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Surveilled During her Sensual Shower

The moment Aria stepped through the front door of their new house, she knew they’d made the right decision. The hallway alone was wider than their entire university flat.

“Aria! Come look at the garden!” Francesca’s voice echoed through empty rooms, bouncing off walls that hadn’t yet absorbed their personalities or their stories.

Aria followed her friend’s call through the kitchen—a proper kitchen with spotless countertops—and out the back door. In the middle of the small but perfectly formed garden, Francesca stood with arms outstretched, her auburn hair catching the sunlight.

“Can you believe this is ours?” Francesca squealed, spinning in a circle.

“Well, rented,” Aria corrected with a smile, tucking a strand of her long brown hair behind her ear.

“Details, details,” Francesca waved dismissively. “After three years in that shoebox, this feels like a palace.”

The next few days passed in a blur of unpacked boxes, takeaway meals, and impromptu dance parties in the new living room. Francesca had already charmed the elderly couple across the street and memorised the schedules of three different local coffee shops. Aria admired her friend’s easy confidence—it seemed to her like Francesca could have make friends with a brick wall if she put her mind to it.

“We need wine glasses,” Aria announced on their sixth night, holding up a bottle of Pinot Grigio and frowning at their cardboard box collection.

“Second priority,” Francesca replied, scrolling through her phone. “First priority is figuring out which of our neighbours is single and age-appropriate.”

Aria rolled her eyes. “We’ve barely unpacked our knickers. Can we please establish ourselves before you start planning neighbourhood hookups?”

Before Francesca had time to retort, the doorbell rang.

“I’ll get it,” Aria said, padding barefoot down the hallway. When she opened the door, she nearly gasped.

Standing on the doorstep was easily the most handsome man Aria had ever seen in real life. Tall, with a strong jaw and impeccably styled black hair threaded with silver at the temples. His dark green eyes crinkled at the corners as he smiled, and Aria suddenly felt acutely aware of her pyjama shorts and old university t-shirt.

“Hello,” he said, his voice deep and smooth. “I hope I’m not interrupting.”

“No, not at all,” Aria managed, her voice embarrassingly breathless.

He extended a small gift bag and a card. “I’m Julian, your next-door neighbour. Just wanted to welcome you to the neighbourhood.”

Francesca appeared behind Aria, stiffening with interest.

“That’s so thoughtful,” Francesca said, stepping forward to take the bag. “I’m Francesca, and this tongue-tied one is Aria.”

“Lovely to meet you both,” Julian replied, his smile widening to reveal perfect teeth. He wore a tailored charcoal suit, as if he’d just stepped out of a world of corporate meetings and expensive whisky—so at odds with their messily half-unpacked house.

“Would you like to come in?” Aria offered at last. “We were about to open some wine. Though I should warn you, we might be drinking it out of mugs.”

Julian chuckled, warm and genuine. “I appreciate the offer, but I’ve got an early start tomorrow. Another time, perhaps?”

They chatted for a few more minutes about local coffee spots and bin-collection days before he politely excused himself.

The instant the door clicked shut, Francesca grabbed Aria’s arm. “Oh. My. God.”

Aria let out a soft laugh, breathless and giddy. They tore open the gift bag to find homemade chocolate-chip cookies and a simple card signed with just a “J”.

“He’s got to be, what, forty-five?” Francesca murmured, biting into a cookie with a moan of appreciation. “Totally inappropriate, completely gorgeous, and absolutely the star of my dreams tonight.”

Aria laughed again, though she couldn’t deny the flutter in her stomach. “He’s our neighbour, Fran—our very attractive, very adult neighbour who probably sees us as children.”

“Speak for yourself,” Francesca replied with a wink. “I’m making it my mission to bump into him collecting the mail every morning.”

That night, Aria lay in bed replaying Julian’s smile, the confident set of his shoulders, the way his suit jacket stretched across him. She hadn’t felt such instant attraction since her first university crush. Juvenile, she told herself—but as sleep claimed her, she couldn’t help her mind wandering to what his own house looked like inside, what his life was like when he wasn’t so immaculately tailored, and whether she might be able to catch a glimpse of that life through his window some day…

∞∞∞

As the weeks passed, Aria found herself falling into a predictable routine around Julian’s comings and goings. Her morning coffee always seemed to coincide with his departure for work. She lingered by the kitchen window, pretending to water the sad little herb garden she’d started, just so she could catch a glimpse of him sliding into his sleek black Audi. He never failed to look impeccable—crisp shirts in subtle patterns, tailored trousers that hinted at powerful thighs, and always, always those gleaming leather shoes.

One morning, Francesca interrupted her mid-stare as Julian reversed out of his driveway. “You’re pathetic,” she announced, arms folded across the counter, a knowing smirk playing on her lips.

Heat rushed to Aria’s cheeks. “I was just checking the weather.”

“Through the medium of Julian’s arse? Must be quite the forecast.” Francesca leaned in, amused.

“Oh, shut up,” Aria muttered, turning away from the window.

“Don’t stop on my account,” Francesca laughed. “I’ve been known to take the long route through the living room when he’s mowing his lawn with his shirt off.”

Aria’s head snapped up. “He mows the lawn with his shirt off?”

Francesca’s laugh was deliciously wicked. “No, but the look on your face just now was priceless.”

That evening, Aria found herself drawn to her bedroom window. The soft glow from Julian’s upstairs study spilled out into the darkness, and she realised how similarly their houses were laid out—his study window facing her bedroom. Sometimes she caught glimpses of him moving about—pacing while on the phone, leaning over papers at his desk, or simply standing by his window, a tumbler of amber liquid in hand.

“We’re becoming proper little voyeurs, aren’t we?” Francesca observed one night as they shared a bottle of wine on Aria’s bedroom floor, both positioned for an optimal view of Julian’s illuminated study. Tonight he was reading in an armchair, his strong profile outlined against the light.

Aria protested weakly, “It’s not like we’re using binoculars—”

“Yet,” Francesca snorted into her wine. “Though I did check his Instagram. Private, of course. The man’s a fortress.”

Aria giggled despite herself. “This is so naughty. We’re literally spying on our neighbour.”

“Our ridiculously hot neighbour who keeps ‘accidentally’ bumping into us,” Francesca said, topping up their glasses. “Don’t think I haven’t noticed how he always manages to take out his recycling exactly when you leave for your morning run.”

That thought sent a thrill through Aria she couldn’t quite suppress.

Later that night, after Francesca had gone to bed, Aria lay awake. Every time she closed her eyes she saw Julian—the way his shirt sleeves rolled up to reveal strong forearms, the slight stubble darkening his jaw in the evenings, the intense focus in his eyes when he listened to her stumble through conversations about the neighbourhood. Before she knew what she was doing, her hand had slipped beneath the duvet. She was embarrassingly wet. As her fingers found their rhythm, she imagined it was Julian touching her, his breath hot against her neck, his weight pressing her into the mattress…

When she came, she had to bite her pillow to muffle her cry. Afterwards, breathless and slightly ashamed, Aria lay still, stunned by the intensity of her own longing.

At breakfast the next morning, she couldn’t bring herself to meet Francesca’s eyes. “What’s up with you?” Francesca asked, spreading jam on her toast with suspicious precision. “You’re all… twitchy.”

Aria blurted out, “I think I’m properly smitten with Julian,” then immediately wished she could undo the confession.

To her surprise, Francesca just nodded. “Join the club, honey. That man’s voice alone could make a nun question her vows.”

“You too?” Relief washed over Aria.

“I’ve had a few solo sessions with Julian in mind,” Francesca admitted with a wink. “Nothing to be ashamed of. You know as well as I do that guys fantasise about women all the time. Why shouldn’t we be allowed a little bedtime headcanon?”

“But he’s so… unattainable,” Aria sighed. “I’ve never seen him with anyone. No wife, no girlfriend, no family photos on display. He’s like this perfect, mysterious fantasy.”

“Even better for our purposes,” Francesca replied, raising her mug in a mock toast. “To guilt-free fantasies about the hot older man next door.”

Aria clinked mugs with her, laughing despite herself. “You’re terrible.”

“And you love it.”

Later that day, Aria was struggling with groceries at the front gate when she nearly collided with Julian. He steadied her by the elbow, and a jolt of electricity shot up her arm. “Need a hand there?” he asked, green eyes crinkling at the corners in that way she always noticed now.

After her midnight fantasy, she could barely look at him without blushing. “That would be amazing. Thank you.” She cursed herself silently for the word “amazing”.

He took the heaviest bags from her, his fingers brushing hers. Maybe, Aria thought—hoped?—he could sense the thoughts she’d been having about him. If he did, he gave no indication, chatting easily about a new restaurant that had opened in town as they walked up the path to her door. “You should try it sometime,” he said. “The chef trained in Florence. Best pasta this side of Italy.”

Was he suggesting…? No. Aria was reading too much into it. “That sounds lovely,” she managed, surprised by the steadiness of her voice.

Julian smiled, and for a moment she thought she detected something warm in his gaze that made her stomach flip. Then he was stepping back, offering polite goodbyes, and Aria wondered if she’d imagined the whole thing.

∞∞∞

That night, as she prepared for bed, Aria noticed Julian’s study light still on. She hesitated by her window, watching his silhouette move across the room. Just as she was about to turn away, he paused and seemed to look directly toward her. Her heart nearly stopped. Had he seen her watching all this time? She froze, caught in the act. Then, without acknowledgement, he turned off his light.

Aria's heart raced, pounding against her ribs as she stepped away from the window. Had Julian really seen her watching him? The thought sent a confusing mix of embarrassment and excitement coursing through her veins. She paced her bedroom floor, unable to settle, replaying the moment over and over. The way he'd paused. The way he seemed to look directly at her window before turning off his light.

Sleep would be impossible now. Her mind was spinning with too many possibilities. What if he had been watching her too? What if he knew about her secret observations?

"Get a grip," she whispered to herself, running trembling fingers through her hair.

The digital clock on her bedside table read 11:42 PM. Francesca would be asleep by now, a true crime podcast blaring from her phone by her bed, dead to the world until morning. Aria needed to calm down, to clear her head. A shower. Yes, that would help. A shower to wash away this confusion.

She padded to her en suite bathroom, locking the door behind her out of habit, though she knew Francesca wouldn't disturb her. The tiles felt cool against her bare feet as she reached into the shower to turn on the water. Steam soon filled the small space, wrapping around her like a cocoon.

Aria stripped off her pyjamas and stepped under the hot spray, closing her eyes as water cascaded over her shoulders and down her back. But instead of relaxation, the water only brought with it more thoughts of Julian. His strong hands. His knowing smile. The way his shirt had clung to his chest that day when he'd been caught in the rain.

Her own hands drifted across her wet skin, one sliding up to cup her breast while the other moved lower, fingers tracing the curve of her hip. She leaned back against the cool tile wall, biting her lip as she imagined Julian there with her, his body pressed against hers.

"Julian," she whispered, the name barely audible over the rushing water. Her fingers slipped between her thighs, finding herself hotter and wetter than any shower could make her. She circled her clit slowly at first, then faster, her breathing growing ragged.

In her mind, it was Julian touching her, Julian's mouth on her neck, Julian's fingers inside her. She added a second finger, then a third, fucking herself with increasing urgency. Her free hand gripped the shower caddy for support as her knees weakened.

She could almost feel his breath ghosting over her skin, hear his voice in her ear. "That's it," she imagined him saying, his tone commanding yet gentle. "Show me how much you want it."

A moan escaped her lips before she could stop it, louder than she'd intended. She froze momentarily, listening for any sign that Francesca might have heard, but if the water hadn’t masked it, then Fran’s nightly podcast certainly would have. And so she resumed, her movements more desperate now, chasing the release she’d momentarily stymied.

When it came, it crashed over her in waves. Her body clenched around her fingers as she bit down on her shoulder to muffle her cries. For several moments, she stood there trembling, twitching, the water washing away the evidence of her pleasure, if not her guilt.

Finally, she shut off the shower and stepped out, wrapping a towel around herself. Her reflection in the mirror showed flushed cheeks and bright eyes. She looked… different. Alive with something new.

Aria dried herself quickly, pulled on a clean nightshirt, and reached for the light switch. As darkness enveloped the bathroom, she caught a glimpse through the small window of something that made her stomach drop.

A light had flickered on in Julian's house just as hers had gone out. And not just any light. It was the light in his study. She peeked around the corner of her window and saw it—his silhouette. He was standing there, stock still at his window, just as he had been before.

Aria backed away, pressing herself against the wall, heart hammering. The bathroom window was small but it wasn’t frosted. She’d never given it much thought, since it didn’t face any road or yard, only… the side wall of next-door’s house—Julian’s house. The layout of both of their houses suddenly seemed like a puzzle she hadn't fully understood. Her en suite shared a wall with her bedroom—the bedroom with the window that faced his study. It wasn’t straight-on, but… Could he see? How much could he see?

"Oh God," she whispered, mortification washing over her. Maybe the steam had been enough to conceal her? Or had Julian really just witnessed her most private moment? Could he have heard her call his name?

She should have been horrified at the thought, should have been planning how to avoid him for the next century. And, admittedly, she was. But beneath the panic and embarrassment, something else was stirring—a dark, insistent thrill that made her press her thighs together anew.

What if he had seen? What if he had watched her pleasure herself while thinking of him? The possibility sent a fresh wave of heat through her core.

Aria forced herself to breathe. She was being ridiculous. The window was small and it had probably been steamed up for most of her shower. The water had been running loudly. There was no way he could have seen or heard anything. It was just a coincidence that his light had come on at that exact moment…

Wasn't it?

She crept back to her bedroom, careful to stay away from the window. Sleep would be even more impossible now, but she couldn't bear to look and see if Julian was still there, still watching. She slid under her covers, pulling them up to her chin like a shield.

Tomorrow, she'd act normal. She'd smile and wave if she saw him, pretending nothing had happened. Because nothing had happened. It was all in her imagination.

But as she lay there in the dark, one hand unconsciously drifting back between her legs, Aria couldn't help but wonder… What if it wasn't?

∞∞∞

Aria barely slept. Every time she closed her eyes, she imagined Julian watching her through the bathroom window, his green eyes darkening with desire as she touched herself. The thought was mortifying—and inexplicably arousing.

By morning, she'd convinced herself she was being ridiculous. The window was small, the bathroom had been steamy, and Julian was probably just working late. Pure coincidence. Still, she couldn't shake the feeling that something had shifted between them, even if he didn't know it yet.

She found Francesca in the kitchen, hunched over her laptop with a coffee mug clutched in one hand.

"You look like hell," Francesca said cheerfully, glancing up. "Bad night?"

Aria hesitated, then slid onto the stool opposite her friend. "I need to tell you something completely mortifying."

Francesca's eyes lit up. She closed her laptop with a snap. "I'm listening."

The words tumbled out in a rush—the shower, the fantasy, Julian's name on her lips, the light in his study switching on at precisely the wrong moment. By the time she finished, Aria's face was burning.

"Holy shit," Francesca breathed, leaning forward. "You think he saw you?"

"I don't know! Maybe? The timing was just so… specific."

Rather than looking scandalised, Francesca seemed delighted. She drummed her red-painted nails against the countertop. "Well, there's only one way to find out for sure."

"What do you mean?"

"Do it again," Francesca said with a wicked grin. "Same time, same place. See if he reacts the same way."

Aria nearly choked on her tea. "You can't be serious."

"I'm completely serious! It's the only way to know."

"You're suggesting I… what? Put on some kind of show for our neighbour?" The words sounded even more ridiculous spoken aloud.

Francesca shrugged. "I'm suggesting you conduct a scientific experiment. For research purposes."

"That's—that's insane," Aria spluttered. "I can't just… deliberately…"

"Why not? You were into it last night, weren't you?" Francesca wiggled her eyebrows suggestively. "And let's be real, if Julian did see you, he obviously liked what he saw. That light was a signal, girl. He’s telling you something!"

Aria buried her face in her hands. "This is the most embarrassing conversation of my life."

"Look," Francesca said, her voice softening slightly. "You're both consenting adults. If he's watching, it's because he wants to. And if you're putting on a show…" She shrugged. "Well, that's between you and your conscience."

"I can't believe we're even discussing this."

"Just think about it," Francesca said, reopening her laptop. "And maybe invest in some sexy nightwear. That oversized Coldplay t-shirt you sleep in isn't exactly seduction material."

Aria threw a tea towel at her friend's head, but Francesca just laughed, ducking out of the way.

For the rest of the day, Aria couldn't stop thinking about Francesca's suggestion. It was outrageous, inappropriate, potentially humiliating—and yet, she couldn't deny the thrill that shot through her every time she imagined Julian's eyes on her. What would he think? Would he be disgusted? Aroused? Would he ever look at her the same way again?

∞∞∞

That evening, as she stood in her bedroom, she found herself drawn to the window. Julian's study light was on, but she couldn't see him. Was he at his desk? Reading in his chair? Or was he, perhaps, standing just out of sight, watching her window as she'd watched his so many times?

She’d decided to follow Francesca’s advice. But that meant waiting. Waiting until his light had gone out. Waiting to shower at the same time as before. She paced her bedroom, trying to calm her racing thoughts. This was madness. She was twenty-two, for God's sake. He was a grown man, a professional, their neighbour. What was she playing at?

It was nearly midnight when Aria's resolve finally crystallised. She'd spent hours agonising over the decision, letting her mind spin through every possible outcome, but now—standing in her darkened bedroom with Julian's study light finally extinguished—she knew she had to go ahead with it. She had to know for sure.

Still, this was madness. Pure, reckless madness.

She slipped into the bathroom, her heart thundering against her ribs. The tiles beneath her bare feet sent a chill running up through her as she reached for the shower dial—or was it really the tiles? Steam began to fill the small space as she nervously unbuttoned her pyjama top, letting it fall to the floor, followed by her shorts.

Aria caught her reflection in the mirror—cheeks flushed, eyes bright with anticipation, nipples already hardened despite the growing warmth. She barely recognised herself. Who was this woman planning such a brazen display?

She stepped under the hot spray, letting it cascade over her shoulders and down her back, just as she had the night before. But this time, there was no natural wandering of hands, no private moment with her thoughts. This time, she knew exactly what she was going to do—and, potentially, exactly who would be watching.

"This is insane," she whispered to herself, but her hands were already moving, sliding over her wet skin with deliberate slowness. She tilted her head back, letting water stream down her throat, over her breasts. Her movements were more calculated now, more self-conscious.

Was the angle right? Could he really see her through the small window? The questions should have doused her arousal, but instead, they fuelled it.

She turned, giving a profile view to the window, and let her fingers trail down her stomach, between her legs. The first touch made her gasp. She was already slick, already aching. The knowledge that Julian might be watching her—might be witnessing this most intimate moment again—should have horrified her. Instead, it sent a molten heat pooling low in her belly.

Aria leaned against the tiled wall, her legs parting further as her fingers worked in slow, deliberate circles. She bit her lower lip, fighting to keep quiet even as pleasure built within her. In her mind, Julian was there with her again, his strong hands replacing hers, his lips against her skin.

"Mmmm," she breathed, her free hand rising to cup her breast, thumb grazing over her nipple. The dual sensation pushed her closer to the edge. She was performing now, making a show of it, arching her back and letting her head fall back against the tile. The steam had lessened somewhat—was the window clear enough for him to see?

The thought pushed her over. She came with a shuddering gasp, her body tensing then melting as waves of pleasure washed over her. For several long moments, she stood trembling under the spray, aftershocks rippling through her limbs.

Finally, she shut off the water and stepped out, slowly wrapping herself in a smaller towel than she usually used. Her legs felt unsteady, her mind foggy with lingering pleasure and the enormity of what she'd just done. She dried herself quickly, slipped on a thin nightdress—not the oversized t-shirt Francesca had teased her about—and reached for the light switch.

Her hand hovered over it. This was the moment of truth. If Julian had been watching, if this wasn't all in her head…

Aria flicked off the light. Darkness enveloped the bathroom and she moved quickly to the window, pressing herself against the wall beside it. Her heart hammered so loudly she was certain it could be heard next door.

One second. Two. Three.

Then, like clockwork, light spilled from Julian's study window.

Aria's breath caught in her throat. She peered cautiously around the edge of her window, trying to stay hidden in the shadows. There, standing at his window, was a dark silhouette she knew immediately. Broad shoulders. Tall frame. The unmistakable contours of Julian.

It wasn't her imagination. It wasn't coincidence. He was watching her. Had been watching her. And he was letting her know.

Aria pressed a hand to her mouth, stifling a gasp. Heat bloomed across her skin—embarrassment, excitement, fear, desire—all tangled together in a knot she couldn't unravel. She knew she should feel violated, should be outraged…

Instead, she felt a perverse thrill that warmed her from the inside out.

Julian remained at his window, a dark shape against the golden light. Was he looking for her now? Waiting for another glimpse? Aria couldn't move, couldn't breathe. She'd set this trap and she now found herself caught in it instead.

After what seemed an eternity, Julian moved away from the window. Aria exhaled shakily, realising she'd been holding her breath. She slipped back to her bedroom, collapsing onto her bed, her mind racing.

What did it mean? What happens now? Should she confront him? Pretend nothing had happened? Or just continue this strange, silent game they'd begun?

Most troubling of all… Why did the thought of him watching her, of seeing her at her most vulnerable, feel so goddamned intoxicating?

Sleep eluded her for hours as questions swirled through her mind. By the time dawn began to break, Aria had made a decision. This wasn't over. Whatever this strange, forbidden dance was between them—it was just beginning.

For the first time in her life, Aria wasn't just the shy, sweet girl next door.

She was the object of someone's desire.

And God help her, she liked it.

When she finally drifted off, her dreams were filled with green eyes watching her from the darkness, and strong hands that never quite touched her skin.

∞∞∞

Aria woke to the sound of the coffee grinder downstairs and the distinct feeling that her world had fundamentally changed. The memories of last night flooded back, bringing with them a fresh wave of heat that had nothing to do with the bright morning sun streaming through her curtains. Julian had watched her. She was certain of it now.

She found Francesca in the kitchen, humming along to some pop song blaring from her phone as she measured coffee grounds into the French press.

"Morning, sleepyhead," Francesca called over her shoulder. "You look like you've seen a ghost."

Aria slid onto a stool at the counter, her fingers nervously tracing patterns on the cool surface. "It happened again," she said quietly.

Francesca's hand stilled mid-pour. She turned slowly, eyebrows raised. "No. Way."

"The light came on. Right after I turned mine off." Aria's voice was barely above a whisper. "He was standing there, Fran. I could see his silhouette."

"Holy shit!" Francesca abandoned the coffee preparations and came around the counter, gripping Aria's shoulders. "Tell me everything. Did he see you looking? Did you make eye contact? Was he—"

"I don't know!" Aria covered her face with her hands. "I was hiding. I couldn't see his face properly. Just… him. Standing there."

Francesca dropped onto the stool beside her, eyes wide with delight. "This is the sexiest thing I've ever heard. Our quiet little Aria, putting on private shows for the hot neighbour."

"God, don't say it like that," Aria groaned, though the words sent another thrill through her. "It's so embarrassing."

"Is it, though?" Francesca tilted her head, studying Aria's flushed face. "Because you look more turned on than mortified right now."

Aria bit her lip. "That's the problem. I should be horrified, right? I should feel violated or angry or… something. But instead, I just keep thinking about him watching me, and it's…" She trailed off, unable to find the words.

"Hot as fuck?" Francesca supplied helpfully.

"Yes," Aria admitted, her small voice filled with resignation. "There's something about the secrecy of it. Like we're sharing this thing that nobody else knows about."

"Except me," Francesca reminded her with a grin. "Your faithful confidante and enabler."

"I saw him yesterday, you know. When I went for my morning run." Aria wrapped her hands around the mug of coffee Francesca slid toward her. "He was getting his newspaper. He smiled and waved like nothing had happened. Like he hadn't seen me that first time when I was…" She gestured vaguely, unable to finish the sentence.

"Masturbating while thinking about him?" Francesca supplied, earning herself a swat on the arm.

"Yes, that," Aria muttered. "He didn't even hint at it. Just asked if I was enjoying the weather."

"Of course he didn't! What was he going to say? 'Good morning, Aria, enjoyed the show last night'?" Francesca shook her head, laughing. "Men like Julian are too sophisticated for that. He's playing the long game."

"But what is the game?" Aria asked, frustrated. "What happens now?"

Francesca was quiet for a moment, tapping her painted nails against her coffee mug. Then her face lit up with that expression Aria knew all too well—the one that usually preceded some outlandish scheme.

"Oh no," Aria said. "I know that look. Whatever you're thinking—"

"You should escalate," Francesca declared, eyes gleaming. "Take it to the next level."

"What does that even mean?" Aria's stomach flipped at the possibilities.

"I'm not entirely sure yet," Francesca admitted, "but I know we need to keep him guessing. Don't do anything for a while. In fact…" She paused, her expression turning sly. "Save your showers for the main bathroom for now. Let him wonder what happened to his nightly entertainment."

"You're evil," Aria said, but she couldn't help the small smile tugging at her lips.

"Not evil. Strategic." Francesca's grin widened. "Trust me on this. I feel a plan forming."

"Your plans terrify me," Aria replied, but she felt a flutter of anticipation all the same. Whatever game she and Julian were playing, she wasn't ready for it to end.

∞∞∞

Two days passed in which Aria dutifully followed Francesca's instructions, using only the main bathroom and staying away from her bedroom window after dark. She caught glimpses of Julian coming and going—always perfectly put together, always polite but distant. Did she imagine the extra intensity in his gaze when they passed each other at the letter boxes? The slight lingering of his eyes on her lips when she spoke?

On the third morning, Aria was halfway through her breakfast when the doorbell rang.

"Can you get that?" Francesca called from upstairs. "I'm still in my towel!"

Aria padded to the door in her pyjama shorts and tank top, expecting a delivery for Francesca, who seemed to order something new online every day. Instead, the young courier she greeted at the door said, "Delivery for Aria Moretti.”

"That's me," Aria replied, confused. She hadn't ordered anything recently, but she accepted the small package nonetheless.

She carried the it back to the kitchen, turning it over in her hands. It was about the size of a shoebox, wrapped in plain brown paper with her name and address neatly printed on the label. No return address.

Francesca appeared in the doorway, her hair wrapped in a towel. "What's that?"

"A package for me," Aria said, still staring at it. "But I didn't order anything."

A sly smile spread across Francesca's face. "Actually, that's from me."

"From you?" Aria looked up, suddenly suspicious. "What is it?"

"It’s my plan," Francesca said, her eyes dancing with mischief. "But don't open it now. Wait until tonight. After dinner."

"Why? What's in here, Fran?" Aria shook the box gently, but it gave no clues.

"You'll know what to do when you see it," Francesca said cryptically, standing up and heading back toward the stairs. "Just trust me."

"That's exactly the kind of thing someone very untrustworthy would say!" Aria called after her, but Francesca just laughed, disappearing upstairs.

Aria stared at the package for a long moment. Knowing Francesca, it could be absolutely anything from innocent to extreme. But despite her misgivings, a part of her—a growing part—was intrigued. Whatever game she was playing with Julian, it seemed Francesca was determined to help her level up.

She placed the package in her bedroom, tucked away in her wardrobe where it seemed to pulse with possibility all day long. By the time evening came, Aria found herself stealing glances at her closet door, wondering what lay inside that innocuous brown parcel.

After dinner, with Francesca conveniently announcing she was going out to meet friends ("Don't wait up!"), Aria finally retrieved the package and sat cross-legged on her bed. Her fingers trembled slightly as she tore at the paper.

Inside was a plain white box. She lifted the lid and pushed aside tissue paper to reveal what lay beneath. Her breath caught in her throat.

"Oh, Francesca," she whispered, lifting the contents out of the box. "What have you done?"

She stared at the object in her hands, her mind struggling to process what she was seeing. It was a dildo. But not just any dildo. It was a startlingly realistic one—flesh-coloured, thick, with anatomically correct veins running along its considerable length. The balls at the base were meticulously detailed, and beneath them sat a sturdy suction cup that left no question as to its intended use.

Aria’s cheeks burned as she turned it over in her hands. It felt heavy, solid, unnervingly lifelike.

A small note fluttered from the tissue paper. The letters were typed, but she knew to read them in Francesca's voice: "For your nighttime performance. Time to give him something worth watching. XOX."

Aria's stomach swooped with a mixture of mortification and something much darker, something primal. She knew exactly what Francesca was suggesting—what she wanted her to do, what she wanted Julian to see.

She set the dildo down on her duvet, backing away from it as though it might spring to life. This was madness. Complete and utter madness. She was no prude, but… using a toy like that, with the intention of being caught…

But even as the rational part of her brain screamed in protest, heat pooled between her thighs at the thought. Julian watching her pleasure herself with this obscene replica. Julian seeing her at her most vulnerable, her most desperate. Julian knowing exactly what she wanted… and how she wanted it.

Aria paced the bedroom floor, casting furtive glances at the dildo lying innocently on her bed. Was this really what she wanted? To cross this line? Once she did this, there would be no going back. No pretending this was all innocent coincidence.

She went to the window. Julian's study light was on, the silhouette of him seated at his desk visible through the glass. Her heart hammered against her ribs. If she did this—if she really went through with it—what would happen next? Would he finally approach her? Would he pretend he hadn't seen? Or worse, would he be disgusted by how forward she was being?

Aria pressed her forehead against the cool glass. The truth was, she'd never felt more alive than she had these past few nights, knowing Julian was watching her, hoping that she might be affecting him the way he was affecting her. The secret thrill of it, the power she felt despite her vulnerability—it was intoxicating.

Her gaze drifted back to the dildo. She could just imagine Francesca's delight in selecting it, spending way too long scrolling through the options, choosing just the right one for the job. The thought made her smile despite herself.

"Fuck it," she whispered, decision crystallising. She wanted this. Wanted him to see her. Wanted to push this strange, silent game they were playing to its limits.

Aria picked up the dildo, its weight substantial in her small hand, and carried it to the bathroom. As soon as she switched on the en suite light, she saw Julian’s study light turn off. He could see her. And he was going to watch her from the darkness.

Her heart thundered in her chest, the sound of her pulse filling her ears. She set the toy on the edge of the sink, then turned on the shower, letting steam fill the room as she stripped off her clothes with deliberate slowness.

She glanced at her reflection in the mirror—cheeks flushed, eyes bright with anticipation and fear, nipples already hardened at the thought of what she was about to do. She barely recognised herself anymore. Who was this woman staring back at her? This woman who would put on such a display for a man she barely knew?

A woman who knew what she wanted, came the answer from somewhere deep inside her.

Aria tested the suction cup against the shower wall, pressing it firmly until it held fast. The realistic cock jutted out from the tile, and her stomach flipped at the sight of it. She'd never done anything like this before. Her previous boyfriends had been fumbling university boys, not men who would confidently introduce toys into their lovemaking.

Looking at it now, Aria hesitated. It was larger than anything she'd ever taken before, considerably thicker than her previous lovers. Her hand wrapped around the shaft, testing its girth, and a flutter of anxiety mixed with excitement rippled through her. Could she really do this? Would it hurt? And what would Julian think if he saw her struggling with it?

She stepped under the spray, letting the warm water wash over her, loosening her up, buying her some time. Perhaps she should start slowly, work herself up to it. Yes, that made sense. She'd begin as she had before.

Her hands slid over her wet skin, cupping her breasts, thumbs circling the tight peaks of her nipples. She closed her eyes, conjuring Julian in her mind—his strong hands where hers were now, his lips trailing down her neck, his teeth grazing her earlobe, her nipple, the inside of her thigh.

"Julian," she whispered, one hand sliding down her stomach, the further, between her thighs. She was already slick with arousal, her body responding eagerly to the thought of him watching her from the darkness of his study. Was he standing at his window now? Was his breathing quickening as he observed her? Was he touching himself too?

The thought sent a jolt of pure heat through her core. Her fingers moved faster between her legs, circling, stroking. Her other hand groped her breast roughly, the way she imagined he might—confident, possessive, demanding.

Aria leaned back against the shower wall, legs trembling as pleasure built inside her. But it wasn't enough. Not tonight. She wanted more. Needed more.

A strange boldness overtook her. If Julian was watching—and she was certain now that he was—then she would give him something to remember. A performance he couldn't possibly forget.

She sank to her knees on the shower floor, water streaming down her back, one hand still working between her thighs. With her free hand, she reached for the dildo attached to the wall, its realistic head at perfect mouth-level now.

Heart pounding, she leaned forward and ran her tongue along the underside of the shaft, from base to tip. The silicone was warm from the shower spray, and she closed her eyes, pretending it was Julian's cock, imagining his groans as she circled the head with her tongue.

She took the tip into her mouth, sucking gently at first, then with increasing pressure. Her fingers never stopped their movement between her legs as she took more of the length, hollowing her cheeks around it. A moan escaped her throat, vibrating around the shaft, louder than she'd ever allowed herself to be before.

The dual sensations were overwhelming—the fullness in her mouth, the slick heat between her thighs, the knowledge that Julian might be witnessing her most intimate fantasy. She bobbed her head, taking the dildo deeper with each movement, moaning shamelessly now. Water ran down her face, mingling with her saliva on the toy, making obscene wet sounds as she sucked and licked.

Aria pulled back, gasping for breath, a strand of saliva connecting her lips to the glistening tip until it was severed by the falling stream. She'd never done anything so wanton, so deliberately provocative. But God, it felt good. Liberating. She felt powerful despite her vulnerability—or because of it.

She took the length into her mouth again, deeper this time, fighting against her gag reflex as she imagined Julian's hands in her hair, guiding her movements. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, as her fingers worked furiously between her legs. She was close, so close, teetering on the edge of an orgasm more intense than any she'd experienced before.

But this wasn't how she wanted to finish. Not on her knees, not like this. She had more to give—to herself and to him.

Aria rose to her feet, her fingers still circling her clit, unwilling to lose the delicious tension building there. She turned, presenting her rear to the window as she did so, her wet hair clinging to her shoulders. With her free hand, she reached for the dildo, angling it upward. A flutter of nervousness passed through her—it was larger than anything she'd attempted before.

She backed onto it slowly, gasping as the head pressed against her entrance. The stretch was immediate, almost painful as it began to fill her. Almost. She bit her lip, bearing down against the intrusion, her body yielding incrementally to accommodate the toy's girth.

"Fuck," she whispered, sinking lower, taking another inch. Her legs trembled with the effort, with the overwhelming sensation of fullness. She paused, breathing deeply, letting her body adjust before continuing.

Inch by inch, she worked her way down its length until she'd taken it all, her body stretched to its limits around the silicone shaft. The feeling was indescribable—intense, bordering on too much, but exactly what she needed.

Good job, Fran, she thought fleetingly, before her mind returned to Julian. It wasn't a toy inside her now—it was him. It was Julian fucking her from behind, his hands gripping her hips, his breath hot against her neck.

Aria began to move, bouncing against the dildo as her fingers worked her clit in tight, desperate circles. Her other hand moved to her breast, squeezing roughly, pinching her nipple between her fingers. She arched her back as she took it. She’d angled her body to give him a side-on view—the perfect perspective to see the toy disappearing inside her, and still witness the pleasure contorting her features.

She caught a glimpse of herself in the half-fogged mirror—head thrown back, lips parted, water streaming down her flushed skin as she rode the toy with increasing abandon. The sight of her like this, so wanton, so uninhibited, sent another surge of heat through her core. She barely recognised the woman in the reflection, but she liked what she saw. Loved it, even.

It didn't take long. She was already so primed, so tense, and now so exquisitely full. Her orgasm crashed over her without warning, tearing a cry from her throat as her body convulsed around the toy. Her inner walls clenched rhythmically, trying to milk from the silicone what it could never give her—the hot pulse of Julian's release inside her.

"Julian," she gasped as the aftershocks rippled through her, her legs nearly giving out.

For several long moments, she couldn't move, couldn't think. She simply leaned against the wall, still impaled on the toy, water washing over her sensitised skin. Finally, with shaking legs, she lifted herself off the dildo, removed it from the wall and rinsed it quickly under the spray.

She shut off the water and stepped out, wrapping herself in a towel, her legs still unsteady. What had she done? The enormity of it washed over her as her pleasure receded. She'd just fucked herself silly. She’d ridden a dildo where her neighbour could see her. She’d done it all deliberately.

And she'd loved every second of it.

The lingering thrill of it mingled with the ever-present undercurrent of embarrassment. What was happening to her? This wasn't like her at all. Shy, sweet Aria who blushed when men looked at her too long, who'd had exactly two boyfriends, both fumbling university boys who'd treated sex like a race to the finish line.

Yet here she was, performing for an older man like… like some kind of exhibitionist.

She wrapped the towel more securely around herself and hid the toy away in the cupboard under the sink. She'd find a proper place for it tomorrow. For now, she needed to know if he'd seen. If he'd watched. If he'd… enjoyed.

Nervousness gripped her as she realised it was time to check again. Time for that coded communication that had naturally evolved between them. Her heart rate spiked as she reached for the light switch. This time, when she flicked it off, she slipped back into her darkened bedroom to look out through the larger window.

She waited. One second. Two. Three.

His study light came on.

His silhouette appeared at the window, and Aria's breath caught in her throat. Something was different this time. She squinted, trying to understand what had changed. It was the outline itself. Gone were the crisp lines of his suit. Replaced with the gentle curves and flat planes of… muscle.

He was naked.

She could only see the outline of him, but she was almost sure he was naked. The breath she'd been holding escaped in a soft gasp. Julian stood there for a long while as she simply stared back at him from the dark, neither of them moving, separated by night air and glass and propriety—though that last barrier seemed already to have crumbled entirely.

And then… he turned. And before he reached the light switch, she saw it. He was erect.

Aria's hand flew to her mouth, stifling another gasp. The silhouette was unmistakable—the proud jut of his arousal, thick and hard, standing away from his body. Her imagination filled in the details her eyes couldn't quite make out in the darkness. And her imagination didn’t stop there. How would he feel in her hand? Her mouth? Between her legs?

The light in Julian's study went out, plunging him back into darkness. Aria remained frozen by her window, her body humming with need in spite of her recent release, with shock in spite of her own shocking behaviour, with the enormity of… everything.

He'd responded. God, had he responded! Not with a polite nod or a casual wave the next morning. He'd answered her display with one of his own—direct, unmistakable, impossible to misinterpret, impossible to miss.

She stumbled back to her bed, collapsing onto it, her mind racing. What now? What happened next in this strange, silent seduction they were conducting? She'd started it, perhaps unwittingly at first, but now he'd elevated it, raised the stakes.

Aria's hand slipped beneath her towel of its own volition, finding herself still sensitive, still tender from her shower activities. But ready again. Already. The image of Julian's naked silhouette, his erection, burned into her mind. Her fingers moved in lazy circles, not chasing release this time, just savouring the sensation and the knowledge that somewhere in the house next door, Julian might be doing the same.

They'd crossed a line tonight. Both of them. There was no pretending this was accidental anymore, no maintaining the fiction of coincidence. They'd established a connection—explicit, sexual, deliberate.

Tomorrow, when they passed each other on the street, would anything be different? Would they finally acknowledge it? Would they speak about it? Or would this remain their secret language, communicated only through windows and lights and the darkness between them?

Aria's phone buzzed on her nightstand. A message from Francesca. "So? Did you use my present? Details, bitch!"

She smiled, picking up her phone but hesitating before replying. How could she possibly explain what had just happened? That she'd put on a show with Francesca's toy, and Julian had responded by showing her… everything? That they'd established some kind of silent communication, a code, a ritual?

"It worked," she texted back simply. "More than I expected. Will tell you tomorrow."

She set her phone down, ignoring the immediate string of follow-up texts from Francesca. Tomorrow would be soon enough for explanations. Tonight belonged to her and Julian and the darkness between their windows.

∞∞∞

The morning light filtered through the curtains as Aria buried her face deeper into her pillow, clinging to the last wisps of sleep. Her dreams had been vivid—Julian's silhouette against the window, the outline of his arousal, the memory of last night's performance still tingling across her skin. She was just reliving that glorious moment when he’d turned when—

"Rise and shine, exhibitionist!"

Aria bolted upright, clutching her duvet to her chest as Francesca bounded into the room carrying two steaming mugs.

"I've been waiting for hours," Francesca announced, thrusting a coffee toward Aria. "Literally hours. I couldn't sleep. I need details. All of them. Now."

Aria accepted the mug, blinking sleep from her eyes. "What time is it?"

"Time for you to spill everything," Francesca said, perching on the edge of the bed. She was already dressed in workout leggings and a crop top, hair pulled into a high ponytail. "Did you use my present? Did he see? What happened?"

Heat crept up Aria's neck as her recent dreams solidified into memories, flooding back in excruciating detail. "I… yes. I used it."

"And?" Francesca leaned forward, eyes gleaming.

"And he saw." Aria took a sip of coffee, buying herself time. "He definitely saw."

"How do you know? Did he wave? Hold up a scorecard?" Francesca's excitement was palpable, almost manic.

Aria set her mug down on the bedside table. "He… showed himself. After I finished." The words felt strange in her mouth, surreal. Had it really happened?

Francesca's eyes widened to comical proportions. "Showed himself? Like… everything?"

"Everything." Aria nodded, a smile tugging at her lips despite her embarrassment. "Well, his silhouette. But he was definitely naked. And… ready."

"Holy shit!" Francesca shrieked, bouncing on the bed. "You broke him! He actually stripped down for you! Tell me everything—exactly what you did, what he looked like, every single detail."

So Aria told her. Everything. How she'd positioned the toy in the shower. How she'd taken her time, building up to it. How she'd called out his name when she came. How his light had flickered on immediately after hers went out. How he'd stood there, then turned, his erection unmistakable.

Francesca listened with rapt attention, occasionally interrupting with gasps or muttered expletives. When Aria finished, Francesca was silent for a moment, then let out a low whistle.

"That's the hottest thing I've ever heard," she said. "And I've heard a lot. You're sure it was him? Not just, like, a lamp or something?"

Aria rolled her eyes. "It was him," she said firmly. "I'm sure of it."

"So tell me then… What did this silhouetted cock look like?" Francesca asked, leaning forward eagerly. "I mean, I get that we’re only working with an outline here, but… details, girl! Size? Shape? Curved? Straight? I’ll need the mental image for later."

"Fran!" Aria laughed, shoving her friend's shoulder. But then she closed her eyes, recalling what she’d seen as best she could. "It was… big, Fran. Thick. And it stood away from his body, like… proud?" She felt ridiculous trying to describe it. "It looked… I don’t know… proportional. To the rest of him."

"And the rest of him is pretty damn fine," Francesca mused, a dreamy expression crossing her face. "God, I'm fucking jealous. Maybe I need to set up my own peeping spot. Watch you put on your little shower shows." She waggled her eyebrows. "Sounds hot enough that I'm filing this whole story away for the next time I need to rub one out."

"You're gross," Aria said, wrinkling her nose. "That's definitely TMI."

"TMI?" Francesca cackled. "Sweetie, you just described in explicit detail how you deep-throated a dildo and then rode it while our hunk of an older man neighbour got hard watching you. I think we are well beyond the territory of TMI."

Aria opened her mouth to protest when the doorbell rang, cutting through their laughter. They both froze, exchanging confused glances.

"Are you expecting something?" Aria asked.

Francesca shook her head. "No. You?"

"Nothing."

They stared at each other for a moment, then both scrambled off the bed. Aria hastily pulled on a dressing gown over her nightshirt as Francesca bounded down the stairs ahead of her.

By the time Aria reached the front door, Francesca was already peering through the peephole.

"There's no one there," she reported. "Just a box."

"A box?" Aria frowned. "Like… a delivery?"

Francesca pulled open the door, revealing a large cardboard package sitting on their doorstep. It was plain, unmarked except for Aria's name written in elegant black script across the top.

"No shipping label," Francesca noted, bending to examine it. "Someone dropped this off personally."

A shiver ran up Aria's spine. She knew who that someone was. They both did.

They carried the box inside, setting it on the kitchen table. It was heavier than it looked.

"Open it," Francesca urged, practically vibrating with excitement.

Aria's fingers trembled as she pulled at the tape sealing the box. The cardboard flaps gave way to reveal tissue paper, and beneath that…

"Holy shit," she breathed.

The box was filled with sex toys. Not just any sex toys—high-end, expensive-looking ones in sleek packaging. And right on top, arranged in a neat row, were three suction cup dildos of increasing size. The smallest was about the size of the one Francesca had given her. The largest made her eyes widen.

"Jesus Christ," Francesca whispered, reaching in to lift one out. "These are top-of-the-line, Aria. And I should know. This one alone must have cost at least a hundred quid."

Aria's cheeks burned as she rummaged through the box. Beneath the dildos were vibrators, lubricant, massage oil, and other items she couldn't even immediately identify. At the bottom, she found a small envelope with her name on it.

Her heart hammered as she slid a finger under the flap, pulling out a simple white card. The message was brief, written in the same elegant script as her name on the box.

Enjoy yourself. I know I will. — J

"J," Francesca read over her shoulder. She let out a delighted laugh. "Well, I guess we know for sure now."

Aria stared at the note, at the box of toys, at the ridiculous abundance of it all. It should have mortified her. Instead, a laugh bubbled up from somewhere deep inside her, a laugh of disbelief and excitement and pure, uncomplicated joy.

Francesca joined in, their laughter filling the kitchen. "I think it’s safe to say we're very welcome in this neighbourhood," she said, wiping tears from her eyes. "Very welcome indeed."

She picked up the largest of the dildos, eyeing it appreciatively. "You'd better share these toys. I did get you started, after all."

Aria snatched it back, still laughing. "Get your own voyeuristic neighbour."

"Selfish," Francesca pouted, but her eyes danced with amusement. "So what's your next move? Because this—" she gestured to the box "—is definitely an escalation."

Aria ran her fingers over the card, tracing the single initial. J. Julian. He'd responded to her performance not just with a show of his own, but with this extravagant gift. An invitation. A challenge.

"I don't know," she admitted. But as she surveyed the contents of the box, so many delicious ideas were already forming in her mind.

"Whatever it is," Francesca said, studying her friend's face, "I have a feeling our quiet little Aria is gone for good."

Aria smiled, tucking the card into the pocket of her dressing gown. Perhaps she was right. The old Aria could never have imagined how far she’d already gone—performing for a neighbour, accepting such intimate gifts, and now planning her next move in this strange, silent seduction.

No, the old Aria could never have imagined any of this. But then again, the old Aria had never felt this alive.
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