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	Josh loved his new apartment. It was a sexy, spacious, high-rise condo in a busy neighborhood full of coffee shops, art galleries, and movie theatres. Everything in it was sleek, minimalist, and white, a modernist decor straight out of an Ikea catalog. But the best part was the windows—huge, floor-to-ceiling casements that bathed the entire place in light.

	Standing naked by the panes, a cup of coffee in his hand, he enjoyed watching the city from above. The distant cars rushed far down below like children’s toys, while the tiny people scurried like ants in the street, making him feel like some god observing the world from his mountaintop throne. Sometimes when his cock got hard, he would jerk off right there, by the windows, exposed yet remote, cumming all over the glass.

	It was about a week after he moved in when he discovered another perk. His windows looked directly at the tall building across the street, giving him an unobstructed view of the opposite apartment. That in itself didn’t mean much, until one evening when he caught the man who lived there stark naked and masturbating in front of the TV. There were no curtains on his windows, the same as Josh’s, and the room was brightly lit, giving Josh the perfect view inside. The man was sitting on the couch, legs spread wide, and going to town on his rod. He had a beefy, muscular body covered in fur, with long limbs and a huge cock. His apartment was a little lower than Josh’s, so Josh couldn’t see his head. But the angle was perfect for him to see the rest, which was everything below the man’s neck. And it was quite a sight.

	Then a naked woman appeared, sauntering across the room, and finally getting on her knees between the man’s legs. She took her partner’s cock inside her mouth and proceeded to blow him. Hard as a rock, Josh almost couldn’t believe his eyes, as the live porn scene played in front of him. He stripped himself naked, grabbed his throbbing cock, and started jerking off to the rhythm of the sucking that he watched. His hand was moving up and down, mimicking the bobbing of the woman’s head as she deepthroated the seated man. He could see the exact moment when the man began to cum, as he grabbed the woman’s head and started thrusting into her mouth. Watching everything, Josh came too, erupting like a volcano across the glass.

	The couple then rose and moved out of view, so Josh went to clean off his windows. Smiling, he hoped there would be more such performances to come. 

	He didn’t have to wait for long.

	 

	* * *

	 

	A  few days later, Josh was moving around the kitchen fixing himself something to eat, when he noticed the action in the opposite apartment. The couple was fucking again. The big guy was banging the woman from behind, bending her across the couch at an angle that gave Josh a side view of their coupling. Both of them were completely naked, and the man was grabbing the woman’s tits, slapping her ass as he thrust his hips. Josh could almost hear the sounds, the smacking and the moaning, even though he watched the scene in mute. 

	The sex was intense, making Josh jealous as he spied on the couple. Pulling down his lounge pants and tugging on his dick, he wished he could feel that big cock pummeling in and out of his hole. But having no boyfriend at the moment, he resigned to voyeurism and the warmth of his hand. He jerked off as he watched, timing his orgasm to coincide with the man’s own. Once again, he came all over the windowpanes, and then, hungry and forlorn, he licked the cum off the glass.

	For the following week, the neighbor didn’t put out any new show, and Josh was getting desperate. Now that he got addicted to the man’s exhibitionism, being left without it made him feel lonely and depressed. The most he saw of the man was him walking around the apartment in his briefs. But even though the sight of his hairy, muscular body in a pair of tighty-whiteys was undeniably hot, it was a small comfort after seeing him naked and having full-blown sex.

	The next morning, as he was about to take a shower, Josh noticed the hot neighbor across the street smoking on his balcony. Naked. Josh was immediately transfixed. It was the first time that he could see his face, see him completely, and the man was stunning. He scratched his balls while he smoked; they hung low in their sack, looking full and heavy. He then tugged his cock, big even in its flaccid state, like he couldn’t keep his hands away from it. Who could blame him, Josh thought.

	Horny and incited by the man’s brazenness, Josh decided to try attracting his attention. Overcome with the sudden desire to have the man watch him for a change, he searched for a way to turn the tables. If the man would only raise his head, only lift his gaze a little, he would see Josh standing naked at the window. They could lock eyes and touch themselves for each other’s voyeuristic pleasure. But the man kept smoking and looking down on the street below.

	Josh went over to the nightstand by his bed. He took a big life-like dildo and a bottle of lube from the drawer, then slathered both his hole and the toy with it. Dildo in hand, he went back to his windows, mounted the toy’s suction cup base to the glass directly across the neighbor’s balcony, and impaled himself on it. As he began to fuck himself on the silicon toy, he kept turning his head over his shoulder to see if the man had spotted him. The movements of his body must have caught the man’s eye and he finally raised his gaze, noticing Josh. Josh couldn’t quite discern the man’s reaction—was he shocked? Disgusted? Turned on? Closing his eyes, he smiled and imagined that the neighbor was the one fucking him, the dildo becoming the man’s cock. Soon, he came in a series of tremors that shook his whole body.

	When Josh took the dildo out of his ass and turned around, the man was still watching him. Still naked on his balcony, he was jerking off, and came seconds after Josh. A wicked smile playing on his lips, he gave Josh a thumbs-up, then went inside his apartment and disappeared from view.

	Thus their game of hide and tease began.

	 

	* * *

	 

	It became a habit for Josh to spy on his neighbor whenever he was home. As soon as he would notice the lights turning on in his apartment, he would stir and go to the windows. Sometimes there would be nothing to see—the man would appear briefly, clothed or in his underwear, then vanish from sight. Other times, he would walk naked around his place, or sit and touch himself in front of the TV, playing with his cock. Josh soon realized the man was taunting him, fully aware that he was being watched. He would edge himself for hours, it seemed, if Josh was there to watch him. And then after he would cum, he would look at Josh, winking. The motherfucker loved having an audience.

	He also liked to watch, Josh realized. Several times Josh returned the favor, jerking off or fucking himself with the dildo while the sexy stud observed. Sometimes the man would masturbate as he watched, especially if the dildo was involved. Josh presumed the beefcake liked seeing Josh’s ass getting stuffed, which gave him the idea to do what he did next. 

	After one of their mutual exhibitionistic/voyeuristic sessions, Josh wrote his cell phone number on a large sheet of paper and placed it against the window. Seeing it, the man seemed a bit hesitant at first, but then Josh saw him grab his phone and type the number in. He hoped to hear from him that day, but no call or message came. For the next few days, Josh jumped for his phone as soon as it beeped, but it was always someone else. Maybe the man was only into watching; maybe he didn’t want to cheat on his girlfriend—although, Josh hadn’t seen the woman in weeks.

	Then, one evening, his phone beeped with a new message.

	Come to the window, it said.

	Josh was in his living room, playing a video game, but as soon as he saw the text, he abandoned it and rushed to the window. His neighbor was on his balcony, naked as usual, hard cock in hand.

	Fuck, it’s so big! Josh texted back. I can see it throbbing from way over here.

	Would you like to suck it? the man replied, typing with one hand and jerking off with the other.

	God yes, Josh sent back. I’ve been fantasizing about it ever since I first saw you. I want it stuffed down my throat, then up my ass. Josh stripped off his sweatpants and pressed his butt on the windowpane, spreading the cheeks so his neighbor could get a glimpse of his hole.

	I’m not gay, the man texted. But I always wondered. What it would be like. Fucking a guy.

	Josh couldn’t help but think that, for a supposedly straight guy, the neighbor was really going for it. The man was beating his meat fast and hard, his whole body trembling. Your gf doesn’t like anal?

	It took a few moments before the man replied. We broke up. I’m single and horny.

	Come up and I’ll show you a good time, Josh sent straight away.

	But the man came, shooting on the glass railing of his balcony, then went inside without another look or text. Josh realized he had forgotten to ask him his name.

	 

	* * *

	 

	It took a week before Josh got another text. He was lying in his bed dozing off, when his phone beeped, stirring him from slumber.

	Hey. What R U doing? the message read.

	I was sleeping, Josh replied honestly, blinking at the screen in the dark. U?

	The reply was quick: Sorry. Can’t sleep. Feel like my skin is burning.

	So the guy was horny again and needed someone easy to get off. Josh debated for a few moments whether he should feel honored or angry, but in the end, his own horniness prevailed. I’ve already offered you a solution to your problem. But you didn’t seem interested.

	After a minute or so, the phone in Josh’s hand beeped again. I’ve never been with a guy. It’s a big deal for me. But I’ve been thinking about it. About fucking you.

	Josh stared at the screen as the messages kept coming, his cock growing harder after each one. Are you going to tell me your name? he texted. Or should I just keep calling you The Hot Neighbor Guy?

	No names. Not looking for anything serious. Don’t want you to get the wrong idea.

	Right. So he only wanted a convenient hole to fuck when all other options failed. Josh had no problem with that. So what are you looking for?

	Come to the window and I’ll show you.

	Josh threw off the covers and rose from the bed, stretching his naked body. Even though his bedroom was shrouded in darkness, the street lights from far down below provided enough illumination to make him visible. He could already see his neighbor leaning on the rails of his balcony, naked and hard. Your cock looks so yummy, he sent. I wish I could suck it.

	Yeah?
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