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The Neighbors Secret

It all started as a casual observation from my backyard, the kind you’d expect to see in any neighborhood setting. The sun was high and warm, creating a perfect atmosphere for gardening, with birds chirping their harmonious songs while I pruned the overgrowth of my roses. There was something different about the air that day, though — charged with it, almost electric, the smell of honeysuckle mixed with something warmer and more human drifting over the fence from next door. It took me a moment to understand what I was seeing.

My neighbor — a twenty-three-year-old redhead with the kind of face that stopped traffic and a body that had been causing me trouble ever since she moved in — was not alone in her backyard. A man stood behind her, tall and dark-haired, built like someone who lifted heavy things as a hobby. She had her back pressed against him, dress bunched at her waist, his hands gripping her hips. They were not being careful about it, and they were not pretending to be doing something else.

I let go of the pruning shears. They landed somewhere in the roses. I didn’t pick them up.

I watched with held breath as she rolled her hips against him in slow, deliberate circles, her palms flat on the wall of her house for balance. The scene unfolded with the shameless clarity of something performed for the pleasure of being seen — or perhaps they simply didn’t care who was watching. The open yard, the afternoon light, the complete absence of any attempt at concealment: it all suggested people who had decided that the world could see them and that was part of the point.

She moaned, and the sound traveled across the summer air to me with perfect fidelity. I found my own body responding before my brain could form any kind of coherent response to the situation. I was already hard by the time I thought to look away, and by then I had no real desire to look away at all. There was something about the total lack of self-consciousness in what she was doing — the casualness of it, the ease — that felt more intimate than anything I’d witnessed before.

The sight had a quality like a frequency I’d never known existed until now, and standing in range of it felt less like a choice and more like a fact. My need to keep watching simply eclipsed everything else.

I retreated quietly inside, found the old binoculars on the shelf in my study, and returned to the back window with them. From there I could watch without being obvious about it, with the feeble internal argument that I was only satisfying a passing curiosity.

As the week progressed, I found myself leaving work earlier and earlier, manufacturing reasons in my own head — the heat, the commute, some vague sense of needing fresh air — while knowing perfectly well what I was going home for. Each day I came around the back of my house with the same low-grade electricity already humming in my chest, binoculars in hand before I’d even made it to the window.

The second day, she came out alone. No dark-haired man behind her. She wore a white blouse and a short denim skirt and she moved through her yard with the unhurried ease of someone with nowhere to be. She stood in the center of the grass and looked up at the sky for a moment, as if assessing the light. Then she reached up and began to unbutton the blouse.

She didn’t rush. The buttons came undone one at a time, with the patience of someone who knew exactly what they were doing and had no interest in any other speed. She let the blouse slip from her shoulders and hang off one wrist before dropping it over the back of a garden chair. Her bra was plain and white and entirely practical, and she unclipped it from behind and folded it on top of the blouse with the same absent ease as someone sorting laundry. Then she stood there in the open air in nothing but her skirt and white panties, face tipped up toward the sun, and exhaled.

I forgot to breathe for several seconds.

She kept her back mostly toward the fence. With one hand she reached down and unzipped her skirt, let it fall and pool around her feet, and stepped out of it. Her panties followed. She stood completely bare from the waist down in her own backyard in the middle of the afternoon, and she simply began to touch herself — fingers moving between her thighs with the confidence of someone who knew exactly what she needed and exactly how to get it.

She wasn’t performing, or if she was, she was performing entirely for herself, which made it exponentially worse. I felt like a man pressed against the glass of something he had no business looking at and couldn’t possibly stop looking at. Her hips began to roll in a rhythm I could follow even through two panes of glass and twenty yards of summer air. Her free hand came up to cup her breast, and she dragged her thumb over her nipple, and the soft moan that left her carried across the quiet yard as clearly as a bell.

My own hand was inside my pants before I’d made any decision about it. I was already aching; the decision had been made well before that.

She worked herself with a gathering urgency, thighs clenching, hips pitching forward into her own fingers. She bit her lower lip, and then she let the sound come — a rising, broken moan that built and crested and broke when her whole body shuddered through the orgasm. She pressed her palm flat against herself and rode it out, knees visibly trembling, head dropped back, until the shaking stopped. Then she went still, breathing hard, the flush of it visible along her chest and throat even at this distance.

When she finally straightened and turned to collect her clothes, I pulled back from the window. My own release hit me three seconds later — hard and uncoordinated, my free hand slapping onto the windowsill to catch myself.

I stood in my study for a long time afterward, listening to my own heartbeat, trying to work up some form of guilt and entirely failing. I had something better than guilt. I had tomorrow to look forward to.

The third day felt different before it even started — charged, the way the air goes thick and electric before a real storm. I was at my window earlier than the day before, which was earlier than the day before that. At some point I had stopped pretending to come home for any reason other than this.

When she finally appeared, the dark-haired man was already in her yard. He leaned against the back wall with his arms crossed and his ankles hooked together, watching her cross the lawn toward him. They didn’t speak. There was no greeting, no preamble. She crossed the yard with steady, purposeful steps and dropped straight to her knees in the grass at his feet, and the completeness of the gesture — the absolute absence of hesitation — made my breath catch.

She unfastened his jeans with practiced, unhurried hands and drew him out, already half-hard, and looked up at him once before she took him into her mouth. The angle of my view gave me everything: the slow, deliberate slide of her lips down his length, the way her left hand wrapped around the base to keep control of the depth, the smooth bob of her head as she found her pace. He didn’t move. He didn’t touch her hair or try to guide her. He just stood against the wall and watched her work with his jaw tight and his hands flat against the stucco, the only indication of how much he wanted it visible in the tendons along the back of his hands.

She wasn’t in a hurry. She was savoring the architecture of the thing — the power of having him exactly where she wanted him, with nothing to do but take what she decided to give him. I watched her draw back, lick slowly up the underside of his cock, and then sink down again, and the low, involuntary sound that left him traveled the length of the yard. She worked the shaft with her hand while her mouth took the head, and she watched his face the entire time, collecting information about him with the focused attention of someone cataloguing something important.

When his hips finally shifted forward — barely, just the smallest tilt he couldn’t seem to prevent — she wrapped her free hand around the back of his thigh and held him completely still. Not roughly. Just firmly. Taking full and unambiguous control of the pace.

He let her.

When he came she took it without flinching, and then swallowed with the composed ease of someone finishing a drink, and then wiped the corner of her mouth with her thumb and stood up. She said something to him that I couldn’t make out. He laughed — short, unsteady, still pressing one hand to the wall behind him like he needed the support.

She turned toward the fence. For one still, suspended second I was entirely certain she could see me clearly through the window glass, see exactly what I was doing with one hand and the binoculars I had pressed too hard against my face. Then she went inside, and I became aware that my grip on the binoculars had gone white at the knuckles.

I had to sit down. I couldn’t stop thinking about the look on his face. About what she must have felt, being that completely in charge of someone that large.

By the fourth day I had stopped pretending entirely. I came outside in nothing but shorts and sunglasses, no pruning shears, no watering can, no fictional reason to be standing at the fence — just standing there, as if the gap between honest and dishonest had become too narrow to maintain. Something in my body had decided that I belonged at this fence. I didn’t feel the need to argue with it anymore.

She came out a few minutes later with the dark-haired man a step behind her. She saw me the moment she stepped through her back door. I watched her clock me — the slight adjustment in her stride, the almost-invisible straightening of her spine. She held my eyes for one long, unhurried moment, and something moved between us across the twenty feet of summer air and two fences. I felt it land somewhere below my sternum.

Then she turned away from me and walked to the center of the yard, and the man followed without question, and without any ceremony at all she bent forward over the low garden wall that ran along the flower beds. Both hands flat on the far edge of it, feet planted wide on the grass, hips presented at exactly the right angle. She looked back at him over her shoulder. Said nothing. The invitation required no translation.

He moved behind her and lifted her skirt, bare-handed and entirely without hurry. She wore nothing under it — nothing, just bare skin in the afternoon heat, and the realization sent blood rushing out of my head so fast I had to grip the fence rail. He ran one palm over the curve of her ass slowly, with what looked almost like appreciation, and then he lined himself up and pushed into her in one long, deep stroke that made her exhale a short, sharp breath and drop her chin to her chest.

He was slow at first. Deliberate — deep, grinding pushes that she was clearly already trying to rush, rolling her hips back into him before he was ready, seeking more friction. He wouldn’t be hurried. He set the pace himself and kept it with one hand gripping her hip, and she had to take it at his speed — longer, slower, deeper than she wanted, which from the way her thighs were shaking looked like its own kind of torture.

She pressed her forearm to the garden wall and bit it, softly, just for something to do with the frustration.

I had both hands on the top rail of my fence. The sounds carrying across the yard — the slap of skin, her short punched-out moans, the wet rhythmic noise of him working into her — were making my cock strain against the cotton of my shorts in a way I was rapidly losing interest in managing.

She turned her head and looked directly at me.

The eye contact did something irreversible to my nervous system. She held it — watching me watching her — and whatever she saw in my face must have been everything she wanted, because she moaned, loud and deliberate, not the bitten-back sounds from before but something raw and carrying. And the man behind her heard it or felt it or both, and something in him let go. He stopped holding back. He drove into her with hard, rapid strokes, the garden wall grinding against the paving slabs, her breath coming out in short, punched grunts that matched his rhythm with mechanical precision.

She kept her eyes on me all the way through her orgasm — thighs shaking, back arching, cunt clenching visibly around him in that hoarse, wet, abandoned way that I could see from where I stood. He followed her over a few strokes later, fingers driving hard into her hips as he buried himself deep and held there, spending himself inside her with a low, sustained sound.

They stayed connected for a moment, both panting. Then he stepped back and she straightened slowly, skirt falling back into place. She turned to face me with the flush still high on her cheeks, and one corner of her mouth lifted in that small, composed smile I was starting to recognize.

She said something to him, quiet. He kissed the side of her head with what looked almost like tenderness and walked back inside. She stood alone in her yard, looking at me. Then she raised one hand in a small, unhurried wave — and followed him in.

The fifth day started the same way — me at the fence in nothing but shorts and sunglasses, no cover story left at all, no fiction about why I was standing there — but the air between the yards felt different. Denser. The kind of stillness that gathers right before something gives. I had barely been at the fence thirty seconds before her back door opened.

She came out alone. No dark-haired man trailing behind her. Just her, in the same short skirt, a loose linen top with the hem knotted at her waist, bare feet on the warm grass. She walked straight to the fence and stopped directly in front of me.

She rested her forearms on the top rail. Close enough now that I could see the faint sheen of sweat along her collarbones, the fine copper of her hair catching the afternoon light.

“I see you like to watch,” she said. Her voice was low, conversational, as if we were discussing the weather.

My throat had gone completely dry. “I haven’t been able to stop thinking about it.”

She smiled — small, knowing, entirely in control. “If you wanted a better view, you should have asked.”

She unlatched the gate in the fence between our yards. It swung open. She stepped through to my side without hurry, and I stood very still as she came to stand in front of me, close enough that her hip nearly touched mine.

“I’m not going to lie to you,” she said. “Knowing you were watching got me so wet I could barely stand it.”

The blood evacuated my brain so fast I swayed. She read it on my face and smiled again, wider this time.

She moved around me slowly, trailing her fingertips along my arm, until she was behind me. I turned to track her. She had her back to me now, facing the fence, and she looked back over her shoulder.

“Your turn to watch from close up,” she said, and she bent forward over my garden bench, both palms flat on the weathered wood, and waited.

I crossed to her in three steps. I lifted her skirt. She wore nothing under it — hadn’t, probably, on any of the days I’d watched her. The heat of her was extraordinary. I ran my thumb down the cleft of her ass, slow, and she let out a breath that shook.

“I want your cock in my ass,” she said. Completely steady. Like she’d decided this days ago. “I’ve been thinking about it since the day you first stood at that fence.”

My hands were already shaking. I freed myself from my shorts and pressed the head of my cock against her tight back entrance, and she reached around and gripped my wrist and pulled me forward. I sank into her in one long, relentless push that made us both hiss at the same moment — the sudden perfect pressure, the obscene heat, the way her rim stretched around me and then gripped like a fist.

She stayed absolutely still for a moment with her forehead dropped to the bench. I stayed absolutely still above her.

Then she said “move” and I did.

I fucked her with long, deep strokes, learning the rhythm she wanted by the sounds she made — louder when I drove in hard, a soft catching breath when I drew back slow. She braced on one palm and reached beneath herself with her free hand, fingers working her clit in fast, tight circles while I filled her ass in a relentless pace. Every sound she made was deliberate and precise. Every sound felt like it was designed specifically to push me past all remaining control.

Her ass clenched around me when she came — her whole body shuddering, her cunt pulsing against her own fingers, a raw, torn cry escaping before she could stop it. The grip of her orgasm around my cock drove me over the edge immediately after, and I buried myself deep and held there, spending everything into her while she shook beneath me.

We stayed like that, both panting, afternoon light sitting warm on our backs.

When she finally straightened and turned around, there was a flush high on her cheeks I hadn’t seen before. She looked satisfied in a way that went all the way down. She tugged my shorts back up around my hips with both hands, then tilted her chin up and kissed me once, slow and deliberate.

She stepped back through the gate and latched it behind her. At the door she glanced back over her shoulder.

“This is only the beginning,” she said.

The door clicked shut. I stood in my yard with the afternoon light going golden and my heart still hammering, the certainty settling over me like heat: she was right.
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Thanks for reading. If you enjoyed this story, here are a few more you might like:

Programmed Pleasure: The Smart House

Read Programmed Pleasure: The Smart House on Amazon

The Chemistry Experiment

Read The Chemistry Experiment on Amazon

Mind Control Manor

Read Mind Control Manor on Amazon
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