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         My room was in the attic, and I had a good view of the neighbourhood. It was a large and beautiful room, in a house on a quiet residential street in Hellerup.

         

In the neighbours’ attic, right across from me, lived the neighbours’ son, Anders. We smiled at each other every time we coincidentally found ourselves standing at the window at the same time. Our houses were probably no more than ten metres apart.

         Anders was an especially handsome boy, and I would have liked to meet him. He seemed to be in his early twenties, just like me.

         

One evening, in order to capture his interest, and at the same time satisfy the somewhat exhibitionistic devil that had slowly and teasingly taken over my soul, I didn’t close the curtains before I undressed. The light in Anders’s room was on.


After I’d taken off my skirt and blouse, I pulled off my bra and my panties in flirty, deliberately slow movements. I kept on my nylon stockings and girdles, which, for the occasion, were sexy, black with lace details.

         

After my little “striptease”, I stood stark naked in front of the large mirror and smiled at my reflection. I was happy with my body and the sexual possibilities it held.


I had the feeling that Anders had been watching my little strip scene because the light in his room had gone out exactly when I’d begun to remove my clothes. I sensed that he was standing in the dark and looking at me.


And then I began to touch myself. I let my hands play with my breasts, as my nipples soon turned hard. I let them slide over my round, smooth stomach. I let them brush over the dark triangle of my pubic hair. I let them glide further down and caress my pussy. 


I spread my legs so that my index finger could reach my slightly swollen clit better, and I lubed my finger with saliva to make it smooth and moist.


Then I just enjoyed my own body for a moment, while I became more and more excited.

         Right before the orgasm took over me, I turned towards the dark window in the neighbours’ house. Pushing out my waist, with my legs spread wide and my medium finger dancing in and out of my wet, smooth labia, while my palm rubbed my “pearl”, I masturbated at a slow but intense pace until a pleasurable, lustful climax overwhelmed me, before the eyes of my invisible spectator.


It had felt amazing, in a weird but sweet and teasing way, to show off and enjoy my own sexuality with no inhibitions whatsoever.

         

Had Anders seen me? How had he reacted? Had he received the sign I’d sent him or had I just taken my own erotic fantasy too far? Only time would tell, but for now, I pulled the curtains closed, put on my nightgown and fell into a pleasant sleep.


When I woke up the next morning, the sun was shining, and the birds were singing. It was late April, and it seemed that this would be a gorgeous day. When I opened the window to let the fresh spring air in, Anders was standing by his own window, and he smiled at me. He had a pair of binoculars hanging around his neck! Oh really, I thought and returned his bright smile. He had definitely received my signal... And I felt my cheeks blushing.


When I got home that afternoon, Anders “casually” walked by exactly as I was heading up the path towards my house.

         “Hey, aren’t you the girl who lives in the attic and who gives me a smile once in a while?” He reached out his hand and introduced himself.

         “I’m Anders. I’m doing a degree in Political Science!”

“I’m Regitze; I’m in medical school.”

         

“Was it nice?”

         

“Eh, what are you talking about?”

         

“You know, that thing you did before you went to bed last night!”


I blushed for the second time that day. I wasn’t feeling so uninhibited anymore, but he just gave me a cute, disarming smile and said: “You shouldn’t blush. You looked so happy, and you clearly had a good time! I couldn’t help but look at you because I got the feeling that there was something you wanted to show me. In any case, I enjoyed your little performance as I sat there by the window with my best friend and watched you play with yourself. Lord, it’s completely normal and natural to masturbate, in our day and age. I strongly believe in it, myself. By the way, do you know what Woody Allen thinks about this? He says: ‘Don’t knock masturbation. It’s sex with someone you love’.”


His open-minded words made me dizzy with joy, but still, I was a bit bewildered by how suddenly we had made contact. Without a word, I put my arms around his neck, gave him a light kiss and went into the house without turning around.

That night, I had a hard time focusing on my studies. I felt uneasy, a sort of erotic ecstasy and a hint of future pleasures that ran wild in my head. 


Right before I went to bed, I saw the light go on in Anders’s room. I watched him close the white blinds so that it was impossible to see inside his room. But then, suddenly, a bright light lit up the blinds. It looked like a movie screen. I guessed he had pointed an architect lamp straight at it. Extremely curious, I turned off the light, put on my white nylon nightgown and sat down in my armchair to see what was going to happen next.


Then Anders’s silhouette appeared on the “screen”. He must have been standing fairly close to the window because his silhouette was very clear and well-defined. He began to take off his clothes, with slow, deliberate gestures, like a male stripper. He turned around a bit, back and forth, so that I sometimes saw his front, sometimes his side.


In the end, he was standing in profile, completely naked. Dear God, he had such a gorgeous body! It was rather muscular, but not oversized like a bodybuilder’s. He had a strong chest, a flat stomach, and underneath the slightly blurred contour of his pubic hair hung his penis, large and heavy over his soft ball-sack. His thighs were firm and his butt cheeks well-shaped.


Now, just like I had done the night before, he began to touch his own body. His hands caressed his chest and nipples, he slid them down over his stomach, as he slowly moved back and forth in a suggestive rhythm, then he let them move up and down over his thighs and back to his butt.


He was clearly fully aware that I was sitting in the dark and watching his little erotic show. And it was beginning to have its effect on me. My eyes instinctively focused on his cock, which was slowly but surely growing.


Now it no longer hung straight down, it was sticking up so that its silhouette clearly stood out against the shape of his thighs. He stroked it a little and placed a hand under his ball sack, which had tightened around his large testes.
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