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Isabel

My hands clutch like claws against the window pane. The glass, frosted by Melbourne's mid-winter cold, is icy beneath my fingertips. I let the coolness seep into my flesh, grounding me. I am waiting, but he's late.

We have an arrangement, this neighbor of mine and me. At the start of every working week, late on a Sunday night while the rest of the city sleeps, we play a game. A dangerous, addictive game.

I don't even know his real name, and yet this game of ours, and his presence in my life, has grown to fill the recent emptiness. It consumes me. He consumes me, but in a good way. I am becoming whole again, thanks to this man and our seductive, secret play.

But it is half past midnight and he is not yet at his post. The window in the apartment across the narrow alleyway is still dark. The red brickwork surround is lit by a street lamp that only serves to enhance the darkness within, making the square appear fathomless. It looks like an empty eyeball socket in a skull whose soul has long departed the physical world.

A thought grips my heart and squeezes painfully. Perhaps he's grown tired of it all? Perhaps he no longer wishes to play?

A whimper slips from my lips and the resultant breath frosts the glass in front of my face, obscuring my reflection. What will I do to satisfy this insatiable need if he's not here anymore to fill the void? My shoulders slump and even though I'm reluctant to give up this lonely vigil, I am about to concede when a square of golden warmth lights the window opposite. Just like that, between one click of a switch and the next, my anxiety turns to heady excitement.

Yes! I need this. I need you.

A tremble runs through my limbs and centers between my thighs, igniting an ache of pleasure. The folds of flesh housing my clit are already slick with anticipation, but the jolt from his appearance causes additional cream to anoint my labia lips. When I shift, they slide against one another in a slippery reminder of how much he turns me on. He can do that, just by strolling across his bedroom toward the ensuite in the next room, casually shucking off his black T-shirt as he passes the floor-to-ceiling window.

There is a fluidity to his movement that speaks of self-assurance. I wish I had his confidence. I wish I had his "devil-may-care" attitude. He seems to have that rare and incredibly seductive quality most of us crave and never quite achieve—the ability to know his own body and to be comfortable in his own skin.

My neighbor is, quite honestly, the most beautiful man I've ever seen. Not Hollywood-perfect by any means, but handsome in a rugged, hard-edged way that screams power and exudes sensuality.

I still love my husband despite recent events, but William is an ordinary man. He wouldn't mind me saying that. I'm the same. Will turned forty only a few weeks ago and I'm heading faster than I'd like toward that age, too. There's nothing particularly special about either of us, but the same cannot be said for this neighbor of ours.

He is different. I have never known anyone like him. Never seen anyone like him. Never watched anyone like him.

I'm guessing he's in his early thirties—that perfect age when a man's looks have matured into strength and authority, but are not yet to the point where his still-youthful appearance has started to dissipate.

His hair is a dark chocolate brown, slightly too long, and a little messy around the edges. It's the kind of hair that screams out for a woman to run her fingers through the disobedient locks in an attempt to tame them, when she knows all the while that the effort will probably be futile. No part of this man is meant to be tamed, not even that gorgeous hair.

I think his eyes are blue. Though the back alley that separates each of our respective buildings is only a few meters wide, he rarely looks this way and it's hard to confirm whether I'm correct. I imagine a color unlike any blue I've ever seen. A shade as clear as a spring sky—light aqua—and offering a decadent yet much-needed promise of the satisfaction to come for anyone who visits his abode.

Oh, God. Just the thought of those eyes darkening in pleasure as they catch a glimpse of my naked flesh sends another delicious shiver across my skin and a super-charged pulse to my core.

I move closer to the glass, rubbing my breasts back and forth against its cold surface and pretending he's rubbing an ice cube over the sensitive tips. It's one advantage of winter, that freezing glass; the shock of it against my taut nipples only adds to the heat between my legs.

I send him a silent message before stepping back into the shadows.

I want to feel your mouth on these breasts. Sucking. Licking. Leaving bite marks on my swollen, aching flesh.

His body is long and lean and he moves like a caged wild cat, prowling across his bedroom with barely contained impatience. Yet he's graceful in his movements, too. Watching him move is like watching a ballet, only this ballet is usually X-rated, filled with sexual vignettes that titillate and tease the audience into a zone of shuddering orgasmic pleasure.

Yep. I'm nearly there already tonight, and we haven't even begun.

If I were wearing underwear right now it might contain the moisture signalling the extent of my desire, but I'm not. On Sundays, after midnight, I wear nothing but my red stilettos, and the diamond pendant earrings my mirage lover left in the mail box a few weeks ago.

There was no note with the earrings, but I know it was him. My husband doesn't buy jewellery as he says it's a waste of hard-earned money. Will would far rather put our spare cash into a retirement plan for the future. But it's more than the extravagance of the gift that signalled the giver. I know it was my neighbor across the alleyway who provided the delicate drops because the package was addressed to "The exotic beauty in the red high heels," and Sunday night is the only time I ever wear these shoes.

He called me exotic. Me? No one has ever called me that. I'm not slim the way I used to be twenty years ago. I'm nowhere near being a beauty, either. Never have been. But the joy that filled me at his words decorated my lips for days, and I made sure to wear the earrings the next time we played.

That was the night he broke the rules and looked across, just for a moment, actually acknowledging my presence. When he squeezed lightly at his ear lobe the gesture sent a clear message. He was pleased I'd worn his gift. The lopsided grin that accompanied the gesture transformed his somewhat severe features and an answering smile trembled on my lips. Then he sauntered away, but my smile remained.

I've worn his gift every week since, and now I have a pet name for the man who consumes my fantasies. Diamond Dan. Danny. My elusive, untouchable lover.

Tonight my thoughts scream to Danny, desperate to communicate how much he's come to mean in my life and my heart. My throat aches with wanting but, as always, my voice must remain silent.

Finally you are here. You'd better be ready to play, you naughty boy.
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I fist one of my hands and bang the glass, just the once. I want to let him know his tardiness is noted, and I see his lips quirk as he receives and understands my message.

Yes, we are close enough to read the subtle nuances in each other's expressions. Close enough to hear the sounds of sex, if we choose to open our windows, though tonight it's far too cold for that. We are even close enough for the scent of sex, if we choose to inhale. And I have done that, in the past. He smells incredible when he's fully turned on.

We are close enough for almost everything. Except taste, of course, and touch.

Dan and I will never touch in this game of ours. Just as children are advised to do when they enter a shop that holds items of value, so we too, as adults, have chosen to look but not touch, lest we devalue what the other has to offer.

My breath hitches when I realize he has a friend with him this evening. A woman has followed him into the room. My lips curve upward and with an effort I try to resume breathing evenly.

Inhale. Exhale. A woman! Oh Danny, you know that's my favorite.

Watching him with another woman makes it so much easier to imagine those long-fingered, capable hands caressing my own body.

I can't get enough of watching him with another woman... The way he grips the back of her head so firmly when he draws her close to kiss her parted lips. The way his fingers disappear somewhere beneath the thick waves of her hair—a chestnut color tonight and only slightly lighter than my own.

I love the way he sucks on her bottom lip first, nibbling gently as if sampling her flavor before committing properly to the kiss.

Yes. Kiss her like that, until the flare of passion becomes fully ignited and you suddenly slam your groin into hers. Force her legs apart with one of your powerfully muscled thighs so she can ride you hard and that kiss becomes deeper and less controlled.

I'm starting to pant as I touch myself between the legs, my fingers circling my bud and teasing it out from between the folds now engorged with the heat of desire. But it isn't enough. He's grinding against her and she's doing the same back to him. There's nothing between them but a few pieces of clothing and soon those impediments will be ripped away, too.

I want that feeling of hard grind. I need it. I miss it.

Making love with Will used to induce that mood; the one where we were both balanced on the knife-edge of control and it felt like anything could happen. He and I were always good together in bed. I love that defining moment during sex, when the balance shifts and you fall headlong into a state where thought ceases and mindless madness reigns. Yes
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