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This collection is a work of fiction by N. Graham. Names, characters, places and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used solely for entertainment. Any resemblance to actual events or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this work via the internet or any other means without the permission of the publisher is illegal and punishable by law. Please purchase only authorised electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage electronic piracy of copyrighted materials.

NO AI TRAINING: Without in any way limiting the author’s [and publisher’s] exclusive rights under copyright, any use of this publication to “train” generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies to generate text is expressly prohibited. The author reserves all rights to license uses of this work for generative AI training and development of machine learning language models

Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated
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They told everyone they were just close friends, but what I saw was more than friendship, as they fingered each other, trying to make the other cum first.

I had been living at Holme Place for a few years. It was three stories of one- and two-bed flats formed into a horseshoe shape around a large park-like area that we could all use.

Each flat had small balconies where we could fit tables and chairs overlooking the park area, but this also meant we could see each other if we used the balcony.

There are six flats on each floor. My flat was at one end on the top floor, meaning I could see most of the flats opposite me, and to the left, only the four flats below were out of my view.

About two weeks ago, a pair of beautiful, sexy young women moved into the flat directly opposite me. I heard through the gossip tree that both claimed they were just good friends, living together to save on costs.

That seemed to make sense, as it was a two-bedroom flat.

Summer was coming to an end, and I still enjoyed sitting outside on my balcony in the last of the day's sunlight, reading and drinking tea.

I was wearing loose-fitting yoga pants and a light cotton blouse.

But tonight I was distracted from my reading.

Movement from directly opposite caught my peripheral vision as I sat side-on.

At first I thought the women in the opposite flat were fighting, but then I realised what I was seeing.

They had yet to put any curtains up in their living room, meaning I could see everything going on through the window and glass balcony guard rail.

The overhead lights were on in their flat, meaning nothing was in the shadows. I saw what I was seeing as if I was in the room.

They were both in lace one-piece bodies, the blonde woman in black lace, while the raven-haired girl had white lace on.

They moved each other round in circles, taking turns to force the other back against the wall.

I could see they were passionately kissing, but kissing in a way that was desperate. Each seemingly wanting to take control and dominate the other, as if something had removed their restraint and they had thrown away any inhibitions.

As they kissed, each woman's hair became loose and free-flowing, and both women had long hair to the middle of their backs.

The blonde soon had a dominant position, forcing the other against the outside wall. Her hands pressed the raven-haired woman against it as she kissed her deeply and passionately. I would swear I saw her biting and pulling the other's lips with her teeth.

Coming up for air, the blonde was soon sliding a few fingers inside the other's gusset, forcing her hand between the woman's thighs and rubbing it up and down.

As I watched, I could feel a heat grow between my own thighs. I knew I shouldn't be watching, but something kept me in place, trying to remain still so as not to disturb the passion I was seeing.

I saw the blonde fumbling around between the other's thighs. Then, in a sharp movement, she ripped the gusset out of the white lace, giving her fingers access to the raven's genitals.

The raven-haired woman's head was thrown back with pleasure, forcing her groin into the hand. Her hips rocked and rolled on the fingers, grinding herself onto them.

The blonde's head came forward, biting the other girl's nipples through the lacy fabric. I saw her use her teeth to grip and pull the nipples, moving from one to the other, making the raven shudder with pleasure.

I could see the raven-haired girl thrusting and rolling her pelvis against the hand before suddenly grabbing the blonde by the shoulders and then spinning her round to change their positions, kissing without inhibition as she did so.

Now the raven-haired girl took control, pushing the blonde woman's hand away and using both her hands to tear open the front of the black lace outfit.

She then used her lips and mouth on the blonde's nipples, sucking each nipple and breast deep into her mouth, squeezing the other breast while she did it. I am almost certain that the blonde would have been left with love-bite marks where the sucking was so hard.

At the same time, I could see her using her other hand, thrusting it between the other's legs and working away with her fingers. She appeared to have two fingers inside, while her thumb rubbed the clit.

The blonde girl watched as her body was assaulted with mouth and fingers, the back of her head on the wall behind her, her chin resting on her chest as she looked down.

Watching with pleasure as first one breast, then the other, was toyed with.

I felt my breathing getting faster as my own aroused state increased, my left hand rubbing my breasts over my blouse, while my other hand rested in my lap, my fist rubbing against my clit through my clothes.

I could see the blonde's hips jerking back and forth against the fingers and hand, and wished someone was around to do that for me. Either sex, it didn't matter, I just wanted someone to take me and make me cum.

Then they swapped positions again, but this time the blonde pulled the raven-haired girl's white lace completely off, letting it fall to her ankles.

I looked down and realised my hand was inside my knickers. My middle finger was slowly making circles around my clit as a puddle of wetness grew between my butt cheeks.

Looking back, the blonde was on her knees, her face between the other's thighs. One hand played between her own legs, whilst the other worked on the other woman's arse.

The raven-haired woman had one hand resting on the top of the blonde's head; the other hand tweaked and pulled at her own nipples.

The blonde's head moved around, changing angles to reach different parts. I could see her other hand, and from its position and movement, I guessed it was finger-fucking the raven's arse.

It had been years since I had anything in my own arse, but the memory of some of those occasions still comes back, when tongues, fingers, cocks and toys would give me such joy.

My book lay discarded, as my other hand now had my blouse open, my breast exposed as I pulled and pinched my nipple. Electric thrills from my clit and nipple brought me close.

The blonde's whole body was moving as she rolled her own pelvis against her hand, while her head bobbed and moved until, with a final thrust of her pelvis, the raven came, squirting juice all over the upper body of the blonde.

While they both recovered, I fingered myself to my own orgasm, which frankly didn't take me long, as they had both made me so horny and hot.

After recovering myself, I looked back across, only to see two naked women looking straight at me, both smiling. They bowed to me, and after kissing each other, disappeared hand in hand into the depths of their flat. I hoped they had gone to a bedroom to continue their fun.

How long had they known I was watching? How long had they watched me? Only time would reveal the answer.

I gathered my things together and came into my own flat, grabbing my Chromebook. I typed this up for everyone to read, hoping they enjoy it as much as I did.
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