate, how it had aroused me despite my better judgement.  I tried to avoid anything that sounded accusatory - with everything out in the open now I could see my rationalizations for what they were.  He had displayed no sexual interest in me, true, but rather than suggest counselling or laying out to him how I was really feeling, I had followed my lust to this weird and very dark end.  I told him about making my own peep hole, hidden by the toilet paper dispenser, how I had realized I could see into the other booth if I pulled down the mirror.  Told him in vague and general terms about the others I’d peeped on.  I told him about buying the dildo next door, and about returning last night to cut the new hole.  I didn’t tell him about Christie - that wasn’t my secret to give away.  But in some ways that made it worse, because it took away the initial motivating factor I’d had in carving the glory hole.

“That hole,” he said.  “The one you had plugged, with the air conditioning foam around it.  That’s not just for peeping, is it?”

“No,” I confessed.  He knew anyway.  I’d wiped all the semen from my hair (I hoped) as I talked to him, but he’d clearly seen it, and he’d seen some of the mess the guy had left in the bathroom.  And if he went in there right now and pulled it, he’d figure out exactly what it was for. 

Although I think he had already, because he asked, “How many men?”

“That I watched, or-”

“No,” he said and I knew what he meant, so I was honest about that too.

“Today was the first.  That guy was the first.  The only.”

“How far did it go?” he asked.

I told him that too.  The truth.  It hadn’t gone the final mile, for which I was grateful, because it surely would have, probably inside a matter of days, if I hadn’t been caught.  Obsession, right?  But it had gone far enough.  Too far. 

He nodded.  He looked shell shocked.  We were silent for a long time before he asked, “Do you still love me?”

“I love only you.  And I want you, too, I do...  I did.  I...”  But there was no way to finish that sentence without rehashing the bad choices I’d made. 

He saw it too, must have, because he followed up on it with his own side of things, addressing the anxieties that had been clouding my heart for more than months...  since we’d gotten married, really.  He said, “Do you know why I’ve been reticent with you?  Because I have.  I know that I have, even when I saw you making an effort.”

I shrugged, shook my head.

“Don’t misinterpret what I’m about to say,” he went on.  “I know you offered, repeatedly, and I know I’m the one who said no.  I turned you down.  So I recognize my part.  And it wasn’t that I don’t find you attractive, because I do.  Very much so.”

“Really?” I said.  It was a revelation, and that fact, that my husband simply telling me he found me attractive came as actual shock, made me realize just how far both of us had allowed things to fall between us.  I had just taken more drastic steps in response to it.

“It’s...”  He sighed.  “Do you remember the first time you introduced me to your friend Melinda?”

I nodded, shrugged.

“Do you remember what she said?  She said, ‘So this is the great god-professor, Jerry.’”

I vaguely remembered.  But I didn’t know where he was going.

“Do you know what your mother said to me when we met?  She said, ‘My daughter writes to me about you all the time.  It’s like reading scripture.’”

“My mother’s weird,” I told him.

“She’s not, though.  Don’t you see, that’s the point.  Her reaction was pretty typical to meeting me.  I mean, from the beginning our dynamic was weird, right?  You were my student.  Then you worked for me.  And you...  you put me up on this pedestal.  Every time you talked to your friends about me, I heard you, and it was flattering and it was nice, but it was always about how brilliant I was, and how great I was.  When you introduced me to your parents, I think your Dad wanted to punch me - I was so much older than you, I could obviously only have one thing on my mind when it came to you.  But you swayed them too, sold me as this shining saint of academia...   I started feeling like you saw me as some paragon...  someone who could do no wrong.  And when I thought about us, together...  sexually, I mean...  more often than not I let that get in the way.  It was like, if I told you how I really felt, what I really wanted, or God forbid acted on those impulses, it would be a disappointment to you.  I’d be a sullied saint at best.  Or just a much older loser, after the professorship disappeared.”

“That wasn’t your fault,” I told him.  “That wasn’t either of our fault.”

“I told you we’d travel the world,” he said.

“And we will!” I promised, because that’s how easy it is to forget.  My voice was as fearful as his had been when, remembering all that I had done, I whispered, “I mean...  will we?  Still?”

“Do you still want to?” he asked.

“Yes.”  Which was the truth.  “Do you still want to?”

“Yes,” he said.

And then it happened.  This moment I had been waiting for and wanting for what seemed like ever.  He kissed me, and it wasn’t the chaste kiss he normally delivered, but something filled with passion.  I responded and a moment later we were on the floor of that back room, tearing at each other’s clothes.  We made love, right there on the floor, and it was more ardent than we’d experienced together at any point in our relationship.

We lay entwined in silence for a while afterwards until I told him, “I liked that.”

“Yeah, so did I.”

“We should do more of that.”

“Definitely,” he agreed.

“And for the record...  I don’t think of you as a saint.  I don’t want a saint.”

“Well that’s good, because the guy you married is far from it.  And the act was getting tiring.”

“Act?” I said.  “Why, what’s really going on in that head of yours?”

“Right now?”  He hesitated for a moment.  Some habits are hard to break, and confessing your dirtier side can be scary when you’ve spent years putting up walls to hide that part of your self.

So I prompted him with, “There’s nothing you can tell me that’s anywhere near as shameful as what I’ve told you.” 

He hesitated again, and I thought perhaps I’d said precisely the wrong thing, bringing up something he’d rather forget.  But I was wrong, which just goes to show you.  Communication, people.  It’s key.  He said, “I’m picturing you in that bathroom, with your hand between your legs, looking through that peep hole.”

“Really?”  I almost asked if he liked it, but I could tell by his breathing that he was aroused.  ‘Liked it’ might have been pushing things in the wrong direction.

He said, “Yeah.  Tell me about it.”

I was about to launch into a detailed description of the first time when I realized that, very faintly, I could hear the sound of one of the porn booths through the wall.  I said, “I can show you, if you want.”

I took him to the bathroom where we had to step carefully through the destruction and mess.  The sound was coming from both booths, but I concentrated on the one behind my plugged glory hole because it was closer to the door, and didn’t require me to move anything to get to it.  I did take the time to wipe away the residue of the anonymous man I’d blown - the last thing I wanted was Jerry spending too much time thinking about that.  Then I knelt and gestured to the little peep hole I’d made there.

He went to his knees beside me, then leaned in.  His mouth dropped open at what he saw.  “Oh, my God,” he muttered.  He looked at me and I held a finger up to my lips, indicating he should be quiet.  “Oh, my God,” he mouthed again, then went back to the hole, his breath coming fast.  He slid a hand down between his own legs, squeezed through his pants at his growing erection. 

I was content to let him watch, actually felt a sharp spike of arousal at the notion that I might get to see my husband masturbate, something I had never once done in all our time together.  But he leaned away, gestured for me to look.

The booth was occupied by a couple, a guy and a girl, both early twenties.  His hair was cropped short, hers pulled into a side pony tail.  They were both cute as hell and both had their pants off, his down at his ankles, hers discarded on the floor.  She was sitting spread legged in his lap, his cock shoved up inside her completely shaved pussy, both of them watching the porn screen.  But the girl reached over every once in a while, flicking her finger through the glory hole, trying the tried and true method to entice some action. 

Hoping she’d get what she wanted, I gestured for Jerry to resume his post. 

He went back in eagerly, not trying to hide his arousal, openly rubbing himself through his clothing.  I sat back to enjoy the show, then remembered the other peep hole. 

He glanced up at me once as I pulled the toilet paper dispenser free from its hold.  I gave a quick glance through the hole, saw a guy with a large dick already getting up from his seat to move to the side wall glory hole.  I gestured for Jerry to look, just so he’d have the whole experience.  He did so, raised his eyebrows at me, but then went back to his former vantage.  He got back just in time to see that dick slide through to the couple’s booth.  

He and I traded off a couple times, peeping through at the action.  The girl had slid off her boyfriend’s lap, was on her knees giving an enthusiastic blow job to the stranger’s dick, while her man jerked off behind her.  Jerry was still rubbing at himself, so I let him know it was okay by unbuckling and lowering his pants.  If he was going to do that, I wanted to see his dick.  I brought my own pants down, let him watch as I fingered myself, alternating my view between him, hand on his cock, and the couple in their weird little threesome on the other side of the wall.

When I knew from the sounds that the guy receiving the blowjob was about to blow his load, I made sure Jerry had the prime viewing position.  I saw him gasp when it happened, and I reached out and pulled his hand gently from his penis before he could follow suit.  I’d had another one of my dirty plans, and this one I definitely wanted to enact.

He looked at me questioningly and I gestured from his penis to my plugged glory hole.  He frowned, but I raised my eyebrows to him, trying to show how much I wanted this.  Honestly, I couldn’t believe how hot I found the idea of that little spinner sucking on my husband’s cock, but also, it would help make things even between us.  I knew that women entering the booth were rare, couples even rarer.  I didn’t want to let this opportunity slide.

He mouthed the words, “Are you sure?”  When I nodded back at him, and he saw that I was still openly masturbating, saw the lust in my eyes, he nodded.

I took hold of the air conditioning foam and pulled my plug from the wall.  I heard the exclamation of surprise from the couple on the other side, and before they could freak out, I gestured to Jerry to give them the signal.  Finger in, quick come hither gesture, then out.  He did it and a moment later I saw the girl’s eye fit to the hole.  She was staring in at Jerry’s dick, but also at my face.  I didn’t try to hide this time.  I mimed sucking a cock, nodded to him and she nodded enthusiastically.

“Let’s do this,” I whispered to him, and I pushed my body up behind his, guiding his hips to feed his penis through the hole.  I kissed at his neck while the pretty young thing beyond the wall sucked on Jerry’s dick.  At one point I grabbed his hand, move to the side and guided it to my pussy so he could feel how wet I was, then, overcome with lust, used his fingers as my own masturbatory aid, rubbing them over my clit.  My other voice spoke up again, then, the whispered one that said what it wanted with no input from me, and Jerry was close enough that I wasn’t the only one that heard it this time:  “I fucking love you, baby.”  He stared into my eyes, and when the girl beyond the wall made my husband throw back his head and climax, I came too.


Epilogue

We’ve been at the store for three years now.  It’s not a huge income, but it’s respectable, enough that we’re occasionally able to travel together to the destinations we’d always dreamed about.  And the sex is always fantastic, no matter where we are.

There’s a new mirror in place in the bathroom, but both my holes are still there behind it.  When we hear the quarters drop next door, if there’s no one in the store, one or the other of us will sometimes go to peep at the goings on.  Any time I see something I think he’d like, I call him over to let him watch.  He’s gotten off more than once watching guys next door go at themselves - I think it’s the sheer naughtiness of the act, the excitement of seeing something he’s not supposed to see.  But he cums harder every time there’s a lady, and I always summon him over when Christie’s having a go.  Because yes, she’s still at it, and I really don’t think that Ed knows.  Neither Ed nor Christie have discovered our activities, yet, and Jerry is always extra amorous after watching her do her dirty, dirty thing.  I like those days a lot.  But I’m glad I didn’t end up in the same marriage she did. 

We’re closed on Sundays, and sometimes the two of us will come in together specifically to make an uninterrupted day of using either peep holes or glory hole or both.  He especially loves when I fuck that suction cup dildo while watching some guy beat off, and if he’s really feeling horny, he’ll sometimes even let some guy feed his dick through the hole so I can play with it or suck it.  I especially like when Jerry fucks me from behind, blowing his load up inside me at the same time the stranger next door blasts my face. 

I don’t get as many chances to reciprocate, as the most frequent female visitor to those booths is Christie, and we don’t dare reveal ourselves to her.  But he gets the occasional lucky blowjob, and once even fucked some MILF through the wall, so he’s one up on me there.

We communicate a lot better now.  Neither one of us feels shame at our dirtier desires anymore, and since I’ve seen him beating off against the wall a few dozen times (more often than not while I play with myself in the background), he knows I no longer view him as a paragon.

Do I wish I’d been open and honest about my fears earlier?  Yes.  But I really can’t argue with how things turned out.  It’s weird to say it, but my private glory hole saved our marriage.
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Hotwife at Club Mirage

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

Stripper Wife

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

Watchful Wives

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

Initiating Charlie

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

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

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

Jack's Punishment Part One: Jack in the Box

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

Jack's Punishment Part Two: Blackmail and Benefits

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

Jack's Punishment Part Three: Teachable Moments

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

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

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