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         I start as usual, treating it like a ritual. First, I turn on the light. It’s important that it isn’t the ceiling light, but a smaller one, near the mirror. Then I let my hair down. I normally wear it in a bun, pressed tightly together, with no locks escaping. I like the feeling when it falls free, as I too become that in that moment. Free. Not bound by rules, principles. I wear a shirt; it's part of my uniform: a shirt, pencil skirt, high heels, chauvinistic dress code. I turn on the light, then run my fingers through my hair and begin to undo it, button by button. Then I look to the side so that I can see my profile, the left one. I let the shirt fall at my feet, I leave it there, sometimes I stand on it on purpose, a little rebellious. I slide my skirt down and rest one leg on the stool, put there specifically for that purpose. I do this slowly, caressing my skin with my fingertips. First one leg, then the other. Sometimes I don't have any panties; it amuses me to sit without them when I talk to all those men at work. Sometimes I imagine that I get up and put on a show in front of the board, that their eyes are following me, but this is not their performance. It is for him.

         I finally take my bra and panties off as I go over to the window to cover it. I put off this moment – sometimes I comb my hair, sometimes I remove my makeup. I like that he is there; it is for him that I make sure to keep my high heels on until the last moment. When I'm having a bad day, I think about how I’ll do it this time. Should I leave my stockings on, take a bath, and moisturise, or only reach the point where my bra is falling off? I imagine that he is working, and that he is thinking about it too, that he is waiting for the evening, curious to see what I will show him and how I will do it. I hold the curtain in my hands; it feels like a curtain in a theatre. As I draw it closed, I'm aroused till it hurts, but I don't want to do anything about it. I want to keep it, my arousal; I want to torment myself with it.

         I discovered his existence six months ago. I hurried into the bathroom and began to undress. I was running late, my shirt unbuttoned, when I realised the window wasn’t covered. I rushed to do it, but by the time I was drawing the curtains, I saw his silhouette in the opposite window. I live in a loft in an old warehouse, and until then there hadn’t been any residents on the other side of the fence. But now there was. Him. A single light in the wall of darkness – a tall, slender silhouette, always in partial shade, often with a glass in his hand. Now I know, but at the time I covered the window, ashamed, while at the same time I could feel that my heart was pounding, that my breath had quickened, that for the first time in a long time, my pussy was throbbing. He was there the next day too. I went to cover the window, but before I did, I slowly undid the buttons on my shirt. Then I masturbated in bed thinking I was doing it for him. Whoever he is. It's addictive – me, him, and the window. I know that he is waiting for it; sometimes I am purposefully late, I stand in the kitchen and try to see him, see if he is there or if he is getting restless. And then I start the show. I recently got out of the tub and went to the window before drying myself. I still had foam slowly sliding down my chest. My hand began to massage my breasts lightly, and I closed my eyes and imagined that he was massaging them. In my mind he had warm hands, big and strong and a little rough. I like when men have hands like that, un-pampered.

          
      

         “Maya, damn it.” Veronica's voice snaps me out of my thoughts. I have to cover the window in my imagination and get back to work. “Stay focused, we have a problem.”

         Problems – that’s my specialty. Or rather, solving them. Now I had to put out a fire in the company. It all started in the Marketing Department, which launched a campaign containing a mistake across the country. Quite a serious one too, considering the CEO's name had been twisted so that it was now associated with a vagina, of all things. He had become a goddamn meme overnight, half of the Internet was making fun of him, and the entire department was screwed, so we were brought in. Veronica, me, and John. The team that was supposed to turn failure into deliberate action. We spent thirteen hours creating a follow-up campaign aimed at convincing people that we did it on purpose. Three donations, forty phone calls, the “Vulva” campaign. It worked. Slowly, but it worked. Instagram and TikTok had already picked up on the whole thing being a campaign to fight taboos, that the company wanted to show that girls in schools are not educated enough about their bodies and are ashamed of them. Another couple thousand donations, and another actress was just commenting to the tabloids that as a teenager she thought there was something wrong with her, that her vagina was the wrong shape. Honestly speaking: damn it if this mistake hasn’t turned out to be an advantage for the company. And although I’m now late for my ritual, the embarrassing one I can never tell anyone about, I know we have done something good by accident, not only for corporations, but also for girls and women. At least once.

         “What?” I look at her surprised, the fatigue getting to me. I can feel it in my blood.

         “Someone has to go see this guy…” She glances at her notes. Vera is crazy, but she has brilliant ideas. “Albert Kuderski.” I call him up. He agrees, but today. And in half an hour.

         I groan in my mind. The last thing I want is a meeting in the evening, after a day of fighting vaginas, writing posts, sending texts.

         “Address?” I show her my phone and grab my purse. Albert Kuderski is an eccentric blogger, fashionable as hell, who raises interesting topics, destroys taboos, fights for freedom of speech and well, by having him on our side, the topic could be considered extinguished, although that isn’t quite the right word. Considered won, jackpot. I get into the car as my phone rings – Vera has sent me the address, and I throw it thoughtlessly into the GPS. I drive, wondering if my voyeur is regretting my absence, if he is still waiting, or if he has already left the window with regret. The fact that our houses are so close to each other makes it exciting, yet he seems to live in a different world. Maybe it is because the strip of land that separates us is densely overgrown with wild raspberries, blackberries and currants, with no path connecting the buildings? With an old fence that has started to rust but is still there. Two worlds, two windows, two lives.

         It is already dark when I arrive. I stop the car on the road and hesitate. The address is correct, the building reminds me of my own, although there is no facade, just bare brick, and metal doors. The clock reads 11:00 p.m., but in my industry meetings like this happen often, especially when eccentrics are involved.

         “I’ve just arrived,” I report to Veronica. “Wrap things up for tomorrow morning and go to sleep.’

         “Good luck, boss.”

         I put down my phone and park outside the building – I suddenly realise it’s actually very close to the block I live in. Veronica has sent me the flat number, but I don't have to ring; the camera catches me before I even touch the doorbell, and the door swings open. The walls inside are clean. White, minimalist, a single-button elevator that moves slowly. I look in the mirror and straighten my hair.

         “Hello,” he says, smiling as I enter. I've met many men in my life, but Albert surprises me. I know his blog, I know his statements, I have even seen photos of him, but here, now, he seems different to me. Familiar and strange at the same time – distanced. He is seated in an armchair, his bare feet resting on a nice wooden table supporting books stacked in a wobbly tower. I recognise most of the titles, except for a few of the foreign ones.

         “Good evening, I’m Alexandra Szalwinska.” I walk over and stretch out my hand, but he doesn't take it. He doesn't even get up, and I feel like an idiot.

         “Sorry.” His voice is soft, slightly singsong, devoid of emotion. “I don't like physical touch.”

         I stand and stare at him, wondering whether to sit down or remain standing there like an insecure little girl, or maybe just run away and forget it. The latter isn’t an option. I take two books from the armchair and put them on the table. I sit down, crossing my legs. He doesn't take his eyes off me. He has very pale grey eyes that contrast with his hair, dark as a moonless night, a little too long. It looks like he might cut it himself, and it occasionally falls over his eyes, irritating him.

         “Pour yourself some wine.” He motions at the bottle with his glass, then stares out the window.

         “I'm driving,” I say, causing him to look back at me.

         “That's strange,” he replies, and I think to myself that he is the one who is strange. I pull out my notebook – not because I can't remember what I wanted to talk to him about, but because it will easily suggest that I want to get down to business.

         “I wanted to propose…” I start, but he shakes his head and laughs softly. This embarrasses me. I've been to hundreds of meetings in my life, but here I feel like an amateur, all my self-confidence evaporating.

         “I know what you want to propose. You already sent it to me.” He drinks. I feel that refusing the wine was perhaps a mistake. I would at least have a drink of water, but there is none on the table.

         “I can expand on that,” I explain, but I fall silent as he gets up. He does it quickly, like a cat lying still and then suddenly jumping and attacking a mouse. He is like a cat, reducing me to the role of an ordinary rodent. His hands grab the armchair I’m sitting on, his nose almost touching mine.

         “I don't like your manipulative bullshit.” His breath smells like wine and acacia. The second scent destroys me; it is like a childhood memory. It is said that smells can transport us, and this one momentarily throws me back into an acacia-lined alley in May, the day I was twelve and I scraped my knee on the road. But before I can escape my memories, he is gone. He now stands by the window and stares into the darkness on the other side. I pour myself some wine; I can’t manage without it. It tastes delicious, dry, spreading over my tongue, caressing my lips.

         “We want to do something good for everyone…”

         His laughter knocks me out of my memories. I feel irritated and stand up to look at him. He is standing barefoot in loose black trousers, arms folded behind his neck, straight, well-built. He has irritated me. After a whole day of all the problems I have had to deal with, this pisses me off. Arrogant jerk.

         “You're talking shit.” He turns around. I frown; he seems familiar again. “You're saving your own ass. Don't convince me, you don't have to.” He had exploded suddenly, and now just as suddenly he’s fallen silent again. “I’ll do it,” he says calmly.

         Dumbstruck, for a moment I’m sure that I’ve misheard. It must be written on my face because he repeats the last sentence.

         “Why?” I blurt out like an idiot. I should just take it and run.

         “Because even though you are ignorant, you’re dealing with an important topic,” he says, and I agree with him. Whatever it is, I’m thinking the same thing. “Do you realise how many women have insecurities? How many of them have never seen their own body? How many of them had traumatic experiences, often in adolescence, blocking them erotically for life? It's bad.”

         He’s right, it is wrong. It always has been. Maybe the reasons we are doing this aren’t great, but sometimes that doesn’t matter. I walk over to him and stare out the window, anxiety tearing into me in an instant. Albert walks away, and I hear the armchair creak as he sits down. Then he pours himself a glass of wine, and I almost drop mine. I have a little lamp I leave on in my kitchen. The fun part is that it changes colour. First it is warm and bright, like a normal light, then it changes to white, then green, red, blue. The final one is purple of a very specific kind, just like the one I notice outside Albert’s window, slightly to the right. I shift my gaze to the large window that must have been the bathroom window – it is dark there, but I know what it looks like when it is lit. I stand there, paralysed.

         “Let your hair down.” That calmness in his voice. I close my eyes. No security of distance, no greenery, no glass separating us. It is scary – the fact that it has suddenly become real, ceasing to be a vision outside the window. I do it slowly, with my eyes closed, trembling with fear, with emotion, with excitement. I let it fall in a wave, but this time I don't feel free, this time it is too complicated.

         “She's beautiful.” I hear a woman's voice. I turn abruptly. She is standing by his armchair, her small hand resting on his armrest. I haven’t seen her before. A sense of panic, shame, fear rages inside me.

         “I… I have to go.” I place the glass of wine on the windowsill, but unfortunately it tips, spilling its contents onto the floor as they both look at me. Albert's grey eyes and the woman. She is stunning, short, almost normal-looking, ephemeral, pale and long-haired, with a nose ring that matches her look and yet doesn’t fit at the same time – a small circle, plain, silver. Slightly almond eyes, suggesting Asian blood is also flowing in her. Incredible red lips that I was suddenly staring at, confused.

         “My wife, Marianna,” he introduces us without getting up.

         “You do not have to go.” Marianna looks at me and I feel naked. My thoughts race. Has she been watching too? Did she see me? I feel that I am blushing, that I am shivering, and at the same time warmth spreads over my body.

         “Stay,” he asks. It was a request. I hear her, the woman walks towards me, not taking her dark eyes off me.

         “You changed our life.” She touches my cheek. Her hands are cold, small, delicate, soft.

         “How?” It is the only thing I can say, my throat tightening, as she begins to undo the buttons on my blouse. I freeze, but I don't want to shake her hand away. I want her to do this, I want her as much as I want him to watch. These two things are inextricably linked, united.

         “Albert hates touch, despises it. Does not accept it.” My shirt falls to my feet. She continues to speak as she kneels. She is unbuttoning my skirt, and the man does not take his eyes off us – as always, he is still as a statue. Only this time, it is not a one-man act. This time there are two of us, and the stage was so close, so frighteningly close.

         “But for six months, from the moment you appeared in our life, we have been making love. We're having sex,” she says, and I feel her tongue. It is that day – the day I don't put my panties on, and now a strange woman is kneeling and licking my pussy, biting it, sucking it, caressing it with her breath and herself, and I’m standing there and giving into it, turned on like never before in my life. I don't want any more explanations, not now, not like that. I want it to last; I don’t want her tongue to stop. I want him to watch, because it is his eyes that make me want to scream, to howl. That pair of grey eyes is driving me insane. I lean against the windowsill, giving her better access, making it more comfortable, her tiny fingers digging into my pussy, increasing the tension, speeding up the pace. I slowly unfasten my bra, pull my hair forward, timidly covering my breasts, and when I feel her bite lightly, I come for him, for her, and for myself.

         I don't want it to end, I want him to watch, so he might give in and join us. I want to feel Marianna. I begin undressing her slowly, facing him. Her buttocks rest against my bare thighs. I can feel that she is anxious – she isn't as skilled as I am, she isn’t the one who undresses for him every evening.

         “Imagine there's glass between you and him,” I whisper in her ear, “That you are alone.” My hands swiftly pull her clothes off her. She is delightfully petite, with small breasts which I squeeze with two fingers, searchingly, out of curiosity. I have never slept with a woman, never kissed one, and here all I can think about is her tongue on me, my mouth. I want to watch her the way I want to show her to him. I lift her arms, running my fingers from her armpit to her hand. She is perfect, her body, the way it responds to my touch – I am getting lost in it. The fact that he is watching no longer matters. I kiss her neck, bite it, and as we lay down on the wooden floor, the world shrinks. I stay there, with her, and maybe somewhere far away, outside the window, there is another voyeur.

         I lick the inside of her thigh, I know I am doing it hesitantly, and as her hand touches my hair, I climb higher. Vulva, a beautiful word, a beautiful part of the female body. I've read a lot about it lately, a lot. One of her lips is larger, like a butterfly's wing, the other one seems softer, brighter. I timidly touch it with my tongue, examine it, taste it. I do it with my back turned to the chair, exposed, excited that he is watching, drinking wine, that he is there. I taste her with my tongue; she is delicious. I never thought a woman could taste like this. Her hips are arched towards me, inviting me, and I accept this invitation, caressing her like she did before. I am no longer timid – now I am doing it with full passion, because that's what I feel: desire and passion mixed together. I want all of her, I want to kiss her, and I find her mouth with mine. My fingers dig into her pussy, and I fuck her with them the way I'd like to be fucked myself. Her lips taste of me and mine taste of her, and it feels good. Two bodies clasped together, sweaty. She wraps her legs around me, twisting and purring delightfully, content. I feel the pressure; she is kissing me and moaning in my mouth at the same time. Our bodies rub against each other, thirsty. The wooden floor is uncomfortable, but it doesn't matter. I take her, desperately, hard, catching her orgasm. My breasts are crushing her, I can feel her nipples sticking out and that is the most exciting thing in the world. Maybe not the most. The thought that he is still watching catches up with me suddenly. I climax, screaming, and Marianna does too. I am amazed to discover that she has a wet orgasm, that she is ejaculating. And it is thanks to me, thanks to my touch. The wetness is so satisfying, so amazing that I feel jealous. And hungry. I want more, I want him. But it is impossible; he is just an observer.

          
      

         I don’t want to talk. Marianna asks me to stay, but I need time to think. I drive off – funny, because it takes longer to drive than to walk. There’s no road that connects our two buildings. I’ve only realised it today. Albert didn't touch me. He apologised; he has only just gotten over that level of fear of touch with Marianna. It makes me feel weird. My voyeur is no longer anonymous. He has a name, his eyes have a colour, he has a scent. I go back to my place slowly, very slowly. I am still flushed, and at the same time it is tormenting me that he didn’t touch me. I leave my purse in the kitchen and go to the bathroom door, touching it thoughtfully with my hand. I tie my hair up and straighten my shirt. I go in and turn on the light, do my ritual, but I'm afraid to see if he's watching. I let my hair down, unbutton my blouse with my eyes closed, and do the show for myself step by step. I don't want to know if he's standing by the window. I've never done it so theatrically, so exhortingly. Because I do, I beckon him. Marianna whispered it to me, the last words before I left. I need it –I have to close the circle. I lose myself in time, I play a role, and at the same time my heart is pounding so hard that it feels as if it will tear my chest apart. I run a brush through my hair. It curls beautifully, and I try to do it so that he can see me, calling him like a siren with her song. I exhort him the way I always have, with the ritual. I can smell Marianna on my skin, it is also acacia, the same acacia. I wonder if she smelled of him or he smelled of her – but does that matter? I guess not.

         Doorbell.

         I unlock the door downstairs without saying a word, leaving the loft door ajar. I go back to the bathroom; I want him to find me there. Nowhere else. I hear him close the door; I glance at the window. She’s there. This time it’s her. It excites me, terribly. I'm on the verge of ecstasy, it's like a dream, so unbelievable that I'm afraid I'm sleeping.

         “I'm here,” he says, and enters, closing the bathroom door. I can see that he is excited but at the same time he seems scared. He walks over to me slowly, carefully, as if I should be frightened. I am waiting, this time I am waiting, because I know perfectly well that it is he who can escape. It fascinates me.

         He has warm hands just like I imagined. Curious, he touches my nipple with the tip of his finger. It must be strange for him too, to change from observer to actor. I want to ask him about this and a million other things, but I know I will have to content myself with reading his signs. Discovering him with the map that he will draw for me himself.

         “Come to the window,” he says, and I do. I lean against the windowsill and look at Marianna. This time she is like a statue on the other side, this is for her. Her husband is standing behind me, I can feel the material of his trousers. His hands find my breasts, grasp them tightly, squeeze them, discover what his eyes know so well. Marianna is drinking from my glass, I'm sure of it. I like the thought. Her husband begins lowering his trousers; I hear it. He is pulling me towards him. The tip of his penis touches me, looks for an entrance, and I reveal it. He enters me carefully and then starts fucking me. We're still there, intertwined, so he fucks me, and in some kind of twisted way, her too. He has a thick penis, a large one, his hands are tightly clenching my chest, he is panting on the back of my neck, and I am screaming. I'm screaming because it’s so good. His hips and dick attack me with violence, as if these six months were foreplay to this day, what is happening to him and me. I come again and again, and he doesn't stop. My pussy is swollen, I feel it so much that when he squeezes my nipple I cease to control my body, and what I did to her is repeated with us. We both climax, the feeling is insane. I didn’t know it was possible, that my body could do that.

         “Thank you,” he whispers in my ear, and I nod my head. He exits, closing the door quietly, and she too disappears. I draw the curtains, calm. I fill the bath with water, step in and close my eyes, remembering every part of the evening. For the first time in a long time, I am so calm.

          
      

         I look at the board members, give them a report. I'm a perfectionist, I give numbers. I checked the calculation several times. The graphic designer did a good job, because the presentation is amazing. I feel amazing too. Two months have passed since that night, and I am still doing my ritual, he is still watching, and Marianna is probably waiting for him in the bedroom. Sometimes things aren't that simple. I had spent one night with them; I know that if I went over, they would let me in with open arms, but I don't feel the need. Our theatre, our show is enough for me.

         “Ms. Alexandra.”

         I look at the CEO. I love this man, he is almost seventy years old and has an unchanging, classic style.

         “Take care of this. You can do as you please. And I’m sorry.” He adds the last sentence after a pause, and I know that he is not apologising to me. Not only me. He is apologising to women. For his ignorance? For not realising that this skirt, high heels, and blouse were a form of prison? A form of oppression. Little battles, little wars. The company's dress code – so meaningless and yet so important, essential.

         The others get up. There are two women and seven men on the board – that is changing, I know there will be another female addition soon. They nod at me. I sigh when everyone leaves. I sit down in the armchair and slip off my shoes. Flats. My loose trousers are as comfortable, elegant, and classy as the rest of the outfit. Minor changes, such as the company dress code, such as the appearance of women on the management board, such as the campaign from the previous months. It seems to me that I have grown up, that I had discovered my body and my needs on my own.

         “Yes, I did it,” I say on the phone. Alina called. I met her during all the commotion. She was my lover, but with every day it turned out she was becoming someone more.

         “Fantastic!” I hear her happy voice. She has a beautiful smile, it charmed me. “Maybe… maybe we can have dinner? I'll make it,” she proposes, and I bite my lip. I hesitate, but I think it's time.

         “Let's eat at my place, I'll order something,” I answer, and I hear that she is glad, that she breathed a sigh of relief. She has not been at my place yet. I am concerned how she will react when I tell her about the window, about my exhibitionism. About how the fact that someone can see what I'm doing turns me on. At the same time, I am at ease, because I know that I am not doing anything wrong. Well, now I am.

          
      

         I stand in the bathroom and look at the building. It is still light out. I do not draw the curtains. We talked all evening; I don't know if she understood or accepted that part of me. I run when the phone starts ringing, I run and hold it in my hands, afraid to answer it, and when I finally press the green receiver, I don't say anything. I am a coward after all, but more important than that is to fight what scares us.

         “I love you.” Her voice is wonderful. I sit on a chair in the kitchen and smile like a fool at the phone.

         “I love you too,” I say because I know what I feel, I knew from the very beginning.

         I am aware that I like being watched, that it gives me pleasure, that it excites me to oblivion. We are different, we are fascinated and turned on by different stimuli. I love it. And I'm not going to be ashamed of it, ever again.

      
   


   
      
         
            B. J. Hermansson
      
      

            You Can Look, But You Cannot Touch
      

         

      
   


   
      
         For too long, I have been confined to my own flat. Ever since my accident, I'm stuck in a wheelchair with my left leg in plaster. The only thing I can do is to wait for one month to turn into several and that I will eventually be able to support myself standing upright without any pain. 

         	In the beginning, the first period after I had been careless with a machine at work, I found it relatively pleasant to find myself in this phase of rehabilitation. I read a lot and watched films I hadn't seen for years — all of Hitchcock's and a whole heap of others. Nothing noteworthy or special happened, but nevertheless, I appreciated these days of leisure. I could have a nice lie-in, could drink my coffee in peace while browsing through the morning paper and no one seemed to bat an eyelid at this slow pace, nor did I feel any pressure to get to work on time or any other appointment for that matter. Didn't have to remember much of my to-dos either. You could say this tranquil lifestyle did me a world of good and my body seemed to appreciate it and perhaps even show signs of having longed for it. 

         	But even if I relished this to start with, and hence making the most of this serenity, I wouldn't lie if I said I am an incredibly impatient person. I do something for a short period, I appreciate it, relish it and make the most of it, but then, after while that often doesn't last too long, I grow bored. I get restless and back away suitably contented, only to return to a sometimes state of frustration on a quest of finding something else to occupy my mind. I have to do something new, something else and this is the phase I'm in right now. Something needs to happen. 

         	My circadian rhythm has gone to pots due to my late mornings, which also means my evenings have become much later than they previously used to be. Sure, I didn't use to go to bed too early, but my body was generally ready for some rest around eight pm. Nowadays, I rarely fall asleep before midnight. To start with, I filled these extra hours in the evening with entertainment and I felt I had stuff to do. This is no longer the case. 

         	I sit in front of my living room window and gaze out at the courtyard. The buildings that form this enclosure have been built in a square, and there are flats in two of them. I live roughly in the middle of the westernmost building, where my house and the one opposite mine are full of flats. On the other two flanks, there are offices and they are not of any interest to me. I live on the second floor in a three-storey house and thus have a perfectly good view over the courtyard patio with a barbecue, benches and trestle table, surrounded by some bushes and flowerbeds. 

         	Through my window, I have started observing things; everyday lives and routines of the people who live here, whatever happens right in front of my eyes. 

         	More and more time is spent sitting here watching what's taking place in the courtyard and so far I have witnessed various mundane things like children playing, the elderly that sit there chatting and putting the world to rights, or the middle-aged that exercise or busy themselves with preparing for a barbecue with their friends. My observations have now gone on for long enough for me to be able to differentiate people and even their relationships, even if I have never said hello to any of them. I'm sure they are blissfully ignorant of the fact that I'm sitting here in my safe haven, my elevated spot and watching other human beings in this way. 

         	Ever since I started observing the outside world, I feel as though something happens around me and I am no longer restricted to what is inside my flat. But that said, my lack of patience makes me seek something above and beyond everyday occurrences and the dully commonplace. 

         	I would really like to witness something thrilling. I crave excitement.

          
      

         *

          
      

         One day, I see a couple moving into the flat right opposite mine on the second floor. One advantage, which can be seen as a sign of my curiosity, is that the two buildings - theirs and mine - aren't too far apart and I can, therefore, see reasonably clearly what goes on in the flats opposite. They can obviously also see into my flat and watch whatever I do inside these walls, but I stop that from happening by turning out the lights in the evenings. This is no real issue during the day because everyone is at work or school or occupy themselves with something outside their home. 

         	I observe this couple.

         	A man and a woman. They must be in their twenties, not far from my age, and I think to myself that perhaps this is their first home together. They both seem eager to move in and judging by how they move and what they do, I can see that moving, packing and unpacking is not something they've done before. The work and tasks associated with a move are still new to them and they are full of anticipation. I watch how they carry one box after the other into the flat, how they pull together to move a sofa, a bed and a chair. They carry the chairs individually and the same goes for light fittings and smaller objects. 

         	Why don't they have someone else to help them out? 

         	I can't stop myself from thinking that thought, but once again, it's probably because it's their first time and it's easy to bite off more than one can chew when you're not entirely sure of how much effort you have to put in. 

         	As dusk sets in, the flat seems to be more or less in order. They probably have tonnes more to do, but from where I'm sitting, it looks as though the living room is tidy, and so is the bedroom. All the more significant pieces of furniture are in place and so are ornaments, soft furnishings, the TV is installed, and the bedside lights on the bedside tables have been plugged in too. 

         	This is when it all begins. This is when my long, dull days of boredom are swapped for something entirely different. The change happens and I have yearned for this for such a long time that I had even forgotten I was waiting for it, and much less believing it was actually going to happen. But it does, and it is this couple that brings me a much-needed change. 

         	Of course, I know that it is seen as improper to watch someone like this without them knowing, but I can't help myself. I really cannot abstain from what I get to witness thanks to this couple. Should my behaviour be inappropriate or could I be seen as selfish to seize this opportunity to observe, well, so be it. When the mediocre and sluggish routines have gone too far, the borders of what's right and wrong become blurred and I choose to make the most of what I can, rather than doing what I ought to be doing. 

         	The couple - I naturally don't know their names yet, so I call them this jointly for now - is sitting on the sofa in the living room. Suddenly, when I least expect it and my mind is busy with something else, she straddles him. They both still have their clothes on; he is in a pair of jeans and a white t-shirt, she is in a sheer, mint-green dress. 

         	She kisses him and he kisses her back. She holds his face in her hands as if she doesn't want to make sure their lips don't miss their target. I feel something flaring up inside of me.

         	A sensation that has been hidden away for far too long, lying dormant within me, has suddenly been roused. I feel myself getting horny. Unbearably horny. I feel how my cock starts pressing against my shorts and I register how I get stiffer and harder by the minute. Should I stop?

         	I have already seen too much. My mind is like a whirlwind by now and I know I ought to stop; it's not right to intrude on someone else's private life like this. But their curtains are open, they haven't pulled their Venetian blinds down and the ceiling light is on; surely they must understand that people can see in.

         	She unbuttons the top buttons on her dress and flashes her chest at him. His face is so close to her boobs and he should be able to brush then with the tip of his nose. I hardly have time to think that thought before he rubs his face onto them and kisses her nipples, latches on to them with his mouth. He licks her nipples and she shoves his face in between her breasts. She's enjoying this. Her head flops backwards and her pleasure is plain as anything. His is too. 

         	I keep on watching. I can almost feel his lips and tongue around her breasts, hungry and silky smooth. And her breasts, warm and plump, are caressed and encircled by his warmth. Her breasts are perfect, I can tell even from this distance; they're beautiful. I can see the randiness in his eyes. They're excited, intense and focused. I can see how he dives in and helps himself to her body, but at the same time tentative and anticipating, doesn't want to do anything wrong, wants to please her the way she wants to be pleased. 

         	The fact that she takes the initiative turns me on. 

         	That she's the instigator and she's in charge. 

         	That he conforms to this. 

          Says yes. Gives. Takes. 

          I let my hand slip in beneath my shorts and grip my cock firmly, my cock that is throbbing and longing for an almighty orgasm. I gently stroke my hard-on, feel how I grow bigger and harder. Blood pumps through my veins. This couple awakens my lust, my desire and my quest for pleasure. While I watch them, I carry on caressing my member. This is forbidden, they are being watched by me hidden away in the distance and knowing this makes me feel naughty. The thrill of it makes me even randier. I have never been in this situation before, never done what I'm doing now, and I carry on. 

         	After a while, the woman lies down on her back. He takes his clothes off and she does too. Waits for him, his member, his horniness, his rhythm. She reclines and takes up most of the sofa, stretches her muscles and he just stands there next to her, watches her. Is he teasing her? Cajoling? Tantalising her? Or is she bossing him about? She touches her private parts. I can see how her hand slips in between her thighs and how her arm moves. Judging by her earlier dominance, she's probably the one telling him to wait. Letting him know that he can look, but not touch. She arches her neck, the back of her head digs into the cushion she's resting on and this turns me into a wild animal. I am close to cuming. This image in front of me, their naked bodies all wrapped up in horniness and desire, drives me insane. 

         	Harder and harder, I wank to my heart's content. Approaching the wave. The climax. The orgasm. 

          At that precise moment, I see how his moves change, and his body sort of spasms folds and bends in different angles. I realise he's cuming too; that he's squirting his sperm all over her naked belly, her bare breasts and her vulva. 

         	The orgasm comes. It pumps through my system, rolls and crashes through my entire body. It explodes in my hand, turning it all sticky and my plaster too. 

          
      

         *

          
      

         The next day, I can't think of anything else. The flat is empty and I can't see either one of them. They're probably at work. What do they do for a living? What do they do when they're not having sex? Time and time again, the thought pops into my head, the images and the sensation. I can envisage it and picture what it's like to be him or her. I feel like a naughty schoolboy, who witnessed what they were up to last night, who did something I shouldn't have done, who disobeyed and did it anyway. 

         	There is something incredibly sexy and tantalising in doing something you're not supposed to that someone has told you you're not allowed to do. Will they carry on tonight? Will they have sex like they did yesterday? Or was it a one-off? I certainly hope I get to witness the two of them again, totally occupied with indulging their innermost, lustful feelings. And lust, the fertile, beautiful, yearning lust of mankind. 

         	The evening eventually comes after many slow hours of boredom. But nothing happens. I wait and wait. But all they do is talk, move furniture around, take a seat and then looking around. I give up. I turn the light on in my room, bring out the exercise equipment and start lifting weights. Much-needed exercise recommended by my physio and GP. I sit in front of the mirror and lift the weights up and down. Watch my reflection. A twenty-nine-year-old man with blond, somewhat curly hair. Neat and tidy. Light-blue eyes. High cheekbones. Am I maintaining my weight, not gaining unnecessary pounds? I'm doing okay as I'm sticking to healthy, nutritious meals. 

         	One at the time, I lift the dumbbells. As if in a trance, I'm totally focused on my moves when I spot her. Just stretching over to swap the weights when I see the light coming on in the couple's bedroom window. At first, I can just see the light and react to that, but then I spot her and she's in a position that cannot be misconstrued. I see her eyes. I see her movements. 

         	She sees me. 

         	The woman. 

          But she's on her own; he's still watching TV in the living room. She, on the other hand, is up to something completely different. She looks at me, watches me and this makes me twitch and shudder. My first impulse is to turn the light off and hide in the shadows. 

         	But I did the same thing and now I am getting a dose of my own medicine. The woman doesn't just stand there watching me, observing me, like a common occurrence, like an everyday event. No, siree. She's doing it. IT. I stare even more intently to make sure I'm not making something up that I'm not misunderstanding this scenario on the other side of the courtyard. 

         	But my eyes aren't fooling me. I can see her, the woman and she's caressing herself, touching herself while looking into my eyes. She's wearing a bathrobe, undone at the waist and just barely covers her nipples. Her hands cup her vulva, lying bare and exposed behind her fingers. She smiles when she notices I have spotted her, but she doesn't stop. Her nimble fingers carry on and she doesn't even pause for a second. 

         	Should I turn my light out? Should I hide? Thoughts swirl around in my head, but not too long. There's only one thing I want to do, only one thing that feels right and that is to move my own hand to my member and do what she is doing. This is forbidden. This is implausible. But the lust within me does not hesitate. I keep my light on. I move my hands to the fabric that surrounds my sex. I start to pull and stroke, while the fabric still forms a clear boundary between my hands and my shaft. It only takes a few seconds for me to turn hard. The woman continues. Her moves are confident, not careful and tentative, nor too fast. More like plain and determined. I can see she is enjoying this. She licks her lips, an act that makes me hot and flustered. I tentatively take my cock out of my boxers. 

         	Is this what she wants? Or does she want me to watch, observe, get aroused, become all horny, but not actually act?

         	It occurs to me that I might have made a mistake, but I'm soon convinced that I've done the right thing. She takes her robe off, carries on caressing her vulva with her left hand while she licks the other and starts caressing her nipples. I obviously can't see this, so I'm not a hundred percent sure, but I'm assuming her nipples stiffen as she does this. 

         	My cock is rock-solid. It stands to attention, points straight at my face, eager and ready for my hands to stroke it until I climax. The randiness seems to concentrate on one particular spot, as it becomes more and more intense, more and more powerful. The woman on the other side of the courtyard carries on caressing and touching herself. I can see her fingers run up and down, in and out of her gorgeous, soft sex. I can imagine what she feels like and what it would be like if my shaft met her vulva. My member starts to throb and pulsate even more when I think these thoughts. When I envisage her fingers around my cock, when I imagine penetrating her, how my cock slips inside her with a confident thrust and I can feel her wetness. Her pussy is tight but moist. Hungry. Eager. Her horniness is turning her all juicy and that pussy juice trickles out of her. I can imagine how her vulva is yearning, begging for more and I give it to her. 

         	I am wanking hard now. I register my breathing, turning heavier with sharp intakes of breath. My cock is close to bursting. I will not be able to contain this for much longer; it has reached its peak of stiffness. The desire is honing in on what will be my orgasm. The crescendo and climax are not far off now — a glorious orgasm. I close my eyes and cannot concentrate on anything else but this sensation that has spellbound my entire body. There is now cum everywhere. My own horniness overwhelms me and I drenched in the juice she's created within me. Sticky residue all over my stomach. I squirt all the way up onto my chest and it is incredible, so forbidden and taboo, so unreal and surreal, so utterly gorgeous. 

         	When I open my eyes, she's gone. 

          
      

         *

          
      

         The next day, I see neither her nor him. I wait for them to come home, as I'm eager to see what will happen next. Will something happen at all, or if that was it. If that was it, and there won't be any more encounters like that, yesterday's experience will still stay with me for a long, long time. But they are nowhere to be seen — neither of them. As dusk falls, I am convinced they'll turn up any moment now. But nothing happens. 

         	I contemplate what happened. What did she want, why did she do what she did? Why did she invite me to watch her stroking herself? Why did she invite me to masturbate with her? A joint moment of masturbation, fondling and lust. So close, yet so far away. What was going through her mind? What did she feel and experience? I can see her face in front of me, her black, straight hair hanging down to just below her shoulders. I can see her dark eyes, too far away for me to be able to tell the colour, but close enough to make out her dark features and eyebrows too. Her body is beautiful with shapely curves. She is a goddess. 

          Will I ever see her again?	

         	I am relieved that I ended up in her situation, too; that we swapped roles. The feeling of not doing the right thing, of being improper, for choosing to continue despite this feeling is now lessening. I feel more content with my actions now that I know that between her and I there was an exchange of feelings, lust and moves on the same premisses. 

         	I ponder for a while on their relationship. Are they seeing other people? Do they get to date others or include others in their relationship? Might that be what they're doing right now? She didn't feel insecure or uncomfortable with her display and touching herself in front of me, knowing that I was watching. It didn't seem to bother her that I satisfied myself sexually whilst watching her and her nimble fingers. It wouldn't surprise me if this were far from the first time she had done this. Or perhaps it was just a coincidence? A spur-of-the-moment idea that wasn't premeditated thought through deliberated - and thus, no trepidation? 

         	Hours go by and no one enters the flat. It's still shrouded in darkness and it's nearly midnight. I can feel an all-consuming horniness building up inside and before I fall asleep, I stroke myself to an enjoyable orgasm. Still slightly unsure though, what really happened the other night between that woman and me? 

         	Will it be repeated?

          
      

         *

          
      

         The next evening, the lights are on in the flat. I'm delighted. Excitement and arousal rush through my body. I wait with bated breath for what's to happen. If something will happen. Knowing that this woman is aware of my existence makes me incredibly horny. The fact that she most certainly knows I'm here today too and that my thoughts are all about her, her fingering, her moves, time and time again. Surely she's understood as much. Only a fool would ignore the feelings she's roused within me and no doubt, this has been playing on her mind too, how she toyed with me. How she used me and how much I relished it. How I came in plain sight in front of her. She must've realised she had driven me absolutely bonkers, that she's planted ideas in my head and made me even more frustrated at being stuck here in this flat. 

         	The lights are on, but I can't see anyone — neither him nor her. I haven't seen anyone enter the flat, nor move about. The living room lights are on for hours without me seeing as much as a shred of activity. 

         	It's nearly midnight and I'm about to give up, but then something happens. 

         	I can see a figure approaching the window. 

         	But it's not her. 

         	It's him.

         	I've never seen him before, not like this. I have seen him as her partner, her spouse and the one who has satisfied her and been satisfied back at the same time. My focus has been on the woman. Never before have I observed men with admiration and attraction, curiosity even. He's standing there and there is no doubt about him seeing me. With an air of confidence, his eyes meet mine. He's been waiting for this. What's surprising me the most is not the fact that he's watching me like this, but what he's wearing. Or more like what he's not wearing. He has nothing but a pair of underpants on. A pair of speedos look like they've been moulded or cast onto his body. He's fit, muscular and has a study, bulging chest. Prominent, well-defined pecs, toned torso, and slim, flexible hips. 

         	I'm not sure how to react. What should I do? What's the done thing? The right thing? Something about him makes me want to stay. I don't fancy turning the lights out in my room nor move into a different room. I want to know what he's thinking, what he's expecting. So I remain rooted to my spot, watch him uncertain of how to proceed. Where is she? He seems to be on his own. Has he waited up for me? Is he aware I've been struggling with patience and frustration, so much so, I was about to give up altogether? Has she told him what she and I got up to? Or has he figured it out, discovered it some other way? I wait for his move. He's about to do something, I can feel it in my bones. He wouldn't just stand there like that otherwise, waiting and watching. No, he's up to something. Is he playing games with me, toying with me just like she did? I try to stop myself from blinking as I don't want to miss a single second of this. Whatever it is. Somewhere deep inside of me, I get it and I find it arousing. Makes me even hornier to realise that this is something entirely new for me. 

         	Before he has time to do something, or perhaps it is a conscious and active choice on his part, I unbutton my trousers. To my surprise, my cock is already hard. I have been totally occupied with watching and contemplating, rather than sensing what's going on in my body. My shaft is rock-solid and slowly, tentatively, I run the palm of my hand up and down my erection. This novel exploration brings me lust, desire and curiosity. I set off on more, so far unexplored territories and I have always enjoyed an excellent adventure, which this definitely is. 

          An amused smile lingers on the man's lips. I have taken his hint and followed his initiative. I've never let a man dictate the rules before, never let a man take the reins or even be involved like this. 

         	But I like it. 

         	Not tried this before, not been inclined to give this a whirl or been curious about this sort of scenario. But now, when he invites me to share this with him when he's standing there and doing this with me… I can't do anything else but follow his lead and succumb to the lust he's creating within me. I don't question, don't stop or hesitate. I just act and I participate in this because I want to. On a sensation of desire, I ride the wave of something new and exciting, something unpredictable. 

         	The man turns around. I can only see the back of him, but he's well aware of the fact that I'm still observing him from a distance, that I'm touching myself and that my cock stiffens in my hand at the sight of him. He turns me on, he instils a sensation inside me that is foreign to me, not like me at all and that's probably why it doesn't feel wrong as such, but not quite right either. I've lost control; I'm not in charge like I usually am and he, a total stranger, is the one taking it away from me. 

          He's masculine. He's caressing his hips. Once again, I'm struck by how fit he is. His whole body seems to be in very good shape. With thumbs inside the waistline of his underpants, he hoists them up, so they cut in between his buttocks and they, in turn, bulge out towards me. He's showing more skin now and I can tell he's alternating between tensing his muscles and relaxing, which creates movement by his speedos. I wank harder. I can feel the warmth spreading between my cock and my right hand. Jerking and pulling, tugging harder and harder. Longer strokes than before, up and down my shaft. Every time I run my hand down my hard-on, I grow even stiffer. 

         	After a while, he turns back around. His eyes are fixed on me. I can see a man, who is randy; who is hard; who simply adores all this, but maintains his cool. He is self-assured, confident and he has me right where he wants me. 

         	Powerless. 

         	With a motion, too slow for my liking and too slow for my patience, he takes his underpants off and I see a male member. A big cock. He takes a firm grip of it, and his fingers can hardly meet on the other side, that's how big he is and he starts to wank off in front of me. Not slowly and cautiously, but with intense force. He's going to cum and he's not far off. 

         	When I cum, I see his naked body, his hard cock and his intense, horny gaze not leaving me for a second. He's so close. I can feel his every move, feel his skin, his lips, his pulse and breathing. When I cum, I squirt my sperm so forcefully I've never before experienced anything like it and he reaches his climax very soon after me. I can clearly see how he doesn't hesitate for a second before he sprays his cum all over the window. 

          
      

         *

          
      

         I cannot stop thinking about these two, but the following few days, it is as though I don't exist in their life. She returns the day after his and my encounter. They lead an ordinary life, cook dinner together, watch TV, talk, laugh and time and time again I ask myself: What had actually happened? Did they plan all of this from the start? Had they done something like this before? Were they just playing with me? What did they expect now? 

          They don't even glance over towards my flat. It is as though we never had those encounters. As if I have just had a massive, intense, wet dream and I start telling myself that maybe that's precisely what it was. 

         	But then one day, when I've already given up the notion of ever meeting them again across the courtyard, there's a knock on my front door. As I can't reach the peephole from my wheelchair, I just open the door. 

         	And there they are. 
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         The sun was shining in a cloudless sky. Despite that, it was only a little past nine. Bent decided to drink his morning coffee on the small terrace in front of his holiday house from where there was a view of the dunes and the sea. He and Lise had been divorced four months earlier, and neither of them wanted to keep the beach cottage, which had formed the framework of their vacations with the children for more than fifteen years. It was sad, Lise had found someone else, and although they may not have had the most fantastic marriage, he had been distraught by it. Lise had left the home they shared, and he was left alone with the oldest of their boys and a half-empty house. He would stay in that house until Danny moved away and then he would find a smaller apartment in the same neighbourhood. He had no use for a large house. He spent most of his time in his office anyway.

         There were not many people on the beach at this time of day, one dog walker and an elderly couple in activewear were all he could see while he tried to think of the positives in his new lifestyle. He should paint the railing around the terrace before the real estate agent comes the next day, most of the furniture will be sold with the house, there were only a few personal things he wanted to bring with him back into town. He had not yet figured out how he should pass on Lise's stuff to her. He certainly did not want to show up at her new address where he could be forced to shake hands with Henning, her new boyfriend.

         He caught sight of her as he got up to clear the table, she was lying on one of the dunes not far from the house, she was naked, and he could see all of her curvy body as she sat up and brushed the sand off of her legs. She was probably around his age, which is to say in her mid-forties, her big breasts hung a little as she leaned forward to brush the sand off of her feet. She had medium length blonde hair that gently fluttered in the early morning breeze. He couldn't take his eyes off her. It was maybe because he hadn't seen a naked woman in a long time, or perhaps because, like most men, he just liked looking at nude women. He stood on his toes to see better, and he held his breath as he saw her touching her breasts in a way that indicated that she might need a man's touch. She squeezed them hard, and soon she began to move her lower body up and down as she lifted herself slightly from the sand.

         He was speechless, damn the woman was lying and touching herself in the dunes with no more than about 20 meters between them, and he could see her luscious curves moving along with the rhythm of her pleasure. His cock responded almost immediately, and he took hold of it while breathing heavily. The woman spread her bulging thighs and started rubbing her clitoris hard as she pressed her head down into the sand. Wow, he whispered hoarsely as he watched her press her fingers against her opening. He hesitated briefly before opening his jeans and letting his penis out into the morning air. She trembled furiously, and he could see her lips forming into something that led his thoughts to produce a light moan.

         It couldn't get enough now, she touched herself eagerly, and her big dense breasts rocked violently and then suddenly he saw her convulsing, and the sound of a delighted woman reached his ears. She was finished, he could see it in the way she stretched out that she had satisfied herself and she could now concentrate on what she had gone down there for, sunbathing. He was still standing with his cock in his hand, and it was hard, so he sat back in his chair, closed his eyes and continuing the act, thinking about what he had just witnessed.

         He managed to get the fence painted, though his thoughts turned several times to what he had witnessed that morning. It wasn't every day that you were able to witness such a thing and never in his long marriage with Lise did he see her satisfy herself, he didn't think she did it at all. Lise was slim and not at all, like the woman he had observed ... there was something about big women that was kinky. He would have liked to have helped her with those breasts, so she in return could have helped him with something else. Several times that day he became hard at the thought of her, and when he had finished the fence, he lay down on his bed and replayed the scene once more while relieving the tension. It was the first time since the divorce that he had allowed himself to be sexual, the loss of Lise and the two youngest had affected his daily life so much that he had not wanted to.

         He needed a few things for dinner and decided to walk the two kilometres down the road to the grocery store. It was good for him, he was a salesman, and he sat in the car most of the day, and when he was at home he sat in his office. He hummed to himself as he locked the house and started to walk down the dirt road. He was sweaty when he arrived, it was warmer than he had expected, so he threw a few bottles of water into the shopping trolley for the return trip.

         He caught sight of her as he headed for the cash register. She was in line and was about to put her groceries up on to the conveyor belt. He stood still for a moment and took her in, she was quite pretty and a bit younger than he had guessed, perhaps she was only in her mid-thirties. She had a loose dress, which was black, probably because the colour seemed slimming. Her bulging bosom was clearly defined in the thin fabric, and her buttocks rocked lightly as she continued her way through the checkout.

         He hurried to pay for his groceries and to get out of the store. He wanted to get another glimpse of her. She crossed the parking lot and got into her car, he stood and watched, she rolled down the window and wiped her forehead with a napkin, she was also hot. He began to walk home, contemplating how he could figure out which house she lived in, following her was probably just a bit too much.

         He ate on the terrace while he admired his handy work. The fence looked good, and several times while eating dinner he regretted the decision to sell the holiday house. After all, it was nice to be there alone, especially with the view he had this morning. Just as he was about to go inside, he caught sight of her again this time a little further down the beach. She was on her way into the water, and he stood and watched her lay down in her striped swimsuit at the water's edge. She didn't swim out, just cooled down briefly before taking her towel around her shoulders and walking up to the dunes. He held his breath as she headed for the same little spot she had been this morning.

         He was taken aback as she, after looking around took off her bathing suit and stood naked and looked out over the sea. You could see the outlines of her bathing suit, she was quite sunburnt, and this time she was grabbing at her large breasts while still standing up. He had a view of her ass and then she turned around to lie down. He began to think how it would be to take her from behind. He moaned weakly and pressed his hand against his hardening penis. It was incredible how much one could experience without leaving the terrace.

         After a somewhat weak discussion with himself he went and got the binoculars from the coffee table, it was unfair, yes, but if she did not want to be seen she could refrain from pleasuring herself in public. He had positioned himself in a spot where he had a view of everything that was happening in the small concave.

         She touched her most intimate parts, and a few times she licked her fingers after touching herself, then she pinched her large nipples while thrashing in the sand. He nearly dropped his binoculars in fright when she suddenly turned around and knelt on all fours with her arse towards him. She rocked lightly as she penetrated herself with her fingers ... it throbbed in his cock as he watched her arse, which had gotten into a swing. She was not ashamed. She had to know that someone might pass by and that several of the houses had a view of the beach and the dunes.

         She lay down again, this time with her bare vagina in his direction. He adjusted his binoculars and saw that she was utterly shaven between her legs. She rubbed her clitoris with one hand while kneading her massive breasts with the other. He eagerly opened his pants and took a firm grip on his cock that was bigger than he ever thought it could be. He breathed heavily as he began to masturbate to the images through the binoculars.

         She pressed her fingers up into herself and moved faster and faster towards them, her breasts jolted back and forth, and she threw her head back. She likes that, he thought and moaned weakly, imagining what it would be like to be inside of her.

         He could hear her cum, she moaned intensely and not long passed before he ejaculated across the patio floor.

         He got up early the following morning. He hadn't gotten much sleep, the thoughts and fantasies of the voluptuous unknown woman wouldn't let him be. He had decided to postpone the meeting with the real estate agent. He had to rethink it, he had not imagined that he would find it peaceful to be alone in the house, but it was going well. He hoped she would return to the dunes after a morning swim, so he settled down with his toasted buns, morning coffee and binoculars. The sun was already sending it's merciless rays down on his face, and he had to find his sunglasses.

         The phone rang while he was pouring his coffee. It was Lise who wanted to remind him of the things she wanted him to take home for her from the house. He was slightly annoyed. She didn't have to bother him right now when he was hopefully going to have sex with the unknown woman.

         "What's wrong, are you angry ... I know it's hard, but we need to get it over with, Bent."

         "Yes, yes ... I have to hang up now, Lise, someone is coming."

         "It's probably the agent ..."

         "Sure," he replied impatiently before hanging up.

         He had spotted her, and this time he guessed that she had supplies for the whole day when he saw the blankets and the large bag she was dragging up to the concave. Dear unknown woman, I will not get anything done today if you park yourself there, he said to himself and sat down again with his coffee and binoculars.

         Nothing happened all morning except for her reading a book and eating a sandwich. She had a sunhat on and had made herself a kind of chair from the blankets she had brought with her. She sat with her back to him, and he decided that he would remove the weeds from between the boards on the patio, so he could at least do something productive. At noon, she left the concave for a few minutes, wearing her swimsuit under her dress, which she had thrown on at an unobserved moment. Now she stepped slowly towards the water, and he guessed that it had become too hot for her.

         He took the binoculars and spied on her as she jumped in the waves. Just like the previous evening, she took off her wet bathing suit as she stood looking out over the sea. It was an incredible sight he already felt he knew her. She rummaged for something in her bag, and after drying herself thoroughly with her towel, while still standing she began to rub sunscreen into her body. It took a long time, she spent an unnecessarily long time on her breasts, and when she got to her big buttocks he could see how she caressed them. Without wearing anything other than her big sun hat, she arranged herself once more in place this time with her front facing him so she could avoid the worst of the midday sun.

         He held his breath as she rummaged in her big bag, and he gasped loudly as he saw what she had brought with her. Bloody hell, he muttered as the big dildo appeared out of her bag. She let it run between her breasts before she took it in her mouth and sucked on it intensely as her hand found its way to her most sacred place. She was turned on, and he saw how she let the dildo slowly slide up her inner thighs as she caressed her nipples.

         He pulled down his shorts and whipped his excited limb out over the edge. He was so excited that it hit against his stomach while he watched her. The dildo ran along her opening now, between her big vaginal lips, just enough for it to feel nice, and he could see that it did. She moved up against it while the rolls of fat on her stomach lightly rocked back and forth.

         She had worked her way onto her side, and he had a view the of her large round buttocks as she moved up and down on the toy, which had almost disappeared into her. He wanted to run down to her, he'd be more than pleased to help her, but he collected himself and remembered that she didn't know him at all.

         He could hear her when she finally orgasmed, she moaned and gasped loudly as her voluptuous body moved.

         She packed her things together at five o'clock without doing anything else for the rest of her time there, and he watched her as she walked a few meters down the beach and went towards the house just one house down from his neighbour. Well, I'll be damned ... she lives there, so she must know that … He sat down in the garden chair and decided that he would go for a walk to see if it was the same car parked in the driveway which he had seen her drive at the grocery store. He took a shower, he wanted to wait until twilight, there was no reason to expose himself, but if she had rented that house, she must know that she couldn't count on being alone with her secret doings in the small concave.

          
      

         At eleven o'clock he felt quite sure that it was dark over at the house and he made his way down the little dirt road that passed by it. It was her car that was parked in the carport, and he saw that there was light on in one of the windows facing the road. He got a shock when he saw her silhouette behind the curtain and, like a naughty teenager who had been allured by the window of a girls' dressing room, he hurried back to his house.

         He lay thinking of her for a long time. He wondered what her name was, whether she was married and whether she had children. He dreamed about her and woke up with a boner and the feeling of not being alone. He masturbated for the umpteenth time, and he ejaculated whispering dirty things as if she were in the room. He had to get a move on, he couldn't sit on the terrace all day again, there was plenty to do, and he also had to figure out if he wanted to sell the beach cottage at all.

         Danny called, while he was eating breakfast, this time indoors. He discussed his doubts about the sale of the property with his son, who agreed that perhaps it was a hasty decision.

         “Are you finding ways to pass the time?”

         Bent assured him that it was not a problem, there were so many things that needed to be sorted, and the weather was good.

         He would go and unwind in the water once he had gotten his morning coffee. He locked the house, and with bathing his shorts and a towel, he went down to the beach, which was windswept and not quite as warm as the day before. He swam out a way before turning around and swimming towards the shore. The water was beautiful, and he thought that it was no wonder that she loved the beach. He greeted an elderly couple when he came out of the water and smiled at a pair of toddlers who together with their father were building sandcastles with buckets, just as he had done with his kids when they were young.

         He saw her as soon as he turned the corner to the house, she stood at the mailbox with a basket under her arm.

         Hello, she said, my name is Viola… I'm renting Carsten's house. I just wanted to see if you could lend me some eggs?

         He was a little flustered, he would never have thought she would be in such proximity to him, but he parted his lips with a smile and said that he could indeed.

         "Your wife isn't home?"

         She looked around the room when they came in, Viola ... it was a perfect name for her, of course, her name was Viola, what else ...

         "I don't have a wife - well, we just got divorced."

         He had found a carton of eggs in the refrigerator and passed them to her with a twinkle in his eye. Afterwards, he thought it might have seemed very forward to her. After all, she didn't know how well they knew each other.

         "Well, I'm sorry to hear that," she said.

         "It's fine. I manage, we didn't have that much in common anymore".

         "Do you mean sexually?"

         That took him by surprise. He hadn't expected her to be so blunt.

         "Well, that too ... yes. We had been married for many years. Then it eases off a bit".

         He asked her if she would like fish for dinner because she would be very welcome to join him. She gave him a telling look and told him that she would like that.

         "I'm heading to the harbour now to pick some up, pop by at six o'clock."

         "Lovely," she said, sending him a look.

         He was quite pleased with himself as he bounced down the gravel road in his car, that was very easy, Lise would hardly have thought that he would be so good at it.

          
      

         He bought plaice, new potatoes and fresh parsley. All the way home, he thought about how the evening would end. She had given him a look that told him she was more than willing if it came to that and with her needs, it would have to be a relief for her if she didn't have to take care of it all by herself. She was a beautiful woman, that is if you were into big women, which he had never really thought of before, but he liked it. He had witnessed it when she lay in the concave and pleasured herself, it turned him on tremendously, and he would be lying if he said he didn't want to have go at it with her. Viola, he said to himself as he made the food, yes, yes ... why not ...

         He set the table in the living room. It would be a give away if they sat out on the patio, she would know that he might have seen something that he shouldn't have. He put some wine on the table and put some soft music on the stereo before showering and dressing for dinner.

         She knocked on the door at precisely at six o'clock, and his eyes gaped when he let her in. She was wearing a dress that was shorter than short, and her enormous breasts were almost out on display. Her lips were painted a fiery red, and she had fake eyelashes on. If you're into vulgar, she made quite the impression, and she did on him. He could not think of anything other than sex throughout the entire dinner. Even the way she ate reminded him of something dirty, and when they cleared the table after dinner, he felt almost that he could cut the sexual tension between them with a knife.

         “Has it been a long time since you have been with a woman?"

         He looked at her with eyes glazed with desire while taking a sip of his wine.

         "Yes, six months, I think, what about you ... do you have a friend, or do you manage by yourself?” The wine had made an impact on both of them, and as she wet her fiery red lips with her tongue, he knew what was about to happen.

         "Hmm, yes ... I've been managing by myself for a little while, but ... now you're here ..."

         She stood in front of him, and as she pressed her lips against him, he grabbed her giant butt cheeks and rubbed his body against hers.

         They breathed heavily as they kissed each other building up an almost painful arousal. He massaged her buttocks under the short dress while his cock grew to an almost impossible size. She didn't say anything, she just opened his shirt and licked him down until she opened his jeans and grabbed at his penis with her lips on the outside of his underpants. He moaned throatily and recalled the sight of her in the dunes. He helped her get it out in the open, and when she parted her lips and took him in his mouth, he was dizzy with excitement.

         He clenched her hair hard as he watched her roll down her dress beneath her breasts and fling them out over the edge of her bra. He coaxed his cock down her throat, and she sucked him until the saliva ran down over her as she played with her breasts in the horniest way he had ever witnessed.

         When he pulled her up to him again, he kissed her hard and intensely before pushing her in front of him towards the bedroom. He freed her from her dress and her tiny panties before he undressed and lay down by her side. He buried his face between her swollen thighs and soon his tongue disappeared into her depths. She was wet, and he lapped up her fluids as she trembled fiercely against his face.

         He was soon so horny that he had to feel her riding his cock. He knelt and parted her legs even more before he guided his cock in place between the lips of her vagina. She was so horny, and it rubbed off on him fiercely. He pressed his penis against her vagina and penetrated her to his base before he started to move. Her whole voluptuous body moved as he thrust, her breasts danced in front of his eyes, and her belly pounded against them. She moved quickly against him and the sound of her wet vagina when he thrust into her gradually drowned their wheezing breaths. He lightly smacked the side of her big breasts while he devoured her with his eyes; it was much better than he could ever have imagined. She was so obviously turned on that he felt that she demanded even more. He took her hand and brought it to her clitoris as he asked her to touch herself. She rubbed it violently as she massaged her massive breasts with the other hand. It was a such a rare arousing sight that he thrust even harder into her wet cave.

         He pulled out of her and ordered her up on all fours while saying he would like to see her lovely ass. He parted her large buttocks and pushed his cock into her. He smacked her hard on the buttocks, and she moaned and begged for more while her stomach and breasts hit hard against each other. Several times he let his cock slide out and admired her open vagina before pushing it up into her again and taking her more and more fiercely.

         He slipped out of her and lay on his back. She eagerly slid herself down on him, and soon she rode him so intensely that he repeatedly hit his head against the headboard. The sight of her substantial body rocking violently as an orgasm finally washed over her was more than he could resist, he roared like an animal as the powerful thumping in his cock was replaced by a liberating ejaculation. She continued unabashedly until he was finished, then she leaned over him and kissed him hard.

         "Well, you are not so bad, neighbour".

         He smiled. "You too, Viola."

         She stayed sitting on him, and it soon dawned on him that she hadn't had enough. She began to move on him in very raunchy circling movements, while she sat up straight and caressed her body from her buttocks to her breasts as well as her clitoris. He put his arms under his head and watched her as she grew more and more excited. If it weren't for the fact that his cock was growing hard inside of her, It would almost have been as if she had forgotten he was still there. She separated her butt cheeks so that she sharply tightened around him, she moaned and whispered arousing words as she became more and more intense.

         Ha reached for her breasts and pulled her down towards him so he could take her nipples between his lips. He sucked them big and hard as she pressed her body further down on him and in quicker movements she began to move up and down so that the sound of their slapping bodies drowned out both the sound of their moans and the sound of her wet vagina. Soon the bed was violently shaking again, and she threw herself back and forth on him as the thumping intensified in his cock.

         She lay on her back as soon as she finished, they were wet with sweat, and she was utterly exhausted.

         "Rub it between my breasts," she whispered breathlessly.

         She didn't have to ask twice, he had had this fantasy for several days now, and he eagerly caressed her large stomach and gathered her huge endowments around his cock before he excitedly moved back and forth. He moaned fiercely. It was so kinky. He had never experienced anything like it before. She stretched her tongue out, and he ejaculated across her face and onto her neck and tongue as he squeezed her tits tightly around his cock. She got wilder and wilder under him, and soon she exploded like a minor earthquake as she helped him squeeze her breasts together.

          
      

         “Are you always this horny, Viola?” They lay tired and exhausted on the bed. Him on his side, she on Lisa's.

         "Yes, is it too much?"

         "No, no ... not at all, it's nice, I'm just not used to an insatiable woman".

         He kissed her on the hair and caressed her nipples with his lips.

         "Didn't your wife have urges?"

         "Yes, but not like you, not at all."

         She looked at the clock radio's display it was one o'clock in the night, and she asked if he wanted to go down to the water.

         "Now?"

         "Yes, I love doing it in the ocean". She thought they should get naked together on the beach and although it was both boundary-pushing and daring because of the neighbours, he couldn't say no to her.

         "Come on," she stood beside the bed and held out her hand.

         He looked at her. She was not ashamed of either her body or her insatiable appetite for sex.

          
      

         He enjoyed the refreshing feeling as they came out into the night air, it was mild, and the fog over the sea and the light breeze had a wonderful effect on him. He enjoyed the direct contact with the wind on his naked penis, and before they had reached the water, his erection was coming back. She pulled him with her out into the water and put his arms around his neck, her lips pressed hard against his.

         "Isn't it incredible here?"

         "Yes," he whispered.

         "Do you want me?"

         She stroked his half-stiff cock beneath the surface of the water, and soon it was as hard as it had been on several occasions earlier that night.

         "Take me, Bent ..."

         He bent his knees slightly and guided his cock in between the smooth lips of her vagina before, penetrating her in one single thrust.

         "Viola ... you have the most beautiful pussy, you know ..."

         She squeezed her breasts against his stomach as she moved excitedly on him. Taking her size into consideration, she had stamina, and she had no trouble moving. Her body seemed to arouse him more than he remembered Lisa's ever did, it was kinky in a completely different way, and her excitement infected him terribly. He took her hard until she asked him to stop.

         "Come on," she said.

         "I know a place that seems like it's been created for this."

         He did not have to ask where that place was and when they reached the small concave, he eagerly threw her down into the sand and took her with a rage that caused her to explode in an almost endless series of orgasms.

          
      

         Bent was a bit ashamed the next day, his whole body hurt, and his dick hurt too. He never had in his life had as many orgasms in one night as she had given him and he had never experienced a woman have so many orgasms. She was gone when he woke up, and the only thing that proved that she had been there at all was his messy bed and also yes, the pain in his cock.

         Well, but now he was free to sit with his binoculars on his terrace for the day, she would hardly masturbate today, he smiled to himself, he was also proud that he had been able to satisfy her. He was excited to see if she dropped by later, even though he was tender, he would hardly say no. He recalled the sight of her voluptuous body and the thought that he had gotten off between her huge breasts, made it tingle in his cock.

         He fell asleep on the patio after his morning coffee and woke up again around noon. She came by while he was cleaning up the shed and he blushed slightly as he looked into her lively eyes.

         "Thank you, neighbour ... it was wonderful".

         He laughed shyly. "Thank you, Viola ... yes, it was."

         She sat up on top of the workshop bench and watched him clear the last things aside. "Are you coming over tonight, Bent?" She pulled him over so that he stood between her legs, and before he knew it, she parted his lips with her tongue and kissed him hard and intensely.

         "Are you in the mood for it??"

         "Of course," she answered, pressing her body up against his.

         “Yes, then I will, what time should I be there?"

         "We eat at six o'clock ... come a little earlier".

         She disappeared just as suddenly as she had appeared and he couldn't help but smile at the thought of what would happen when they saw each other again.
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Ella’s friends and family would describe her as a smart, responsible and mature young woman. She really wants to believe them, and she never gives anyone any reason to question this label—apart from herself. The thing is, a responsible and mature person would have been able to plan ahead by sorting herself out with a job for the summer. A smart person would never have ended up in Ella’s current situation, as an unemployed student at the end of the semester with very little money in her bank account and summer approaching as rapidly and intimidating as a tidal wave. She is in a big need of money and quick.

“Are you coming for lunch? We have to celebrate!” Josephine’s smile is so wide that her front teeth peek out from between her plump lips. It’s the last day of the spring semester and the university empties out quickly. The students hurry out into the heat of the early summer, relieved to finally be free. Ella takes her time gathering the pens and papers that are spread out on top of her desk. On the one hand, she wants nothing more than to go out to lunch with Josephine and the rest of the group. Or for a coffee. Or to the pub. She wants to go with them and forget about the anxiety that is growing inside of her. On the other hand, her anxiety is exactly what stops her. She has all the reason to be anxious. She can’t afford to do any of those things; she can’t even pay her rent.

“Nope, I’m sorry, I can’t do it today either”, she replies.

“You never do anything nowadays”, Josephine pouts and makes a sour face. Although Josephine’s eyes are smiling, something inside of Ella aches when she hears her friend complain. No, she can't be social anymore, not if it means spending money. How do you tell your friends a thing like that without embarrassment?

“I’m sorry, I have ...” Ella starts, but notices that Josephine has already turned her attention to the rest of her friends “... a thing.” She watches them leave the classroom and before she knows it, she is the only one left. For a couple of seconds, time seems to be standing still. She can hear the sound of laughter and voices slowly fade out and suddenly she feels lonelier than ever before. She quickly gathers the last of her papers and shoves them into her army green backpack.

“Wait!” Ella rushes through the door and runs towards the dark marble stairs. Her flat shoes echo as she runs down around the spiral staircase. When she reaches the foot of the stairs, Josephine, Anna, Joel, and Maria turn around with surprised faces. They all smile when they realise that it's Ella who is running towards them. “I’m coming, the laundry can wait.”

Later that night, when she arrives at her tiny apartment, she sits down and starts crying. Wave after wave of brutal anxiety washes over her when she thinks about all the money that she had just spent, money that she doesn't really have. Her phone vibrates in her pocket and she waits for it to go silent again before she looks at the screen and sees that she has yet another missed call from her mum. The third call of the day. Her eyes well up again. Tomorrow she will have to call her mum back and explain that she has not managed to find a job, that her savings account is empty and that she can’t afford to stay in her flat. She will have to move back home to her parents—she will be the biggest failure of her family.

The feeling of hopelessness is replaced with rage and she throws herself over the creaky bed and opens her laptop. She angrily writes How to make money fast in the Google search box. For an hour, she browses through numerous pages and articles but none of the advice she encounters will pay her rent any time soon. She goes through the results one by one, but she can't find anything interesting. She is just about to give up, pick her phone up and call her mum when she sees something move in the margin of her browser. It’s an ad with a beautiful young woman getting undressed while she touches herself. The words “Buy A Private Show” are pulsating over the image. Ella frowns and looks at the picture. Then it hits her. She closes all her open tabs and starts over. She Googles How to become a Camgirl and immediately finds loads of online forums where the camgirl phenomenon is discussed. After a while, she finds a forum where a woman says that she has made thousands of Swedish kronor as a camgirl.

The discussion is long and full of trolls, but there is something about the woman’s story that interests Ella. She reads all the posts and soaks up the information. After another hour she takes her eyes off the screen and looks through the window out on the tired student town that has never seemed so empty. Most of her classmates have already gone home for the summer. Some of them work and some of them are visiting their parents to rest up for the next semester. The city looks back at her and she tries to imagine what it sees. Hopelessness? Failure? At least that’s what she sees in herself.

She looks at the screen and reads the woman’s post again. It sounds so simple when she talks about it. It’s actually really fun! I get to climax at the same time as I make money. It's like mixing business and pleasure. Sometimes I don't even have to take my clothes off, a lot of them are just looking for company and they are willing to pay for it. Go for it, girls! You won’t regret it. Ella stares into space and tries to remember the last time she had an orgasm. She can't remember if she had ever been close, or if she had even tried. Masturbation isn’t really Ella’s thing, it’s simply not important to her. Her body is unexplored and if it was up to Ella, it would stay that way. She tries to imagine how it would be to undress in front of strangers and the thought alone makes her shudder. She simply can’t bring herself to see her and her body as something sexy, as something that could bring pleasure.

The woman in the forum has posted a couple of links to different chat rooms where she has been active, and Ella brings the pointer to one of them and pauses. She does it mostly as a joke. At least to start with. Then it hits her that she actually doesn’t really have a choice. Her options are to crawl back to her parents with her tail in between her legs or to bite the bullet. All she has to do is start up her old MacBook, log in to the chat room a couple of days a week and take her clothes off, piece by piece, in front of hungry eyes. She has to undress anyway, and it’s not like she’s a virgin. The thought of it makes her blush. She licks her lips and swallows hard. It had been three months since Victor broke up with her after six years together.

He had been her first, and only, sex partner. She had been sure that they would last forever, and the thought had comforted her and made her feel safe. That’s why it had been such a shock when he told her one night that he had met someone else. When she asked him why, he answered that he didn't feel loved, that he didn’t feel sexy and that he wasn't being satisfied. He told her that she never wanted to have sex anymore. When she tried to argue with him, he just shook his head and said: “Do you know how long it’s been since the last time we did it? Or how long it has been since you touched me? This isn’t working, Ella.” He was right, it wasn't working. She didn’t even like sex. Every time he had touched her or tried to kiss her during their last time together, she had quickly gotten out of his grip and blamed headaches or tiredness. Sex meant nothing to her—it’s something that you have to put up with on special occasions or birthdays because it's expected of you; it’s an annoying duty.

Ella shakes her head as if she is trying to shake off the stinging sensation in her eyes and in her throat. It would be easy money. She would get used to it, and nobody would ever have to know how she had failed with finding a summer job, or how all her savings had gone to wild student parties and countless cups of coffee in the school cafeteria. She would have to work for a month to make the same amount of money as she would make in a few nights as a camgirl and if she did this, her parents wouldn't have to send her checks or worried texts. She is a reasonably grown up, strong, and independent woman and she wants everyone to see—or at least think—that she can take care of herself. So she decides to give it a chance and clicks the link to register a profile as the night falls outside of her dirty window.

 

The first time was scary. It felt completely wrong; it is wrong. When she got dressed that morning, she had no idea that she would undress in front of the whole world later that night. She wore black tight jeans and a worn-out t-shirt with a couple of grease stains from something unhealthy that she stuffed her face with earlier. Her clothes fit tightly around her slim body and accentuated her wide hips. Her breasts are too small to need a bra and her light nipples keep getting hard underneath her t-shirt when the fabric brushes against her freckly skin.

She spent the morning looking for some kind of mask to cover her face—she had read that a lot of the girls cover their faces to stay anonymous. Ella thought it was extremely important not to be recognised. Rumours spread quickly in the little student town, and what if the rumours reached her friends or her family? She had been looking for the right mask for hours when she finally found a black one made out of paper. It looked like a cat. The mask covered half of her face, from the top of her head down to her nose, and it had holes cut out for her eyes and nostrils. Her lips and her pointy chin showed. It would be perfect. When she was about to pay, the man in the register smiled at her and asked if she was going to a fancy-dress party. Ella gave him a quick nod and left the store blushing with her head bent down.

When she started her computer that night and closed her blinds, she did it with her heart in her throat. Thousands of worries go through her head, but she reminds herself that she is in control. At least that’s what she wants so to believe. All she has to do is start her laptop, log in and start a live feed. She will figure out the rest as she goes along. She thinks about what she might have to do and her stomach turns. What if she couldn’t do it? In that case, at least you have tried it, she thinks quietly to herself. She takes a deep breath and clicks the button.

More and more people tune in to her live webcam show and the fact that someone is sitting on the other side, watching her, brings an unexpected tingle to life inside of her. She has placed her laptop by the foot of her bed. She is sitting on her knees on the bed and looks at the picture of herself. It’s the same old Ella, but at the same time, everything is different. Her clothes are the same and her body is the same but her long red hair, that is normally let down and messy, is now tightly put up in a ponytail. Her freckly face is hidden behind the black cat mask and her mouth is smiling nervously. Comments about how cute, nice and sexy her body is starting to pop up in the chat window together with different requests. A man asks her to get on all fours. She reads the comment and follows his wish, holding her breath. She stands there on all four on her bedspread, somewhat awkward, and the next thing she knows, a notification pops up on the screen telling her that 300 kronor has been transferred to her PayPal account from BigGuy85. The notification is followed by the message: good girl, in the chat window. When she realises that it would take her two hours of work to earn what she had just earned in a couple of seconds, she can see herself going to lunch with her friends the next day. This isn't that bad, she thinks. Just to try it, she puts one of her hands to her mouth and licks it, just like a cat that is about to clean itself. She giggles when she thinks about how silly it all is. I like your laugh, kitten, someone writes in the chat and she tenses up when she realises that they can both see her and hear her.

MmmDarkness writes: Get out of those tight jeans, darling, they look uncomfortable. Ella nods and starts to unbutton her jeans. She slowly pulls them down over her firm ass and it feels like the whole world is holding its breath. It’s an out-of-body experience. Everything is so new, so strange. Still, she finds herself feeling excited and curious. Every time she hears a ping from the laptop, more money is added to her account and she relaxes more and more. She can actually do this. So far, it's not at all what she had expected. Her confidence is normally pretty low but all the positive comments about her body make her feel great. Her nervous smile is slowly replaced by a big, genuine smile.

Ella sits there in her black cotton underwear and thinks about what to do next. What’s the next step? She’s deliberating if she should take some initiative or if she should wait for the next request. She can hardly believe it when she hears herself say: “I’ll take my t-shirt off for 500.” Seconds later, a woman and two men transfer 500 each to her PayPal account. “Oops”, Ella says out loud. Will she have to take her underwear off too? More and more people are tuning in to her show. Someone writes: Now, take off your t-shirt and touch yourself for me. Ella pulls her t-shirt over her head and lets it fall to the floor as she corrects the cat mask. She keeps her underwear on. She is not ready to take it off yet. The chilly room gives her goosebumps all over her light, freckly skin and her nipples stiffen. Her hands are ever so slightly shaking as she cups them over her small, firm breasts. She starts massaging them with gentle movements. She can feel the stiffness of her nipples in her palm and the friction does something to her. She can feel something pulsating deep down there, inside of her. She has never touched herself like this before.

As her hands leave her breasts and wander down across her stomach, the constant pings from the computer let her know that money keeps coming in. The sensation of her hands against her cool skin sends jolts of heat from in between her legs and her excitement makes her gasp. This is so wrong, she thinks as she lets her fingers explore her skin. So wrong but so nice. For a moment she forgets that hundreds of eyes are watching her. All that is left in the world is the sound of her gasping breath and the sensation of her fingers moving down towards her underwear. She has only touched herself down there in the shower, and only to get clean. This is completely different. She can feel how wet she is through the fabric of her underwear. This is another type of wetness than the one in the shower, another type of wetness than water. A wetness that she never experienced with her ex-boyfriend. She opens her eyes, sees that the chat is full of comments and bites her lip to hold back a smile. She rubs the wet cotton slowly with her index finger. Her underwear sticks to her skin. DaddyDom writes: Take those knickers off right now. Ella doesn't even hesitate this time. For the first time in her life, she is horny. She has been hiding her lust away for years and now when she has found it again, she lets go of all her inhibitions. She spreads her legs in front of hundreds of eyes and lets them all see when she touches every part of her body.
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