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         I saw her first. She seemed somewhat distracted, reserved, in a world of her own that was miles away from the rainy street where she was walking her dog. The dog was eagerly pulling her towards my dog and me. She was quite tall, middle-aged, well-dressed despite the rubber boots and raincoat. A few tufts of blonde hair had stuck to her forehead.


“Is it okay?” I asked in a typical dog-owner way as our dogs approached each other.


“Sure,” she answered, and somehow she seemed to recover, returning from the distant mental place she had been lost in.


The dogs went along well. They sniffed, played, wagged their tails. We didn’t speak much, we just stayed close to the animals, holding on to their leashes and smiling at each other. She was pretty. But there was a distant look in her eyes. I liked her immediately.


Sometime later, I saw him. He was walking purposefully on the other side of the street, as his dog calmly walked by his side. The dog seemed much more obedient to him than with her. He must be her husband, I thought. The man had a straight back, red hair, and was slightly hefty, halfway between muscular and chubby. Interesting.


I crossed the street, and the dogs greeted each other. I said that I’d met his dog before, with a woman. He nodded.

“Yes, she told me that the dogs get along well.”

“Yes, they do,” I replied.


His eyes were gray and inquisitive. His gaze was analytical and much more curious than his wife’s absent gaze.


“It’s nice to meet another dog owner in the neighbourhood,” he said. “Perhaps we can help each other out, occasionally?”

“Absolutely,” I answered, and we exchanged telephone numbers.

“We’ll call you,” he said, and it sounded like a promise.

         

A few months later, my phone rang on a Saturday afternoon.

         “We are in quite a pickle, you see,” said a nervous female voice, and at first I didn’t understand who it belonged to. Then I realised it must be the dog owner.

“Yes?”

“Could you please come over here and spend the day, the whole day if you want to. We have tons of food and everything...”

“And look after your dog?”

“Yes. It will be good fun for the dogs to be together as well. You see, we both have to work. We usually manage to take care of the dog, but now the situation is too chaotic, so we took a chance and gave you a call...”

“It’s fine. Are you in a rush?”

“Yes, quite.”

“I just have to get dressed.”"Okay," she said. As if she couldn't wait for a second longer.

They both had to work, but I didn't quite understand what they were working on. When I reached their apartment, she didn't say much while he talked hectically."The company. A crisis must work it out," he managed to say.

“No problem,” I answered.

“There was a guy who used to help us, but he moved away, unfortunately.”

He disappeared. She laughed a little distractingly and then quickly showed me around. The house was quite impersonal, pretty, sure, but it looked like something out of an exclusive magazine—all-white, minimalistic, and probably very expensive. No children. It was too well-kept for that. It felt like I had landed on set, in a fully furnished home that was the scenery of a glamorous movie.

 The couple was eager to get out, and they both looked very stressed. He asked her to hurry up, and at the same time, they told me where the dog food was, they showed me the stuffed fridge and pointed to the TV and the video and said I should just help myself to whatever I needed.

She sprayed on a last sprinkle of perfume in the hall, a light, floral and fresh scent. She was very pretty. Perhaps too beautiful for him, I thought and wondered for a fraction of a second about how they were together, how they made love to each other, how she looked naked, what she sounded like when she came.

"Just think of it as an excursion," he said harshly and stared at me as if he'd guessed what I was thinking. "An indoor excursion, since the weather is so nasty."

“But perhaps you’d rather keep the dogs at your house...?” She asked.

“No, it’s fun to be away from home,” I replied, and noticed that I felt like a proper boy scout around them.

“Good. We have films for all tastes,” he added.

“You should know that I... that we really appreciate this,” she said, nearly whispering.

 As they moved around, putting on their coats, looking for the car keys, shouting "got them," and showing me the fridge and the video recorder again, I didn't even manage to think about why I was there, looking after their dog. A grown dog just needs to go out every once in a while. I could have done it without having to stay in their house all day. The dog would certainly have survived one day without them. But perhaps the dog was like a baby to them, their little child-substitute. When they were gone, I played with the dogs for a while then let them take care of themselves. Instead, I took a closer look around the apartment.

The bedroom was all white. Sparse. A simple bed. A built-in wardrobe. See-through white curtains on the window. Nothing else. Clean and clinical. But somewhat impersonal, and not particularly pleasant, at any rate. A chest of drawers. I couldn't help but carefully open the top drawer; they wouldn't be able to tell. Her underwear. Soft, silky red panties with lace. White panties with lace. Black panties with lace. Alluring yet naughty. Smooth and sensual between my fingers.

 In the drawer below, I found his underwear, rougher fabrics, all white. I explored some more. My hand hit something. I grabbed a rubber dildo. A humongous one. Violet. Suddenly I felt ashamed. I was going through someone else's drawers. At the same time, it turned me on. I inspected the drawers with my hand, but there was nothing else of interest in there. I didn't find anything exciting in the other drawers, either, except several pairs of extremely thin black nylon stockings, that teased me and warmed up my blood, so much so that I was about to dive my face into them.

 I went back to the living room, my cheeks blushing. I sat down on the sofa. The dogs were running around, rolling on the floor, playing. I leafed through a few magazines that sat on the coffee table right next to the remote controls for the TV and video recorder. Interior design magazines. I turned on the TV. Now I could no longer hear the rain hit the roof. I surfed through the channels, but there was nothing interesting on, so early in the day. I switched to the other remote control, and apparently, I pressed the button that started up the video. There was a tape in the VCR. Their own home video. It showed some kind of party here in the apartment. I thought about finding a good movie to watch instead, but something about that private video kept me from doing so. The people at the party were walking around aimlessly, drinking, dancing together. It seemed that the camera had been mounted on a tripod and was filming the people who happened to walk in front of it. I fast-forwarded the tape. There were fewer guests now; the room was darker. People were smoking. Sitting down and getting up from the sofa. They looked strange as they moved at different speeds. Soon, the room was empty. He picked up some empty glasses. She yawned.


Now there were only two people sitting on the sofa. The hostess and the host. She and he. I switched back to the normal speed. They didn’t speak; it just looked as if they were catching their breaths after a long party. Then she kicked off her shoes. She laughed. They embraced and began to caress each other, and then to kiss. It was getting too intimate.

I looked away, at first. My instinct told me to turn it off, but I couldn't. I saw his hands massage her naked shoulders, and then his lips found her throat. He leaned forward, and she moaned and stretched her neck.


Their caresses became more and more intense, hotter. She pulled off his jacket, his tie, and began to unbutton his shirt. He weighed her breasts in his hands, kneaded them, softly, gently, carefully but quite hard. His fingers found her nipples through the thin evening gown. Their movements became more and more intense as the arousal grew, not just on the TV screen, but in my trousers as well. I swallowed. I just sat there, feeling myself get turned on.


Soon he was shirtless. His pale chest was overgrown with red hair. His arms looked strong. Her dress was pulled down off her breasts, as he gently exposed first one, then the other. Making circling motions with her palms, she brushed her hands over his shaggy chest as he stuck his head in between her arms and took a nipple into his mouth. She moaned loudly.


I sat on the sofa, feeling stiff. Stiff between my legs. My cock wanted to jump out of my trousers. I had a hard-on. I stood up and closed the door to keep the dogs outside. They didn’t notice a thing; they’d probably fallen asleep in the kitchen.

As I headed back to the sofa, about to unbutton my pants, I noticed that the home video had shifted. She wasn't there anymore. She must have gotten up and taken off her dress, which now lay all rumpled on the sofa right next to him. He sat there alone, with his legs spread wide, one hand in his trousers, looking straight into the camera. It was so creepy. As if he could see me through the TV screen as if he knew that I was sitting there with my cock up in the air.


He stared right at me. I sat down. I placed the remote right next to me in case they unexpectedly came back soon, opened the door and found me there with my cock well exposed because I’d been watching their private sex plays. But my guilty conscience couldn’t win over my desire. It was so extremely arousing to spy on them like that. I breathed in. After a while, I wondered where the woman had disappeared. The man sat down again and opened his fly, sticking his shaggy, reddish hand inside his pants. I waited a while for her, but when she didn’t show up, I began to fast forward the tape again.

Nothing happened; he just sat there and jerked off inside his pants at an unnatural speed. But then his mouth moved, and suddenly, in the foreground and at the lower edge of the screen, I saw her blonde head, as if she had been crouching under the camera facing the couch.

I paused the video, rewound a bit, and played the tape at its normal speed. He slowly played with himself, smiled a little, and then said something I didn't catch. I raised the volume, rewound, and played it again. He smiled right at the camera. And he said, "How does it feel?"


“Perfect,” a voice answered.

A man's voice. It was a man who answered. Another man. There weren't just the two of them. There was a third. Another man who was filming. Then her head appeared again in the lower corner of the screen. I froze. She must have left the sofa and kneeled in front of the man who was filming; judging from her movements, she was busy sucking rhythmically on his cock.

The man behind the camera moaned. He was breathing heavier now, and I thought I saw the camera move a bit. A deep moan began to emerge from the invisible man's throat; it reached new levels and turned into a scream before it quickly descended into strained, heavy breathing.


“Perfect,” he exhaled.

“Perfect,” said the man on the sofa.

“Perfect,” she chuckled in a guttural voice.

Her head came into sight, and she got up, completely naked; she stood in front of the camera, and all that I could see was her navel. She quickly turned around and went back towards her husband. She wiped her mouth with one hand, it was impossible not to see that gesture, and temptingly wiggled her ass as she walked away from me and towards the couch again.

Her husband put his arms on her hips. He pulled her close to him. She giggled, shook her head, and suddenly she looked very different compared to the time I'd met her on the street with her dog or to earlier that day when she had nervously shown me around and then hurried out with her husband. Now she was completely relaxed, enjoying herself, and she was very conscious of the camera, of the man standing behind it, of the fact that someone else was watching her.

I looked into her eyes. She laughed mischievously, and with frank honesty, my bulging cock swayed in the air of its own accord, just because of the arousal and lust that she caused in me. Soon she was straddling his redhead, with a knee by each ear, her arms straight up and her head back. She moaned out loud as her husband's tongue, mouth, nose, and face licked, sucked, and tasted her. She rode him. Grinded her pussy and thighs against his face, almost singing out loud, gurgling, moaning, squealing. A second later, she turned her head, looked right into the camera, pressed her pussy harder down as she laughed. Then up. Then down again. She began to ride him at a faster pace.After a while, she sank down again and just enjoyed being licked by all the rules of art. Now and then, one of his hands grabbed her breasts or snuck between her butt cheeks, a thick finger twisted deep inside her, circled round, then switched to her other whole, as she rode faster and faster.


“It’s your turn now,” she mumbled hoarsely, and looked into the camera, her eyes glazed.

Silence fell.

“It’s your turn now,” she repeated louder.

It felt as if she was talking to me as I sat there on the sofa, holding my cock. I jerked off slowly, carefully, so that I could enjoy watching them play for a long, long time.

A shadow glided across the image. Came out from the side and walked towards the sofa. A man. A somewhat younger man, wearing only a white T-shirt. His firm buttocks were quivering. His thighs were slightly dark with curly pubic hair. His whole butt crack was black with hair that crawled up on his back. It just gets better and better, I thought. Almost too good. He took off his T-shirt, and I saw his dark cock dangle as he tossed his shirt onto the floor.

She set the pace as she rode her husband’s face, now fiery red. She went up and down, a bit slowly, rotated her lower body as she did so. Her juices were dripping even on his forehead. He closed his eyes and just enjoyed it. The younger man didn’t speak, but he decisively grabbed the husband’s waistband, opened the buttons and the belt and lightly pulled the man’s ass upwards, so that his trousers could fall in a swift movement.


He cast them aside. The man’s white socks came in sight like a lavish white Bedouin tent in a desert of flesh. Her ass, his thighs, the other man’s strong torso. Soon the younger man’s hands began exploring the other man’s feet, knees, thighs, and he eagerly grabbed his large bulge, felt up his shaft, weighted his balls in his palm, and then – in a swift movement – he pulled off his socks.


The husband’s cock stood right up. White and blood-filled, crowned by a massive tip. The other man now sat on the sofa and enveloped the hard cock with his mouth. He began to suck up and down, while his hand teased and pinched his heavy balls. The other hand went down to his own cock, dark against his hairy stomach. He jerked off in time with his movements on the other guy's cock.

Soon their ecstasy became apparent. They were in perfect sync. They found a shared rhythm. She thrust her pussy down against his face, fingered herself, while her husband began to grind his thick, pale cock rhythmically into the younger man's mouth as he jerked off in long, steady drags.I must have watched the final sequence five or six times, in slow motion, at the regular speed, again, again when they came, when it went off. The moment of the orgasm. She arched her back, all her muscles clenched, her neck suddenly turned soft as her whole quivered and shook, and I could see clearly how her pussy tightened around his wet face.

Her husband somehow rolled onto his side below both of them, and it was easy to see his thick, white scrotum clenching as his cock pumped and hit the younger man's mouth how his thick cum flowed out of him. In strong and loud thrusts, the younger man shot his load over the sofa, her back, his legs.


They all froze and stayed like that for a long moment. Then the husband came towards the TV, and he reached for a button on the camera, while his half-stiff, swollen cock filled the screen. Then it was over. Completely. For me and my cock, too.


They came back quite late in the afternoon. They looked happy and excited. They asked me how it had gone, if I’d had a good time, and what had the dogs been up to. I said that everything had been fine, that the dogs had gone out a few times, but that I’d spent most of the time watching films.


“Anything good?” He asked, and I would have sworn there was something cheerful and openly flirtatious in his eyes.

“Definitely,” I answered."Good. We also like films," he replied. "We even film our own, sometimes. With that," he said, pointing towards the small digital camera that sat on top of the TV.


Just before I fell asleep that night, my eyes suddenly popped open. Sure, I'd noticed the camera on top of the TV set, of course, I had. But I hadn't given it a second thought. I definitely hadn’t realised that it was pointing right at me.

I hadn’t seen any lights, hadn’t heard any sounds that told me that the camera was on, that it was filming. At least, none that I could remember of. I couldn’t be sure. Perhaps the camera had filmed me sitting on the sofa with my cock in hand, just as it had filmed them on the same sofa. Had it really been on? Had I really moaned out loud as I came, as I stood pumping shot after shot in front of the camera?

The thought turned me on so much that I suddenly felt myself getting hard again. I lay my head on the pillow again – and laughed. I didn’t need to worry. I’d find out soon enough. I just knew it. They’d say something, they surely would. And in time, I’d find out if I could be as good behind the camera as I was in front of it.
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