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Don’t wait. The time will never be just right.


—NAPOLEON HILL




FOREWORD


Sex is inextricably woven into our everyday lives: from the subtle flirtations that enhance our personal relationships to overt depictions in the media. But despite the ubiquity of the naughty messages clogging the airwaves and hogging our bandwidth, the prevalent current of lust seems to carry a charge of sameness. Such one-dimensional thinking can be unnerving to lovers who long for something different. These people understand more than most that the erotic is a multilayered experience that can’t be defined by generalizations. The lucky ones already know what sparks their interest, but novice kinksters could use a helping hand. If you’re one of them—or if you’ve ever experienced a desire for a more varied and fulfilling sex life, but don’t know where to start—Never Say Never is the book for you.


With more than twenty years of experience writing saucy tales and creating erotic anthologies, Alison Tyler is intimately familiar with the many facets of kink and uses her knowledge to craft a self-help guide that entertains as much as it informs. In Never Say Never, Tyler breaks down the elements of some of the most popular ways to play, using sexy snippets to highlight the key points in fetish and BDSM games. By coupling these fictional bits of foreplay with practical advice and erotica from some of the top writers in the field, Never Say Never will take you on an eye-opening tour that will no doubt spark your own fantasies.


In my work as the editor of Penthouse Variations, I’ve read countless confessions from the magazine’s readers. Whether they’re describing their dreams or recounting their latest sensual exploits, the one thing these people have in common is their fearless pursuit of pleasure. Finding the true object of your lust is the first step toward realizing that mindset, and the sizzling stories in this collection will help you discover exactly what sets your pulse racing. By framing your kinky explorations within positive, fulfilling relationships, like those in the stories in Never Say Never, you’ll be on the right path to create the sex life of your wildest dreams.


Barbara Pizio


Executive Editor


Penthouse Variations




INTRODUCTION


A LITTLE KINK IN MY COFFEE


You have a choice. You can live the vanilla way characters do on the TV screen. They’re clean, oh so clean. They all use the right detergent, the proper deodorant, the number-one mouthwash, hairspray, douche. There’s never a stain, never a torn garment, never a mote of dust. You can spend your whole life fitting into this image, this shiny, waxed vision of who society wants you to be.


Or you can have a little fucking fun.


As you may have guessed, I’m of the latter frame of mind. I don’t care if I’m wearing shredded Levi’s. I don’t worry if the slogan on my T-shirt would make the checker at the local grocery store turn fifty shades of pink. I’m a rebel in my own quiet way—but I do have a cause. I am all about kinky sex.


If good girls never ask for bondage, if good boys never want to be pegged, if proper people only get off with the lights out and the sheets tucked, then why bother? When you give yourself permission to turn your back on what you’re supposed to want, who you’re supposed to love, how you’re supposed to act, then you open the door to a whole world of X-rated possibilities.


That’s what Never Say Never is about: the endless array of possibilities that await when you place a handcuff key on your key ring, when you dig in the closet for four silk ties, when you cue up the camcorder to make a “home movie” you won’t be playing for the Mahjong Club. In this guide/erotic collection, I’ve gathered sixteen stories to set the mood, to spark ideas, to spank your inhibitions—and I’ve added tawdry tidbits from my own explicit experiences, as well as more than fifty filthy clips from more than forty well-known writers in the erotica industry.


On this journey, think of me as your dirty tour guide—traveling along with you on the road to debauchery and delight. Or perhaps your fetish-clad waitress, in a short skirt, torn fishnets, and kick-ass combat boots, ready to take your order. What are you in the mood for tonight, doll? A spanking? Turn to Sommer Marsden’s hot-ass tale, “Beneath the Surface.” Got a desire for oral that you simply can’t quench? Check out Charlotte Stein’s “Allowed” (for fellatio) or Georgia E. Jones’s “Savory” (for cunnilingus). Feeling like seeing how the other half lives? Page to Sophia Valenti’s “Tangled Up in Blue.”


Some of the themes in the stories kiss each other. With tongue. For instance, you’ll find a little spanking in Kristina Lloyd’s blindfold tale, “Blind Lust,” and there’s a bit of sensory deprivation in Angell Brooks’s exhibitionism piece “Bring Me the Dark.” But isn’t that the way real-life sex is? You don’t slip beneath your silk sheets and only do one thing. “Oh, look. It’s Friday. Missionary or bust, baby.” No, you move from fellatio to a little doggie-style, then sixty-nining before the anal. Good sex is fluid, lapping and overlapping. Kinky sex simply has more crashing waves.


The stories in this guide-cum-collection may work as foreplay for you. Turning you and your lover on. Setting the stage. Or you might really decide to DIY. Doing it yourself has never been quite so naughty. Just remember: There is no correct method for reading this book. Let your libido light your way.


But first, sit at my station and flip the pages with me. I take my coffee with quite a bit of kink. How about you?


XXX,


Alison Tyler




CHAPTER ONE


WATCH THIS WAY—


VOYEURISM


The audience should feel like voyeurs. Their response is absolutely crucial.


—ALAN RICKMAN


I like to watch.


Oh yes, I do. I live to peek, to spy, to peer. Confession time: I am obsessed with the concept of apartment buildings—simply because I love to think that there is a different story unfolding in every room. And in my world—all the stories are X-rated. My voyeurism fantasies run deeper than solely watching. My number one fetish, as I’ve said for years, is to know what other people are doing. (In their bedrooms, in their cars, beyond closed doors, behind closed eyes.) And isn’t that simply the bonus round of voyeurism? Maybe I’m not seeing the scenarios with my own eyes—but I’m seeing the visions with my imagination. Trust me—that can be even more intense.


As can be expected by a writer in my genre, fetishes I own become part of many of my creations. My characters are always watching, like in this sliver from a story I wrote called “No Good Deed”:


She turned her head to watch him over her shoulder, dark bangs fluttering in front of her eyes, so that she saw him through the wisps of her hair.


Or being watched, as in this description from my dark, erotic “Boilermaker”:


He felt someone watching him and turned to catch the glance of one of the pallbearers—pale-blue watered-down eyes—recognized the man from warm evenings spent sitting on his father’s porch after work.


Or talking about watching someone else, like in a story I wrote for Sommer Marsden’s Coupling 2 called “Reunion”:


He told me later that watching Rhonda eat me out had taught him more about going down on a woman than any dirty video he’d ever seen.


In my threeway, spanking, voyeurism story “Want,” there’s a trade:


“You can stand in the bathroom. Sit on the counter. Press your face to the slit. Whatever you want. You’ll be able to eavesdrop on Lia’s discipline.”


I was instantly wet. I couldn’t tell if Vincent knew, but I felt the dampness in my panties. I crossed my legs, and Vincent smiled.


“Of course, there’ll be a payment involved.”


“What do you mean?” Did he expect me to give him money?


“Tomorrow night, she’ll get to hear you.”


“Get to hear me what?”


“Get to hear you cry.”


I’ve always had a wet spot for peering into other people’s worlds. Maybe this is why I get off on being an editor. I am allowed to run my gaze up and down the bodies of work of my fellow writers. Is there a name for that sort of Peeping Tom, or have I created my own personal paraphilia?


Being a consummate voyeur has helped me identify the top writers in the industry. There are certain authors who know how to spill a scene in a way that makes you feel just a little bit dirty for watching—and when they’re writing about watching, expect explosions.


In her current work-in-progress “Bird in the Hand,” Helena Black peels open the curtains so you can see:


He leans back in the chair, legs stretched out in front of him, eyes closed, head thrown back. He is beautiful in his nakedness, one hand cupping his balls while the other moves up and down his cock in long, slow strokes. I love watching him and he knows it, knows how badly I want to see him make himself come.


He lifts his hips, pumping hard against his fist, and his breath is coming faster, increasing in rhythm with his thrusts. I can tell he’s getting close now and his body starts to tense. He curls his toes against the floor and when the first moan escapes his lips I think I am the one about to come.


Elise Hepner describes the arousal of watching in “At the Time”:


She can’t keep thinking about fate. Not when things happen with an intended frequency every day that leaves her wet and aching, helpless, as if on cue.


“Thursday at six,” she mumbled.


This was the time. She stumbled onto her groaning, rusty deathtrap of a fire escape. Risk was well worth the temptation. She curled her toes, as they conformed against the cool metal grate. Despite the chill, her heat flared. A twirl of her robe between her fingers. Slick silk coursing through her palm. She shifted, enjoying her bare ass beneath the lightweight fabric.


Her thoughts emptied, lips slick with the weight of her tongue.


She lived for one peek.


Anticipation tickled across her flesh in goose bumps that wouldn’t rub away as she smoothed her hands up her arms. Her arousal sweetly scented the air. Wet and ready. Prepared for pleasure.


She looked down at her watch.


“Showtime.”


Andrea Dale takes the level even higher by adding a camera in “Now You See Her”:


Shane was taking picture after picture, glancing up from the camera every so often to just watch the action across the street. Emilie was spanking Katy, and while Katy’s hips jerked forward every time Emilie’s palm landed, they rolled in pleasure in between the blows. I doubted Katy was even aware she was doing it, and I wished we had a video camera as well.


Now Katy had her hand between her thighs, and I gave up trying to keep the binoculars perfectly steady because I had to do the same thing with my hand.


I jumped when Shane caressed my ass.


“I don’t know where to look,” he confessed.


I kissed him, tasting myself on him. “Watch our show,” I said. “You can see me later.”


But when Emilie stalked back into view, a harness around her hips sporting a fiendish dildo, Shane gave up trying to take pictures. He slid down my thong; I kicked it away. As Emilie slid into Katy, Shane slid into me.


I dropped the binoculars. I could still see that Katy’s breasts were mashed against the window, that her mouth was open.


We had the lights off, of course, but I didn’t care if anybody could see us. All I cared about was the feeling of Shane’s thick cock inside me, his hands hard on my hips as he thrust faster and faster.


And Tenille Brown’s “Assumption of Privacy” takes you right to the front row:


Joe would dock both their pay if he could make it back to his office, but right now his Johnson was so stiff with envy and delight watching Mack slip his hands down the front of Mildred’s jeans that he couldn’t move. So, he stood there instead and watched his employees do what they weren’t supposed to do, where they weren’t supposed to do it.


From that bump just behind her zipper, Joe could tell that Mack was fingering that hot cunt of Mildred’s. She had probably begged for it, too, just a little, just enough to get her through the rest of the day so that when they got home they could really get it on.


Joe ducked in the wing so they wouldn’t catch him catching them.


Oh, baby, I know all about Joe. Being a voyeur comes with that little crackle of shame—the shiny sensation of arousal at watching other people’s lust. I suppose it’s a study in cooperation—look, we’re all in this together.


How you incorporate voyeurism into your world is entirely up to you. Begin with a peek at your partner. Invest in a clear shower curtain and spy while your lover lathers up. Make a watching date, when you can spy into your own bedroom window while your mate masturbates. Ratchet up the challenge as you become more confident. Stage scenarios—talk about your dirty deeds to a friend while your partner listens in at a nearby booth. The possibilities are endless once you begin to scope the scene.


Of course, don’t be surprised if you win a few unexpected voyeurs yourself.


Fair warning: if you see a silver-streaked brunette leaning in a little too close at the diner, trying to hear every dirty word you share, that’s probably me.









TANTALIZING TIPS


      •    Make a date with your partner to play the voyeur. Plan to catch your mate in the shower (spying through the door or the curtain). Or—if you live in an amenable location—peek through an actual window. (I recommend doing this from the backyard, to avoid being reported as a real Peeping Tom!)


      •    Film a sexy video of yourself to show to your partner. Screen the movie together, or use the movie as foreplay to set the mood. (Store the film in a safe place to avoid spying yourself on the Internet.)


      •    Visit a sex club and watch. Soak up every sight, sound, and sigh.













 


 


FICTION: VOYEURISM


WHEREVER I WANDER


JANINE ASHBLESS


Hal!”


My shocked cry brought my husband out of our tiny en suite into our cabin, a towel wrapped about his hips. “What?” he asked.


“Phone home.” I didn’t look up from our laptop screen. “Phone home now!”


“What’s wrong?”


“Stacia—she’s…”


He bounced onto the foot of the bed with me, to see what I was seeing. I was aware with some corner of my mind that he’d just emerged from the shower, and that he was still damp and scented with tea-tree body wash. But most of my attention was on the WiFi feed running on my laptop screen.


“Oh…” he said.


Stacia was on the sofa—my sofa, strewn with the cushions I’d chosen—with a young man. They were kissing, passionately, and she had her blouse off to reveal a lacy bra and pillowy breasts. His hands were all over her, stroking and caressing, and although the live feed was silent, I had no difficulty hearing her mimed sighs and squeaks of pleasure in my head.


“I went online to check that everything was all right back home,” I explained, aware that what I was doing might look a little like spying. “Look what she’s doing! Ring her now!”


“Me?”


I cast him a hard glance. His own gaze was glued to the screen. “I can never work out your phone,” I complained, but it was an excuse and I knew it.


“And say what?” he asked.


“To stop what she’s doing!” Which was, at that moment, pulling the boy’s T-shirt off over his head.


“On what grounds? That we may have failed to mention the security cameras we installed to keep an eye on the house?”


“I said No Parties While We’re Away!”


“That’s not a party, hon. That’s one guy.”


Stacia rubbed her breasts against the boy’s bare chest and bit his lip, drawing it out.


“They look like they’re partying to me!”


“Well…” My husband shrugged. “We’re paying her to be a house sitter—not a nun.”


Once more I glanced sharply at him, wrinkling my nose. “They’re doing it in our living room!”


“So you want to bill her for dry-cleaning the cushions, then?”


That wasn’t actually a million miles from the truth, which embarrassed the hell out of me. Goddamn, it’s not easy being house-proud. I changed tack. “You think she’d get away with that at home?”


“I don’t see why not. She’s not a kid anymore.”


“Rhona wouldn’t let her bring boys home.”


“Which,” he said reasonably, “is why she’s so happy to look after our place for the summer. Come on, Adele. Stop being so uptight; you’re not her mother.”


On-screen, the two young things tangled tongues and squeezed flesh. My eyes were drawn back to the dance of hands. Stacia had a lush body and the boy’s fingers slid over her curves like they were trying to map her.


I thought I’d taught her to treat our property with respect. I’d thought she could be trusted.


“I don’t even know who he is!” I tried, my protests still screechy but diminishing in force. I could tell I wasn’t winning here. Hal had always been fatalistic about these things, even when our own kids were growing up. And he liked Stacia. She’s polite and sunny and reliable. Well, she had been until now. Right at this moment she was wriggling all over her friend, and he was tugging at the belt of her jeans.


“I guess he’s that cute boyfriend from university she was talking about. The geologist.”


I focused on the young man’s face, trying to recall if she’d told us his name. He was certainly cute, with rather pouty lips and floppy blond hair that—I told myself cynically—wouldn’t survive past his first real job interview. “It’s my house!” I complained. “They shouldn’t be doing that in someone else’s house!”


“What…like we shouldn’t have done it in the Alhambra Palace?” he asked. “Or in that hotel roof-garden? Or in the Jacuzzi last night?”


I was already pink with indignation, but his reminders made me flush deeper. We’d certainly reignited the old spark between us, on this sea cruise. We’d discovered we were still capable not just of full-on passion, but of breaking the social rules. We’d had furtive quickie sex in darkened corners, groped each other under the cover of tablecloths and even made love in public—though up to our shoulders in the waters of the Mediterranean. Set free from familiar surroundings and faces, it had turned out that boring old Adele and Hal were just a little bit naughty.


People will lose all inhibitions if they think they’re not being watched.


“That’s different…” I said, with no conviction at all. The reminder of our own transgressions had thrown me off-kilter.


“You know, darling,” Hal started, but broke off abruptly as something happened on-screen. Stacia slid off her guy’s lap and the open fly of his pants was revealed to the camera. Jutting from it like the Leaning Tower of Pisa was his flushed, fully erect cock.


That changed everything.


“Oh my god,” squeaked I. Not in shock—more in awe. It was one of the most impressive erections I’d ever seen, on or off a screen. On that slim body it actually looked out of proportion.


“That’s…” said Hal.


But before either of us could react coherently, Stacia dropped facedown in the boy’s lap and took his swollen cockhead between her lips. We both stared, our eyes wide, as she sucked that monster into her mouth. For a long moment there was absolute silence in our cabin, and I don’t think either of us dared to breathe. We’d crossed a line here.


Suddenly the room seemed too hot, my few clothes too tight. My skin felt as if it were melting.


“We shouldn’t be watching this!” I said at last, but ruined it by bursting into nervous giggles. I looked to Hal for support, and his gray eyes met mine. “Oh god, what do we do?”


“Have you got the mouse there?” he asked softly.


I handed the wireless device over, relieved to surrender responsibility. But Hal surprised me. He clicked. On-screen, the camera zoomed in—right on that stranger’s crotch, and the pillar of his cock, and the hollow of Stacia’s cheeks and the bounce of her dark curls as she bobbed up and down on that beautiful, beautiful length. We’d invested in a fairly expensive security system, with a decent zoom and good definition. I could see his skin glisten with the wetness of her mouth.


“Hal…”


“Just checking,” he said, in his softest, darkest, I’m-going-to-fuck-you voice. Even as I tried to catch up with his meaning, his next words made the world spin around me: “I was right—she’s not as good as you.” I jumped slightly, and he added with audible relish, “You’d be able to take something that size all the way. Right down your throat.”


Now that’s flattery.


He backed it up by laying his hand on my thigh. I’d been in the middle of getting dressed for dinner and was only wearing panties and a silk slip. His hand felt warm on my bare skin. There was something so deliberate about that hand, that touch. It took our inadvertent transgression, and it made it intentional. And oh, the response of my body was undeniable. I felt a hot plume of excitement surge through me and I licked my lips, unable to avoid picturing exactly what he’d described: that huge cock nudging to the back of my mouth, and my throat opening to take it.


“It’s just practice,” I said. “She’ll get better at it.”


“Yeah, I guess so. She’s quite enthusiastic, don’t you think?”


“Uh-huh.” She certainly was—licking and slurping away there like it was the first ice-cream cone of summer. Then she hefted his scrotum out from his open pants and soon she was playing with his balls too, tickling and rolling them. I couldn’t see her boyfriend’s face, but if he wasn’t in heaven by now he must be dead from the waist down. I have to say that, judging from the girth and solidity of his cock, he seemed to be appreciating everything.


Hal’s hand slid up my inner thigh and pressed against my mons, making me catch my breath.


Then suddenly Stacia’s head disappeared out of camera shot, and we were left with the young man’s sprawled torso, his open legs and his erect dick, which he grabbed hastily and squeezed in compensation for those lost lips. It really was magnificent. It made his hand look small and almost girlish. I sucked my lower lip.


Quickly Hal adjusted the zoom again, pulling out for a wider shot. We saw Stacia push her jeans and panties down to bare a round and ample bottom, then wriggle out of the garment.


“Hal,” I said, uncertainly. “We really shouldn’t be watching this.”


“Probably not,” he said, his voice a little hoarse.


“I mean, it’s…sort of dirty, isn’t it?”


In answer, he took my hand and laid it on the towel draping his lap. Beneath the thick cotton pile, his own member reared a proud head against the weight of my palm. “Dirty?” he asked, wrapping my fingers around that bulge, as Stacia stood up on the sofa. Her ass was as round as a full moon.


“Wrong,” I whispered, rubbing my hand over the heave of his erection. I can’t resist that impetuous hardness. My own response is Pavlovian. Trying to cover up for the secret seep of moisture into my silks, I added, “Really, really wrong.”


Shifting around to face me, Hal pushed his fingers between my thighs and, through the thin material of my lingerie, discovered my secret. “Yes,” he growled, pressing the damp cloth into me, then stroking his thumb over the jut of my clit; “Completely inexcusable.” His breath was hot on my ear. “You’re a very, very naughty girl.”


On-screen, Stacia pushed her guy’s head back to rest on the sofa-back and straddled him, hooking one knee up on the upholstery over his shoulder.


“Me?” I protested plaintively.


He pressed his face to my hair, his lips soft against the whorls of my ear. “What are they doing?” he murmured. “What are you watching now?”


“She’s…um… She’s sitting on his face. Oh… She’s getting him to lick her.”


Still stroking me, Hal turned his head a little so that he could cast one eye on the screen and share my view. At the top of the screen: her bare ass, full and round and smooth. At the bottom of the screen: his cock pointing up like a rocket at her full moon, his hand sliding slowly up and down its thick shaft, priming for liftoff. We both watched as Stacia undulated her hips, settling herself deeper over the young man’s mouth, her bumcheeks quivering.


“She seems to know what she’s doing,” I whispered, pushing aside the flap of towel and taking my husband’s erect cock in my own eager grasp. He was as hard today as he had been on our honeymoon, years ago.


“Oh…yes.” I’m not sure if Hal was approving Stacia’s actions or mine.


“And he seems to be pretty good at…that.” I was basing my judgment on the way her bumcheeks were quivering and undulating as his mouth worked at her. We could just make out the bob of his Adam’s apple in the shadow under her open thighs. “That’s good in a young guy, don’t you think?”


“He’s…doing okay, I’d say.” Hal’s voice was gruff. “I mean, he’s certainly giving it some effort. Licking that pussy.” He pressed his fingers into my yielding flesh as if it were my pussy he was referring to. In fact I could almost imagine that it was the young man’s tongue I could feel down there. We were enjoying their bodies visually, across hundreds of miles of ocean—so why not feel their pleasure remotely too? I squeezed and stroked Hal’s cock in time with the hand working the on-screen member, imagining it was the hot velvet length of that unknown young man that I had hold of.


“She has a beautiful ass.” My soft, polite words did justice neither to the voluptuous bottom we were ogling, nor the hot and filthy thrills coursing through my most intimate flesh. I felt as if I were melting onto Hal’s hand.


“Uh-huh,” was all he managed to say, but I didn’t doubt his sincerity.


“And that’s a lovely big cock.” I didn’t know why I felt the need to keep talking, except that it gave me a sense of distance. As long as I kept analyzing what happened on-screen, it felt like I wasn’t helpless. “Do you think this is their first time?”


“No.”


“I don’t either. She’s so confident. A cock like that…first time round…Well, I’d be nervous.”


“Oh?”


“That I couldn’t take it.”


Hal had his fingers inside my panties now, gliding through my silky moisture. “You’re so wet right now, you could take anything,” he growled. “You could take that cock, easily.”


The thought made me pant. I watched the boy’s hand on one shaft and felt the other shaft in my hand, I welcomed the press of fingers into my yielding hole, and in my head they were all one cock. “Do you think—” I started, then broke off with an “Oh! Don’t stop!”


Stacia, abruptly, had unhitched herself from her boyfriend’s face and plumped down on his thighs again, hiding his fine equipment from view. All we could see was her back and their arms. They were both reaching off-screen.


“What are they doing?” I asked, bereft.


“Condom,” my husband answered.


“Oh.” I was mollified. “Good girl.”


“Get up, Adele.” Hal lifted the laptop from me.


“Huh?”


“Over there. The armchair.” He guided me across our cabin to the compact, upholstered chair. Arranging me behind it, he put the open laptop computer on the seat cushion then bent me over the back. I braced my hands as Hal pulled down my panties. Looking down, we could both see the screen.


Stacia and friend had changed position. She was still astride his lap, but now she was facing outward, toward the camera. She wore her bra, though nothing else. Her body still hid most of his, but we could see the dark stripe of her semi-shaven mound, spread wide to engulf the pillar of his cock. As she sank upon it Hal thrust his fingers into my pussy, and I was so wet that my juices ran into his hand as he worked them inside me.


“Oh!” I cried.


Inch by inch Stacia impaled herself upon him. I just was beginning to suspect that her boyfriend was a lazy so-and-so—he hadn’t moved from his semi-recumbent slump since I’d first seen him—when he redeemed himself by releasing the bra-catch at Stacia’s back and letting her breasts tumble free. He threw the garment aside and grabbed himself big handfuls, pulling her back against him so that her soft torso was stretched taut.


“Oh…yes!” said Hal, withdrawing his fingers and, replacing them with his cock, entering me with a single thrust. All the way. His cock stretched me, filling my body with that familiar, delicious ache. And as Stacia bounced up and down on her boyfriend’s lap—her boobs slapping up and down in his cupped hands, her eyes closed in ecstatic concentration—Hal fucked me hard, just the way I like it. Both of us wide-eyed, but just as focused as Stacia. Watching the couple on the screen as they unwittingly gave us our own private sex show.


It felt like we were fucking them: that giant cock, those beautiful bodies. All that youth and passion. Through those illicit glimpses, we owned them.


When Stacia reached down to play with her clit, I followed suit. When she started to cum, heaving and shuddering, I came too. And that set Hal off, so that he emptied himself into me with a groan of relief.


Sweating and gasping, I would have collapsed over the chair-back, except that Hal caught me up and held me tight. “Are you okay, hon?” he whispered.


“Yes. Yes. Oh god…that was…”


Hal interrupted, still trying to catch his breath. “You’re such a hot little minx, Adele. That was incredible.”


On-screen, the two lovers had stopped moving and lay in a daze. I twisted round to take my own lover’s cheek in my hand. I didn’t know whether to giggle or cry.


“Oh Hal. Are we bad?”


“Bad? No.” His face was flushed, his hair darkened by sweat. He kissed me. “I’d say that that was really, really good.”


I stroked his face, exasperated. “You know what I mean.”


He grinned. “I know we’re going to be late for the dinner sitting unless we hurry.”


And we’d been invited to the Captain’s Table that night. “Oh hell,” I protested. “I need a shower now.” My filmy lingerie was stuck to my damp skin.


“Yes…I need to rinse off again. Come in the shower with me.” The twinkle in his eye suggested there was a possibility we were going to miss the meal altogether. I kissed the tip of his nose.


“You go ahead.”


As Hal disappeared back into the bathroom, I grabbed the mouse off the bed and turned to close down the camera feed. Stacia’s boyfriend had slipped off his rubber, and was tying a knot in it. It was hard to resent them anymore, but I winced as I saw his hand hover, about to drop it on the coffee table. Then Stacia intercepted; catching a tissue from an open box, she wrapped the used condom securely and stood up to take it away.


My heart leapt with pride.


“Good girl,” I said, relieved.




CHAPTER TWO


X IS FOR EXPOSURE —


EXHIBITIONISM


Part of me is a sexual exhibitionist.


—KYLIE MINOGUE


Like salt and pepper, cream and sugar, and Harold and Maude, exhibitionism goes hand and hand with voyeurism. I expose myself constantly—in my work, I mean. (Hell, my collection of short stories is actually called Exposed.) I give myself away, tear off my clothes, pull aside my lingerie with every stroke of my fingers on my keyboard. Exhibitionism is the mirror image of voyeurism, and even if you think you might be hesitant to be the one on display, give the concept a second thought. You—adored—it doesn’t get much better than that.


In my story “Pierced”—it’s the excitement from even the teeth of the zipper parting, the knowing what’s going to happen:


He turned her sideways, unzipped the skirt, let the fabric fall. Now she was half-naked, and that felt wrong. He understood, pulled the T-shirt up over her head. This was better. Totally naked, with her silver-ringed tits on display, her belly button decorated, her body so pale and pretty.


At the other end of the fetish is stripping where people might see. In “Wrapping it Up in Public,” which I wrote nearly two decades ago, the narrator describes her girlfriend’s desires:


She needs to be taken in this manner, roughly, in public, exposed. It’s the only way she can really get off. She is the truest exhibitionist I’ve ever met.


What does it take to bring exhibitionism into the bedroom? And isn’t that an oxymoron? How do you expose yourself when you’re all by yourself? Sharon Wachsler has the answer with “The Trick in the Mirror”:


On standing, I caught my reflection in the full-length mirror. The autumn air had wind-swept my hair and put roses in my cheeks. This morning Dana had whispered, “You make my blood run hot,” and I’d scoffed. But now…


I let my hand fall to my full breast, caressing myself. Nobody knows what I’m doing in here, I thought. My clit tingled.


Pulling off my sweater and bra, my breasts hanging heavy, I remembered that party trick that used to drive the college boys wild. What had they seen? What would Dana see?


Staring into the glass, I lifted my breast, tonguing my areola, teasing my nipple until it puckered and glistened. I sucked myself deep, thrilling at the combined sensation of watching and feeling my mouth tug at my nipple. Dana is right outside. She could walk in any moment. I flashed hot all over, imagining her on our couch watching me, groaning, reaching between her legs.


I smelled my wetness. I could smear my own juices on my nipple and suck it off—taste myself—while Dana watched. If Dana was here. I buttoned up and hurried outside. With a quick good-bye, I pulled Dana home, murmuring, “Did I ever show you what I learned in college?”


Start with tiny steps, simply reveling in the way you feel when you undress for yourself before moving on to the watchful eyes of your lover.
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