
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


While I was vacuuming the floor in the pantry, I got a message from one of my best friends. As I read the message I could see that my friend was trying to soften an incoming blow. Nonetheless, try as he might, I got more and more furious and in the end it still hurt. The girl I was interested in, Charlotte, the one who led me to believe I had a chance at a date with her soon, well she had just hooked up with another dude. Very publicly, last night, at a popular bar in town. 

I quickly thanked my friend for the information, angrily pushed the phone back into my pocket and turned the vacuum cleaner back on. I was barely aware of what I was doing as my anger and frustration and despair grew in sync. That fucking bitch! Leading me along for weeks now! Fuck her! And fuck the loser who was probably fucking her perfect little ass right now! Christ! She had even let me know she was into anal! The slut! That perfect little ass was supposed to be mine! And now some other guy was stretching it around his cock! How amazing it must feel for the bastard! 

Of course, I had never actually had anal sex before. Nor, truth be told, a lot of sex. Last year, a few weeks after my 18th birthday, my friend Emily had let me fondle her breasts one night, very late at a party. But she had made it clear that it was only as a friend, as a favor for me. After that I'd had actual sex twice with my girlfriend Erin, months ago, but that relationship didn't last long. She had seemed happy with my performance, thankfully, but the rest of relationship hadn't worked out. 

As I swore out loud again, alone in the house, I pushed the head of the vacuum hard against the wall. I heard a cracking sound. Damn it! I had broken it. I swore again, knowing that I would have to pay to replace the broken part. It was bad enough that I had to do some chores in the house where I rented a room, and now this... But as I knelt down and inspected the vacuum, I saw nothing broken. Everything was fine. Nevertheless, there had been a definite cracking sound. Something had given, but what?

That's when I noticed that there was a long crack in the wall itself. But the crack was too straight to be a tear. Frowning, I tried to grab at the edge but it was too narrow for my fingernails. I pulled out my pocket knife, carefully wedged it inside and twisted. I was surprised to see a narrow panel, less than two feet wide, opening in the wall from floor to ceiling. One of its edges was right in the corner of two walls and as I kept pulling on it, I discovered that it was in fact a hidden door. What the fuck? 

Behind the door was a very narrow passage that was only four feet deep by slightly less than two feet wide. It was completely dark. I used my phone's light to explore. On the right side was the basement's concrete wall and on the left was a perfectly flat grey wall. That wall was supported by two by fours, but I couldn't recognize what it was. What the fuck? On the other side of that strange wall was the basement bathroom that my roommate and I used. And then it clicked! I realized, shocked, that this flat grey wall was actually the backside of a mirror. Specifically, it was the mirror that made up one wall of the shower. But why this lost space? I couldn't see shit through the mirror, and I couldn't figure out why—

Then I stopped, my eyebrows lifted in surprise. What we sometimes call magic mirrors were not, in fact, magical. Nor were they one-way in themselves. Their secret wasn't solely the type of reflective coating they had, but mostly the difference in light between the two rooms. Grinning, I thanked my love of police dramas where we see how to make those mirrors work in the interrogation rooms! I went out of the small hidden room and turned the lights off in the pantry. I then walked to the bathroom and turned the lights on. I smiled as I remembered just how bright and numerous those bathroom lights actually were. And without a dimmer as well! 

I went back to the hidden room and closed the small door behind me. Fucking Christ! I could see everything in the bathroom! It was dim, of course, but the mirror still let more than enough light for me to see. And I knew that as my eyes adjusted to the darkness, I would see even better. Damn! This was an amazing discovery! 

I immediately thought about my roommate, taking her shower in here daily. And now I would be able to... Fucking Christ! This would be amazing beyond belief! Sarah was 18 years old like I was and was pretty hot. Extremely hot in fact. I was also pretty sure that most guys would find her hot regardless of their preferences. For guys who were into big breasts, she had more than enough. Her breasts were fully ripened, on the edge of what was biologically possible for her slim frame. And for guys who were into asses and legs, Sarah had once again more than enough to satisfy them. Thin waist, subtly rounded hips, full buttocks and legs that went on forever. I stood at 5'11" and was very happy to be just slightly taller than my roommate, even if it was just by a single inch! During the last year she had told me that she used to be a gymnast. I secretly believed that she had stopped competing because her massive breasts were getting in the way!

Sarah was a force of nature even at her young age, an impressive young woman who commanded attention from everybody in any room she walked into. Above and beyond her legs, ass and breasts, she was also remarkably pretty, with a beautiful face, bright blue eyes and a long mane of thick blonde hair. I knew that all of her friends envied her that hair. Despite the fact that her physical appearance could have pushed her into becoming a bitch, she was also a pretty sweet girl. 

In fact, her only problem in life seemed to find a guy to have a steady relationship with. She was fully aware that she could have a different guy every night if she so wished, but that was not what she wished. Her parents were a very strong and loving couple and that's what my roommate wanted. I had seen her bring a few guys to her room since we met, but none of them ended up being serious boyfriend material. 
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