




Спасибо, что скачали книгу в бесплатной электронной библиотеке Royallib.com
Все книги автора
Эта же книга в других форматах

Приятного чтения!






Jean-Luc Cheri



Watched at Home





Chapter 1


“Erica, what are your plans for your first weekend back home from college?”
I looked up from my cereal and the magazine I was reading to see Shane at the refrigerator, wearing a dress shirt and jeans — his usual work clothes.
“Relaxing around the house, why?”
He shrugged. “Just curious. Have you talked to any of your friends since you got back?”
“No, and I feel a guilty about it.”
“Why?”
“Well, when we all left for college last fall, we promised to stay in touch. And we did for a while, but I guess we got involved in stuff, and we haven’t spoken in months.”
“Are they all back home?”
“I think so,” I said, “I know Beth had to leave school after the first semester, because her mom got sick.”
“Yeah, I ran into her a few months ago at the grocery store. She told me her mom’s getting better.”
“That’s good to hear.”
“You five used to be thick as thieves,” he said. “Remember all those pool parties you used to have here at the house? You girls spent every weekend together.”
I nodded. “Yeah, I miss that.”
“The pool’s still out there.”
“What do you mean?”
“I mean, you’re only a few phone calls away from doing it again.”
“You mean have a pool party?”
“Why not? What would be a better way of getting you all back together? You could catch up on what you’ve been doing off at college.”
I was beginning to warm up to the idea.
“Tell you what,” he said, “it’s Friday, so why not tonight? Give me a list of the food and drinks you’ll need, and I’ll pick them up on the way home from work. You can call your friends today and set it up.”
I smiled. “Thanks. I think I will. By the way, you seem more enthusiastic about this than me.”
“Um,” he said, looking embarrassed, “it’s just that those parties remind me of your high school days, and I’m feeling kind of old now that you’re grown up and in college.”
My smile widened. “Shane, that’s silly.”
“Silly?”
“Yeah. You’re only twelve years older than me. Thirty-one isn’t even close to being old.”
It was his turn to smile. “Thanks. I need reminded of that once in a while.”
“Speaking of that,” I said, “did you meet anyone special while I was gone?”
His blush returned. “What do you mean?”
“You know what I mean. Any new women in your life?”
He shrugged. “No one serious.”
“Any unserious?”
He smiled. “There’s been a few.”
“Really?”
“Does that bother you?”
“No way. I’m happy for you. Mom’s been gone for four years now. You’re still young and handsome. It’s about time you got back on the horse.”
He chuckled and said, “Back in the saddle,”
His words created an image in my mind, and I tried to stop it but failed. When he said ‘saddle’, I thought of him lying between some strange woman’s legs.
Damn, I thought I was over this. I had spent my freshman year at college trying to get these images out of my head. I started off dating random guys, trying to find ones that looked as much unlike Shane as I could — thin nerdy looking guys who were polar opposites of this ruggedly handsome man. I even relieved a few of them of their virginity.
Then one day I met Steve in the library, and I stared at him in shock. He looked almost exactly like a twenty-one year old version of Shane, right down to the same shade of dark blonde hair, blue eyes, and muscular build. He asked me out on the spot, but I refused, committed to breaking free of this perverse attraction I had for my dead mom’s boyfriend.
But Steve was persistent, and finally I gave in, and I soon found myself lying in his bed with my legs spread and my toes pointed towards the ceiling, crying out in pleasure as he fucked me. Somewhere in the middle of it, the combination of his looks and the dim light got to me, and suddenly my brain became convinced that I was fucking Shane instead of Steve. Out of nowhere, my orgasm blasted through me, and I had to bite my lip to prevent myself from calling out the wrong name.
After that, I couldn’t get enough of Steve. We screwed every free minute we had, and I didn’t even try to lie to myself about what I was doing. Since I couldn’t fuck Shane, I was fucking the next best thing, and imagining it was him. When I took Steve’s cock into my mouth, I felt Shane’s hands gripping my hair. When I laid on my stomach, and Steve laid over me with his hard dick sliding into my pussy through my firm asscheeks, it was my Shane’s lips I felt kissing my neck through my long blonde hair. I reveled in it, and didn’t care how wrong it was. Steve was oblivious to it all, thinking he had the good fortune of dating a nymphomaniac.
One time, as Steve and I were removing each other’s clothes as we lay on his bed, my cell phone went off. I felt a small surge of excitement when I saw Shane’s name on the display. I answered it, and it turned out he was only calling to see how I was doing. He told me that if I was busy, he could call back later, but I hurriedly told him no, now would be fine. So we talked about mundane stuff, like my classes and his job.
Steve was lying next to me, propped up on his elbow, staring down at my naked body and waiting for me to finish the phone call. But I had other plans. My free hand slid around his neck, and I pulled him down to my breast. When his lips closed around my nipple, I almost gasped into the phone. The combination of his touch and Shane’s voice sent my desire skyrocketing.
As Shane told me about taking the car in to get it fixed, Steve’s mouth slid down over my stomach and found my sopping wet cunt, burying his tongue in it as I distractedly offered ‘uh huh’s into the phone. When Shane got to the part about the tires needing rotated, my orgasm burst through me in a white hot explosion, and I had to bite the pillow in order to keep myself from screaming. After we hung up, I came three more times as I rode Steve’s cock raw.
But as much as Steve was like Shane in bed, he was unlike him out of it. Fascinated with video games and Facebook, he was more like a boy than a man. Where Shane was calm and level-headed, Steve was rash and impulsive. Where Shane’s powerful body gave him quiet confidence, Steve allowed his insecurity to get the best of him.
The end came one night when we were at a bar together, playing pool. In the middle of a game, Steve walked over to small group of guys watching us play, and grabbed one of them by the throat.
“What the fuck are you looking at?” he said.
“Nothing,” the guy managed to choke out in gasps.
“That’s my girl’s ass you’ve been staring at all night, understand?”
I put my hand on Steve’s bicep and tried to pull him away. “Steve, let him go.”
But he shrugged me off and leaned into the kid. “I said, do you understand?”
The kid nodded and Steve shoved him backward, releasing him. “Don’t forget it,” he said.
As I stared at him, I knew it was over. After seeing this side of him, there was no way I would ever be able to imagine he was Shane again. Shane would never do something like this.
Steve grabbed my hand and we left. Looking back, I should have broke it off right there, but I thought it might be better if we spent the night together, and I would tell him in the morning when he had calmed down.
We drove to his place in silence, and as we got undressed for bed, he was still sullen.
“Baby, what’s wrong?” I said gently.
When he didn’t answer, I sat beside him on the bed and slipped my arm around his shoulder. “It’s ok. That guy doesn’t matter.”
What happened next was stunning. He turned quickly to me and his hand shot out to my throat, gripping it. His strength drove me back onto the bed, and he was over me, pinning me to the mattress.
His face was close to mine, his breath hot. “I saw you looking at him.”
“What?” I managed to choke out.
“You were staring at him all night. Sticking your ass in his face.”
His hand eased up so I could answer him. “No, that’s not true. I didn’t even notice him until you grabbed him.”
“It is true. I saw you. Do you want to fuck him?”
“No Steve. I only want to fuck you.” Which was usually the truth. Except for right now. Right now I wanted to be as far from him as possible.
“Liar. I see how you are when we make love.”
“What are you talking about?”
“It’s like you’re fucking me, but you’re with someone else. Do you think of guys like that while we’re fucking?”
I stared up at him, unable to answer. I had thought I had hidden it well. Obviously not.
“You do, don’t you?” he said.
“No.”
“Well tonight, you’re going to fuck me.” His body shifted, pressing between my legs, his strength causing them to spread. I felt the head of his hard cock bump against my pussy.
“No Steve, I don’t want to.”
“I don’t care what you want.” He shifted again and his cock nudged between my lips. I tried to move away, but he was too strong.
“I said no!”
He smiled and flexed his hips, burying half of his cock into my unprepared pussy. I began to cry out but his hand moved from my throat to my mouth, cutting off my words.
His eyes locked on mine, and he said, “That’s right, look at me.” With a violent thrust of his cock, his invasion was complete.
After he was finished, he rolled off of me and onto his back. I stared at the ceiling as I listened to his breathing slow and change into the gentle rhythmic pattern of sleep. After waiting a few more minutes, I got out of the bed and went into the kitchen, removing the large butcher knife from the drawer.
I returned and stood beside the bed, watching him sleep. I brought the knife up and plunged it down, perfectly hitting the mark.
I straightened to admire my handiwork. The knife was embedded in the mattress between his legs, less than an inch below his sagging ball sack. I quickly got dressed and left.
Back in my own bed, I finally allowed myself to cry. I knew that I was at least partially to blame for what had happened, and I was paying the price for my sick perversion. I got what I deserved. I vowed to put it all behind me — to give up this obsession that could never become reality.
But I needed to hear his voice, so I called. When he first picked up I could hear the fear in his hello, wondering why I was calling him at three in the morning. But I assured him that everything was alright, and that I was sad because I had broken up with my boyfriend. I knew if I told him the truth, he would be on the next flight and probably end up in jail for beating the shit out of Steve. He seemed relieved, and we talked for an hour. When we hung up, I felt warm and happy again, and fell asleep to nice dreams.
Steve got the message, and avoided me, and I vowed to stay away from men. But after a month my body convinced me that decision had been rash, and I modified my vow to only stay away from men who resembled Shane in any way.
It was back to the nerds. I had to admit I was having fun, and they seemed very appreciative.

My mind returned to the present as I successfully removed the image of Shane and the woman from my head.
He was looking at me with an odd expression. “You ok?” he asked.
I smiled. “Just happy to hear you’re getting laid again.”
He gave me a shocked look. “Erica!”
I giggled. “Oh, I’m sorry. I meant to say I’m happy to hear you have some new female acquaintances with whom you share a mutual interest.”
He laughed. “Much better.”
“I’ll start on that food list. Thanks again, Shane.”
He ruffled my hair. “You’re welcome, Erica.”



Chapter 2


I put down the phone and smiled. All my friends were coming. They had been like me, feeling guilty we hadn’t talked, and said they would love to get together for a pool party and relive old times. I silently thanked Shane for his great idea, and made a mental note to tell him in person when he got home from work.
I spent the morning by the pool, and had a late lunch. As I walked back to my room, I passed Shane’s office. He owned a small electronics supply company, and his home office was usually full of interesting devices. When I was younger, I used to come in here and he would show me them and how they worked. Things like miniature radios, mp3 players, and tiny video cameras. I loved that he was so smart to understand all of this, but I loved even more that he would take the time to explain it to me. At that point, my infatuation with him was normal — just a girl getting to know her mother’s boyfriend. But all that changed one day when I came in here by myself.
I was thirteen at the time, and beginning to understand my own sexuality. I was physically well-developed for my age, but my social development lagged behind. I was vaguely aware of what sex was, and I had kissed a few boys. Several months before I had allowed Mark Gratton — a boy a year older than me — to touch my breast through my clothes in a movie theater. But when he tried to go further and slide his hand up my thigh, I stopped him.
But my physical reaction to his touch had surprised me, as I felt the early stirrings of desire spark within me. My nipple had stiffened instantly, and I felt a warm wetness growing between my legs. When I got home, I took my panties off and discovered they were damp. I worried that Mom would think I peed in them, so I shoved them under my mattress instead of putting them in the laundry hamper. That night I laid awake thinking of Mark’s hand on me, and I surprised myself again by wishing I had let him continue up my thigh.
I went into Shane’s office knowing he and my mom had gone to visit his parents, but I wanted to look around anyway. I sat in his chair and spun around a few times, taking in all the interesting gadgets around me. Picking one up, I examined it closely, wishing Shane was here to explain what it was.
I set it down and something else caught my eye. It was shoved into a cubby hole of the hutch where his computer sat, and it looked like a music CD. Pulling it out, I saw it was a homemade DVD in a clear case. On the front, there were two handwritten words: Hawaii Video.
I stared at it curiously. My mother had met Shane three years prior, when I was ten years old. She was thirty-one at the time, and he was twenty-two. I remember my grandmother not being happy with their difference in ages, but to me, he was just Shane. I never thought of him as my father, but just a nice guy who was around. I had never known my real father, because my Mom told me he wasn’t responsible enough to be a dad, so she left him before I was born. That was probably the reason she and Shane never got married — she was afraid of being left again.
Hawaii Video. I stared at the DVD. Mom and Shane had gone to Hawaii for two weeks while Grandma came and stayed with me. I remembered them bringing back a ton of photos, each more beautiful than the last. Gorgeous blue skies and water, along with unending beaches dominated each photo. When I looked at the pictures, I told them I wished they had taken me along with them. But they looked at each other and laughed, and said maybe next time.
But I didn’t recall seeing any videos from the trip. And I was sure I would have remembered. I flipped the case over in my hand. If this video was half as beautiful as the photos, I had to see it.
I carried it out to the living room and popped open the DVD player. After removing the Britney Spears concert DVD I’d been watching earlier, I replaced it with the Hawaii DVD.
I grabbed the remote and sat on the couch, prepared to be astounded by more beautiful scenery. But the first image that came up was of a hotel room. The camera was still as if it was sitting on something, and it was pointed directly at the bed. I could hear the faint sound of voices, and I listened intently.
A woman giggled and said, “I can’t do this, I’m too shy.” I realized it was my mom.
Shane’s voice said, “It’s ok. We don’t have to.”
None of this was making sense to me. What kind of Hawaii video was this?
After a moment of silence, my mom’s voice returned. “I think I want to.”
“You sure?”
“Yes. Just thinking about it is making me excited.”
“Me too.”
“I can tell.” She giggled again.
I stared at the screen, my thirteen year old brain trying to figure it out. Why were they filming a bed?
My mom climbed onto the bed, and my eyes widened when I saw she was naked.
Oddly enough, it wasn’t her being naked that struck me as strange. I had seen her that way plenty of times, and she never made a big deal out of it. But what surprised me was that she was naked with Shane.
At that time, in my immature mind, your naked body was something you hid from boys. It had been ingrained in me since the time I had taken all my clothes off in the middle of preschool. Boys want to see you naked, and it was your womanly duty to not let them.
But here was my mom, not only naked in front of Shane, but seemingly enjoying herself, and not covering up. And although I kinda knew what sex was, it never occurred to me that you had to get naked to do it. When I had fantasized about Mark touching me between my legs, that seemed to be ok. But I could never let him see what he was touching. That was against the rules.
Mom sat on the bed, leaning back against the headboard and pillows. She was blushing, and had one arm over her breasts and the other cupped between her legs. Much better. She was covering the important parts.
After a moment, she looked right above the camera, giggled, and said, “This isn’t a solo act. Get in here.”
“One sec,” Shane replied, and I saw the camera pan slightly, centering Mom in the frame. Then a dark shape passed in front of the lens, which moved away from the camera. I recognized it as Shane’s muscular back, which I had seen plenty of times in our pool.
My mouth dropped open again as he climbed up onto the bed, and his naked butt came into view. That was something I had never seen, nor wanted to. I clamped my eyes shut and listened.
I heard the bed shifting, then some kissing sounds. I had seen Mom and Shane kiss before, so I opened my eyes. Mom was lying on her back, slightly turned towards Shane as he lay at her side. Their bodies were pressed together as they kissed, and the sheet was covering his butt, so it was ok to keep watching.
His hand was running up and down her back, sliding up onto her butt and squeezing her there. Her arms were around him, pulling him down to her. I could see the side of her breast pushing out from where their bodies pressed together.
I became aware that I was getting that feeling again. The same one I had with Mark. I felt tingly all over and there was a tightening in my belly, as if I was going to be sick, but it didn’t hurt at all. And the wetness was there again.
They stopped kissing and smiled at each other.
“I love you so much,” Mom said.
“And I love you, my sweet.”
This was their typical mushy talk, which I usually got grossed out from, but now I watched them with fascination.
“Are you relaxed now?” Shane asked.
“Mm,” Mom replied, “I feel good. Let’s make a movie starring us.”
“You’ll always be my star.”
They kissed again, and Shane’s hand trailed down over her hip, crossing over to her front. She turned her hips to give him room between them, and his hand slid between her legs, cupping her there. She sighed and spread her thighs as his hand moved slowly between them.
I stared at the screen, my eyes as wide as saucers. What were they doing? Is that what Mark wanted to do to me?
They continued to kiss, and I noticed that Shane had slipped one finger between the lips of her poony, and was pressing it deep. And from her reaction, she was enjoying it very much.
They did this for a while, as they continued to kiss, and soon Mom began moving her hips up against his hand. I stared unblinking, now wishing even more that I had let Mark touch me there.
Mom’s hand moved up to his shoulder and pressed him there, as if urging him to move off of her. He resisted.
She broke the kiss and smiled. “Baby, if you don’t stop, I’m going to come.”
“Then come,” he whispered.
“Not yet. It’s your turn.”
“If you insist,” he said with a smile and rolled onto his back.
My breath caught in my throat and the world seemed to close in around me as I saw Shane lay back on the bed. My eyes quickly closed again, and I could swear I heard the eyelids as they snapped shut.
Oh my god. I didn’t see that. I didn’t see that. I couldn’t have seen that. It was only my imagination.
One time, when I was in sixth grade, I was sitting by myself at lunch. A group of boys at the next table were looking at something and laughing in hushed tones. I was curious about what they had, and tried to secretly crane my neck to see what it was.
Joey Fatone, an eight-grader and leader of the gang, saw me trying to look, and gave me a leering smile. He walked over to my table, carrying a book.
Sitting beside me, he said, “Do you want to see what we’re laughing about?”
I shrugged, feigning indifference.
“It’s really funny,” he said.
“Ok, sure.”
He put the book in front of me. I could see the rest of his gang watching in anticipation. The book was Mark Twain’s Adventures of Tom Sawyer.
“I already read that,” I said.
He put his finger on the book. “This is a special version. It has something that isn’t in the one you read.”
“What?”
“It’s on page seventy-five. Take a look.”
I reached out and began fanning through the pages. Something was stuck between them, causing my fingers to stop at the gap. It was page seventy-five. I opened the book flat, and there was a photograph lying face down.
I looked at him curiously. “This?” I asked pointing to the picture.
“Yes, turn it over.”
My fingers flipped it over, and my eyes widened in shock. It was a black and white picture of a man sitting in a chair. He was naked and very hairy, and was sitting there with a grin stuck on his face. But my eyes ignored all of that as they focused on his penis.
I had changed the diapers of my nephews, so I had seen one before. But what was in the picture looked nothing like the innocent looking rolls of pink flesh my nephews had. This one was hard and sticking straight up, impossibly long with a swollen head on the end. Large hairy testicles lay below it, and the man’s hand was wrapped around the shaft, which was so thick his fingers didn’t go all the way around.
I snapped the book shut and looked around with wild eyes, hoping a teacher hadn’t seen me. The guy’s table erupted into roaring laughter as I stared at them in shock, my brain refusing to function. Joey reached over to retrieve the book, and leaned into me as he did so. His mouth was close to my ear, and I heard him whisper, “If you ever want to see the real thing, come see me.” He stood and walked back to his table to the cheers of his friends.
Finally finding the ability to move, I stood and fled, leaving the rest of my uneaten lunch behind.
I hadn’t seen anything like it, before or since, until now. Shane had one just like it, only this one was in color.
Maybe I had imagined it. I had transferred that long ago memory to the screen in front of me. Yeah, that was probably it.
I opened my eyes and the shock returned. Not only had I seen what I thought I had seen, by now my Mom’s hand was wrapped around it, moving up and down in a slow pumping motion.
I wanted to close my eyes and shut myself off from this, but I couldn’t. I was like a deer in the headlights, and the truck was bearing down on me.
I realized why I couldn’t look away. This penis may have been like the one in the photo, but it had my mother’s hand around it. And if her hand was around it, that meant it was safe.
I watched curiously as she continued to stroke him, their mouths locked together in an intimate kiss. He seemed to be enjoying it as much as she had enjoyed his hand on her. And they were kissing and smiling.
This was different than what I thought sex would be. I had thought it would be a serious thing, something you put up with because you wanted a baby. But here were Mom and Shane having fun doing it, being playful with each other like they were other times, like when they played in the pool, and he tried to dunk her, and she was giggling and splashing him in the face. My curiosity increased as I realized there was more to this sex thing than I’d thought.
I was starting to get used to my mom’s hand on Shane’s stiff penis, when she shifted her body down and kissed it, then took it into her mouth.
My jaw dropped again, my brain refusing to believe my eyes. That was disgusting! Licking him where he peed from? Yuck!
But as I watched, her head began to move, so that his penis slid in and out of her, and she got a look on her face like she was enjoying it. As a matter of fact, her face looked a lot like the times when she would get out my baby pictures and stare at them, smiling and getting all teary eyed before she took me in her arms and hugged me.
My mind was reeling. My mother was licking Shane where he peed, and she was enjoying it!
And so was he. Very much. He was lying back on the pillow with his eyes closed and a look of contentment on his face, making pleasant sighing sounds as his body twitched.
But even though I could see how much my mom enjoyed doing this, I knew I never could. I tried to imagine myself leaning over and taking Mark’s penis into my mouth, and I giggled from the thought. Nope, not going to happen.
Ever.
And I lived up to that promise, until I was sixteen and in the backseat of Joey Fatone’s Camaro parked out by the reservoir. It was then I finally understood my Mom’s blissful expression from the video.
I gave Joey a lot more than a blowjob that summer, and as I lay in his back seat crying out my pleasure from the exquisite feeling of having my first orgasm with my pussy stuffed full of cock, I knew how my mother felt later in the video, when she did the same as Shane fucked her.
Watching that video changed how I looked at Shane from then on. He was still the same nice guy, but he was also a man, with desires and needs. And I had witnessed how his desire for my mother was intertwined with his love for her. And I finally understood what sex was about.
When Mom died, we were both inconsolable with grief. I was fourteen, which is a rough age anyway for a teenage girl. I shut down and stayed in my room, and Shane, grieving also, allowed me the space I needed. We were separate during that time, but it was a separation with understanding, and we both knew we would find each other again.
It was to his credit that he stuck around. He could have left me to be raised by one of my aunts, but he fought to keep me, and I was happy he did. On the day he was legally granted guardianship, we went out to dinner to celebrate.
It was at the end of our grieving period when I had my revelation. It occurred to me that I was my mother’s daughter, and I was created to eventually take her place in this world. That eventuality had come sooner than anyone expected, but it was still my role to play.
I had to take my mother’s place, and that included the role she served with Shane. I didn’t consider sex part of the deal, at least at first. I just wanted to be there for him, making his meals, cleaning his house, doing his laundry, being there when he needed to talk. All those things my mom used to do for him.
And I did. I moved into her role and became the woman of the house. When Shane came home from work, it would be me he would talk to, telling me about his day. When he finished building a birdhouse, it was me he proudly brought outside and showed it off to. It was me he held and cried with when his sadness about mom overwhelmed him.
It was during these times when thoughts about sex would come. I was being everything else to him, why couldn’t I be that too? When he held me in his arms and cried, I wanted so badly for him to pick me up and carry me to his bed, and allow me to take away his pain. Allow me to perform that one last role that I hadn’t done yet.
But I knew it couldn’t happen. I was enough of a realist to understand the rules of society. We would never be allowed to be together. And worse, I was afraid how he would look at me if I ever asked. He would hate me for even suggesting such a perversion. We could never make love. Never.
So, my mind gave up on that obsession, but I still had needs, and I turned to Joey. His offer to ‘come and see him’ stuck with me all those years, and I did just that. He was more than willing to take my virginity, and teach me the pleasures of my body.
Shane wasn’t happy about Joey, but he recognized that I was mature for my age. He talked to me about birth control, and impressed upon me how important it was.
I never loved Joey, and didn’t expect him to be exclusive to me, which he wasn’t. But he served a purpose for me when I needed it. Which was sex.
And not just sex, but sex as a replacement for sex with Shane. I would cook Shane’s dinner, welcome him home, listen to his problems, feed him, and then tell him about my day. Everything a wife would do. But in a normal marriage, the couple would then go upstairs and make love, the physical pleasure they shared sealing the bond between them.
But instead of being carried upstairs by Shane, I went out with Joey and fucked him. When Joey came in the back of my throat, I imagined myself in Shane’s bed, taking his seed into my mouth. When Joey pressed his big cock into my pussy, I held my legs wide, opening myself to Shane’s invasion.
When Joey went off to college, I dated various guys, looking for his replacement. Someone who would give me sex when I wanted it, and not demand anything more. I thought it would be easy, but despite guys’ claims about wanting women just for sex, when it came down to it, their pride couldn’t accept the fact that their cock was all I wanted from them.
Looking back, I know it was fucked up. And I wondered to myself, how was this any better than actually sleeping with Shane? At least then I wouldn’t be out fucking strange guys.
So by the time I went off to college, I was ready to give up on my obsession. It could never happen, so why torment myself?



Chapter 3


My mind returned to the present, and I looked around Shane’s office, all the memories flooding back. When I was done watching the Hawaii video back when I was thirteen, I had replaced it back in its cubby hole with trembling fingers. When I went back the next time I was alone in the house, it was gone. And I never saw it again.
I wondered what he did with it. It’s not something you want to leave lying out, but it was also a beautiful memory of Mom, and I doubted that he destroyed it. It was probably in his wall safe, which was hidden behind a portrait of my mom. I went to it and swung the frame out on its hinges, and spun the lock of the safe. I never knew the combination, but I gave it a few tries. Nothing. I wasn’t getting in it. Oh well.
A thought occurred to me, and I looked at his computer. Was it possible he kept a copy on there? A version he could watch without having to open his safe every time? Maybe.
I sat in his chair and touched the mouse. The logon screen appeared, showing his user name and asking for a password. I sat staring at it, considering the possibilities.
Leaning forward, I typed in my mom’s name and hit enter. Invalid password.
Next was his name, then his middle name, my mom’s middle name, his pet name for her, the name of the dog he used to have when he was younger, our phone number, our address, his company’s name, his favorite hockey team, his favorite hockey player, his birthday, my mom’s birthday, and in desperation, 1234 (which was my password). All invalid.
This was useless. There were too many possibilities. I could be close and off by one letter, and I would never know. I sighed in frustration. Oh well, I didn’t need to see it again anyway.
I was getting up when an idea occurred to me. Sitting back down, I typed in e-r-i-c-a and hit return. I was stunned when his desktop appeared on the screen.
“Cool,” I whispered, proud that he would use my name.
I brought up his file system and began looking through it. Searching the obvious places, I couldn’t find any videos. There was a directory off of his main Pictures directory named ‘Adult’. Intrigued, I opened it.
I grinned as I saw about a hundred images of nude women he had obviously gotten off the internet. Naughty Shane. He had good taste, and all of them were pretty and young, most with blonde hair. I wondered if he sat in here with the door locked and looked at them with his pants down. Did he stroke himself to completion as he stared at these beautiful young girls? Such a waste. I felt a pang of envy in my stomach, and decided to move on.
I went through his hard drive, looking for any videos at all. I got excited when I found a few clustered together in an obscure directory, but they turned out to be instruction videos for building birdhouses. I did a search through the whole drive, searching for files with all video extensions. This took a while to run, and as I waited I opened and closed drawers, more bored than curious.
The search was close to completion when I opened a drawer, peeked inside, and began to close it. I stopped, peering in at the small black device inside. It was rectangular, about four inches long and two wide, and about a half inch thick. There was a wire with a USB connection coming out of it.
I was pretty sure I knew what it was, but I plugged it in to be certain. A second later, a message popped up informing me a new remote drive had been found. My heart beat faster.
I opened it and began searching. My heart fell when I saw it was all business data. All kinds of spreadsheets and reports from his company. Damn. Another waste of time.
Then I saw a directory named ‘Home’, and clicked on it. Underneath that, there were two subdirectories, ‘Bed’ and ‘Pool’. I clicked on ‘Bed’. The subdirectories under that were named with dates, and I opened the earliest one from several months ago. It had two files in it with an ‘mpg’ extension. My heart picked up again. They were video files.
I opened the first, and the viewer appeared, followed seconds later by the image. To my surprise, it was an image of a bed, but it wasn’t the bed from the Hawaii hotel room. This was Shane’s bed upstairs. And there were two people in it.
One was Shane — I recognized him instantly — but the other was a woman I never saw before. The image quality was excellent, and the angle was from the foot of the bed and slightly above it. The woman was blonde and looked to be close to Shane’s age. Very pretty.
Shane and the woman were kissing, and were both naked as they lay on the coverlet. My eyes soaked in the image of him — the object of my lust for so long. This video was nine years after the Hawaii one, but his body still looked just as good.
I clicked to a spot forward in the recording, and saw Shane and the woman in the sixty-nine position, her on top as she bobbed her head on his cock, half of it disappearing into her mouth with each downstroke. It was as big and long as I remembered it.
I clicked again. Now she was riding him, straddling his waist and bouncing her ass, taking him up into her clenching pussy and then out again. I felt a surge of wetness in my cunt as my eyes fixed on the screen.
Click. He was fucking her, lying between her legs with his ass to the camera, as her calves rested on his thighs. He was moving with an easy rhythm, sliding his cock into her and then back out, over and over. I watched her pussy pucker inward as it swallowed all of his length, then pooch out as he withdrew. My wetness was soaking my panties.
Next, he was fucking her from behind, slamming his hips against her upturned ass as her head rested on the pillow. She was gripping the sheets and thrusting back against him. I turned up the volume and could hear them — the slapping of skin as they met, and their moans and groans of pleasure.
Suddenly, his back arched and his body locked against hers, his head thrown back in ecstasy. He roared loudly as his orgasm blasted through him. He must have set her off, because she went over the edge, spasming and jerking around his spitting cock.
I closed the file and opened the other one. It took me a moment, but I finally realized I was watching the same encounter, but viewed from the side. I watched it several minutes before moving on.
I went to the next date and viewed the two files there. It was Shane and the same woman, doing pretty much the same stuff. Except this time she rode him until he was close and then took him into her mouth, finishing him that way. He rolled over and licked her with his head between her legs until her body spasmed and she cried out in pleasure.
Another date, and there they were again. Then again. But the next date he was with a different woman. A tall brunette this time. She was louder than the first, and came multiple times while they fucked, screaming so loud the neighbors had to have heard. To finish the night, she got on her hands and knees and presented her ass to him. As he fucked her this way, she kept moaning about him filling her asshole. Curious, I checked the side view, and sure enough, Shane’s dick was in her ass.
There were a few more dates with her going forward in time, and then there was a one with another woman. She was short and slightly overweight, and she laid there as Shane fucked her missionary style. He came, but I don’t think she did, and they laid together and talked before she got dressed and left.
When I clicked on the next date, I expected to see her again, but this time is was someone different. Someone I knew.
I stared in shock at the screen. The girl in the video was my best friend, Beth.
Of my four close friends, Beth was my closest. We used to do everything together, and we spent countless sleepovers at each other’s houses over the years.
She was blonde, with a tight compact body that included full round breasts and a narrow waist that flared out to curvy hips. In other words, just like me. We looked so much alike, many people mistook us for sisters, and our friends at school jokingly called us Hallie and Annie, after the twins in The Parent Trap movie. During our senior year, she had gotten her hair cut shorter, and our resemblance wasn’t as easy to spot. But in the video it was long again, back to matching mine.
One time, when we were in tenth grade, she was standing at her locker when Joey came up behind her and hugged her from behind, cupping her breast in his hand. She gave out a yelp in surprise, and jumped away from him, turning to see who it was. His eyes opened wide when he saw it was her instead of me, and he apologized with a grin on his face. That weekend, as Joey fucked me in his car, he asked me if Beth would be willing to join us in a three-way.
I couldn’t take my eyes off the screen. There was Shane, lying back on the bed as Beth lay between his legs and sucked his cock. I watched his body jerk as he filled her mouth with sperm, and then she climbed up on top of him and rode his face with her pussy, arching her back and crying out after several minutes. By then he was ready again, and rolled them both over, sliding his big cock into her. The camera’s angle was perfect, and I got to see his dick disappear into her welcoming cunt over and over, as his ass flexed in powerful rhythmic thrusts between her widespread thighs, until they spasmed together in mutual orgasms.
There were more dates after that, around ten in all with Beth, the last one being the weekend before I came home.
I went back to the ‘Pool’ directory, curious about what it could be. It was organized by dates also, and the last one was dated last August. I clicked into it, and there were around ten video files inside. Was Shane dating these women back then? If he had been, I didn’t know about it.
When the first video came up, I once again stared in shock at the screen. My breath caught and I felt like I was drowning. Any air I could get in my lungs seemed ineffective. My mouth gaped as I recognized the scene in front of me.
This wasn’t Shane’s bedroom. Instead, it was the changing room down by our pool — a small addition Shane had added three years ago, so that guests wouldn’t have to walk wet through the house to change. As I stared in stunned amazement at the screen, a figure walked into the room.
It was Kelly. One of my best friends. This must have been from the day we had our last pool party before heading off to our different colleges.
She wasted no time in undressing, pulling off her blouse and unhooking her bra. It came loose and her breasts were set free, bouncing slightly in their firmness. Next, she kicked off her sandals and pushed her shorts down, hooking her panties at the same time. She put her clothes in her swim bag before donning her bikini. Stepping into her bottoms, she pulled them snugly up over her clean-shaven mound. Seeing her like that reminded me of the time we all sat around discussing whether we wanted to shave down there, and how much. She had advocated the clean look, and now I saw she practiced what she preached.
I stared as she slipped the neck strap of her bikini over her head and placed her medium-sized breasts into the cups, adjusting them before connecting the clasp behind her back. She picked up her bag and left, and the video ended.
I was finally able to breathe. I stared at the files on the screen. I counted them. There weren’t just almost ten, there were exactly ten. Ten files, five girls. Two each, one for putting on her suit and one for taking it off.
Five girls. That meant I was in there. Once again, I found it hard to breathe.
I clicked through them, searching for myself. Next was Danni. I shut it off. Then Chris appeared. Next.
There I was. I walked into the changing room as natural as could be. I watched as I removed my clothes and stared at myself in the mirror. I tried to remember what was going through my mind at the time, but it was too long ago. All I could think of now was; Shane watched this.
Shane watched this. The thought overwhelmed me, and I lost any ability to think coherently. What I saw next sent me further over the edge.
As I stood in front of the mirror, my hand reached down and slid along the cleft of my pussy. Pressing inside, my finger found my clit and I teased it for a moment, visible shivers going through my body. I now remembered what I was thinking about back then. When my friends and I first came down to the pool, Shane was in it doing his daily laps. When we arrived, he got out, dripping wet and looking spectacular. He left us and went into the house, but he was still on my mind as I changed into my suit, and my brief digital foray into my cunt had been because of it.
Shane watched this.
I stared without thinking as I watched myself put my suit on. The video ended and I continued to stare with glazed over eyes.
The garage door going up shocked me out of my reverie, and I felt the panic rising inside of me. Shane was home.
I yanked the external drive from the outlet and put it back in the drawer, closing it. I hit logoff and the computer began logging off. I turned and headed for the door, but happened to glance back. The screen was prompting me to verify I wanted to shut down the various programs I had open. I rushed back and clicked yes, and watched the logoff complete.
I bolted from the room and ran up the steps, just as the door between the house and garage started opening. I was in my room, hyperventilating on the bed, when Shane called up. “Erica, come on down and help me unload the groceries.”
“Be right there, Shane.” I shouted back, trying to make my voice sound normal.
I took a few deep breaths, trying to calm myself. Just relax. Go down and face him. He’s the same guy you’ve always known.
Walking down the stairs, I wasn’t too sure about that last thought. Was he the same guy? The guy I knew didn’t take videos if himself having sex with strange women, or of my best friends. The guy I knew didn’t have sex with Beth.
“Hey baby,” he said, smiling at me, “got everything you wanted. Give me a hand.” He headed towards the garage.
I followed, watching him from behind, not believing this was the same butt I saw several minutes ago thrusting between Beth’s legs.
Opening the hatchback, he lifted two full bags into my arms. “Take those, I’ll get the rest.”
He seemed happy, and I realized why. The pool party had been his idea. He didn’t care if I had fun with my friends; he just wanted another chance to film them getting undressed. And me.
And me.
I kept sticking on that point. He was looking at me too. Part of me was upset by it, but another part got a secret thrill. I thought I had been alone in my desire, and now I had found out that may not be the case.
I carried the groceries into the kitchen and began loading them into the refrigerator. He set his three bags on the counter and began helping. We alternated, taking turns putting stuff in. One time we both leaned in and our shoulders brushed up against one another.
I felt a shock go through me as we touched, and I quickly stepped back.
He looked at me curiously. “You ok?”
“Um, yeah.”
“Are all your friends coming?”
“Yep. All four of them.” I watched his eyes and he smiled his usual friendly grin.
“That’s good. I like to see you girls together.”
I’m sure you do, I thought, and began loading the groceries again.
He took another curious look at me, and then joined in.



Chapter 4


An hour before our guests were to arrive, I looked out the window and saw Shane in the pool, doing his laps. I thought about going into his bedroom to look for the cameras, but I realized they probably were motion activated, and he would get a video of me looking for them.
I went down to the pool and sat on one of the deck chairs, watching him. His body was still lean and strong, and I enjoyed seeing his muscles ripple as he cut through the water.
While I had been up in my room, I had sat thinking, trying to figure this all out. From what I could tell, the videotaping didn’t start until two years after Mom died, so maybe he was lonely. He could have probably picked better participants than my friends and me, but if no one found out, what was the harm? None of my friends were injured by him jacking off to images of their bodies. Or mine. I guess he was doing that too.
As for Beth, she was an adult. And if he was willing to fuck one blonde-haired nineteen-year-old, maybe he’d be willing to fuck another?
And besides, who was I to judge him? Here I was out fucking strange guys in some perverted fantasy of pretending they were Shane. How could I say what he was doing was wrong? In comparison to me, it wasn’t that bad. But I needed to figure out how to deal with his recordings of me. Should I take them as a sign of him desiring me? Or was this just a kink of his, which he had no desire to actually live out?
He finished his laps and got out of the pool, the water flowing off him in a glistening sheen. I couldn’t tear my eyes away. He saw me watching and smiled.
“Hi Erica. You excited?”
I smiled. If only he knew. “Yep.”
“Good. I’m going to take my shower, and then I’ll help you get the food ready.”
“Shane?”
“Yes?”
“Did you want to invite anyone over to the party?”
He seemed surprised by the question. “No, this is for you girls.”
“You’re going to be stuck in the house all by yourself.”
“I’ll be fine.”
“You sure?”
“Positive.” He turned and headed into the house.
I watched him go, smiling slightly.

Soon, my friends began to arrive. Danni was first, and we grinned as we hugged each other. She was tiny, barely five feet tall, with dark hair she wore short. Her mother was Asian, from whom she had inherited her exquisitely shaped almond eyes. Despite her diminutive size, she was attracted to large men, and went steady with a linebacker from the football team her senior year of high school.
Next, Chris and Kelly arrived together. Of the five of us, Chris had the fullest figure, and she struggled to keep her weight in check. She wasn’t fat, just curvy, and her breasts were huge. None of us were lacking in the breast department, but we all felt small standing next to Chris. She was gregarious, and never shied away from giving her opinion. Her brown hair was longer than it was the last time we had met.
Kelly was the greyhound of the group. Tall and willowy, she had a natural grace we all envied. She gave off an air of aloofness, but once you got to know her you discovered she was shy, and underneath she had a kind heart. Her red hair and green eyes gave her a sly mischievous look.
We were sitting at a table beside the pool when Beth showed up. My heart raced as I opened the gate and saw her. She looked exactly like she had on the video, except for her clothes. Her long hair and blue eyes matched mine. We smiled and hugged, and in my happiness to see her again, I almost forgot she was fucking Shane.
“How have you been?” she asked.
“Good,” I replied. “Sorry to hear about your mom being sick.”
“Thanks. She’s much better now, so I think I’ll be able to go back to school in the fall.”
“That’s great news.”
Beth joined us at the table, and we all grinned at each other. The gang was back together again. They decided it was time to hit the pool, and began taking turns inside the changing room, putting on their swimsuits.
I wasn’t ready to face that yet, so I had worn my suit under my sweatpants and blouse, and I only had to pull them off. I watched Beth disappear into the changing room, and my mind conjured up images of what she looked like in there — what Shane would be seeing.
After a half hour in the pool, we were back at our table, catching up on our experiences at school, including our sex lives. I told them about Steve and our bad breakup, and they wrinkled their noses when I related the story of our last night together.
“I’m surprised Shane didn’t kill him,” Kelly said.
I replied in a low voice, “I didn’t tell Shane, because you’re right, he would have killed him.”
“I would have stuck the knife three inches higher,” Chris said, and we laughed, but we all believed she would have.
They all related their various sexual antics while away at college. Of course, Danni had gravitated to the football team, and had gone through the quarterback and defensive lineman before settling on the tight end. Chris had found a steady guy the first week, and had been monogamous to him the entire year. Kelly surprised us by informing us she’d had an affair with a professor that had lasted the entire second half of the school year, and they planned on keeping it going in the fall. We had plenty of questions for her, and she seemed excited to share her experiences.
Through it all, Beth joined in and was curious about everyone’s year, but didn’t share any information about herself. Finally, I said, “What about you Beth? Run into anyone special since we last met?”
She shrugged. “There were a few guys at school, but nothing long lasting. And then I had to come home.” She smiled and added, “I’m sorry that my stories aren’t as exciting as all of yours.”
The girls laughed and told her she’d have better luck this fall, and that they wanted a full report at Christmas break.
I spoke again. “What about back here, at home?”
Beth gave me a curious look. “What about it?”
“Find any special guys around here?” I kept my voice natural and upbeat.
She shrugged again. “Been busy with my mom. But there’s one guy I’ve been seeing a little of lately.”
Chris chimed in, “Tell us!”
Beth smiled. “Well, he’s a little older, and we’re not really serious, but we’ve been having some fun.”
“Whoa,” Kelly said, “that does sound like fun. Who is he?”
Beth shrugged again. “Just some guy. You don’t know him.”
“Is he good in bed?” asked Danni.
Beth smiled. “Oh yeah.”
“He’s not married, is he?” Chris asked.
Beth looked shocked. “Of course not! I would never do that.”
Yeah, but you would fuck your best friend’s guardian, I thought.
Beth gave me a curious look, and I realized I wasn’t asking her about her mystery lover. Thinking quickly, I said, “It’s not Joey Fatone, is it? Because he always had the hots for you.”
Everyone cracked up, and even I joined in with the laughter.
When it died down, Beth said, “Nah, Joey only liked me because I looked like you. Guys are weird like that sometimes.” She looked at me when she said it, and I was wondering what she meant by it, when Shane’s voice interrupted us.
“Hello ladies,” he said, walking out in jeans and a t-shirt, “It’s so nice to see you all back here again.”
My friends always liked Shane, and they all got up and talked excitedly to him, telling him about their time away at college. All except Beth and me, and we sat in our chairs watching the other girls flit around him.
“Where’s your swimsuit, Mr. Roberts?” Chris said.
“Yeah, join us in the pool,” Kelly added.
“Nope,” Shane said, “this is your party and I’m not going to crash it. I just wanted to stop by and say hello. Now carry on and have fun. Oh, I almost forgot. Beth, I have that new wheelchair controller your mom asked for. Before you leave, stop in and get it.”
“Sure thing Mr. Roberts. Thanks.”
“No problem.”
I watched this interchange with curiosity. If I hadn’t known the truth, I would have never suspected anything. They hid their secret well.
Shane said his goodbyes, but they wouldn’t let him go until he promised to come out and visit them again before the night was over.
After he left, the girls sat back down and Chris said, “Erica, you’re such a lucky bitch.”
The girls all laughed, and I said, “Why?”
“Because Shane is hot.” They all laughed again.
“That’s gross,” I said.
“Come on,” Chris said, “we’re all grown woman now. We can admit it. Who here had the hots for Shane growing up? Let’s see a show of hands.” She raised her hand.
Danni grinned and raised her hand. It took a few seconds, but Kelly smiled shyly and raised hers. All eyes turned to Beth.
Beth looked around and begrudgingly put her hand up. I stared around at my friends, a reluctant smile coming to my face.
“Well?” Chris said, looking at me.
“Well what?”
“Get your hand up.”
The girls all laughed again.
“Now that’s really gross,” I said, but joined in the laughter.
“One time,” Danni said, “I had this dream. I was with this guy, in bed, and we were making love but it was too dark to see who it was, and-”
“Danni,” I interrupted, “I don’t think-”
“-and it was really good, you know? And I was like, who is this? And-”
“Danni,” I said louder, please-”
“-and he started really slamming me, his strong muscles working as he fucked me harder and harder, I-”
“Stop it.”
“I was going out of my mind, so I reached over to the light, and-”
“No.”
“-and I turned it on, and there, above me, between my legs, was Tom Brady.”
I stared at her for a moment, without speaking.
The whole table erupted in shrieks of laughter, me among them.

Later, as the other girls played in the pool, Beth and I sat alone at the table.
“So,” I said, “you’re being mysterious about this guy you’re involved with.”
“Not much to tell, really.”
“How’d you meet?”
“Ran into him at the grocery store. We knew each other in the past, but hadn’t seen each other in a while. He asked me out to lunch, which was surprising since I never thought he was attracted to me.”
“Beth,” I said, “all guys are attracted to you.”
She shook her head. “This was different. The situation we were in previously, there wasn’t really chance for it to become more.”
I gave her a fake look of shock. “I’ve figured it out. It’s one of our teachers from high school, isn’t it? Which one? I bet it’s that fat Mr. Schwetty.”
She laughed. “Please, now you’re grossing me out.”
“Mr. Hamilton, that hunk of a shop teacher?”
She nodded. “That wouldn’t be bad, but no, it’s not him.”
“Miss Jennings, the gym teacher?”
She giggled. “No, despite our little experiment when we were thirteen, you know I don’t swing that way.”
I laughed with her. “You remember that, huh?”
“Oh yeah. We were so innocent back then.”
“I didn’t feel innocent.”
She grinned. “I guess we were a bit naughty.”
“We? You started it?”
Her mouth opened in mock surprise. “Me? You’re the one who invited me over for the sleepover. And you’re the one who started talking about boys and what it would feel like to have sex.”
I grinned. “That’s true, but you’re the one who came up with the idea of taking turns lying between each other’s legs, pretending we were doing it with a boy.”
“Yes, but my idea was to do it with our pajamas on. You said we should do it with them off.”
“Well, it made sense. And besides, I only said we should strip down to our panties. You insisted we take those off too.”
She blushed. “Well, I had an ulterior motive for that.”
“What do you mean?”
“At the time, I had grown this full bush of hair, and I worried I was a freak or something. So I wanted to compare.”
I grinned. “And did I alleviate your worries?”
“Totally. Yours looked exactly like mine.”
I laughed. “Glad I could be of service.”
“It was fun though. Hard to believe we were that innocent, huh?”
“Yeah. So, it’s not a teacher?”
“No.”
“And you’re not going to tell me?”
She smiled. “Not right now.”
“Bitch.”
She laughed and stood. “I’m going in to use the bathroom and get that controller from Shane. I’ll be back in a few minutes.”
“No problem,” I replied, and watched her go, wondering if that’s all she’d be doing in there.
I joined my other friends in the pool, and Beth returned about fifteen minutes later, and dove in with us. She surfaced beside me, and the water ran off her face.
I looked at her closely. Was that an extra flush in her cheeks, or was I imagining things?
She smiled. “Miss me?”
“You were gone?” I said indifferently.
She mugged and jumped on me, pushing my head under the water. This started a melee between us all, as we all began splashing and wrestling.



Chapter 5


A few hours later, they took their turns in the changing room, and we all said our goodbyes, making plans to meet next week for lunch. Shane came out and they all gave him hugs, and I watched him and Beth closely. Again, I saw no visible signs of something going on between them.
After they left, Shane said, “You coming in?”
“No. I think I’ll take one last swim before changing out of my suit.” I watched his eyes as I spoke, but I saw no extra excitement there.
“Ok honey. I’m going to finish up some quick work, and then I’m going to bed. See you in the morning.” He kissed me on the forehead, and I breathed deep, inhaling his cologne.
“Goodnight Shane.”
I swam laps in the pool, working up my courage for what I had planned. I almost chickened out several times, but images of Beth with Shane kept coming back to me. And I was convinced they had fucked again tonight. The desire coursed through me, and I finally steeled my courage enough to get out of the pool.
Wrapping my towel around me, I walked to the changing room, my heart trip-hammering in my chest. I could already feel my pussy dripping.
In the room, I recalled the viewpoint and figured out the camera was in a painting of a dolphin on the wall. It took all of my willpower not to look at it. I stood facing the door, with the camera in front and to the right of me. Unwrapping the towel, I placed it on the hook. My heartbeat was loud in my ears. I took a few deep breaths to calm myself.
My hand went behind my back and undid the clasp of my top. The material relaxed, and my breasts stood proud, now reversing roles and holding up the bra. Casually, I pulled it from me and placed it on the bench.
My nipples came up hard, partly from being exposed to the air, and partly from the thoughts running through my mind. I held one of my breasts in my hand, and used my other hand to rub along where the seams of the bra had been. The nipple tightened further. I repeated the action on my other breast, and reached for my bottoms.
Pushing them down over my hips, I bent and slid them further, over my knees. Standing, I let go of them and let them fall to the floor, where I kicked them up onto the bench with a flick of my foot.
My mind was in a daze as I grabbed my towel and began drying off. The thought that Shane was watching me, or would be watching me, made me dizzy. Unfamiliar sensations shot through my body as I imagined him looking at my nudity.
I spent extra time drying my breasts, and the nipples were like hard diamonds, ready to cut glass. I patted the terrycloth on my mound, lifting one leg and resting it on the bench to give myself room, but more importantly giving Shane a better view of my pussy.
I didn’t want to be too obvious, so I never faced the camera directly. But I made sure he always had a clear oblique view, wanting to tease him. I rubbed the towel in circles, pretending to dry my pubic hair. Jolts of pleasure sparked through my clit.
Next, I dried my legs, bending over to reach below my knees. Again, I gave him a sexy angle on the proceedings.
Reaching into my swim bag, I pulled out a hairbrush and a bottle of lotion. I sat on the bench and began brushing my long hair, working out the tangles as I sat demurely with my legs closed. My breasts bounced slightly with each comb through my hair, and the nipples still strained hard.
When my hair was tangle-free, I put the brush down and picked up the lotion. Squirting a glob into my hand, I began rubbing it into my arms. Next, my breasts received a coating of the lotion, my hands working the scented cream into my soft skin. I allowed my fingers to linger at the sensitive nipples, even squeezing them gently as I pulled on them.
I wondered if Shane would enjoy that.
More lotion for my stomach, and then down to my legs, doing the tops of my thighs first. I coated my calves before moving back up to my inner thighs. I spread my legs, giving the camera an angled view again, and began rubbing the lotion in. As my hands reached higher, I spread wider, opening my pussy to the camera’s unblinking gaze. My fingertips ran through the junctures of my thighs, my hands framing my puffy pussy lips.
I was soaked with my own lubrication, and I felt its warmth inside of me. I couldn’t wait to get my fingers on my clit.
But I reached for the lotion bottle again, and squirted one last drop onto my fingertips. Reaching down, I began rubbing it lightly into my mound, right above the fur-lined slit. My fingers traveled in ever-increasing circles, smoothing the lotion into the skin, mixing it through my blonde pubic curls.
When it was gone, my fingers continued to move, and my eyes closed. I teased the top of my slit for a few seconds, then slid my finger into it, parting my outer lips and feeling the hot wetness inside.
I gasped, and hunched my hips up against my finger, putting my feet up on the bench to spread myself wider.
My outer lips were parted slightly, revealing the wet pink folds between. My finger slid down, through the slick valley, sending sparks of pleasure out from my core.
Using two fingers, I pressed them into my tight tunnel, feeling my cuntal flesh grasping at them, as if trying to pull me deeper inside.
As I fucked myself with my fingers, I thought of Shane watching me. The video was high-definition, and I wondered if he would zoom in to watch exactly what my fingers were doing. A small bubble of additional wetness burst inside, and my fingers picked up their pace.
I moaned softly as the pleasure flowed through me. My fingers were making wet sticky sounds as they slid in and out of my tight cunny. With all the excitement of the day, I knew I wasn’t going to last long, and my body prepared for the coming explosion.
An image of Shane fucking Beth came to my mind, and I watched his body move over hers, dominating her with his size as his cock invaded her tight vagina in a barrage of hard thrusts.
“Yesssss,” I moaned.
The image blinked, and suddenly it was me instead of Beth, lying beneath Shane as he mercilessly pounded my pussy with his fat cock.
“Uhhhhhh.”
A new image appeared. This one was of Shane, sitting at his office desk, watching me touching myself. His stiff cock was sticking straight up, and his hand was wrapped around it, stroking his long length. That was my erection. I had caused it, so it belonged to me. I could do anything I wanted to do with it. I could stroke it, or I could take it into my mouth until it blasted its load into the back of my throat. Or I could sit down on it, sliding my tight sheath over its thick hard girth, bouncing on it until it jetted its cum deep into me.
These last thoughts sent me over, and my fingers became a flurry as my orgasm burst like a Fourth of July firework — white hot and overwhelming. Ecstasy blotted out all other sensations and my body convulsed in erotic bliss as my fingers thrummed, and I cried out my passion in the small room.
After a moment, my body relaxed, and my legs closed, trapping my hand between them. After a minute to rest, I got up, feeling week from my exertions, and removed my robe from the hook, putting it on.
Taking a deep breath, I left the changing room and headed into the house. I was about to turn up the stairs when Shane’s office door opened and he came out. We stood face to face, our eyes wide.
He blinked and his surprise was replaced with a smile. “Hi Erica. My work took longer than I thought. Good night.”
“Good night, Shane.” I headed up to my room.

I lay in my bed, thinking. He had watched me. I knew it without a doubt. And he had to watch it live. He couldn’t even wait to see the recording in the morning. A mixture of fear and pride went through me. I stared at the ceiling, my mind a jumble of thoughts until I dropped off to sleep.



Chapter 6


When I went downstairs the next morning, I found a note from Shane on the refrigerator letting me know he had gone down to his warehouse and would be back around noon. The clock said it was nine, so I had plenty of time to check out his new videos.
I went into his office and logged onto the computer, got the external drive from the drawer and plugged it in. In seconds I was browsing the video directory.
I checked the pool section first. There was a new directory with yesterday’s date. In it were nine new files. I skipped down to the last one and opened it. My heart skipped a beat as I saw myself walk into the changing room. Jumping ahead, there I was, naked and drying myself with the towel. I clicked ahead again, and stared wide-eyed at myself sitting on the bench, with my legs spread wide as I finger-fucked my pussy.
I took a deep breath, attempting to control my emotions. Last night, when I had done this, I knew there was a good chance Shane would be watching. Now there was no doubt. He had seen me finger myself to orgasm.
I moved back up to the bedroom section, wondering if my intuition about Beth was correct. There was a new directory in there with yesterday’s date. I knew it!
Inside were two files, and I opened the first. The bed was empty for a moment, but then two bodies fell on it. Beth and Shane were in a lover’s clinch, and from their actions, it was obvious they were in a hurry. She undid his pants and pushed them down onto his thighs. She pulled her bathing suit bottom to the side and he moved between her legs, entering her completely with his first thrust. They fucked frantically as she made soft mewing sounds, obviously unable to be as loud as she wanted. It lasted less than ten minutes, with her coming first, writhing and grunting out her moans into his neck. He kept fucking, and a minute later he joined her in orgasmic bliss, arching his head back and groaning as his muscles knotted.
They lay together kissing and smiling for a couple more minutes before Beth got up, adjusted her swimsuit, and ran from the room.
My crotch was soaked. I was getting over the shock and enjoying the eroticism of it.
I went back to the pool section, and looked back through the history. It seems that there were videos going back two years, most of them from my pool parties with my friends. It got pretty boring seeing the same girls undressing. But then I came across a date with a lot of videos in it.
When I looked through them I hardly recognized anyone. They were women older than teens, some of them a lot older. Then someone familiar appeared. It was Jennifer, Shane’s secretary from work. I finally remembered what this was. Two years ago Shane had a pool party for his employees, and the place was packed. So crowded I had spent the day at Beth’s.
I looked through the videos, and they were all of women getting undressed or dressed. Some of them were fat, and I wondered why Shane kept them. I was getting bored again, when one caught my eye.
It was Jennifer again, but this time she wasn’t alone. She pulled a guy in with her, and they kissed. He looked familiar, but I couldn’t remember his name. But I knew he wasn’t her husband, because they had been over the house together at other times.
I watched as she dropped to her knees and tugged his suit down to his thighs. His hard cock sprang out and up, and she immediately covered it with her mouth. He was smaller than Shane, but he was rock hard, and his cock had a slight sideways curve. Her head bobbed as she took him all the way in, and his head rolled back in pleasure. Less than a minute later his hips jerked and she kept her lips down on him, obviously taking his cum into her mouth. After a minute she let him slide out, and licked him all over.
When she stood, they kissed again, and he put his hand in the side of her swimsuit and fingered her pussy. But she pushed him away and said they had to hurry back to the party. He left first, and she followed him a minute later.
I looked through the rest, but there were no more like that.
I had pulled the external drive out when the computer beeped, scaring me half to death. After I caught my breath, I saw it was a popup that said a new email had arrived. I knew I could mark it as unread, so I clicked on it.
It was from a FunGirl92, and it said:

Shane,
I enjoyed your cock last night, and I would love to have it again tonight. I’ll have the house to myself until midnight, so let me know if you can make it.
B

So, FunGirl92 was obviously Beth, and she was inviting him over her house for tonight. Interesting. I thought of a way to use this to my advantage, but nothing came to mind.
I went back to my room and masturbated to memories of the videos I had seen, and took a shower. When I came out, Shane was home, and I dressed and went downstairs. He was lying back in the recliner, reading an electronics magazine.
“Hi honey,” he said, looking up from the chair. “How’d you sleep?”
“Good,” I replied, walking to him. When I got to the chair, I kneeled on the corner and leaned my body into the space between him and the edge. I used to do this all the time when I was younger, and we would snuggle together as we watched tv.
This time he looked slightly surprised, but he moved over and gave me room. I slid beside him and laid my head on his shoulder, snuggling close. He put his arm around me.
“To what to I owe this honor?” he asked.
I shrugged. “I missed being close to you.”
“Everything ok?” he asked.
“Yeah, just missed you, that’s all.”
“Did you enjoy your party last night?”
“Loved it. Thanks for thinking of it.”
“I enjoyed seeing the girls again.”
I bet you did, I thought with an inner grin. “They liked seeing you too.” I giggled.
“What?” he asked.
“Nothing.”
“Tell me.”
“It’s just silly girl stuff.”
“Now you have me curious.”
“Well, it’s just that they took a vote, and you were voted one of the hottest guys they know.”
He laughed. “I’m honored. But aren’t I a little too old for them?”
“No way.” I snuggled into him some more. “Actually, Kelly is involved with a professor at her college who’s a little older than you are.”
“Seriously?”
“Yes. They plan on picking up where they left off in the fall.”
“Kelly’s a pretty girl.”
I lifted my head. “Shane!”
He laughed. “What?”
“She’s only nineteen.”
He laughed again. “I don’t want to date her. I just said she was pretty.”
I laid my head back down. “Ok.” After a pause, I said, “And Beth is involved with some older guy, but she’s being secretive about it.”
He was quiet for a moment, then said, “Beth?”
“Yeah. I tried to get it out of her, but she’s not sharing.”
More silence, then, “How much older?”
I shrugged. “She wouldn’t say. I thought it might have been one of our old high school teachers, but she denied it.”
“Huh.”
“She seemed happy though.”
“That’s good. She’s had it rough with her mother being sick.”
“So I guess this guy is giving her what she needs.”
He chuckled. “What’s that supposed to mean?”
“She gets cranky when she goes without sex for too long.”
“Whoa, too much information.”
I giggled. “Sorry.”
I closed my eyes and relaxed against him. I was drifting off into a dream state when he spoke.
“Erica?”
“Yes?” I mumbled sleepily.
“I’m going out tonight.”
“Where?”
“On a date.”
I lifted my head and stared at him. “With who?”
“Just some woman.”
“What woman?”
He sighed. “Look, it’s not that serious between us, so I don’t want to make a big deal out of it. Ok?”
I gave him a pouty face, and he continued. “I don’t want this relationship to affect you and me, so I’d rather keep it separate. At least for now.”
I thought for a moment, then grinned at him.
“What?” he asked.
“Shane’s got a fuck buddy.”
He mouth opened in shock. “Erica!”
I grined wider. “Tell me I’m wrong.”
“That’s not the point.”
“It’s exactly the point. You don’t want to introduce her to me because you’re just having sex with her.”
“It sounds so crass when you say it that way.”
“Shane, it’s ok. I’m the one who encouraged you to date more.” I grinned and added, “If you don’t want to introduce me to your fuck buddy, I understand.”
“Would you stop saying that?”
“Is she pretty?”
“Erica, I’m not comfortable talking about this.”
“Why not?”
“Because.”
“I bet she is pretty. How old is she?”
“Erica.”
“Hmm, let’s see. Mom was thirty-one and you were twenty-two when you met, so you like your women about nine years older than yourself. So that would put her around forty then, right?” I was smiling hard.
He grinned back. “I’m not playing this game.”
“Oh my god, she’s older, isn’t she? What, like fifty or sixty?”
He began laughing. “Stop it.”
“Wait, she doesn’t have dentures, does she? I’ve heard some guys like that.”
“Erica!” His eyes sparkled with laughter.
“Wait a second. Maybe she isn’t older than you. Maybe you went after a younger one this time.”
His smile faltered for a split second, then returned, “Are you finished?”
“That’s it, isn’t it? How much younger?”
He chuckled and shook his head.
“Twenty-eight? Twenty-five?”
He kept smiling, refusing to answer.
“Ok, tell me one thing.”
“What’s that?”
“She’s out of high school, right?” I asked with a grin.
“Erica!”
“I’m going to have to hook you up with Danni or Kelly.”
He gave me a quizzical look. “Your friends?”
“Yeah, they’re the only two of my friends who aren’t dating older guys.”
He smiled and shook his head again. “You’re bad.”
“So, you’re not spilling it, are you?”
He grinned. “Obviously not.”
“Damn,” I said, and laid my head back against his chest. I slid my hand around his stomach and pulled myself into him. His arm felt good around my shoulders.
My eyes naturally landed on his crotch, and it took me a second to realize what I was seeing. I could see the outline of his cock in his tight jeans, and while he wasn’t completely hard, it was swollen enough to be noticeable. I stared at it for several seconds, then smiled softly.
I shifted against him, turning slightly and bending my leg so that my thigh was lying across his knee. I watched with interest as his cock seemed to stiffen further.
“Mmm, you’re so warm,” I said, and shifted again, pressing my body against him, rubbing my thigh on his.
It had the desired effect. The bulge in his pants grew, as his cock got even harder. I felt a wet warmth between my legs.
“Erica?”
“Yes, Shane?”
“I’ve got to run downtown. You want to go with me?”
I held onto him tighter. “No, I want to stay here, just like this.”
“I have to pick up some things,” he said, beginning to sit up.
I moved off of him and sat back, opening my eyes to sleepily look up at him. “Ok, I’ll go with you.”
“Great,” he said, putting his hand on my thigh as he sat up and stood. “I’ll be ready to go in ten minutes.”
I watched him leave the room as waves of pleasure flowed out from where he touched me.



Chapter 7


When Shane and I got downtown, we decided to split up and meet back at the car in an hour. The town’s main street was filled with small shops that I loved to browse through. I hit a few clothing stores, then decided to get a coffee at Starbucks.
I was standing in line, when a felt a presence close behind me. I was about to turn when a pair of hands came from behind and clamped over my eyes.
“Guess who?” a fake high voice said. The voice definitely didn’t match the strong rough hands against my skin.
I smiled and said, “I have no idea. Give me a clue.”
The person pressed close against me, put their mouth right next to my ear, and whispered in a deep low voice, “We used to fuck in the back seat of my Camaro.”
Joey! I smiled wide, but said, “Sorry, that doesn’t narrow it down much. How about another clue?”
“Hey!” he said with a chuckle, and I spun around to look at him, grinning.
“Joey!” I gave him a tight hug.
“Hey babe, how ya been?” His arms felt good around me.
“I’ve been good,” I said, smiling wide at him. “What have you been up to?”
He shrugged. “Just home from school. Working construction with my dad for the summer. Look at you. All grown up.”
I wasn’t the only one who had grown up. In the three years since I had seen him, his wiry teenage frame had morphed into the muscular body of a man. But some parts were still the same. His fascinating dimples over his square jaw. His jet black hair that he still wore too long. But most importantly, he still had that dangerous glint in his eyes — the one that caused us girls to get that fluttery feeling deep inside. My hands were still on his shoulders, and I felt the muscles flexing under his shirt.
“You’re looking good yourself, Joey.”
He gave me that cute uneven grin that always melted my heart, no matter how much of a pussy hound I knew he was.
“How’s college treating ya?” he asked.
“Good. Glad the first year is over though, and I’m ready for a nice long break.”
“Meet anyone special?”
I knew what he was asking. That was Joey-speak for “Did you fuck anyone?”
“A few guys,” I replied, giving him a sexy smile. I didn’t bother asking if he had. That was a given with him.
“Anyone I need to worry about?” There was that smile again. No matter how many girls he slept with, he treated each one as if they were his own, and they all enjoyed that attitude from him.
I smiled. “You were never the worrying type Joey.”
He chuckled, but didn’t deny it.
“So Erica. You and me. We should get together, you know, talk about old times.”
“Sounds like fun.”
His eyes traveled down to my breasts, and soaked them in for a long moment. When other guys looked at me that way, it was always quick glances, and if they noticed I had caught them, they would become embarrassed and look away.
Not Joey. He looked and didn’t care if you knew it. And he looked as long as he wanted to, like he was doing now. I felt the warmth of excitement building inside of me, and my nipples visibly stiffened.
His eyes returned to mine and that smile curled on his lips. I had a sudden idea.
“Joey, Shane is going out tonight. Would you like to come over? Bring your swimsuit and we’ll hang out by the pool?”
He nodded. “Yeah, that would be cool.”
“Hey Joey,” a voice from behind him said, “What’s taking so long?”
We turned and there was one of Joey’s old high school buddies whose name I couldn’t remember.
“Just chill dude, can’t you see I’m talking to Erica?”
“Oh. How’s it hangin’ Erica?”
Joey turned back to me, and nodded back towards his friend. “Hey, do you mind if I bring my cousin Tony here with me tonight? And his girlfriend?”
“Sure,” I said, still smiling but a little disappointed we wouldn’t be alone. “No problem. We’ll have a little party.”
“Yeah, a party. I like the sound of that,” Joey said with a smile, as his arm curled around my waist and pulled me to him.

“Joey Fatone?” Shane said as he drove us home. “You invited him over tonight?”
“Yeah, and his cousin and his girlfriend. Is there a problem with that?”
He sighed. “You know I never liked him.”
“Shane, you never liked any of the boys I dated.”
He was silent a moment, then said, “Maybe I’ll stay home.”
“Shane!”
“I’ll stay inside. You’ll never know I’m there.”
“No.”
“I think it’s for the best.”
“Shane, you have a date.”
“She’ll understand. My mind’s made up.”
I sat back with my arms folded. “Fine. Then I’m calling Joey and changing our plans. We’ll go out instead.”
“Erica.”
“My mind’s made up.”
There was long silence before he replied. “Ok, they can come over. But no alcohol or drugs, right?”
Once, when Joey and I were relaxing in his backseat after a rigorous fucking session, I had asked him why he didn’t drink or take drugs. He explained that he used to, but he found that they dulled his senses and he didn’t enjoy sex as much. Or, as he put it, “I can’t feel the pussy.”
But I didn’t think Shane would want to hear it put that way, so I said, “Joey doesn’t do that.”
He was quiet again, then reached over and rested his hand on my thigh. “I forget sometimes that you’re all grown up, and you don’t need me to protect you anymore.”
I smiled softly and placed my hand on his, pressing it firmer against me. “I kinda like it, even though you are a pain the ass.”
He chuckled. “Good. That means I’m doing my job.”



Chapter 8


Shane left for his date around seven, and Joey and his friends showed up at eight. I spent the time between looking at Shane’s videos again, particularly the ones of him and Beth. It excited me to think they would soon be doing the things I was seeing in the video.
Tony’s girlfriend was a cute brunette named Gwen who looked like she was fourteen. Her breasts were small, and her figure was slightly boyish. But it turned out that she was eighteen, and had just graduated from high school. In fact, she told me she and I actually had a gym class together during my senior year, but I didn’t remember her.
We talked about girls we knew while the boys showed off on the diving board, and it turned out we had a lot of mutual friends. And she was actually a distant cousin of Kelly’s.
“Small world,” I said.
“Small town is more like it,” she replied. “I can’t go anywhere without meeting some girl who screwed the same guy as me.”
I laughed.
“You think I’m joking, but I’m not. And it’s not like I’m a slut or anything. I’ve only been with six guys.”
I laughed some more, and said, “You want to put your theory to the test?”
“You mean with you?”
“Yeah,” I said with a grin.
“How many guys you been with?”
“Here in town? Let’s see… Um, seven.”
She grinned. “Then we’re about even. I’ll go first. You ever been with Tony?”
“No.”
“I didn’t think so. He and Joey are a lot alike, but they don’t share girls. Once one of them is with one, the other considers her off limits.”
“So that means you’ve never been with Joey?”
“No,” she said, giving me a curious glance, “but I’ve heard he’s good.”
I smiled. “Very good. He was my first.”
Her eyes opened wide. “Seriously?”
I nodded.
“And it was good from the start?”
“Oh yeah. He’s got his rough bad boy image, but he can be surprisingly gentle in bed. And rough too. He’s good at knowing what you want.”
She looked thoughtful for a moment. “Damn. Maybe I dated the wrong cousin.”
I laughed hard. I really liked this girl. “Something wrong with Tony?”
“No, not really. He’s got a nice big cock, but sometimes it seems that he thinks that’s all it takes, know what I mean?”
I nodded. “I know exactly what you mean. It’s ‘here it is baby, now be grateful and do all the work.’“
She laughed. “Exactly!” Then she added, “I guess it’s my turn. How about Robbie Dupree?”
I shook my head. “I don’t think I know him.”
“He was in my grade. I lost my virginity to him at summer camp when I was fourteen.”
“Was it nice?”
“Yeah, it was. Neither of us knew what we were doing, but it was sweet.”
“Sounds special.”
“But then we came back home and started school in the fall, and he wouldn’t talk to me. He’d walk right by me in the hall and act like I didn’t exist. I blamed myself for being a whore, and I didn’t let another dick near me for a year.”
“What an asshole.”
“Ok, your turn.”
“Um, Glen Pantera?”
She looked surprised. “The quarterback?”
“Yep, that one.”
“Damn, maybe we aren’t going to have any guys in common. You have some real A-listers in your notches.”
I laughed. “Well, first of all, I’m working my way down, and secondly, I wouldn’t label Glen as an A-lister. The whole thing was over in thirty seconds.”
“Seriously?” she said, giggling.
“Yeah, and I think I’m being generous. He only got half way in before he pulled out and spurted all over my stomach and tits.”
“No way!”
“And that’s not even the worst part. As I was cleaning myself off with my panties, he had the nerve to ask me if I came.”
She howled with laugher, and had to catch her breath.
“Needless to say,” I continued, “the quarterback didn’t get a second chance to get into the game.”
When she stopped laughing, she said, “Ok, how about Jeff Danzinger?”
I stared at her in shock. “Jeff?”
She stared back. “I knew it! See? I can’t swing a fucking dead cat in this town without hitting someone I’m sexually linked to.”
“You and Jeff?” I asked.
“Yeah. We dated for three months.”
“Same here,” I said.
“Yeah, that’s about the limit with Jeff. That’s when his little fetish gets to be too much.”
I laughed. “I know exactly what you’re talking about.”
She was on a roll now. “It started off ok. I mean, we’re fucking, you know, doggy style, and his fingers start to wander. And I’m ok with that. A little ass play is fun. Hell, I even tease Tony’s pucker when I’m giving him head, and he likes it.”
I laughed.
“So I was ok with Jeff at first. But the next time we’re in that position, his fingers are going wild back there, probing me like I was a captured human specimen on a fucking UFO. I was like, hey buddy, give it a break. Unlike my pussy, I have to use that for other things.”
I was laughing hard, trying to catch my breath.
“So he backed off. Then the next time, he’s licking my pussy, you know, up and down, up and down, all the way from the top to the bottom, nice long licks. I was enjoying myself until I noticed his tongue would wander south of the border now and then. Lick-lick-lick, and then a little swirl down over my asshole. I’m like, fine, go ahead if that’s your thing. It feels weird, but not too bad. Just don’t plan on kissing me when you’re done.”
My sides were hurting from laughing so much.
“And then it’s lick-swirl-lick, then lick-swirl-swirl, and then he dropped all pretenses of being interested in my vagina, and went to town like he’d given up chocolate for lent and it was finally Easter morning. He was actually fucking my ass with his tongue. Which, to be honest, wasn’t that bad, and I managed to come by diddling myself while he was busy down there.”
“But of course, he wasn’t happy with just that, and he wanted to put his dick in next. And as you well know, he’s not a small guy, and as you can see, I’m a petite lady. I’m not good at math, but that addition wasn’t adding up to be a pleasurable experience. He tried talking me into it, and when I said no, it seemed like it was all he could think about. I finally had to end it to spare my sanity.”
I was finally able to catch my breath, and I nodded. “It was all the same with me, even the tongue fucking.”
She grinned. “Did he go nuts when you didn’t let him ass fuck you?”
I blushed and she looked surprised. “You let him?”
I gave her an embarrassed shrug. “I was curious.”
“And?”
“A little painful at first, but not too bad.”
“Seriously?”
“Yeah. Not something I want to do all the time, but yeah.”
“You’re a better woman than me. So why’d you break it off?”
I blushed again. “Well, his obsession didn’t end with ass fucking.”
She looked confused. “I’m not following. What comes after that?”
“Well, with Jeff, what comes after that is him asking me if he could watch.”
Her brow furrowed. “Watch? Watch what?”
I could feel the blush heating my cheeks. “Me.”
“You?”
“Yeah, he wanted to watch me take a shit.”
Her eyes went wide. “No fucking way!”
“And it gets worse.”
“How could it fucking possibly get worse?”
“He wanted me to do it while we were sixty-nining — with me on top.”
She stared at me without speaking. Then she said, “If you tell me you said yes, I’m leaving. Even if I have to fucking walk home.”
I laughed hard again. “Of course not. That was the reason I broke it off.”
She relaxed. “Oh thank god.”
“But,” I added, “after we broke up, he dated Marilyn West for six months.” I grinned.
“Oh shit. Now I have to think about what that cow did with him. Thanks a lot.”
We were laughing hard when the boys rejoined us.
“What’s so funny?” Joey asked, sitting beside me and looking delicious as he dripped onto the deck.
“We’re just swapping girl stories,” I replied, leaning into him.
He kissed me, and our tongues touched briefly. He said, “You’re not sharing any of our secrets, are you?”
“Of course,” I replied with a grin. “That’s what we girls do.”
We kissed again, and his tongue explored my mouth. I sucked on it softly, capturing it between my teeth. I could feel the sexual tension of the day settling into my crotch, causing a tightening sensation, accompanied by a slipperiness.
We separated, and noticed that Tony and Gwen were staring at us.
“Get a room,” Tony said with a grin.
“Now that sounds like a good idea,” I said, tightening my arms around Joey’s shoulders. “I happen to have one of those nearby.” I was horny as hell.
Joey leaned in and we kissed again. I didn’t care if Tony and Gwen were watching. Our tongues intertwined, and he nibbled on my lip.
I pulled back and said, “Joey, you want to see the new swimsuit I bought?”
He grinned. “Sure.”
“Follow me.” I took his hand and led him towards the changing room. “You two be good now,” I said to my other guests.
“Have fun,” Gwen said.



Chapter 9


As soon as we got inside the changing room, I turned on Joey and kissed him hard, my arms around his shoulders as I pulled him down to me. Our tongues danced and I had flashbacks of his backseat.
“Mmm, baby,” he said, “you’re hotter than ever.”
“I need you.”
“I can tell.” He reached down and slipped his hand in the side of my bikini bottoms, and dragged his finger through my slit, feeling my wetness. I groaned as I held him.
His finger made a few laps around my clit before sliding back out. His eyes locked on mine as he sucked the finger into his mouth.
“You taste as good as ever, babe.”
I took his hand and pulled his finger from his mouth, and brought it to my lips. My tongue flicked out against his rough skin, and I tasted a faint trace of myself.
“That’s so fucking sexy,” he breathed.
My hand moved down and I cupped the front of his swimsuit. He was half hard and bulging out the front. I squeezed, and felt his cock twitch. I watched his eyes as the pleasure I was causing flickered subtly across his face. He was never one to show a lot of emotion during sex, but if you knew him and watched closely, you could see it.
I dropped to my knees and kissed his cock through the still-wet material. He sighed softly. I followed the bulge with my lips, kissing along his length until I reached the swollen head. Opening my mouth, I gripped it with my lips through the cloth. Sucking, I could taste the chlorinated water with him mixed in.
His hands moved to the side of my head, and gripped me lightly, his fingertips gently massaging my scalp.
I couldn’t wait any longer, and reached up and pulled his suit down over his hips, to his mid thighs. His familiar cock sprang out, arching out and up, still with a bit of a droop as he had yet to reach full hardness. I was about to take care of that.
Not wasting any time, I opened my mouth wide and took him inside, only the head at first as I swirled my tongue around it. It twitched and swelled, the head becoming smoother as it pulsed with blood. My lips locked around the sensitive ridge, as my tongue danced in happy undulations over the tip. Pushing my head forward, I began taking him deeper.
He groaned softly as my lips tightened around him and began to slide down his shaft. His dick swelled to full hardness, now arching slightly upward, as it reached for the back of my throat. My tongue played a tune on the veined underside as it slid past, my mouth opening wider to take him deep.
His hands were tightening on my hair, twitching from the pleasure I was giving him. I knew he liked to control it at the end, and I was looking forward to when his hands gripped me hard and held me in place as he fucked my mouth to put himself over the edge. That was what I had tried to explain to Gwen — the two sides of Joey. He could be gentle like he was now, but he also could inflict pain — the good kind of pain — just when you needed it.
His cockhead wedged into the back of my throat, and I held him there, reaching up to cup his large balls in my hand. I massaged them gently as my mouth created a vacuum around his shaft, working my throat to massage the knob of his head. His fingers twitched again, a sure sign that he was enjoying this.
My lips slid off of him, nice and slow, as my tongue flicked against his sensitive skin. Out he went, until the head bumped over my lips and just the tip was in my mouth. I could taste him now, and I groaned softly, loving that animal-like flavor. I probed the tip of my tongue into the tight slit, searching for more of his taste.
His hands tugged at my head, letting me know he was ready for me to begin. It was like we hadn’t missed three years, as we picked up where we left off, reading each other’s little signs.
I slid down again, taking him deep, then back out, keeping my mouth tight around him. Then again, and again, over and over. His cock glistened wetly from my saliva as I pumped my head on his rigid rod. I found my rhythm and stuck to it, drawing the pleasure out of him slowly as my lips ovaled tightly up and down his shaft.
I was so into my cocksucking, I had forgotten where I was. But now I remembered and my pussy gushed a wet bubble of juice as I thought about Shane watching me do this.
Sometime later tonight, when he got home, he would probably look at the videos his camera captured. He would see the two guys changing, and probably delete them. Then he would come upon Gwen putting on her suit, and he would probably pause to watch it, since he’d never seen her before. Then he would get to the next video — this one.
And he would see me sucking a cock. And loving it. Would he get hard? Or did Beth’s pussy wear him out, and he’d have to wait until the morning to jack off to the high-definition sight of me salivating all over a hard dick? And the ultimate irony would be, as he was watching me do this, he would be unaware that the dick I was sucking was only a stand in for his own cock — just as every cock in my mouth had been since I saw his Hawaii video.
I wished I could be there when he watched it for the first time. To see the expression of surprise on his face. Followed by the lust.
Then I had a better idea. I wished I could suck him as he watched it. Take his cock into my mouth as he watched me blow Joey. Then he would know what it felt like too.
I was so far gone in my fantasies, I hadn’t picked up the signs of Joey’s impending orgasm. So I was surprised when his fingers tightened hard in my hair, jerking my head forward as he thrust his hips powerfully against me.
He cockhead lodged in the back of my throat, and I felt it swell hugely, blocking my breathing. In the next second, I felt the hot jet of his seething cum blast against my throat muscles, causing me to gag slightly.
I swallowed quickly, just in time to accept the next fiery burst of unleashed load, as his fingers painfully yanked my hair. He was no longer gentle Joey, but instead a grunting and thrusting brute out for only his own pleasure, using me to satisfy his wanton lusts. And I loved every second of it.
He fired bolt after bolt of hot swirling cream into my mouth, groaning out moans with each one, until I couldn’t keep up and it spilled out the corners of my lips, dripping down over my chin.
I continued to suckle at him, swallowing as I felt his swollen flesh pulse warmly in my tight mouth.
He began to soften, and I still held him in my oral embrace, sliding my tongue over his spent cock, causing him to twitch with pleasure. Finally, I slid my mouth off of him, milking him with my hand so that his last drop seeped out on my tongue.
“Fuck me,” he gasped, catching his breath. “Either you’ve been practicing, or my memory is shot, because I don’t ever remember it being that good.” He looked down at me in appreciation.
I grinned proudly up at him. He reached down and wiped a line of his cum off of my cheek with his thumb, and I opened her mouth so he would feed it to me, licking it clean.
He pulled me up and slid his hand back into my bottoms. I was sopping now, soaking the crotch of the silky material. I gripped his bicep with my hand and closed my eyes, enjoying the pleasure for a moment.
But after a few seconds, I pushed him away. “Not now. Let’s check on Tony and Gwen.”
“They can take care of themselves,” he said with a grin, pulling up his suit.
“I know. But it’s kind of rude for us to just leave them there alone.”
“Whatever,” he said, and put his arm around me.



Chapter 10


When we walked out, we were surprised to see Tony and Gwen were missing. They weren’t at the table, or in the pool. They either left, or were in the house.
Joey chuckled. “I told you they could take care of themselves.”
“What do you mean?”
“What do you think I mean. Tony tells me her little pussy goes nonstop. They’re probably in the house giving it a workout.”
“Where in the house?”
He shrugged. “How should I know? Let’s go check.” He began to pull me towards the door.
I resisted. “Maybe we should give them some privacy.”
“Come on. We’ll satisfy your curiosity about where they are, then we’ll come back out here and finish what we started.”
I grinned at him. “Is that a promise?”
“Oh yeah. We’re definitely not done yet. Come on.”
I allowed him to pull me into the house, and I expected to see the couple on one of the living room couches, fucking their brains out, but they weren’t around. I checked all the rooms downstairs, but each was empty.
A thought occurred to me. What if they were in Shane’s room? If so, he would have another video waiting for him when he got home.
We walked up the stairs and checked my room first. It was clear.
“Hey,” Joey said, “remember the time I snuck in here while Shane was downstairs?”
“Of course.”
“You came quick that night.”
I grinned. “Nice of you to remember. Let’s go.”
We walked down the hall to Shane’s room. The door was closed.
“You sure you want to do this?” I asked.
He shrugged. “We’ll just check and leave.”
“Ok.” I turned the knob quietly and opened the door. The bed was to the side, so we stepped in and leaned around the door. Yep, they were here.
Tony was lying back on the bed, and Gwen was straddling him, moving her ass up and down on his cock. She hadn’t been exaggerating, it was big. It stretched her little pussy wide as she rode it up and down, her head thrown back in passion. They hadn’t noticed us yet.
Although we had told ourselves that we would leave once we saw where they were, we both stood there staring at the couple on the bed. My eyes were fixed on their bodies — how they moved together and where they were joined. Gwen’s ass moved like a slow piston as her pussy swallowed his thick tool over and over.
I glanced at Joey, and he was staring at the same spot I was, his eyes locked on them in a glaze of lust. He looked at me and gave me his sexy smile, which I returned.
He stepped behind me and took me in his arms, pressing his newly hardening cock against my ass. His lips were warm on the side of my neck as he bent down and kissed me there, while reaching up to cup my breasts in his strong hands. I gasped as his fingers found my hard nipples and squeezed them through my bikini top.
I ground my ass back against him, showing my approval, and his hands moved up and back down again, sliding between my top and my warm breasts, cupping their soft flesh, pinching my nipples between his fingers. His teeth nibbled at my neck, and I reached back and gripped his stiff cock through his swimsuit.
The couple on the bed continued to fuck, oblivious of us for the moment. Gwen moved to her feet as she squatted on him, dipping her cunt down to envelop him in its tight embrace. She was fascinating to watch, her tight compact body built for sex. She moved on him like a graceful sexual animal, with no wasted motion. Her pussy and his cock made soft wet sounds as they thrust against one another.
Joey slid one of his hands down over my stomach, dipping inside the waistband of my bikini bottoms and down to my saturated mound. A finger slipped into my swollen slit, and I groaned as it probed my slickness, worming around in my delicate folds.
He began finger fucking me, jabbing his long digit into my tight depths as his thumb found my clit, rolling over it in a circular motion. It had been too long since I’d felt a man’s hands on me, and I cried out in pleasure, pressing my hips against him, urging him on.
My hand stroked his cock, which was rock solid again, despite blasting its load into my mouth only minutes before. I needed it inside of me.
I turned in his arms to face him, and his hands went to the clasp of my top, undoing it. The bra slackened, but my breasts stayed firm, and he pulled the garment off of me and dropped it to the floor.
I pushed down my bottoms and allowed them to puddle at my feet. He did the same with his, and my hand gripped his cock tightly as he bent down to kiss me again. Our lips and tongues danced hotly as I wrapped my arms tightly around his shoulders. Once again, he read me so easily, and knew what I wanted.
He slid his hands down to my ass and cupped my cheeks in his powerful grip before straightening, lifting me up. My arms held tight as my legs moved up around him, embracing his waist with my thighs.
We continued to kiss as his hands guided me into place, and I felt the rubbery head of his cock bumping against my seething cunt. It missed the mark a few times, but finally nestled into my tight entrance.
Joey wasted no time in penetrating me, allowing me to drop slightly as he thrust his cock upward, burying it half way into my tight grasping hole. Lifting me back up, he let me down again, this time sinking all the way inside, until my cuntal opening stretched tightly around the solid thickness of his cock root.
“Ghhhhh,” I moaned into his mouth, the pleasure overwhelming me. It had been too long. Squirming my hips, I pressed down on him, feeling his hard flesh stretching me wide. So fucking good.
His fingers gripped me as he lifted again, drawing slowly out of me. Then back down, quickly sheathing into me. We began our rhythm, slowly fucking as he held me in his strong arms.
The still-functioning part of my brain knew that where we were standing was not in the line of sight of either camera, so Shane wouldn’t get to watch me fuck Joey like this. I was curious to how he would react. Would he get turned on by seeing me, or would he get jealous because I was with another man? I found it hard to concentrate on the question as Joey’s cock pistoned in and out of me.
I sensed we were moving, and then Joey was bending over and setting me down. I opened my eyes to see I was now lying back on the bed, with Joey still lodged within me, lying between my legs. I looked over to the side, and saw that Tony and Gwen had shifted position, and were now lying like we were, sideways on the bed with her on the bottom, welcoming his long thrusts.
Her face was turned towards me and it seemed like she didn’t see me at first, her eyes glazed over in lust. But then she blinked and the recognition came, and she smiled at me. I smiled back and we looked into each other’s eyes as our bodies moved in time with the thrusting of the two men.
The sensuality of sharing this with her overwhelmed me, and I was surprised to find I was coming, the wave of pleasure surging out of nowhere to overtake my body. I cried out and my eyes rolled up as I clung to Joey’s hard body, his thrusts never losing a beat as my cunt spasmed around his intruding shaft.
When I regained my senses, I saw Gwen was still staring at me, her eyes wide from watching me come. I could tell she was close, and sure enough, seconds later her body tensed as her muscles corded, her face a grimace of ecstasy as she cried out her pleasure.
The guys continued to fuck us, like twin locomotives, spreading us open with their invading cocks. My legs went up around Joey’s back, opening myself further to him and holding him in my embrace. My nails raked down his sides, and he shuddered from the sensation. He was looking down at me with his half-lidded green eyes, and a look of sensuous concentration on his face. He may have had a wandering eye when it came to women, but when you were with him like this, you had his complete attention.
He pulled out of me and placed his hands on my hips, turning them. I knew what he wanted and turned over onto my stomach, moving to my knees and raising my ass, while I turned my face sideways and laid it on the bed. Gwen’s and my eyes met again, and she got to watch my face as Joey’s cock once again found my cuntal mouth, and drove into my clutching wetness in one hard thrust. She smiled as she saw the pleasure fill me.
Her hand left Tony’s shoulder and flopped down on the bed, extended out to me. I slid mine over and took it, squeezing it tightly in time with Joey’s thrusts against my ass. We held hands, connected that way, sharing our mutual pleasure. I found myself staring at her lips, so soft and swollen from her desire, and I wondered what they would feel like against mine.
Overcome with lust, I pushed up on my arms slightly, and turned my body so that I was now close to her. Joey continued to thrust, battering my ass with resounding slaps of his hips, at I stared down into Gwen’s face. She smiled at me, as if knowing what I desired and letting me know it was ok.
Lowering my head, our lips were close, and I could feel her warm breath on my skin. We both still moved with the rhythm of the cocks in us, and our lips grazed against each other.
I kissed her, and her lips were welcoming and warm, so soft against mine. We shared a breath as I allowed the sensuousness of the moment to flow through me. Other than my experiment with Beth, being with another woman never really intrigued me. And this wasn’t really like that. It was just us two sharing the pleasure of being fucked.
I felt her tongue against mine, and I sucked on it gently. Joey’s cock was doing wonderful things to my cunt, and I knew I was about to go off again. And, being familiar with Joey’s rhythms, I knew he was getting close also. His fingers dug into my hips, as he relentlessly jammed his cock into my clasping depths.
I slid my tongue between Gwen’s lips, exploring her mouth as she moaned softly. I felt a hand on my breast and my nipple being pinched, and I realized it was her. I returned the favor, squeezing her rubbery nub and enjoying the resulting gasp in my mouth.
My pussy churned around Joey’s brutal cock, and I felt my own juices running down my thighs. My inner muscles rippled up and down his length, preparing for the imminent explosion.
Gwen surprised me by coming first, her orgasm forcing a high-pitched groan from her lips, as her fingers cruelly abused my nipple. That sent me over, and my body jerked back against Joey, causing his thickness to press deep, filling me completely as my cunt violently spasmed around it. I continued to kiss Gwen as I cried out my ecstasy, feeling wave after wave of pleasure wash over me.
Then Joey was coming. His hands tightened painfully on my skin, and I felt his cock swell inside of me as he began jetting his seed deep. He growled out a groan as his back arched and locked, his hips firmly lodged against my ass. Feeling this, I felt a second orgasm beginning, and my body jerked and thrashed as it blasted through me. As I cried out again, I heard another groan join in, which signaled Tony’s eruption.
I held still and felt the ebbing waves roll through me. Gwen and I were still close, but now my head was pressed into the bed next to hers, convulsive tremors shivering through my body. I breathed deep, trying to catch my breath. Weak, my legs slid out from under me as I laid flat on my stomach. Joey followed me down, keeping his slick softening cock inside of me. He nuzzled at the back of my neck as his warm body covered mine, and his arms slipped around me. After a few moments, he shifted and laid beside me, his cock slipping out and leaving a wet trail of our mixed juices across my asscheek.
I drifted away, satisfaction oozing languorously through all my veins. It had been a long time since I felt this sated, and I bathed in the warmth of sexual satisfaction.



Chapter 11


I must have drifted off to half-sleep for several minutes. I came out of my reverie as something hard nudged between my asscheeks. I smiled dreamily. That’s my Joey, always ready for more. His cock became more insistent, lodging into the still-sopping entrance of my pussy, and pressing inward.
Something was wrong. My mind fought to think straight, and I tried to concentrate. What was it?
The cock pressed into me, spreading me wide, and I felt an unfamiliar pain, as if being stretched too much.
My eyes flew open. That wasn’t Joey’s cock.
I turned my body and looked up into Tony’s smiling face. “What are you doing?” I said.
“Relax baby, just taking my turn.”
I tried to squirm away, but his hands held me as he tried to press deeper.
“Ow, get off me.” I looked around. Gwen was sleeping beside us, and Joey was gone.
“Just relax,” he repeated. “You’ll get used to it.”
“I don’t want to do this with you.”
He chuckled. “You’ll change your mind as soon as I’m inside. They all do.”
I struggled again, but he was too strong.
“Please, don’t do this.” I thought about the cameras and Shane. Shit.
He flexed his hips again, and another half inch was buried inside of me.
“Ow! Fuck! Get the hell off me!”
He began to chuckle again, but then he was gone, pulled off of me with such force I thought I was imagining it. When my eyes refocused, I saw that Joey had a hold of him around his neck. He pushed him hard, and Tony was flung off the bed, crashing into the bedside table, knocking it over. The ceramic lamp that was on it crashed to the floor, shattering into thousands of shards.
Gwen bolted upright, her eyes wide. “What?!”
Tony rolled onto the floor and sprang back to his feet, his huge cock bobbling up and down. “What the fuck, dude?” he said.
“My question exactly,” Joey replied, his voice calm but threatening. “I go to take a piss, and come out to see this? What the fuck were you doing?”
“Joey, what’s wrong?” He tried to sound brave, but his eyes gave away his fear.
Joey stepped close, and put his hand around his throat again. “You disrespect me when you touch what’s mine.”
“I’m your cousin, Joey. And she’s just some useless whor-”
Joey’s hand tightened, cutting off his words.
“Shut the fuck up. You don’t know anything about her.” He pushed him towards the door. “Go downstairs and get dressed. We’re leaving.”
It was obvious Tony wanted to reply, but picked his suit up off the floor, turned, and left without saying a word.
Joey looked at me with sad eyes. “I’m sorry.”
“Thank you.”
We exchanged a glance, and with his eyes still on me, he said, “Gwen, when you’re ready to go, we’ll leave.” He turned and left the bedroom.
Gwen turned to me with questioning eyes. “What did Tony do?”
I explained what happened.
“Fucking scum,” she said. “Oh well, I was looking for a reason to break up with him anyway. This one’s as good as any.”
I smiled at her. “It was great meeting you Gwen. I had fun tonight.”
She returned my smile. “Yeah, it was nice.”
We hugged, and I became aware that our breasts were pressing together. When I felt her nipples harden, mine did the same.
I pulled back and grinned at her. “Let’s not start something we can’t finish.”
She giggled. “Yeah. Maybe some other time.”
I looked at her thoughtfully. “Yeah, maybe.”
She got out of the bed, put her suit on, and went downstairs. I did the same, but stopped in my bedroom and put on a robe first.
When I got back to the pool, Joey and Tony were dressed in their clothes and sitting at the table, leaning away from each other and not talking. Gwen must have been in the changing room.
Joey looked at Tony and said, “You got something to say?”
Tony stood and faced me. “I want to apologize. I’m sorry for what I did to you.”
“Fine,” I replied.
“And?” Joey interjected, standing next to him.
“Oh,” Tony said, “and I want to apologize for calling you a whore. It’s obvious my cousin here thinks more highly of you than his other women.”
“Fucking punk,” Joey said, slapping him on the back of his head, “That ain’t what I told you to say.”
“Yeah, but it’s the truth. You never complained when I call any of them a whore.”
Joey slapped him again. “Just shut up, ok?”
Tony turned back to me. “Seriously Erica, I’m sorry. What we did in there, I’ve never seen before, and I got carried away. I saw you and Gwen kissing and I lost it. And you’ve got such a hot body, I-”
Joey slapped him again.
“Dude,” Tony exclaimed, “would you fucking stop that? I’m apologizing.”
“You don’t need to be mentioning her body during an apology.”
I grinned. “Ok Tony, I forgive you.”
He grinned back. “Thanks. Can I get a hug?”
Whap. Joey’s hand caught him again.
“What?”
“Go wait in the car. Now.”
Tony turned and left. Joey faced me.
“I’m so sorry.”
I shrugged. “It’s over now. No harm done.”
He opened his arms and I stepped into him, feeling safe in his embrace, leaning my head against his chest.
Gwen came out of the changing room, and smiled when she saw us.
Joey kissed me on the forehead, and stepped away. “I’ll call you.”
“Yeah, I’d like that.”
He turned and walked through the gate.
I went to Gwen and we hugged again.
“Thanks for coming,” I said.
“He treats you differently than the others, you know?”
“Yeah, I know.”
“Maybe you two could become more?”
I smiled. “Joey will always be a dog wandering between backyards. I just happen to be his favorite backyard.”
“And you’re ok with that?”
“Yeah. I use him as much as he uses me.”
She gave me a curious look.
“Let’s just say we’re each fucked up in a mutually compatible way.”
She grinned and handed me a slip of paper. “My number. Let’s have lunch sometime.”
“Love to.”



Chapter 12


“So, explain how my lamp got broke again?” Shane was standing over me as I sat on the couch, my knees up and my arms wrapped around them. I was giving him a guilty look.
“Joey and his cousin got into a fight, and they knocked it over.”
“What were they doing in my bedroom?”
“They just were.”
“Erica, you need to explain this to me.”
“Well, Joey and I were down by the pool, and Tony and Gwen went in the house. I thought they had gone into the living room, but it turned out they went to your room.”
“For what?”
I stared at him. “Shane.”
“Oh,” he replied, staring back.
I could see his mind thinking, and I knew it was about his cameras.
“In my bed?” he asked with a question in his voice.
I nodded.
“Ok. So how do we get from that to the broken lamp?”
“Joey and I went to find them, and when we did, well, things got a little crazy, and Tony made a pass at me. Joey got upset, and pushed Tony into the lamp.”
Shane’s brow furrowed and he scratched his head. “So wait, Tony’s in my bed with this Gwen girl, and then he makes a pass at you? How does that happen?
I put my face in my hands. “It just did. I don’t want to talk about it.”
He sighed and stared at me. “I knew that Joey was bad news.”
“Shane, it wasn’t Joey’s fault. He stuck up for me.”
“I don’t think you should see him again.”
“I’m not sixteen anymore. You can’t tell me who I can’t see.”
He sat down next to me. “Erica, I’m not saying you can’t see him. I’m trying to treat you like an adult, and give you my opinion.”
“You don’t know him.”
“I know his kind. He’s not the kind of guy you would have a future with.”
“Future? I don’t want a future with him. We just fit well together. We have fun.”
“Don’t you want to be with someone who means more than that?”
I looked at him. “Yeah Shane, I do. But I can’t be with him, so Joey’s going to have to do.”
He gave me a puzzled look. “I don’t understand. There’s someone you want to be with?”
“Yes.”
“Who?”
“It doesn’t matter.”
“Of course it matters. Who is he?”
I rubbed my forehead. “I don’t want to talk about this.”
“Erica, don’t shut me out.” He put his arm around my shoulder and pulled me to him. I accepted his embrace and rested my head on his chest.
“Tell me what’s going on, honey,” he said, combing his fingers through my hair. I snuggled into him, my mind floating away. His voice soothed me, as if I was being hypnotized.
“So there’s another guy?” he asked.
“Yes,” I mumbled.
“You love him?”
“Very much.”
“And you can’t be with him?”
I shook my head.
“Why not?”
“He doesn’t love me that way.”
“I find that hard to believe. You’re a beautiful girl.”
I snuggled closer.
“Have you told him how you feel?”
I shook my head again.
“Then that explains it. How is he supposed to know?”
I shrugged.
“Erica, you have to tell him.”
I lifted my head and looked at him. “Shane, I can tell you anything, right?”
“Of course.”
“Well,” I paused, “When I make love to other men, I think of him.”
His eyes opened wide, and I could see he was searching for words.
“Um, really?”
“Yes. With every other guy. I’m always imagining it’s him.”
“But Erica, that’s not healthy. If you want to be with him, you should be with him, not those other guys.”
I shrugged. “I know.”
“Then what’s stopping you?”
I ignored his question and said, “Have you ever done anything like that?”
“Me? Done what?”
“Slept with one woman while you wished you were with another?”
“Erica, I-”
“Sometimes, I even find guys who look like him, so it makes the imagining easier. Have you ever done that, Shane?”
He stared at me, and I could see his mind working.
“I–I mean- Yeah, I guess I have.”
“Did it hurt when you did it? I don’t mean at the time, but afterwards?”
“Sometimes.”
“It does for me. And sometimes I think that pain is going to be in me forever, do you know what I mean?”
“Yes, I do.”
I rested my head down on him again, and we laid in silence for a while, both of us thinking. Then I lifted my head and kissed him on the side of the mouth. “Goodnight, Shane. Thanks for the talk. Sorry again about the lamp.”
I got up and started for the stairs. His voice stopped me.
“Erica?”
“Yes, Shane?”
“I love you.” The way he said it was half way between telling a girl goodnight, and telling his lover how he felt.
I smiled and said, “I love you too, Shane,” matching his tone.



Chapter 13


I fell asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow, and I thought I would be out cold until the morning. But I was wrong.
My eyes popped open in the middle of the night, and I focused on the clock on my alarm. It was 3:24 am. What had awoken me? I was about to roll over and get comfortable when I heard a sound.
It was barely there, but it stood out in the silence of the room. It was the sound of movement — a body shifting. I lay frozen, my ears alert.
Was I imagining this? Or was it a dream? I looked around and took in the reality of it. Yes, it was really happening. There was someone in my room with me.
My first thought was of Joey. He had talked earlier tonight about the time he had snuck in, and now he had done it again, this time in the middle of the night. But the more I thought of it, it made less sense. That time had been in the evening, and I had left the back door open. Now our security system would be active, and anyone trying to get in a door or window would have set off the alarm.
Shane. It had to be him. What was he doing in here?
Then I knew. He had watched the videos. And he had come in here to see me. Maybe to wake me and talk, or maybe just to look at me.
I was lying on my side, on top of the covers, wearing a short t-shirt that didn’t cover my midriff, and a pair of panties. My knees were bent and pulled up, causing my ass to stick out. From what I could tell, he was sitting behind me on the chair beside my bed, which would give him a great view of my ass. My bedroom door was slightly ajar, which allowed light from the hallway to spill in, giving him enough light to see me well.
I felt my heartbeat quicken at the thought of his eyes on me. I wished I had gone to bed pantyless, which I do sometimes in the summer. I would have loved for him to see my pussy lips peeking through the cheeks of my ass. A wetness seeped through my loins.
I listened closely for more sounds. What was he doing? Was he touching himself as he watched me? A bubble of wetness popped softly in me as the thought crossed my mind. I had to fight the urge to squeeze my thighs together, putting pressure on my clit.
I thought of the images he must have just seen on the videos. Like me kneeling in front of Joey and taking his cock into my mouth, sucking him until he exploded. There would also be the images of Tony and Gwen entering his bedroom, and beginning to fuck. And Joey and I would join them, where Joey would fuck me as I kissed Gwen.
I was so wet now, he would have to notice. It had to be soaking through my panties.
What did he think of when he saw the images? Was he angry at me? Did they arouse him? Was there a trace of jealousy there?
I heard a noise and the bed shifted slightly, as if he had put a hand on it. I tried to keep my breath even as my mind worked furiously to figure out what this meant.
All of my senses were reaching out into the darkness, feeling for him. Was he taking a closer look at my ass? Excitement fluttered through my pussy.
Then I nearly screamed. He touched me! My heart almost beat out of my chest as I felt the faint touch of his finger against the material of my panties, with my throbbing pussy just on the other side.
Every atom of my being screamed out to respond — cry out in pleasure and open myself to him. But I held it in check, concentrating on his touch.
His finger moved slowly, feeling along the furrow of my cleft under the silken material, like a blind man reading Braille. Jolts of pleasure shot through me, but I held my body still.
His finger gently pressed in, parting my smooth lips as I felt the satiny material against my inflamed skin. He began a gentle back and forth motion, sliding his finger through my slit. I could feel my pleasure building, and I knew I couldn’t hide it if I came.
His touch left me, and I thought he was done, but I felt a pulling sensation, then a coolness on my skin. When his touch returned, I realized what he had done. He had pulled my panties to the side and now his finger slid through my wet folds, skin on skin.
Oh my god, Oh my god, Oh my god. All of my nerve endings were screaming with pleasure, as his finger worked gently over the sensitive membranes of my slick labia. Please, please don’t let it stop. I was getting close.
His finger slid upward through my pliant wet folds, and found my tight clit, slipping slickly over the swollen little nub. I tried, but I couldn’t control my reaction. My body involuntarily jerked from the sensation, a spasm rippling through me.
His touch was instantly gone, and my panties slid back to cover me. No! Please! I focused on keeping my breathing regular, wanting him to think that was just an involuntary reaction, and I wasn’t awake.
Seconds passed like hours, and I could feel my pussy almost reaching out for him, trying to lure his fingers back. But after a moment I heard his body shift, and felt his breath against my ear.
“I love you, Erica,” he whispered so softly I could barely hear him, even in the silence of the room. He kissed me gently on the temple before straightening up.
Come back here! My mind screamed as he walked to the door. Please don’t leave me like this!
But his shadow crossed through the light, and the door opened and closed again, and he was gone.
Synapses fired through my body like firecrackers in a Chinese parade. Every nerve ending craved the return of his touch on me. But the door remained ajar. He wasn’t coming back.
Sighing, my hand slid down between my legs, and my finger finished what Shane had begun.



Chapter 14


When I awoke, it was nine a.m. and the sun was shining in through my bedroom windows. I didn’t recall my middle-of-the-night experience until I was on the toilet peeing and I looked down at the crotch of my panties. My dried fluids coated the inside, and the memories of Shane’s visit came rushing back. Had I dreamed it? I didn’t think so, but how could I be sure? I had been thinking about him a lot lately, and I had spent the minutes before going to bed in his embrace, so it would make sense that I would dream about him.
I shook my head, trying to clear my mind, but as much as I thought about it, I couldn’t be sure if it had been real.
When I got downstairs, I was surprised to see Shane sleeping on the couch. It was rare for him to do it, and it usually happened when he was working late in his office. I wondered if him seeing me getting fucked on his bed, made him want to stay away from it.
He was lying on his side, facing out, with a light blanket over him. I sat in the opposite chair, watching him for several minutes. It occurred to me that our positions were reversed: I was now watching him sleep. Memories of his touch on me returned — or at least memories of my dream of him touching me — and I felt the desire rising in me again.
An idea occurred to me. I walked over and knelt on the floor next to him. In my mind, I pictured him touching me, recalling his position. Left hand, I decided.
I moved the covers back slightly, and saw his left hand was lying on the couch cushion, slightly closed in a relaxed grip. I slid my hand under it, watching for a reaction. When none came, I bent my head down and took his index finger into my mouth, sucking at it softly. It tasted good, but not what I was looking for. I moved to the middle finger.
As I sucked, the taste washed over me, firing through my nerve endings. It was the same taste I had tasted on Joey’s finger last night, after he touched me in the changing room. The taste of my pussy was on Shane’s finger.
A new gush of wetness spread through me as I sucked at his digit, wanting to lick it clean. After I was done, I slid it out of my mouth and laid the hand back down on the cushion.
I stared into his sleeping face. He was so beautiful. So manly and rugged. Exactly what I was looking for in every guy I dated. I never got to be this near to him without him knowing it, so I couldn’t look at him this closely — with the adoration I felt for him all over my face. Normally that was hidden behind the mask I had to wear.
His breathing was deep and regular, and a calm expression covered his face. At that moment, a feeling of empathy came over me, as I thought about what he was going through. Like me, he was lusting after someone he couldn’t have, except he had the additional burden of having to be the responsible one. I realized I was waiting for him to do something that was impossible for him: to make the first move. If I wanted something to happen, it would be up to me.
I reached out to caress the side of his face, but stopped myself at the last moment, my hand hovering just above his skin.
Instead, I leaned in and lightly touched my lips upon his, imagining what it would be like for him to respond, opening his mouth and letting my tongue inside.
His breathing remained steady, and I pulled back, watching him again. I recalled what his touch felt like last night, and my body quivered. An idea popped into my head.
If he could touch me, why couldn’t I return the favor? My heart raced as I considered my options. I lifted the cover to take a peek, and saw he was shirtless and wearing his favorite gym shorts — thin gray cotton that fit him loosely. I could just make out the outline of his flaccid cock through the material.
Letting the blanket back down, I slid my hand underneath, moving down over the cushion. I overshot and ran into his naked thigh, and I watched his face closely as I lightly followed the skin upward.
Reaching the hem of his shorts, my hand moved up onto the cloth, and I was there, cupping him gently through the thin cotton. His cock felt warm in my hand, and I felt it shift slightly as it began to respond to my touch.
I had always wondered if a guy would get hard from being touched while sleeping, and I was getting my answer. His breathing never changed, but his dick came alive, swelling and lengthening inside the confines of his shorts.
My hand slid softly up and down his length, caressing him. At the head, I let my thumb slip around it, tracing along the ridge. At the bottom, my hand hefted his balls, feeling them slide loosely around in his sack.
Taking a deep breath, I moved my hand to his waistband and slid my fingers under it. I finally got to feel the skin of Shane’s cock against my hand. It was warm, and I felt the hardening stiffness underneath. I slid over it, loving the feel of how it responded to my touch, arching up rigidly, as if begging for more.
I curled my fingers around the shaft, and it felt huge in my grip. Bigger than Joey’s, and yes, even bigger than Tony’s. My thumb rolled over the sensitive spot below the tip, and the shaft jerked softly in my hand, obviously enjoying the sensation.
Shane’s breathing stopped, and he kinda snorted and coughed. I released him and pulled my hand out of his pants, making sure to let the elastic waistband down gently. I readjusted the blanket covering him and sat back.
He slowly came awake, his eyes fluttering open. When he saw me sitting so close, a look of concern came over him.
“Erica? What’s wrong?”
I gave him my best sad eyes. “I had a bad dream.”
He sat up, keeping the blanket over his lap. “A dream about what?”
I shrugged. “I can’t remember. It was just bad and I woke up scared.”
He held out his arm to his side. “Come up here.”
I moved up on the couch, and he pulled me in. I was pressed against his side as I laid my head against his shoulder.
“You can’t remember it?” he asked.
“Just vaguely.”
“Tell me.”
“I don’t know. In the dream I was younger, and it was like there was someone in my room.” His body tensed.
“And then,” I continued, “you came in and chased him away. But I was still scared so you held me.” His body relaxed again.
“It was only a dream, honey.”
“But I was so scared. Thank you for coming and saving me.”
He grinned. “I do my best.”
“Remember how you used to hold me when I was younger?
He gave me a puzzled look. “How?”
“When we used to watch tv together and I would fall asleep on top of you?”
He smiled. “Oh yeah. You were smaller then.”
“That’s how you held me in my dream, and that’s how I fell back asleep.”
“That sounds nice.”
“It was. Hold me that way now.”
His eyes opened slightly in alarm. “Erica, you’re too old to be held like that.”
“I know, but I’m still scared. Just this once?”
“I don’t think-”
I didn’t give him a chance to answer. Holding onto his neck, I swung myself around, lifting my knee over his legs and straddling his waist, pushing the blanket out of the way in the same motion. My hips settled down on his crotch, and my arms clung tightly around his neck as my head rested on his bare chest, turned to the side.
“Erica,” he said, his hands firmly on my shoulders, trying to push me off. “There’s no reason for you to be scared. It was only a dream.”
I clung tighter to him. My bare midriff against his stomach, and my panty covered pussy pressed against the front of his gym shorts, two thin piece of material separating our flesh. He had lost most of his hardness, but I still felt it under me, warm and thick. So good.
“Just for a while, Shane,” I said, snuggling my face into his neck. “Just for a while,” I repeated softly.
“Ok honey.” He gave up trying to resist me and laid back, letting his hands rest on the small of my back.
We lay like that for several minutes, and I felt so warm and safe in his embrace. He relaxed too, and I felt his erection subside.
“I used to love to fall asleep on you this way,” I said, my breath warm on his neck. “Remember that?”
“I remember,” he said softly.
“I would lie like this and smell your cologne, and it made me feel so good.” I lifted my head and breathed in his scent, my nose tickling at his skin. I shifted my weight slightly, sliding my hips against his.
“I remember,” he repeated. I felt his cock stirring again.
I glanced up at him. His eyes were closed, and his face had a relaxed contented look.
I shifted again, as if I was getting comfortable, sliding the silk of my panties over his growing bulge. His eyes remained closed, but he took a deep breath.
“And when I fell asleep,” I whispered, “you would carry me up to my bed, and lay me in it. Covering me with my blankets.”
“Mmm,” he breathed.
“You know what I used to wish, Shane?” Another shift. His cock was almost fully hard now.
“What’s that baby?”
“I used to wish that you would climb in bed with me, and hold me in your arms all night.”
“Mmm, that would have been nice.”
I pressed my face into his neck, concentrating on the feeling of the base of his hard cock against the groove of my pussy.
“You want to know a secret, honey?” His voice was soft and husky.
“Yes, Shane?”
“When you used to fall asleep on me, I wouldn’t take you to your bed right away. I liked the way you felt on me, so I would lie there for a while, just feeling your weight on me. You made me feel safe and warm.”
“Mmm, that’s so nice. Do I feel good now?” I pressed my hips down on him.
“You feel fantastic.”
“Good,” I whispered, “That’s all I want to do. Make you feel good.” I hunched softly down against him, pressing my clit against his rigid shaft. I sighed.
He breathed deep again. “Is my holding you helping you, honey? Do you feel better?”
“Oh, yes. I don’t remember ever feeling this good. I’ve wanted you to hold me like this for a long time.”
He was quiet as his hands began to move on my back, tracing his fingertips up my spine and back down, teasing at the top of my ass cleft. I sighed and softly wiggled my hips.
“When I would put you to bed…” he said and then stopped.
“Yes?”
“I wanted the same thing you did. I wished I could have climbed under the covers and held you in my arms.”
“Mmm, I would have loved that. We could have made each other feel good, like we are now.”
I was moving on him, pressing and releasing my pussy against his hard cock. I could tell the front of my panties was soaked. His hands finally made up their mind, and slid down to cup my ass cheeks, pressing me harder against him.
I lifted my head and moaned, and when I opened my eyes, he was staring at me.
“You’re so beautiful,” he whispered.
I smiled softly at him and leaned forward. Our lips met and we gently kissed. My breath hitched as one of my fantasies came true, and his lips moved against mine.
I pulled back and stared at him with sultry eyes, wanting to take in his whole face. I leaned forward again and kissed him harder, our tongues finally meeting and intertwining with each other. His long fingers curled under my ass, and I felt him pressing against my pussy lips.
“Ohhhhh,” I moaned. “Feels so good. I’ve wanted this for so long.”
“Me too,” he whispered between kisses, “Oh god, I can’t believe I’m finally able to admit it.”
I smiled. “Me either. I feel like this is a dream.”
“If it is, it’s the best dream I’ve ever had.”
I hunched down against him harder, my clit feeling like a stiff little cock as it rubbed up and down his steely length. When I looked up at him, he was staring at my breasts, as they bounced gently in my shirt.
“See anything you like?” I said with a grin.
“Oh yeah.”
I sat slightly back and pulled up my shirt. It came up half way, and the hem was now right below my areola, exposing the round underside of my breast. I leaned forward so that my still-hidden stiff nipple was right in front of his mouth. The look of lust on his face almost made me come right there.
“Oh god,” he whispered.
I leaned forward and his tongue flicked at me through the thin cotton. My nipple surged to full hardness, tenting out the now damp cloth even further. He leaned in to take it into his mouth, and I pulled the shirt up, allowing my nipple to pop free just in time for his lips to close around it.
My head arched back as the exquisite sensation of Shane’s mouth on my breast surged through me.
“Ghhhhh,” I groaned. “Yessssss.”
His suction kept me firmly in his mouth as his tongue lapped against the rubbery bud. Another wave of juice pulsed through my pussy.
After a few moments he pushed up the other half of my shirt and treated the other nipple to the same pleasure. It felt like every nerve ending in my body was on overload. I broke the contact between his lips and my breasts, and laid down against his chest, my face once again pressed into his neck.
“You ok honey?” he asked.
“I’m perfect.”
“Oh, ok. You just stopped there.”
I nuzzled into his neck without replying.
“What is it, honey?” he said curiously.
“Shane,” I whispered into his neck, “don’t you know?”
“Tell me.”
“I’ve fallen asleep,” I whispered, “and now it’s time for you to take me to bed.”



Chapter 15


He carried me up like he always did, his hands under my ass and my arms around his neck with my head resting on his shoulder. He passed my room and took me to his. When he laid me down on the bed, I held him tight, and for the first time he lay down with me, joining me in the bed. Another dream had come true.
We lay there and kissed for several minutes, just holding each other. It was as if we were waiting for the dream to be over, and we would wake up and realize it never happened.
But finally he pulled away and tugged my shirt over my head, allowing my breasts to breathe free again. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of my panties, and I lifted my hips so he could pull them down over my legs.
When I was naked, I moved to my knees and pushed his shorts down over his hips. The waistband caught on the head of his cock, and I had to pull it over it. When I did, his dick arched out, hard and proud, pointing right up at my face. I took it in my small hand and we kissed again.
I urged him backwards, and he sat back against the pillows on the headboard. I followed him, moving to straddle his hips. My hand curled around his cock again, holding it as my pussy pressed against the base. I felt the length of his rock hard shaft spread my outer lips and glide along the slick inner folds.
My hands slid up around his neck, and I laid my head on his chest again. I had recreated the position we were in on the couch, except this time we were naked.
His hands found my ass again, and held me to him. I sighed as he moved me on his cock, sliding my slick slit up and down against the hard ridge of his dick, coating it with my lubrication.
I sucked at the skin of his neck, and he moaned in pleasure. We moved this way for several minutes, enjoying the closeness that we had desired for so long.
I lifted my head and we kissed, and I whispered, “This is where I belong. In your arms.”
“It’s where you’ve always belonged, honey.”
“Shane?”
“Yes?”
“Do you want to fuck me?”
He smiled softly. “I want that very much, baby.”
“I need you inside of me.” I kissed him again, as my nipples rubbed across the hair on his chest.
I slid my hand between us and took his beautiful cock in my hand. Lifting my hips, I placed the swollen head at my slick entrance, moving it in small circles to coat it with my honey. I pressed down, lodging it against my tight inner ring.
My hand returned to his neck, and I watched his face. His eyes were closed in a contented expression.
“Watch me,” I said softly.
His eyes opened, and he smiled when he saw me looking at him.
I concentrated on his eyes as I began to press down on him. I watched the tics of pleasure flicker across his face as his swollen head began to spread me open, slowly pushing through my tight pink cuntal mouth.
I groaned as I felt the ridge of his cockhead pop past the ring of entrance muscles, and my pussy lathered his cockskin with a heavy layer of lubrication. My mouth sagged open in stunned pleasure as his cock burrowed slowly into me, spreading my delicate cunt walls with his steely blood-engorged flesh.
“Oh,” I moaned, “It’s so good.”
Down I went, my tight, milking walls enveloping his raging hardness, molding down around him like warm flowing honey, taking his flesh into mine. His hands were on my ass, but he allowed me to set my own pace.
Finally, I felt the thick base of his cock spread my pussy entrance even further, as his cock head bumped deep inside me. I was completely full, stuffed with the hot solid flesh of his cock.
I sighed as I collapsed against him, wanting to enjoy the moment before beginning to fuck in earnest.
“So good baby,” he whispered.
“Hold me. I want to be in your arms forever.”
I looked up at him and began moving, sliding my hips upward, drawing him out. My pussy reached the knob of his pulsating hardness, and I slid back down, sheathing him in my snug warmth.
“Ahhhh,” he moaned, his hand gripping my ass harder.
“Shane?”
“Yes baby?”
“When I fucked other guys, I thought about you.” I slowly moved on him, rising and falling, taking him deep into my soft wet cunt and then drawing him out, over and over.
“And I thought about you too,” he said, “when I was with other women.”
“You did?”
“Yes.”
“Did you think of me when you fucked Beth?”
His eyes opened wide and he stared at me.
I smiled at him.
“You know about Beth?”
“Yes. Did you fuck her pussy and imagine it was mine?”
He closed his eyes and took a deep breath.
“Tell me. I want to hear you say it.” I continued to fuck him, our bodies making a soft wet sound where we joined.
“Yes baby, every time I fucked her, I thought of you. That’s why I chose her.”
“I know. We’re like twins.”
“You’re not angry?”
I kissed him. “No, are you angry I fucked Joey and thought of you?” I could feel my pussy rippling over his flesh, taking both of our pleasures higher.
“No baby.”
“Did you enjoy watching me suck his cock?”
The shock returned to his face, but I kissed him again. “It’s ok, I know about the cameras. And they make me hot.”
He still couldn’t speak.
“That’s why I touched myself in the changing room. So you could see me doing it. Did you like that?”
He nodded.
“Good. Then I wanted you to watch me suck a cock. I wanted you to want me to suck your cock like that.”
“Uhhhh,” he groaned.
“I will, Shane. I’ll suck you until I taste your hot seed spraying onto my tongue.”
“Oh fuck,” he moaned.
“Did you watch me fucking?”
“Yes.”
“Tell me what you saw.”
“I saw his dick in you, and wished it was mine.”
“Yesssss.”
“I saw you kissing that girl while Joey fucked you.”
“I was so hot. Did you like that?” I sped up my hips, fucking him faster, our bodies slapping together.
“I came when I saw that. You were amazing.”
“She wants to get together again, just her and me. Would you like to watch that?”
“Oh yes.”
“Are the cameras running now?”
“Yes.”
“Good. A nice memento of our first time. We’ll watch it together later.”
We fucked in silence for a while, our desires coiling within us, building up. His hands were holding me tightly, jamming my ass down onto him.
“You made me so wet last night.”
“Last night?”
“When you came into my room and touched my pussy.”
He was silent.
“I wanted you so much, but you left. You left me alone with my soaked pussy. That wasn’t very nice of you.”
“I’m sorry baby.”
“It’s ok. I returned the favor this morning. I made your cock hard while you were sleeping on the couch. Put my hand down your shorts and I touched it. It felt so good.”
“I thought that was a dream.”
“Shane?”
“Yes baby?”
“I’m going to come.” My hips slapped down hard against him, driving our pleasure upward, reaching the breaking point.
“I’m right there myself. Come for me baby.”
The world spun away in a frenzy as my orgasm ripped through me. It felt like I had touched a live wire, and the electricity was crackling through my body. Incoherent babbling flooded from my mouth as my pussy clenched around the hard cock that was filling me.
I was dimly aware he was coming too, his hands bruising my ass as his lust-quenching cock spasmed and jerked, flooding my cunt with his jetting cream. We kissed and cried out into each other’s mouths, unable to contain the release after years of pent-up frustrations. The pleasure seemed unending, rolling over us in wave after wave, taking us to an undiscovered plateau of sensation.
Finally it was over, and I lay down on him with no energy left to move. My head rested on his chest as my body recovered, feeling his cock still pulsing gently inside of me, matching the rhythm of his heartbeat beneath his chest.
After a few minutes I could finally move, and I lifted my head to look sleepily up at him. He was smiling down at me.
“That was incredible,” he said.
I nodded. ‘Oh fuck yeah.”
He chuckled. “It seems I don’t have any secrets from you.”
I grinned. “Maybe you do, and I haven’t discovered them yet.”
“No, I’m pretty sure you got them all. Oh wait, did you know I was fucking Chris, Danni, and Kelly too?”
I stared at him in shock.
He grinned. “Just joking, honey.”
I swatted his arm and smiled. “That’s not funny. But you know…”
“What?”
“They do like you.”
“What are you saying?”
“I’m saying they’re friends of mine, and if you wanted, I could hook you up.” I grinned up at him.
He stared at me. “You’re joking, right?”
“No. As long as I get to fuck you, I’m willing to share.”
“Well, maybe.”
“Shane, don’t try to pretend you don’t love the idea of fucking my friends.”
“Maybe I don’t. Maybe I only want you.”
“Or maybe your cock started to get hard in my pussy as soon as I brought it up.” I gave him a mischievous smile.
“Damn, betrayed by my own dick.”
I giggled, and we kissed. His cock grew to full hardness, pressing in deep. He held me in his strong arms and turned us both over, so I was lying on the bed with him between my thighs. I lifted my legs and wrapped them around him, locking my heels against his ass.
As he began moving in me, I smiled up at him and said, “It’s going to be a great day.”
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