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      Petra

      
      My name is Petra, and I like to watch.
      

      
      It is because I like to watch that I bought my condominium apartment on the twenty-fifth floor of Crystal Towers North. It has a wonderful
         view. From my windows I can see almost the entire interiors of three one-bedroom suites — peer into three bedrooms, three
         living/dining rooms and three solarium/dens.
      

      
      I can also glimpse inside, to a greater or lesser extent, twelve more rooms, belonging to eight more apartments — three more
         bedrooms, three more solarium/dens and two more living/dining rooms.
      

      
      For a voyeur like me, Crystal Towers is paradise.

      
      Crystal Towers South — the high rise twin to my building, is exactly forty feet away. The apartments in the North Building,
         that face south, sold for a few thousand dollars less than those that have an uninterrupted view north. I’d have paid a premium to have my view, into other apartments, instead of one of the scenic ones. Looking north, from the North building, the view is of mountains.
         From the South building, looking south, you overlook the Ocean.
      

      
      I didn’t want either. What I craved was what I got — a clear view into other people’s lives — particularly their love-lives.

      
      Make that ‘sex-lives’. I didn’t care whether they loved each other or not.

      
      My windows — all of the windows in both buildings — were designed to take the fullest advantage of the views. They are floor-to-ceiling,
         and they are wall-to-wall, and they are each made up of two sheets of clear non-reflective plate glass, set at ninety degrees,
         enclosing a triangular section of Italian-tiled floor.
      

      
      Standing in one of those triangles, looking out through the invisible glass, it almost feels as if you are on the outside
         of the building, in the open air, with nothing between you and the drop — twenty-four floors, in my case.
      

      
      No one who has any fear of heights buys into Crystal Towers.

      
      When I’d paid and tipped the movers, and they’d left, the first things I unpacked were my new cameras. I’d bought three of
         them, one for each window. I was very self-disciplined. I simply set the Nikon SLRs up on their tripods, one in the triangle
         in my living/dining room, one in my bedroom, and one in my solarium/den, loaded them with 400-speed Kodak, and adjusted the
         focus of their 500mm telescopic lenses, in case any ‘photo-op’ arose.
      

      
      I was satisfied. The magnification was sufficient that I could read the signature on a painting that hung on the far wall
         of the living/dining that was directly opposite my bedroom. With that sort of resolution I’d be able to distinguish individual pubic hairs, once there were pubic hairs to focus on. There would be. I was sure of that. People who live two hundred
         and fifty feet above the ground grow careless about drawing blinds.
      

      
      I turned to my other chores. It took the rest of the day to unpack and set up the remainder of my things, although I live
         a Spartan life, and have very little furniture. I live alone, you see, and had no intention of ever inviting guests. Most
         of the furniture that I own is props, for my work.
      

      
      What took time was my computers, my equipment, my dark-room-in-a-closet, my mirrors, and my wardrobe. They had all been packed
         very carefully. By the time I was done I had a dozen large cartons, several of them still half-full with the Styrofoam beads
         and forms that had protected all my precious things.
      

      
      I called the concierge before piling all my discards in the hallway outside my door. The service is very good, and I’d already
         spread a few hundred in tips, to make it even better.
      

      
      It’s worth paying, to preserve my privacy. I never furnish the way other people furnish. If I’d let the building’s staff into
         my home, there might have been gossip, about that ‘weird woman in 2510’.
      

      
      I protect my own privacy, as only one who makes her living by stealing the privacy of others will.

      
      It is stealing — what I do. I wouldn’t count it as theft if I was a voyeur simply for the thrills, but it is also how I make my
         livelihood. Isn’t it nice? I earn my living from doing what I love to do best — being a ‘Peeping Tom’, or, in my case, a ‘Peeping
         Thomassina’.
      

      
      And it’s a good living. In some circles, ‘Petra, no last name’, is famous. I’m considered something of an artist, by those
         who know my work. It’s all a sham, of course. I don’t consider what I do to be ‘art’, but simply a ‘craft’. Nevertheless, my works sell for tens of thousands, or sometimes more. I get less for
         the ‘photographs’, and more for the ‘paintings’. Neither are genuine ‘art’.
      

      
      What I do is very simple. I take photographs of people. For my work, I mainly take photographs of people in ‘compromising situations’. I don’t hire models. I use real people, in real situations,
         secretly. I steal their images.
      

      
      And I use myself.

      
      I’m ‘self-created’. What I am — what I look like — is all artificial. My body is nice, but not spectacular. I have reasonable
         breasts, I suppose, but my hips are much too slim. Perhaps my legs are my best feature, being overlong for my proportions.
         An old friend used to call them ‘wrap-around’ legs.
      

      
      My face is pretty, in an ‘elfin’ sort of way, but definitely not beautiful. About all it has going for it is the size of my
         eyes — and their almond shape — but certainly not their colour.
      

      
      My eyes are… I suppose ‘pale and nondescript’ would be the best description. That’s me all over — the original me. I’m not
         an albino, but I am colourless. My hair, which I keep cropped as short as an otter’s pelt, is fair — not ‘blonde’. ‘Blonde’ has colour, and life.
      

      
      My skin is white — almost to the point of translucency. Kind people have called it ‘alabaster’, or ‘egg-shell’. My lips, and
         even my nipples are the palest pink. What little body hair I once had has been removed, permanently.
      

      
      None of that matters, not now. In fact, my lack of colour is an advantage. I own sixteen pairs of contact lenses, tinted in
         shades from light blue to jet black, and even two pairs in metallic finishes, gold and silver, plus a pair in glittering demonic
         red.
      

      
      My eyes are whatever colour I choose them to be, natural or unnatural. My preference is for the ‘unnatural’, in eye colour
         as in most things. ‘Natural’ is where we started, right? Since then we’ve been making improvements.
      

      
      I have a wardrobe of wigs. Some are real hair, and some are ‘wild’, in greens and blues and tinsel tones. I can make my eyes
         and hair match — which is something you don’t see that often.
      

      
      My cosmetic case can give me a pink glow, a deep tan, or even that beautiful golden olive that you only see on a few very
         young Greek girls from the villages high in the Pindus Mountains.
      

      
      My cosmetics give me definition. I am a canvas. I paint myself on myself, fresh and different, at least once a day.
      

      
      That too, that, ‘self-delineation’, is both my pleasure, and part of my profession.

      
      And my computers bring it all together.

      
      I photograph people, both male and female, while they are performing acts of love, or even when they are not, provided they
         are either scantily clad, or nude. My computer feeds on these photographs. With a little help from me, my computers strip
         off garments, and… improve? Alter? Adjust?
      

      
      A delicate bra fades away, leaving breasts that are invisibly supported. Blemishes disappear. A few pounds of excess weight
         melts. Breasts are lifted. Ugly hair dissolves. Penises enlarge. Poses are rearranged. Bodies are juxtaposed.
      

      
      One expanded pixel at a time, composites appear. An hour at my screen melds that kneeling girl with that standing man — and
         although they have never met — she is performing fellatio on him.
      

      
      Perhaps ‘she’ is me. I am my own best model. I have made love, electronically, with hundreds of people who have never met me or even seen me, and never will.
      

      
      Those who see my work never recognise a subject as ‘me’. That’s vital. Nor would my unwitting models recognise themselves.
         My people, the ones I create from the raw materials of too-human flawed bodies, are all idealised, incredibly beautiful, each
         one perfect, in its own way.
      

      
      That is my craft. I require no ‘inspiration’. Real sex is my ‘divine impulse’. I am simply the distiller. I skim off the dross.
         In life, a couple making love may be, to my mind, contaminated by non-erotic influences. She may be planning a menu; he might
         be at the office, mentally. That inattention shows. My computers boil it off, leaving just the quintessential lust.
      

      
      Just as my computers have the power to make her thighs more slender, and his more muscular, so do they bring focus. In my work, the couples, the trios, the foursomes, are all intent on one thing only. Pure Sex.
      

      
      I am the purifier.

      
      You won’t see my work in public galleries. I am collected, by special people, wealthy people, with rarefied tastes. My coffee-table
         book, Gods and Goddesses, was distributed privately, by a company that has offices in Hamburg and Hong Kong. I could have retired on what I was paid
         for those thirty-six computer-enhanced photographs.
      

      
      My favourite composition was ‘Circe at Night’. It took a lot of work. I, of course, was the basis of Circe herself, and that
         part was easy. It was the animals that were arduous to create. Circe was shown kneeling, and performing cunnilingus on a creature
         that was half panther, half woman. She was, at the same time, being sodomised by a Minotaur, and being suckled on by an asp
         and a racoon. In the background, pigs and wolves, tigers and antelopes, all coupled in a variety of imaginative ways, while
         the near foreground hinted that the lion had, indeed, laid down with the lamb.
      

      
      It took two hundred and forty hours to complete, not counting research and the gathering of materials. A full forty of those
         hours were spent just in getting the shadows right.
      

      
      Other pictures in the book portrayed the obvious myths, Leda and her Swan, Europa and her Bull, Venus and Apollo, but some
         were more creative — Pan and Aphrodite; Orpheus, Euridice and Pluto, lit by hellfire, in triple embrace; and Arachne, spider-goddess,
         spinning a bondage-web around a rampant Hercules.
      

      
      If people still believed in those old Gods, I’d likely be hunted down for heresy.

      
      I’m working on another book of photographs, right now. It will be based on those tales from the Arabian Nights that don’t
         make it into children’s books.
      

      
      I prefer to work on paintings, though. Perhaps I shouldn’t dignify what I do with the word ‘painting’? I use my computers
         again, you see. With modern technology it is simplicity itself to transfer the composite photographs that I produce, onto
         canvas. They only appear as shadows, of course — the colours don’t come out true. That’s when I take up my palette, and do
         my ‘paint-by-numbers’ thing.
      

      
      It takes me perhaps a month of long days to transform an erotic photograph into a ‘work of erotic art’, which I can then sell
         for a hundred times what I would have been paid for the original computer-photograph.
      

      
      I should concentrate my efforts on that, if I was greedy, but the problem is time. My library of raw-material illicit photos grows faster than I can use it up. You see, when my camera captures an erotic image,
         I find myself consumed with a lust, a lust to redefine, purify, turn lead into gold. I have to work quickly, or those lenses
         will freeze yet another pair, or more, of human forms, that demand I turn them into immortal images of undiluted sensual ecstasy, abandoning the previous project.
      

      
      I can’t keep up. My supply of images is ample. The demand for my work seems to be insatiable. It is my production that causes
         a bottleneck. I shall die, one day, with ten thousand potential creations yet unborn. That is the tragedy of my life. I suppose
         it is the tragedy of any creative life.
      

      
      By the time I had done unpacking and arranging, it was dark, and I was dirty.

      
      I showered, quickly and efficiently, without lingering, covered my body with a brief cotton wrap, and poured myself a sipping
         drink — a champagne flute, half Cointreau, half orange juice that has been chilled until crystals of ice formed. My eyes skipped
         over my many mirrors. I am not fond of looking at myself in my natural state. Petra is not beautiful until she has been created
         anew.
      

      
      My cameras beckoned. There was a light on in the room directly opposite my window. It was a living/dining room, which is better
         for me than a bedroom. So many people turn off the lights, and crawl under covers, when they make love in bedrooms. People
         who make love in living rooms leave the lights on, and are generally more imaginative in their sexual activities.
      

      
      I pulled up a stool, perched, and put the viewfinder to my eye. A moment of fine-adjusting the focus brought me the image
         of a man, alone. He was tall, rangy, with greying hair that was tied at his nape in a pony-tail. His face had a sardonic cast
         — almost like a pirate.
      

      
      He was naked.

      
      He had the shoulders of a gladiator, sloped, and heavy. His waist was trim for a man who had to be in his late forties, and
         his bottom, turned towards me, was lean, hard, and looked as if it had been cleft by the upward stroke of an axe.
      

      
      He was doing something with a television set — no — the VCR sitting above the set. He turned towards me as he walked back
         to his seat — a black leather recliner, sculpted and modern. There was a matching sofa against the other wall, oversized in
         every dimension. The rest of the furniture looked to be antique. Like the man, the apartment was a combination of old elegance
         and modern functional.
      

      
      The plates of his pectorals were solid slabs, punctuated by small crisp nipples; his ribcage was full, and strong; he had
         a flat belly, and beneath it, his sex was as curved as a scimitar, so arced that its head wagged against his belly an inch
         above his navel.
      

      
      I squeezed the camera’s button, capturing him.

      
      He sank into his chair. The arms obscured my view of his private parts, but then he pressed back, and rose on the seat.

      
      I squeezed once more.

      
      The man’s long artistic fingers pointed a remote. The screen flickered with light. My angle was wrong. I couldn’t see what
         it was that he was watching, but it had to be erotic. The mere anticipation of viewing it had engorged him to full quivering
         erection.
      

      
      A man, naked, alone, with a full erection, watching a video? It was easy for me to guess what sort of tape it was. My surmise
         was confirmed when the man took himself in hand, and began to stroke, slowly, lovingly.
      

      
      I squeezed, and squeezed.

      
      He had a beautiful penis. When I used these stolen images, I would leave it as it was, unretouched. Sometimes nature is kind.

      
      He moved. It almost startled me. I had been expecting him to stay the way he was, slowly pumping, watching the screen’s images, until his lust overcame him, and he gathered speed in
         the sprint towards his climax. I was ready for that. My film is fast. With luck, I might have captured his milky fountain
         as it squirted. Somehow I was sure that it would be a real spurting, not some dribble, and I was equally sure that it would
         be a proud jetting, not smothered in a convulsive folding of his body and cut off by a gripping fist. No — this was a man
         who would gush, arrogant and proud.
      

      
      But he moved. I held my breath… and exhaled slowly. He wasn’t deserting me, leaving my camera unfulfilled. No — he simply
         hitched his legs, one over each leather arm, spreading his thighs wide. He braced, and straightened his limbs, lifting himself
         higher, making his body into a bridge of taut lust.
      

      
      If only I’d had another camera, there with him, pointing up from the floor in front of his chair! What a magnificent image
         I could have captured then!
      

      
      His hand was moving faster. If wasn’t that frantic pace that signals that the end is close, just a gradual quickening of the
         rhythm, as if the erotic content of what he was watching had intensified, and he was reacting to its urge.
      

      
      I squeezed, with one hand, and smoothed my beaded glass under my wrap, across my left breast, icy on its nipple. Perhaps.?
         Perhaps I should join that stranger, in spirit? I let my thighs part, and laid my glass aside.
      

      
      I do masturbate, but rarely when I am just ‘me’. My preference is to prepare myself, lovingly, creating out of my banal body and
         insipid face some special form, transforming myself into an erotic image, fully worthy of giving, and receiving, love. Then
         I adore my own creation, in mirrors.
      

      
      My fingers found the warmth between my thighs. No one could see me. My room was dark. There was no one there to see how unworthy I was, so why didn’t I..?
      

      
      I wanted to, but I couldn’t.

      
      Was it possible for me to dash to my cosmetics and prepare myself, swiftly, and get back to my position in time to join him,
         when his time of joy came?
      

      
      Ambivalent, I hesitated for a long moment, and then made up my mind. It took just a few minutes to give myself the minimum
         — burgundy lips and nipples, two quick smears of Bordeaux eye-shadow — but when I returned to my stool, I was too late. That
         room, that lust-filled room opposite, was in darkness.
      

      
      I washed my wasted beauty away, and went to my solitary bed, unfulfilled.

   
      
      II
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      Millie

      
      My husband, Hugh, is a true romantic. He never forgets birthdays, or anniversaries. Between the fixed celebrations, he creates
         more. Scarce a month passes that he doesn’t find some excuse for a ‘special occasion’.
      

      
      He is my husband, my friend, and my lover. Especially ‘my lover’.

      
      Hugh believes that love — physical love — should be an endless adventure. So do I. We both do our best to surprise each other,
         as often as possible, with some new variation of the way that we show each other how we feel.
      

      
      The excitement never dies, so our love will last forever.

      
      Hugh surprised me that evening.

      
      I was late back from my bridge game, and feeling good. We girls only play for a penny a point — just for fun — but I’d managed
         to finish the game fifty-some dollars up. That was a first, for me. Usually I’m ten or twenty dollars down. It’s my lack of concentration.
      

      
      How the other girls can spend an entire evening, sitting still, and not let their minds wander to thoughts of sex, I don’t
         know. Every time one of the others had complained about ‘going down’ in her contract, I’d had to suppress a fit of giggles.
      

      
      Somehow, that night, I’d managed to win consistently, and I’d still enjoyed a fantasy or two. Penny, our hostess, is quite
         attractive, even if she is ten pounds overweight. Between bids, I’d done things to her plump little body, in my mind, that would have shocked the modest
         cotton panties that I was sure she wore, off her, had she known. And still I’d won.
      

      
      I drove home hoping that Hugh was still up, and awake. I planned to relate to him exactly what I’d been thinking about, and
         to have him pleasure me, very slowly, with his mouth, as I told him my fantasy tale about binding Penny’s breasts with thin
         twine, and the things I’d thought of doing to her nipples. We both of us, Hugh and I, have rich fantasy lives, and always
         share them, for our mutual pleasure.
      

      
      I opened the door to our apartment, on the twenty-fifth floor of Crystal Towers, South Tower, hung my coat in the closet,
         and slipped out of my demure go-to-bridge blue and white polka dot dress. That left me in bra and panties — much skimpier that Penny would dare wear, and my garter-belt, hose, and heels. I’d have liked to have changed into something more
         exotic, but I was in too much of a hurry to get my thighs wrapped around Hugh’s face. I needed the magic of his tongue, and
         when I need, it can get to be quite urgent.
      

      
      I fluffed up my marmalade hair, stepped into the living room, and froze. Hugh was up, very much so. The darling man was stark naked, spread wide-legged on his recliner, watching TV, and playing with himself.
         I was touched. My sweetheart had arranged the ‘tableau vivant’ especially for me, I knew. Not only that, the video he was watching was one he’d made about two years before — of me — when he’d snuck into the
         bathroom and caught me masturbating in the shower.
      

      
      He’s such a romantic! Hugh had arranged to have me catch him masturbating, watching me, as I’d been when he’d taped me, masturbating. You can’t affirm your mutual sexuality much better than that, can you!
      

      
      What could I do but complete the chain?

      
      Silently, as if he didn’t know I was there, I hooked my thumbs into my panties, and eased them over my hips and down my thighs.
         Watching his lovely strong fingers manipulate his own sweet strong flesh, I, as Hugh puts it, “fondled my petals until my
         orchid bloomed and my stamen was stiff.” Once I was open, and wet, I folded three fingers together and slid them in — up —
         deep — deeper — deepest.
      

      
      My fingers’ rhythm soon matched that of Hugh’s hands pumping. As his penis stroked through his hand, my fingers slid up, inside me. His upstroke was my downstroke. Fifteen feet apart, we were making synchronised love to each other, through our
         hands, our lust, and our love.
      

      
      Hugh knows that video well. He knows precisely when I reach my first climax, on it. I could tell by the speed of his hand that he planned to join the video-me, in simultaneous
         orgasm. From where I stood I could see both Hugh, and the screen. I was doubly stimulated. Watching myself, and remembering
         that night, turned me on tremendously.
      

      
      Watching Hugh being aroused by that same electronic souvenir d’amour, intensified my pleasure. He had started before me, but I had come home with lust fizzing in my veins, so my level of arousal
         was able to catch up with his quite quickly. I paced myself, and…
      

      
      …and we loving three came together, Hugh, video-me, and real me, in a triple gush of joy.
      

      
      “Shall we continue in the bedroom?” Hugh asked as he wiped himself.

      
      And we did.

   
      
      III
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      Petra

      
      I woke ready to throw myself into my work. Sexual frustration does that for me. Sex is my power-source, after all.
      

      
      I bathed, and dressed. I made my face up in flawless translucent pink. My lips became cupid’s bows. I put on a shortish black
         wig, a page-boy, that curled immaculately to the nape of my neck. The pale blue suit that I buttoned was circa 1955, a vintage
         Dior. It had a full skirt, over a dozen frilly white underskirts, and a fitted waist-length jacket, with tight sleeves and
         a high Peter-Pan collar. My hose were beige, ‘fully fashioned’, with seams, and my shoes were black patent, with small neat
         heels. Finally, I pulled on lacy white wrist-length gloves and topped myself with a perky pill-box hat that had a brief white
         veil.
      

      
      I was a picture-perfect 1950’s glossy-magazine version of a housewife, a more glamorous June Cleaver, perhaps, or a young Jackie Kennedy.
      

      
      The pose was an easy one. I just had to lean forwards from my hips, one arm extended, stiff as a Barbie doll, my fingers curled
         loosely around nothing, and press down on the remote trigger on the floor with my shiny toe.
      

      
      When I’d fed the shot to my computer, and touched up my face slightly, I’d add a stallion, with a pizzle that I’d exaggerate.
         My empty fingers would curl around the beast’s scarlet-tipped penis, as if masturbating him. It would make one of my commissioned
         pictures for Depravité du Monde, a Danish monthly that is published in four fractured languages.
      

      
      I should have got on with my next project, but I was edgy. I could still see that beautiful man, with his so-masculine body
         arched high above that chair in a rigour of lust. I could still see the curved prong of his sex. Its arc was branded on my
         cortex. I decided to take a day off my scheduled work, and simply concentrate on exploring my neighbours. That too, was part of my work, wasn’t it?
      

      
      This time I was determined not to be caught unawares. I really needed an orgasm. I would dress properly for the occasion. If my peeking proved unfruitful, I could always play ‘charades’.
      

      
      That’s what I do, when my body demands release, and I have no one to spy on as I satisfy it. For ‘charades’, I dress up, take
         a few pictures of myself, and always end up in front of a mirror, spying on whoever it is I’ve painted on myself, as she masturbates, the slut. I’ve tried masturbating with no visual component, but it never works.
      

      
      Why on earth do people have sex in the dark?

      
      I stripped off my 1950’s perfection, washed her face down my vanity sink, and walked into my closet.

      
      The man I was hoping to spy on was an ‘older man’, and obviously highly sexed. That made my choice of ‘me’ very easy. I laid out my costume ready, and went back into the main bathroom,
         where I’d had then add extra mirrors and Hollywood lighting. There was plenty of room for the extras. The bathrooms are oversized,
         with Jacuzzi tubs big enough for two, and separate glass showers, quarter circular, in a corner.
      

      
      My make-up was to be ‘natural’, to look as if I had no makeup on at all, just a pretty face, with a trace of pink to its lips,
         and a few freckles. The wig was honey-blonde, with braids that reached down to my waist. I applied just enough nipple-rouge
         to define my nipples, no more.
      

      
      I debated whether or not to wear any underthings, and decided yes, I would. It’d be more in character. I pulled on a pair
         of dark blue cotton panties, with elastic at the waist and legs, and a pleated tartan kilt, very short. My shirt was white
         cotton, and thin, but the pockets over my breasts made it just thick enough not let my pale-pink nipples show through unless
         someone looked very closely. I added white knee-socks, flat ‘Mary-Jane’ shoes, and a blue-and-gold stripped tie, knotted more
         than tied.
      

      
      When I was done I was back in the fifties once again, as a cute schoolgirl, maybe fourteen or fifteen — the kind that boys’
         mothers approved of, and boys’ fathers looked at from the corners of their eyes, and directed into deep-seated armchairs,
         the better to view the careless sprawl of slender young thighs. I’d become the sort of babysitter divorces are made of.
      

      
      ‘Depraved innocence’ is one of my favourite things.

      
      Skipping, and humming ‘Why do Fools Fall in Love’, I went to my stool and camera, and settled down.

      
      There was no sign of life in the apartment directly opposite — ‘his’ apartment.

      
      I trained my telescopic lens into every apartment it could reach, and drew blanks on all. I even tried two floors up, where all I could glimpse was the ceilings, before I remembered
         that it was the floor with the common rooms — with a pool table and card tables, etcetera.
      

      
      Still, it was early. I frisked to my kitchen, made myself a plate of peanut-butter and blackberry jelly sandwiches, and poured
         a tall glass of cold milk.
      

      
      By five, my plate just held crumbs, and I was still searching in vain. I’d just about decided to go to a mirror and seduce
         my juvenile self, when my eye caught a movement in a bedroom one floor down, and to my right. It was likely nothing, but I
         rushed into my solarium, where the viewing into that room would be better.
      

      
      I was in luck.

      
      Their bedroom was crowded with furniture. It looked as if they’d inherited from two sets of Victorian parents, and had crammed
         their place with oversized ornate mahogany. There was barely two feet between the foot of a carved bed and the front of a
         serpentine dressing table, with three mirrors.
      

      
      I appreciate people who decorate with mirrors. My telescopic lenses can’t see around corners, but if there are mirrors…

      
      Those ancient wooden-framed looking glasses showed me parts of a young blonde woman leaving her bathroom. What I saw was a
         towel being rubbed on a face, and a naked torso, to just below a trim waist. The towel’s rubbing vibrated a pair of full breasts
         before it was draped casually around a swan-like neck.
      

      
      She sat herself on the foot of the bed. I could see her three times over, then. From my side I got a profile view of her bosom,
         tip-tilted, and with a delightful heft. Her navel folded as she leaned forward.
      

      
      I could see what she was wearing below her waist — white hose, with matching panties and garter belt. In her largest mirror
         I saw both staring-nippled breasts as she raised her arms to pin her hair back. The furthest mirror framed her other profile,
         the side of her other breast.
      

      
      She bent closer to the mirror. Her breasts swayed. She pursed her lips, and picked up a pot of cream.

      
      The naughty teen on my stool, spying on the older lady, pulled up her skirt and slid a cool hand between the elastic at the
         waist of her panties and her warm belly.
      

      
      A movement caught my eye. I panned my lens. A young man entered the bedroom, dressed in just a shirt and tie, barelegged.
         It looked as if the couple were getting ready to go out for the evening.
      

      
      The man looked at the woman, in the mirror. His eyes changed, clouding, the way men’s eyes do. He looked at his watch. Apparently
         they had time to spare, because he crossed the room, slid on his bottom across the bed, and straddled the woman’s rear, from
         behind, bracketing her hips with his thighs. He folded his arms around her waist and nuzzled her naked back. I zoomed in,
         to watch the play of his tongue on the ridge of her spine, and then I pulled back out again, for the ‘big picture’.
      

      
      She ignored him. Her make-up was more important than he was.

      
      His hands cupped her breasts. She smiled into the mirror, and reached for foundation. He jiggled her. She did that ‘purr’
         thing with her shoulders, leaning back on him for a moment, and continued with her face.
      

      
      I — the schoolgirl on the stool — was moistening.

      
      The man’s fingers found the woman’s nipples. What he was doing to them must have distracted her, because she tried to brush his hands away. He said something, and she replied. He argued. So did she. His fingers kept working, plucking, twisting.
      

      
      Perhaps the persuasion of his fingers proved more potent than that of his words, or it could be that she just decided to humour
         him. She leaned up and forward, lifting her rear high, but still working on her face. He pushed her panties down to her thighs
         and shimmied closer to the foot of the bed, beneath her naked hips. With his palms steering her bottom, she sunk back down.
         His face went slack. He lay back, flat on the bed, with her sitting on him, obviously impaled to the hilt.
      

      
      With her elbows on the dressing table, applying mascara with deft little upwards strokes, she held perfectly still from her
         waist up, but her hips rotated, and ground, very slowly.
      

      
      I zoomed back, for a fuller picture, tracked, and then zoomed in, close on his face. It was screwed up in an agony of ecstasy.
         I panned, to her hips, where they swivelled in small controlled circles. And still she worked on her face.
      

      
      There was a bruise low on her left buttock, as if she’d bumped a desk. A blue vein emphasised the pure whiteness of her inner
         thigh, the one furthest from me. Muscles flexed under her skin.
      

      
      His hands cupped and rubbed at her bottom, squeezing and stroking alternately, lifting her and lowering her on his palms.

      
      She finished her face. Leaning forward once more, she took her weight on her arms. Her rear went into a shaking judder, fast
         and furious, and then… either he said something, or she knew him very well, for she pulled up, and off him, leaving his flesh
         straining up and his hips jittery with lust. She turned, took his penis in her hand, and pumped, hard, twice.
      

      
      He rolled to his side as the second pump pulled him into completion. I squeezed twice on my camera’s trigger as white cream frothed from him, seemingly straight at my lens, but really just onto the rumpled bedcovers.
      

      
      Some people, like me I guess, are sponges when it comes to blame. My first thoughts, on seeing that man reach his orgasm,
         were of guilt. I’d been watching him, mainly with the intention of discharging my own pent-up sexual tension. He’d come, and
         I hadn’t, and ergo — it was all my fault. I had an irrational feeling I’d somehow let him down. He’d strived for, and reached,
         his orgasm, but he’d had to do it alone. The woman had been the instrument, but hadn’t really been a full participant. I found
         that sad. Self-love is one thing, but if two people are involved, they should both be involved.

      
      I hadn’t failed him, of course. If he’d been able to delay his reaction to the blonde’s gyrating hips for just a minute longer,
         I’d have reached my own release, and been able to get back to my work. It was his fault for being so fast, if anyone’s.
      

      
      I licked my fingers clean, and shimmied out of those ugly panties. I was too horny to play ‘innocent’ any more. If I was to
         be a teenybopper, I wanted to be one who was more ‘depraved’, and less ‘innocent’.
      

      
      I tore the tie from my neck and hooked a hand to rip the buttons of my shirt open, leaving it agape, showing one breast. By
         the time I got to the mirror in my studio — that had been the ‘den’ — I looked as if I had just been thoroughly ravished,
         and had enjoyed every moment.
      

      
      Standing spread-legged and bent-kneed before the glass, I pulled my skirt up at the front to tuck its hem into its waistband,
         thrust my naked bald pubes forward, and rammed three fingers deep… but it didn’t work.
      

      
      My lust couldn’t focus on that depraved schoolgirl. It was aimed elsewhere — at an older man with a pony tail.

      
      When I got back to the camera in my living room there was a light on in the room opposite. The man — my man — was having his supper, at a small table at the other end of the room. He wasn’t naked this time. He was wearing a plum
         velvet jacket that, combined with his full grey locks and pony tail, made him even more of a swashbuckler from a past century
         than he’d seemed before.
      

      
      He wasn’t alone. Sitting opposite him was a woman with a tumbling mass of auburn-and-tawny, silver-streaked blonde-tipped
         hair. She was in forest green. Even when I zoomed in close I couldn’t be sure whether her dress was a dull-finish fine-ribbed
         jersey, or perhaps a textured Ultrasuede. Whatever, it clung. It was backless, sleeveless, and left her shoulders bare, but
         fit her high at the throat. The fabric was thin enough that the prominence of her nipples cast shadows on it.
      

      
      She stood and went to the buffet to pour wine, so I had the opportunity to see her from head to foot. She too, like the man,
         seemed out of some past era.
      

      
      The shape of femininity today is more streamlined. This woman wasn’t svelte. She was voluptuous. Her waist had to be less
         than twenty-four inches, but her hips were a fanfare of vibrant curves. Her legs were long, and tapered. I couldn’t see them
         directly, because the dress reached the floor, but it concealed nothing of her thighs’ shape. It lay on them like a thin coat
         of green snow.
      

      
      She suited him. They were a matched pair. He was magnificently masculine, and she was gloriously feminine. Their mating would
         be like that of a satyr with a wood nymph. I took three quick shots of them, even though they were fully clothed and doing
         nothing sexual at all.
      

      
      That’s wrong. They lived. They breathed. With them, those were sensual acts.

      
      I chewed the end of my wig’s blonde braid, and lifted my skirt again, ready to accompany them into pleasure. This time there
         would be no delay. The moment one of them touched the other, I would start fondling myself.
      

      
      Their meal continued. Although I couldn’t hear a word, I knew that they were flirting. His lifted eyebrow brought a smile
         to her lips. Her shrug, sinuous despite the weight of her breasts, made his nostrils flare. There was repartee, there had
         to be, and innuendo, and suggestions, insinuations, hints conveyed by looks and grins. They were sitting there, those two,
         eating supper, and stroking each other verbally. Their meal was foreplay.
      

      
      The heat in his eyes was matched by the flame in hers.

      
      I checked my camera, and reloaded swiftly, even though there were a dozen frames left unshot. The erotic tension had to break. When it did, I didn’t want to miss capturing a single moment.
      

      
      He said something that made her laugh. She reached both hands to the back of her neck, and unhooked. The front of her dress
         fell to her waist. Her breasts were magnificent — full and proud, with halos the colour of milky coffee and espresso nipples
         the size of demi-tasses.
      

      
      He sipped wine. Their conversation continued.

      
      He wasn’t indifferent to her wanton display — I could see that in his eyes. He was just… controlled? Savouring the teasing
         that her body was inflicting on him?
      

      
      I wriggled on my stool. This was going to get very interesting, I was sure.
      

      
      They’d been eating lobster. There were dishes of melted butter over short candles. Keeping her eyes on his, without changing
         her expression, she dipped two fingers into clear warm liquid, and drew circles around one nipple, on its halo at first, but then spiralling in towards its peak.
      

      
      The nipple gleamed. I zoomed in just in time to catch a close-up of one drop of butter-dew, trembling as it hung from dark
         engorged flesh.
      

      
      She moved. I had to zoom back quickly to get the picture again.

      
      The man stood, and took his jacket off. Still chatting, he rounded the table, took a dish of butter, and used his finger — just one — to make her second nipple match the first.
      

      
      She took his hands in hers, tucked in his fingers so that just the index one on each hand was still unfolded, guided them
         to the butter, and then back to her nipples. Once his fingertips were rotating on her glistening points, she turned towards
         him, twisting on her chair.
      

      
      I remembered to part my thighs and moisten the balls of two fingers and my thumb in my own seepings.

      
      I could see by the movements of the woman’s arms that she was opening the fly of his dark pants, but I couldn’t — dammit — see more. I did see her reach for the second container of butter, but when she turned to him again, to use it, her lovely naked back blocked my view.
      

      
      “Turn around!” I demanded, my slippery fingers gripping the shaft of my clit, ready to start, but they couldn’t hear me. My
         imagination had to suffice.
      

      
      I was tempted to make a dash to my kitchen, to fetch butter for me, but I’d learned my lesson.
      

      
      Her back curved. She was bent low enough that her mouth had to be… his face changed then, as men’s faces will.

      
      Visualising the view that I was being denied, I spread my own thighs even further apart, found my core with the trembling
         fingers of my other hand, and then… then he took her shoulders and pulled her from her chair. The two of them sank to the floor — behind the damned table.

      
      My fingers ceased their stroking. I waited, and waited.

      
      I must have been half-dozing when they stood up and brought me to my senses. He was naked, and all she had left on was a pair
         of glossy black hose, a lacy black garter belt, and stiletto sandals.
      

      
      I fumbled for the trigger of my camera as they turned away from me to the doorway, his hand light on her nape, her soft hip
         rubbing his hard thigh. My greasy thumb slipped on the camera’s button, and they were gone.
      

      
      I hadn’t even got a picture to show for my patience, let alone an orgasm. My bed was very lonely that night.

   
      
      IV

      [image: image]

      Millie

      
      My right leg was numb when I woke. I eased the weight of Hugh’s hard thigh off it, and rubbed it back to tingling life. The
         bedclothes had disappeared to the floor, except for the sheet that tangled our feet. My garter-belt and my other stocking
         had to be somewhere in that heap, because I found that I was wearing just one.
      

      
      I smoothed that single stocking up my thigh again from where it had rumpled down to my knee and stretched my legs out straight,
         parallel and pointy-toed. The visual effect is rather nice — when one leg is sheathed in black nylon and the other is pure-white
         naked. It doesn’t feel bad, either, when you rub them together. I could understand why Hugh liked me to wear hose to bed and
         rub the insides of my thighs up and down the outsides of his.
      

      
      He was still sprawled on his belly, asleep, even though it had been me who had been pretzeled the night before.

      
      I tiptoed to the vanity and quickly repaired my face. I don’t usually do that. Hugh is quite used to seeing my naked face
         in the morning, and claims that all the enhancement it ever needs is the lustful look that I seem to wear whenever I’m near
         him.
      

      
      If he hadn’t been going out for the day, I’d have left my face bare, at least until after I’d showered, perhaps till noon.
         As he was going out, I was determined that he’d leave our apartment wanting me — a lot.
      

      
      It’s a game we play, when we are going to be apart for a while. Each of us does their best to stir the other, so that when
         we see each other again, we are both already desperate to tan gle limbs.
      

      
      I phone him at his office, as well, from time to time, to add a few coals to his fire.

      
      A double layer of lipstick and a touch of eyeshadow had to do. If I took too long he might wake up on his own. I wanted to
         wake him my way. Rouse him? Same thing.
      

      
      He was still laying on his face when I got back to him. His penis was trapped under his belly, out of my reach. Still, there
         are other ways.
      

      
      I untangled the bedclothes from around his feet. A gentle touch on his ankles moved his legs wide apart without waking him.
         My Hugh is a total slut, even asleep.
      

      
      I laid down between his thighs. My hands stroked his buttocks, too softly for him to feel my touch, but I could feel the tiny hairs, tickling the tips of my fingers. Although he was completely relaxed, I could feel the muscles
         twitch a response under his skin as my caresses grew stronger. One hand on each cheek, I parted him gently, easing him wide
         enough that his sphincter was exposed to me, and then wider, opening the tiny pucker. I moistened my tongue, extended it into
         a stiff lance of hot wet flesh, rimmed his knot once, and stabbed.
      

      
      “Um?” He stirred.

      
      My tongue squirmed, a slippery little fish, swimming up a tight stream, as deep into him as it could wriggle.

      
      “Morning.”

      
      I didn’t answer him. I couldn’t very well, could I?

      
      “Yes,” he said, softly. “Oh yes, my slut-love.”

      
      My hands were kneading now. Squeezing.

      
      There was pressure on my cheeks as he pushed back at me — back and up. I let him lift his hips from the bed without withdrawing
         my tongue. Once he was on all fours I released his right cheek and groped around him. His flesh was fevered already, and hard
         as silk-sheathed marble.
      

      
      Hugh hasn’t been circumcised. I prefer him with his full foreskin. I’ve been told that the nakedness of circumcision leads
         to a desensitising of a man’s glans. Some women like that, claiming it makes a man last longer. I feel differently. I want
         my Hugh just as sensitive as possible. Anyway, when I make love to a man, he comes when I want him to, not a second sooner, not a moment later.
      

      
      I know that I’d find it uncomfortable to have the head of my clitoris exposed all the time, and I certainly wouldn’t want it to lose any feeling.
      

      
      On the other hand, Toby, who I’d lived with for a little over a year, had been circumcised, and I’d liked his penis — a lot.
         Perhaps it’s just my temperament, to like what I’ve got.
      

      
      My hand explored Hugh as I licked. I tickled that special spot just behind his scrotum, played with the springiness of his
         curly hairs, and stroked slowly, with just the pads of my fingers, along the underside of his shaft.
      

      
      My mouth started to make gobbling sounds. Hugh loves it when I make a noise when my mouth is working on him. I let myself slobber a little. Drops of my saliva ran down his crease.
      

      
      He made to turn around. I stopped him by circling his shaft and gripping.

      
      I paused long enough to hiss, “Stay still!” nipped him once, quickly, and slid my tongue back into his rectum.

      
      “But…”

      
      I pumped, slowly, one stroke the full length of his shaft, right to its head. Hugh’s foreskin had retracted. His glans was
         bare and wet. I smoothed my palm over it, and returned to his shaft. That shut him up. He was frozen, not wishing to miss
         one second of the sensations I was bestowing on his flesh.
      

      
      My shoulders felt the backs of his thighs harden. I pumped some more, once lingering, twice fast, and then once slow again.
         Hugh can’t climax when I do it in that broken rhythm. He gets harder, and closer, but it isn’t until I relent and ‘gallop
         him home’ that he’s allowed his orgasm.
      

      
      That wasn’t my intention. I had one eye on the bedside clock. It was three minutes to eight. My hand tightened, but still
         held him back. Two minutes, one… I accelerated, just a touch. I raked the nails of my free hand down the back of his thigh
         at the precise moment that the alarm went off.
      

      
      I took my mouth and tongue from his bum, my hand from his heat, and said, “You’ve a board meeting in ninety minutes. That
         means you’ve exactly half an hour to have breakfast and get ready.”
      

      
      “Sod breakfast!” he said. “Open your mouth you teasing bitch, and I’ll give you breakfast.”
      

      
      I was off the bed before he could roll over and grab me. “I’ll make toast. You jump in the shower.”

      
      “Shower with me?”

      
      “No — and no fair playing with yourself, either. What I start, I finish. Them’s Millie’s rules.”
      

      
      “You’ll finish — when?”
      

      
      “We’ll see. Hold the thought.”

      
      “All damned day?”

      
      “All damned day. I want you to be thinking about me when that cute secretary of yours wiggles past you in her slit-sided miniskirt.”
      

      
      “Perhaps I’ll bring her home with me tonight.”

      
      “Promises, promises. Go shave and shower.”

      
      I stayed just as naked as I was, except for slipping into mules, and brushed my teeth as he showered. Dripping wet, and still
         fully erect, he climbed out, wrapped his arms around me from behind, bent me forward over the sink, and slid into me with
         one long strong stroke.
      

      
      I squirmed in his arms. “You’ll be late!”

      
      “No I won’t.” He withdrew, leaving me with an empty feeling. “I just wanted tit-for-tat. Now you can spend the day horny, just like me. What have you got planned for today, anyway?”
      

      
      I turned to face him, knelt squidged down between him and the vanity, and told his erection, “I’ll be fine. If anyone comes to the door, I’ll seduce them. If no one comes, I’ll simply be forced to masturbate.”
      

      
      Hugh towelled his hair, just as if my breath wasn’t hot on the head of his sex. “Who are you expecting to drop by?”

      
      “You never know. Maybe a Jehovah’s Witness, or perhaps a nice pair of clean-cut Mormons.” I took his shaft in my hand, opened
         my lips into a big ‘O’, and wobbled his plum in circles inside the loose wet ring of my lips, making gurgling noises deep
         in my throat at the same time.
      

      
      He called me his ‘bitch-whore’, which is his favourite term of endearment for me when he’s desperate with lust.

      
      My mouth mumbled down his shaft an inch at a time, to its base. There I worked my lips, deliberately marking him with a thickly smeared ring of lipstick. He’d be aware of that crimson
         circle, all day. It would serve as a constant reminder of what was waiting for him when he got home. I call it ‘marking my
         place’.
      

      
      I withdrew, stood up, and gave him a chaste peck on the cheek. “Go eat — it’s on the kitchen counter. I’ll lay your things
         out.”
      

      
      “You’ll suffer for this, tonight,” he threatened me as he left the bathroom.

      
      I whispered to his still-damp, broad-shouldered tapered back, “That’s exactly what I was hoping for.”

      
      Once he was out the apartment door I cleaned away the supper things and showered. My breasts were feeling delightfully heavy,
         my nipples were pebbles, the lips of my sex were fizzing, my clit throbbed loneliness, and I could still feel the empty place
         inside me where Hugh had distended me with that one crafty thrust.
      

      
      As horny as that, it took every effort for me to restrict my shower-play to the loofah’s brisk caresses. I managed though,
         somehow. There was a plan in my head, for lunchtime, that would work much better if I was really needy.
      

      
      I had three hours to wait.

      
      The CD played Eartha Kitt’s ‘Sugar Daddy’, and the Arabian Song’, the two sexiest things she’s recorded, over and over. I
         put on a tiny black vinyl thong — just a triangular scrap on strings — and strapped my feet into a pair of five and a half
         inch-heeled pumps.
      

      
      Eartha’s voice, alone, can make me feel sexy. That thong can do the same. Hugh bought it for me at the sex-shop. It has a
         thick raised seam inside, with rubber bobbles on it, that fit between my lips so that when I walk…
      

      
      The shoes — when I’m tottering around on tip-toe, insteps bent taut, bum clenched tight and thighs straining to maintain my
         balance — those can do it as well. The triple combination had my sex dripping wet in no time.
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