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​Seems everyone here has a ‘thing’. I guess mine is I like to run. I do it in the morning at 5am, so I have an hour to myself before I have to come back and get ready for work. Sometimes when my alarm wakes me I want to switch it off and go back to sleep, like most people, I guess, but when I force myself to get up and I get outside and I start to move myself my heart beats faster and my blood starts pumping and I feel so refreshed it’s almost addictive, like a fix I have to have first thing before I can function!

It also helps me to focus my mind for the day. I’m a pediatric nurse on a surgical ward and often the scenes I have to witness and the decisions I have to make tax me so much I feel drained. It helps to be alert before my shift starts at 7am, so I’m ready for anything the day throws at me.

This particular morning I set the coffee to brew and pulled on my sneakers. It was the middle of summer, so I didn’t need a jacket. I had on Lycra shorts and a tight top that doubled as a support bra. Not that I really need it. I have pretty small breasts. But I like to feel as though everything is firmly compact and tight when I run. 

I tend to switch my routes around and on this particular morning I chose to run down to the beach. It took me out a little farther than normal but the beauty of living in Oregon is that you’re never too far from the sea. I like to run on the sand dunes ‘cause they push me to work harder and leave me with that satisfying ache that can only be gotten from exercise.

There was a slight breeze, as there tends to be here even on the hottest days, which cooled me down. As I put one foot in front of the other I thought about my patients, the ones who made me smile, and the ones I worried about. I wondered whether certain ones had made it through the night, and others who I knew by now were getting ready to go home. 

By 5.30am the sun was beginning to rise and I decided to run through the woods behind the dunes. The trail between the trees is only small and leads out to a parking lot but the summer sunrise meant plenty of light filtered through the forest and I wasn’t worried about meeting anyone untoward. It was nice to be running on the hard ground again, rather than the sinking softness of the sand, so I pushed myself a little harder and faster. By the time I’d gone through the forest and reached the parking lot my thighs were burning and I slowed down to a walk, taking deep breaths and inhaling the scent of pine.

There was a lone car in the lot. The windows were dark and I was about to walk past when I heard what sounded like someone crying from inside. The window on the passenger side was cracked and I went to check it out. I could not believe what I saw.

There were two women, naked on the back seat, and they were seriously going at it. That accounted for the crying noise, I realized, when I saw that one woman was lying on her back while the other was between her legs, pistoning in and out of her with a large dildo. The woman on her back had long, dark hair and looked to be about forty. The woman with the dildo in her hands was younger; I’d put her at about thirty. She had short blonde hair, like a pixie. They were both really into it. While she shoved the thing in and out, the blonde woman sucked on the older woman’s clit at the same time. I thought the older woman was going to pass out, they were fucking that hard.

I shouldn’t have watched, but I couldn’t tear my eyes away. They had no idea I was there. I peeked through the window until I heard the cries getting louder and less inhibited and suddenly I saw what looked like pee gush out of the darker-haired. I honestly don’t know if she squired, or they were just into that kinda stuff, but by the way she was screaming I leaned towards the former.

I was properly open-mouthed in shock. I thought squirting was fake, something girls did in porn movies to keep the guy’s attention. I had no idea it was real. There was no faking it by this woman. She trembled and shook and cried, and the blonde woman placed the dildo to one side and lay on top of her and kissed her. It sounds crazy, but the kissing and loving touches were more intimate than the sex had been. I felt embarrassed and ducked down and away, running silently back into the trees, where I took another path out of the forest, my heart hammering in my mouth and ears harder than it had done all morning.

The other path put another ten minutes onto my jog but there was no way I could go back to the parking lot, past the car. By the time I let myself into the house I was shaking, but it wasn’t with fear or anxiety. More like adrenaline. I peeled off my running wear and threw it into the washing machine, and then I went for my shower. I turned the jet on as cold as I could bear it, hoping it would stop my heart from beating so fast and would stop me thinking about what I’d seen, but I couldn’t rid the images from behind my eyelids. I knew I was aroused, and I didn’t want to give in, but before I long I had unhooked the shower head from the wall and I aimed the jets between my legs. The force of the water pounded against my clit and I closed my eyes and imagined the blonde woman was fucking me with the dildo. I imagined that the water splashing around my legs was coming from inside me, like it had from the older woman and I shook so much and was so turned on I got dizzy and had to turn the water off and sit down in the shower cubicle.

I’ve always struggled with masturbation. No doubt thanks to my strict Christian upbringing and Sunday school teachers bellowing at us about how our wicked thoughts would cause our eyes to fall out. Even then I was pretty sure it wasn’t in the Bible but I didn’t want to take the chance. Sometimes when I’m in bed at night and I feel an urge between my legs I either turn over and go to sleep, or I give in and feel bad about it afterwards. It’s not a fear of God, I don’t think. I don’t even believe in God anymore. It’s more a feeling of doing something wrong, something naughty, but that gives me a bit of a thrill too, so I feel bad for feeling good. It’s exhausting!

Sometimes, on the occasions that I do give in, the things I think about that turn me on are hazy. Sometimes I think about a strong man who comes into my room with a towel around his waist, as though he’s been for a shower, then the towel falls down and he’s naked and he kisses me and pulls me on top of him on the bed. After that, though, I don’t know what happens. It’s as though the man becomes softer, his skin less hairy, and he morphs into a woman. We stroke each other and kiss each other and when I think about kissing a woman it makes my pussy tingle and I have short, sharp orgasms that make me so drowsy I fall asleep immediately afterwards.

I got out of the shower and dressed for work, pulling on my uniform. Once I was out of the door and in my car I managed to put the two women out of my mind. By the time I arrived at work, even if I wanted to, I couldn’t indulge my thoughts. The ward was full of children needing countless things, from water to food to injections to vomit bowls. My shift passed in the blink of an eye, and suddenly Monday was over and I was driving back home.

The next morning, when my alarm sounded and I pulled on fresh running gear I already knew where I was going. I didn’t enjoy my run along the beach, because it felt like I was running to get somewhere but I couldn’t get there fast enough. By the time I followed the trail to the parking lot my neck was craning and my eyes squinting to try and focus on what I could see in the distance, and more importantly, whether the car was there.

It was. The window was open again, and I walked up slowly, my chest on fire from the run. This time I could hear soft voices and when I peeked inside the blonde woman was sat up, in the lap of the darker-haired woman. The darker-haired woman was dressed in a t-shirt and shorts. She looked as though she had just gotten out of the shower and sneaked out of the house for a clandestine rendezvous. Maybe with her neighbor, or the nanny? The blonde woman was topless, and the brunette was sucking on her breasts. The blonde woman was laughing and rocking, and when I saw the brunette’s hands around her waist I noticed the wedding ring. The fact that one or both of them was married and having an affair made it even more exciting.

Neither woman had any idea I was watching them for the second time in two days. They were obsessed with each other, their eyes closed; they kissed and stroked each other, smiling and laughing like lovers do when there is nobody around. This time, as I peered inside at them, I placed my hand in my shorts and pressed my fingers against my clit, trying to dull the ache that was starting to throb. 

My fingers were wet, and before I knew what I was doing I was stroking myself. It felt so delicious I couldn’t stop. I watched the blonde woman throw her head back, her small, pert breasts glistening with saliva from the brunette’s mouth. I watched the brunette tease her partner with her fingers, sliding them into her jeans, and the blonde was open-mouthed with desire as she rocked on the brunette’s hand. It was so erotic I lost myself in the moment as though I was the one astride a woman who licked my nipples and plunged her hands into my pants. 

I must have made a noise, maybe I moaned or breathed too loudly, because suddenly I heard a scream and I locked eyes with the brunette. She’d seen me. The blonde swung around and yelped in surprise, too, and I didn’t stay to find out what they said next. I sprinted as fast as I could, up the trail to the highway. I sped along the highway for half a mile until I reached a street I could cut up to get to my house. I didn’t stop for breath until I got home, where I fumbled with the key, let myself in, then slammed the door and sat down behind it. 

Once I was satisfied they hadn’t followed me home to torture
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