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 Chapter One





Lexie opened her curtains. His window was dark,
curtains closed, but they were transparent enough to show light. He
wasn’t home, and her disappointment was far greater than it should
be.

The first time they did this was accidental. Her
curtains had only been open enough to give him a glimpse of her
pleasuring herself, but he fully opened his. She didn’t catch him
until she was nearly at climax, and as she stared at him stroking
herself, being watched wasn’t creepy. HIs eyes on her as she
masturbated aroused her, made her come faster. Lexie even opened
the curtain wider, giving them a better view.

Then he came too, their eyes locked together as he
shuddered into his hand.

Heat flooded her cheeks as she dipped her fingers
into her pussy. Yes, watching was depraved, and over the next few
days she kept her curtains closed, and she avoided her yard if he
was out.

But the next time she orgasmed on her fingers, the
thrill disappeared. So she tugged the curtain open and there he
was, pacing by the window in his boxers. She exposed her room, then
shimmied her panties down for the good stuff. After they met a with
increasing frequency, to have solo sex for months.

When he wasn’t home and she tried flicking her clit,
she almost couldn’t get off anymore without him. Made his last
business trip awful for her. He could be on a date, he dated
occasionally. Lexie didn’t.

They talked occasionally as neighbors. Cam McCarthy.
A totally ordinary name for an ordinary man, who liked to jerk it
while he watched his neighbor jill herself. They never talked about
their late night antics.

She checked the time. It was dark because it was
November, but it wasn’t late. When they started it was summer, and
the light stayed longer. She was alone because she was too eager
for their session to start.

Lexie refilled her water bottle and flipped through
her favorite porn website, seeking a warm-up act. Nothing
interested her.

As she reclined her chair, she thought about Cam. He
seemed nice, and he was attracted to her. Why didn’t she ask her
out? Would that ruin their weird relationship? Was he worried sex
would be bad with her? Was he bad at sex?

She should ask him out. Lexie straightened as she
heard his car in the driveway. Only a tiny fence separated their
driveways, and she could run out there and ask him out.

Except if he was on a date already and he brought his
date home and planned on fucking her instead of his show with
Lexie. Or him, Cam could be bi or gay. Maybe that’s why he didn’t
ask her out. He enjoyed watching, but he didn’t want to date a
woman.

Icy fear crept up Lexie’s spine as she created
reasons for Cam’s lack of interest. She almost shut the curtains,
but his bedroom light illuminated the curtain. If she squinted, she
swore she could see his shadow behind the dark fabric. In
anticipation, she ran her fingers along her inner thighs, ready for
his arrival.

She leaned forward, scanning the curtain for signs of
movement. Or a sign he wasn’t alone. Then the barrier between them
parted and revealed him fully dressed. Suit and tie, his glasses
on, and she wanted to reach through the darkness and loosen him.
Undress him, kiss his soft body, then have his hardness fill her.
Have him fill her, take over her senses until they both reached
peak ecstasy.

He smiled as he spotted her, his fingers tugging at
his tie, sliding it free of his neck. He tossed it on his bed, then
his suit jacket, unbuttoned his cuffs, and the front. The
striptease heated her like foreplay. She parted her thighs,
trailing her fingers over her underwear, proving how aroused she
was by his appearance.

The shirt landed on the bed, and her hungry eyes
roamed his chest. He was more trim than when their accidental
voyeur journey began. Had he started working out? For her? She
looked at her body, wondering if she should do the same. Tone her
curves.

Lexie followed his hands to the waist of his grey
suit pants. The bulge in the front showed that he felt similarly
aroused by their mutual tease. He grinned as he rubbed his hand
over his erection. She smiled back and stood to slip down her
panties. In the chair, she hooked her legs over the sides to flash
him and encourage him to undress.
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