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You Can Look, But You Cannot Touch



 

For too long, I have been confined to my own flat. Ever since my accident, I'm stuck in a wheelchair with my left leg in plaster. The only thing I can do is to wait for one month to turn into several and that I will eventually be able to support myself standing upright without any pain.

In the beginning, the first period after I had been careless with a machine at work, I found it relatively pleasant to find myself in this phase of rehabilitation. I read a lot and watched films I hadn't seen for years — all of Hitchcock's and a whole heap of others. Nothing noteworthy or special happened, but nevertheless, I appreciated these days of leisure. I could have a nice lie-in, could drink my coffee in peace while browsing through the morning paper and no one seemed to bat an eyelid at this slow pace, nor did I feel any pressure to get to work on time or any other appointment for that matter. Didn't have to remember much of my to-dos either. You could say this tranquil lifestyle did me a world of good and my body seemed to appreciate it and perhaps even show signs of having longed for it.

But even if I relished this to start with, and hence making the most of this serenity, I wouldn't lie if I said I am an incredibly impatient person. I do something for a short period, I appreciate it, relish it and make the most of it, but then, after while that often doesn't last too long, I grow bored. I get restless and back away suitably contented, only to return to a sometimes state of frustration on a quest of finding something else to occupy my mind. I have to do something new, something else and this is the phase I'm in right now. Something needs to happen.

My circadian rhythm has gone to pots due to my late mornings, which also means my evenings have become much later than they previously used to be. Sure, I didn't use to go to bed too early, but my body was generally ready for some rest around eight pm. Nowadays, I rarely fall asleep before midnight. To start with, I filled these extra hours in the evening with entertainment and I felt I had stuff to do. This is no longer the case.

I sit in front of my living room window and gaze out at the courtyard. The buildings that form this enclosure have been built in a square, and there are flats in two of them. I live roughly in the middle of the westernmost building, where my house and the one opposite mine are full of flats. On the other two flanks, there are offices and they are not of any interest to me. I live on the second floor in a three-storey house and thus have a perfectly good view over the courtyard patio with a barbecue, benches and trestle table, surrounded by some bushes and flowerbeds.

Through my window, I have started observing things; everyday lives and routines of the people who live here, whatever happens right in front of my eyes.

More and more time is spent sitting here watching what's taking place in the courtyard and so far I have witnessed various mundane things like children playing, the elderly that sit there chatting and putting the world to rights, or the middle-aged that exercise or busy themselves with preparing for a barbecue with their friends. My observations have now gone on for long enough for me to be able to differentiate people and even their relationships, even if I have never said hello to any of them. I'm sure they are blissfully ignorant of the fact that I'm sitting here in my safe haven, my elevated spot and watching other human beings in this way.

Ever since I started observing the outside world, I feel as though something happens around me and I am no longer restricted to what is inside my flat. But that said, my lack of patience makes me seek something above and beyond everyday occurrences and the dully commonplace.

I would really like to witness something thrilling. I crave excitement.

 

*

 

One day, I see a couple moving into the flat right opposite mine on the second floor. One advantage, which can be seen as a sign of my curiosity, is that the two buildings - theirs and mine - aren't too far apart and I can, therefore, see reasonably clearly what goes on in the flats opposite. They can obviously also see into my flat and watch whatever I do inside these walls, but I stop that from happening by turning out the lights in the evenings. This is no real issue during the day because everyone is at work or school or occupy themselves with something outside their home.

I observe this couple.

A man and a woman. They must be in their twenties, not far from my age, and I think to myself that perhaps this is their first home together. They both seem eager to move in and judging by how they move and what they do, I can see that moving, packing and unpacking is not something they've done before. The work and tasks associated with a move are still new to them and they are full of anticipation. I watch how they carry one box after the other into the flat, how they pull together to move a sofa, a bed and a chair. They carry the chairs individually and the same goes for light fittings and smaller objects.

Why don't they have someone else to help them out?

I can't stop myself from thinking that thought, but once again, it's probably because it's their first time and it's easy to bite off more than one can chew when you're not entirely sure of how much effort you have to put in.

As dusk sets in, the flat seems to be more or less in order. They probably have tonnes more to do, but from where I'm sitting, it looks as though the living room is tidy, and so is the bedroom. All the more significant pieces of furniture are in place and so are ornaments, soft furnishings, the TV is installed, and the bedside lights on the bedside tables have been plugged in too.

This is when it all begins. This is when my long, dull days of boredom are swapped for something entirely different. The change happens and I have yearned for this for such a long time that I had even forgotten I was waiting for it, and much less believing it was actually going to happen. But it does, and it is this couple that brings me a much-needed change.

Of course, I know that it is seen as improper to watch someone like this without them knowing, but I can't help myself. I really cannot abstain from what I get to witness thanks to this couple. Should my behaviour be inappropriate or could I be seen as selfish to seize this opportunity to observe, well, so be it. When the mediocre and sluggish routines have gone too far, the borders of what's right and wrong become blurred and I choose to make the most of what I can, rather than doing what I ought to be doing.

The couple - I naturally don't know their names yet, so I call them this jointly for now - is sitting on the sofa in the living room. Suddenly, when I least expect it and my mind is busy with something else, she straddles him. They both still have their clothes on; he is in a pair of jeans and a white t-shirt, she is in a sheer, mint-green dress.

She kisses him and he kisses her back. She holds his face in her hands as if she doesn't want to make sure their lips don't miss their target. I feel something flaring up inside of me.

A sensation that has been hidden away for far too long, lying dormant within me, has suddenly been roused. I feel myself getting horny. Unbearably horny. I feel how my cock starts pressing against my shorts and I register how I get stiffer and harder by the minute. Should I stop?

I have already seen too much. My mind is like a whirlwind by now and I know I ought to stop; it's not right to intrude on someone else's private life like this. But their curtains are open, they haven't pulled their Venetian blinds down and the ceiling light is on; surely they must understand that people can see in.

She unbuttons the top buttons on her dress and flashes her chest at him. His face is so close to her boobs and he should be able to brush then with the tip of his nose. I hardly have time to think that thought before he rubs his face onto them and kisses her nipples, latches on to them with his mouth. He licks her nipples and she shoves his face in between her breasts. She's enjoying this. Her head flops backwards and her pleasure is plain as anything. His is too.

I keep on watching. I can almost feel his lips and tongue around her breasts, hungry and silky smooth. And her breasts, warm and plump, are caressed and encircled by his warmth. Her breasts are perfect, I can tell even from this distance; they're beautiful. I can see the randiness in his eyes. They're excited, intense and focused. I can see how he dives in and helps himself to her body, but at the same time tentative and anticipating, doesn't want to do anything wrong, wants to please her the way she wants to be pleased.

The fact that she takes the initiative turns me on.

That she's the instigator and she's in charge.

That he conforms to this.

Says yes. Gives. Takes.

I let my hand slip in beneath my shorts and grip my cock firmly, my cock that is throbbing and longing for an almighty orgasm. I gently stroke my hard-on, feel how I grow bigger and harder. Blood pumps through my veins. This couple awakens my lust, my desire and my quest for pleasure. While I watch them, I carry on caressing my member. This is forbidden, they are being watched by me hidden away in the distance and knowing this makes me feel naughty. The thrill of it makes me even randier. I have never been in this situation before, never done what I'm doing now, and I carry on.

After a while, the woman lies down on her back. He takes his clothes off and she does too. Waits for him, his member, his horniness, his rhythm. She reclines and takes up most of the sofa, stretches her muscles and he just stands there next to her, watches her. Is he teasing her? Cajoling? Tantalising her? Or is she bossing him about? She touches her private parts. I can see how her hand slips in between her thighs and how her arm moves. Judging by her earlier dominance, she's probably the one telling him to wait. Letting him know that he can look, but not touch. She arches her neck, the back of her head digs into the cushion she's resting on and this turns me into a wild animal. I am close to cuming. This image in front of me, their naked bodies all wrapped up in horniness and desire, drives me insane.

Harder and harder, I wank to my heart's content. Approaching the wave. The climax. The orgasm.

At that precise moment, I see how his moves change, and his body sort of spasms folds and bends in different angles. I realise he's cuming too; that he's squirting his sperm all over her naked belly, her bare breasts and her vulva.

The orgasm comes. It pumps through my system, rolls and crashes through my entire body. It explodes in my hand, turning it all sticky and my plaster too.

 

*

 

The next day, I can't think of anything else. The flat is empty and I can't see either one of them. They're probably at work. What do they do for a living? What do they do when they're not having sex? Time and time again, the thought pops into my head, the images and the sensation. I can envisage it and picture what it's like to be him or her. I feel like a naughty schoolboy, who witnessed what they were up to last night, who did something I shouldn't have done, who disobeyed and did it anyway.

There is something incredibly sexy and tantalising in doing something you're not supposed to that someone has told you you're not allowed to do. Will they carry on tonight? Will they have sex like they did yesterday? Or was it a one-off? I certainly hope I get to witness the two of them again, totally occupied with indulging their innermost, lustful feelings. And lust, the fertile, beautiful, yearning lust of mankind.

The evening eventually comes after many slow hours of boredom. But nothing happens. I wait and wait. But all they do is talk, move furniture around, take a seat and then looking around. I give up. I turn the light on in my room, bring out the exercise equipment and start lifting weights. Much-needed exercise recommended by my physio and GP. I sit in front of the mirror and lift the weights up and down. Watch my reflection. A twenty-nine-year-old man with blond, somewhat curly hair. Neat and tidy. Light-blue eyes. High cheekbones. Am I maintaining my weight, not gaining unnecessary pounds? I'm doing okay as I'm sticking to healthy, nutritious meals.

One at the time, I lift the dumbbells. As if in a trance, I'm totally focused on my moves when I spot her. Just stretching over to swap the weights when I see the light coming on in the couple's bedroom window. At first, I can just see the light and react to that, but then I spot her and she's in a position that cannot be misconstrued. I see her eyes. I see her movements.

She sees me.

The woman.

But she's on her own; he's still watching TV in the living room. She, on the other hand, is up to something completely different. She looks at me, watches me and this makes me twitch and shudder. My first impulse is to turn the light off and hide in the shadows.

But I did the same thing and now I am getting a dose of my own medicine. The woman doesn't just stand there watching me, observing me, like a common occurrence, like an everyday event. No, siree. She's doing it. IT. I stare even more intently to make sure I'm not making something up that I'm not misunderstanding this scenario on the other side of the courtyard.

But my eyes aren't fooling me. I can see her, the woman and she's caressing herself, touching herself while looking into my eyes. She's wearing a bathrobe, undone at the waist and just barely covers her nipples. Her hands cup her vulva, lying bare and exposed behind her fingers. She smiles when she notices I have spotted her, but she doesn't stop. Her nimble fingers carry on and she doesn't even pause for a second.

Should I turn my light out? Should I hide? Thoughts swirl around in my head, but not too long. There's only one thing I want to do, only one thing that feels right and that is to move my own hand to my member and do what she is doing. This is forbidden. This is implausible. But the lust within me does not hesitate. I keep my light on. I move my hands to the fabric that surrounds my sex. I start to pull and stroke, while the fabric still forms a clear boundary between my hands and my shaft. It only takes a few seconds for me to turn hard. The woman continues. Her moves are confident, not careful and tentative, nor too fast. More like plain and determined. I can see she is enjoying this. She licks her lips, an act that makes me hot and flustered. I tentatively take my cock out of my boxers.

Is this what she wants? Or does she want me to watch, observe, get aroused, become all horny, but not actually act?

It occurs to me that I might have made a mistake, but I'm soon convinced that I've done the right thing. She takes her robe off, carries on caressing her vulva with her left hand while she licks the other and starts caressing her nipples. I obviously can't see this, so I'm not a hundred percent sure, but I'm assuming her nipples stiffen as she does this.

My cock is rock-solid. It stands to attention, points straight at my face, eager and ready for my hands to stroke it until I climax. The randiness seems to concentrate on one particular spot, as it becomes more and more intense, more and more powerful. The woman on the other side of the courtyard carries on caressing and touching herself. I can see her fingers run up and down, in and out of her gorgeous, soft sex. I can imagine what she feels like and what it would be like if my shaft met her vulva. My member starts to throb and pulsate even more when I think these thoughts. When I envisage her fingers around my cock, when I imagine penetrating her, how my cock slips inside her with a confident thrust and I can feel her wetness. Her pussy is tight but moist. Hungry. Eager. Her horniness is turning her all juicy and that pussy juice trickles out of her. I can imagine how her vulva is yearning, begging for more and I give it to her.

I am wanking hard now. I register my breathing, turning heavier with sharp intakes of breath. My cock is close to bursting. I will not be able to contain this for much longer; it has reached its peak of stiffness. The desire is honing in on what will be my orgasm. The crescendo and climax are not far off now — a glorious orgasm. I close my eyes and cannot concentrate on anything else but this sensation that has spellbound my entire body. There is now cum everywhere. My own horniness overwhelms me and I drenched in the juice she's created within me. Sticky residue all over my stomach. I squirt all the way up onto my chest and it is incredible, so forbidden and taboo, so unreal and surreal, so utterly gorgeous.

When I open my eyes, she's gone.

 

*

 

The next day, I see neither her nor him. I wait for them to come home, as I'm eager to see what will happen next. Will something happen at all, or if that was it. If that was it, and there won't be any more encounters like that, yesterday's experience will still stay with me for a long, long time. But they are nowhere to be seen — neither of them. As dusk falls, I am convinced they'll turn up any moment now. But nothing happens.

I contemplate what happened. What did she want, why did she do what she did? Why did she invite me to watch her stroking herself? Why did she invite me to masturbate with her? A joint moment of masturbation, fondling and lust. So close, yet so far away. What was going through her mind? What did she feel and experience? I can see her face in front of me, her black, straight hair hanging down to just below her shoulders. I can see her dark eyes, too far away for me to be able to tell the colour, but close enough to make out her dark features and eyebrows too. Her body is beautiful with shapely curves. She is a goddess.

Will I ever see her again?

I am relieved that I ended up in her situation, too; that we swapped roles. The feeling of not doing the right thing, of being improper, for choosing to continue despite this feeling is now lessening. I feel more content with my actions now that I know that between her and I there was an exchange of feelings, lust and moves on the same premisses.

I ponder for a while on their relationship. Are they seeing other people? Do they get to date others or include others in their relationship? Might that be what they're doing right now? She didn't feel insecure or uncomfortable with her display and touching herself in front of me, knowing that I was watching. It didn't seem to bother her that I satisfied myself sexually whilst watching her and her nimble fingers. It wouldn't surprise me if this were far from the first time she had done this. Or perhaps it was just a coincidence? A spur-of-the-moment idea that wasn't premeditated thought through deliberated - and thus, no trepidation?

Hours go by and no one enters the flat. It's still shrouded in darkness and it's nearly midnight. I can feel an all-consuming horniness building up inside and before I fall asleep, I stroke myself to an enjoyable orgasm. Still slightly unsure though, what really happened the other night between that woman and me?

Will it be repeated?

 

*

 

The next evening, the lights are on in the flat. I'm delighted. Excitement and arousal rush through my body. I wait with bated breath for what's to happen. If something will happen. Knowing that this woman is aware of my existence makes me incredibly horny. The fact that she most certainly knows I'm here today too and that my thoughts are all about her, her fingering, her moves, time and time again. Surely she's understood as much. Only a fool would ignore the feelings she's roused within me and no doubt, this has been playing on her mind too, how she toyed with me. How she used me and how much I relished it. How I came in plain sight in front of her. She must've realised she had driven me absolutely bonkers, that she's planted ideas in my head and made me even more frustrated at being stuck here in this flat.

The lights are on, but I can't see anyone — neither him nor her. I haven't seen anyone enter the flat, nor move about. The living room lights are on for hours without me seeing as much as a shred of activity.

It's nearly midnight and I'm about to give up, but then something happens.

I can see a figure approaching the window.

But it's not her.

It's him.

I've never seen him before, not like this. I have seen him as her partner, her spouse and the one who has satisfied her and been satisfied back at the same time. My focus has been on the woman. Never before have I observed men with admiration and attraction, curiosity even. He's standing there and there is no doubt about him seeing me. With an air of confidence, his eyes meet mine. He's been waiting for this. What's surprising me the most is not the fact that he's watching me like this, but what he's wearing. Or more like what he's not wearing. He has nothing but a pair of underpants on. A pair of speedos look like they've been moulded or cast onto his body. He's fit, muscular and has a study, bulging chest. Prominent, well-defined pecs, toned torso, and slim, flexible hips.

I'm not sure how to react. What should I do? What's the done thing? The right thing? Something about him makes me want to stay. I don't fancy turning the lights out in my room nor move into a different room. I want to know what he's thinking, what he's expecting. So I remain rooted to my spot, watch him uncertain of how to proceed. Where is she? He seems to be on his own. Has he waited up for me? Is he aware I've been struggling with patience and frustration, so much so, I was about to give up altogether? Has she told him what she and I got up to? Or has he figured it out, discovered it some other way? I wait for his move. He's about to do something, I can feel it in my bones. He wouldn't just stand there like that otherwise, waiting and watching. No, he's up to something. Is he playing games with me, toying with me just like she did? I try to stop myself from blinking as I don't want to miss a single second of this. Whatever it is. Somewhere deep inside of me, I get it and I find it arousing. Makes me even hornier to realise that this is something entirely new for me.





	
	


	
		Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy The Doctor and I - 9 stories about forbidden desire.

		Pokud se Vám ukázka líbila, na našem webu si můžete zakoupit celou knihu.
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