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         I start as usual, treating it like a ritual. First, I turn on the light. It’s important that it isn’t the ceiling light, but a smaller one, near the mirror. Then I let my hair down. I normally wear it in a bun, pressed tightly together, with no locks escaping. I like the feeling when it falls free, as I too become that in that moment. Free. Not bound by rules, principles. I wear a shirt; it's part of my uniform: a shirt, pencil skirt, high heels, chauvinistic dress code. I turn on the light, then run my fingers through my hair and begin to undo it, button by button. Then I look to the side so that I can see my profile, the left one. I let the shirt fall at my feet, I leave it there, sometimes I stand on it on purpose, a little rebellious. I slide my skirt down and rest one leg on the stool, put there specifically for that purpose. I do this slowly, caressing my skin with my fingertips. First one leg, then the other. Sometimes I don't have any panties; it amuses me to sit without them when I talk to all those men at work. Sometimes I imagine that I get up and put on a show in front of the board, that their eyes are following me, but this is not their performance. It is for him.

         I finally take my bra and panties off as I go over to the window to cover it. I put off this moment – sometimes I comb my hair, sometimes I remove my makeup. I like that he is there; it is for him that I make sure to keep my high heels on until the last moment. When I'm having a bad day, I think about how I’ll do it this time. Should I leave my stockings on, take a bath, and moisturise, or only reach the point where my bra is falling off? I imagine that he is working, and that he is thinking about it too, that he is waiting for the evening, curious to see what I will show him and how I will do it. I hold the curtain in my hands; it feels like a curtain in a theatre. As I draw it closed, I'm aroused till it hurts, but I don't want to do anything about it. I want to keep it, my arousal; I want to torment myself with it.

         I discovered his existence six months ago. I hurried into the bathroom and began to undress. I was running late, my shirt unbuttoned, when I realised the window wasn’t covered. I rushed to do it, but by the time I was drawing the curtains, I saw his silhouette in the opposite window. I live in a loft in an old warehouse, and until then there hadn’t been any residents on the other side of the fence. But now there was. Him. A single light in the wall of darkness – a tall, slender silhouette, always in partial shade, often with a glass in his hand. Now I know, but at the time I covered the window, ashamed, while at the same time I could feel that my heart was pounding, that my breath had quickened, that for the first time in a long time, my pussy was throbbing. He was there the next day too. I went to cover the window, but before I did, I slowly undid the buttons on my shirt. Then I masturbated in bed thinking I was doing it for him. Whoever he is. It's addictive – me, him, and the window. I know that he is waiting for it; sometimes I am purposefully late, I stand in the kitchen and try to see him, see if he is there or if he is getting restless. And then I start the show. I recently got out of the tub and went to the window before drying myself. I still had foam slowly sliding down my chest. My hand began to massage my breasts lightly, and I closed my eyes and imagined that he was massaging them. In my mind he had warm hands, big and strong and a little rough. I like when men have hands like that, un-pampered.

          
      

         “Maya, damn it.” Veronica's voice snaps me out of my thoughts. I have to cover the window in my imagination and get back to work. “Stay focused, we have a problem.”

         Problems – that’s my specialty. Or rather, solving them. Now I had to put out a fire in the company. It all started in the Marketing Department, which launched a campaign containing a mistake across the country. Quite a serious one too, considering the CEO's name had been twisted so that it was now associated with a vagina, of all things. He had become a goddamn meme overnight, half of the Internet was making fun of him, and the entire department was screwed, so we were brought in. Veronica, me, and John. The team that was supposed to turn failure into deliberate action. We spent thirteen hours creating a follow-up campaign aimed at convincing people that we did it on purpose. Three donations, forty phone calls, the “Vulva” campaign. It worked. Slowly, but it worked. Instagram and TikTok had already picked up on the whole thing being a campaign to fight taboos, that the company wanted to show that girls in schools are not educated enough about their bodies and are ashamed of them. Another couple thousand donations, and another actress was just commenting to the tabloids that as a teenager she thought there was something wrong with her, that her vagina was the wrong shape. Honestly speaking: damn it if this mistake hasn’t turned out to be an advantage for the company. And although I’m now late for my ritual, the embarrassing one I can never tell anyone about, I know we have done something good by accident, not only for corporations, but also for girls and women. At least once.

         “What?” I look at her surprised, the fatigue getting to me. I can feel it in my blood.

         “Someone has to go see this guy…” She glances at her notes. Vera is crazy, but she has brilliant ideas. “Albert Kuderski.” I call him up. He agrees, but today. And in half an hour.

         I groan in my mind. The last thing I want is a meeting in the evening, after a day of fighting vaginas, writing posts, sending texts.

         “Address?” I show her my phone and grab my purse. Albert Kuderski is an eccentric blogger, fashionable as hell, who raises interesting topics, destroys taboos, fights for freedom of speech and well, by having him on our side, the topic could be considered extinguished, although that isn’t quite the right word. Considered won, jackpot. I get into the car as my phone rings – Vera has sent me the address, and I throw it thoughtlessly into the GPS. I drive, wondering if my voyeur is regretting my absence, if he is still waiting, or if he has already left the window with regret. The fact that our houses are so close to each other makes it exciting, yet he seems to live in a different world. Maybe it is because the strip of land that separates us is densely overgrown with wild raspberries, blackberries and currants, with no path connecting the buildings? With an old fence that has started to rust but is still there. Two worlds, two windows, two lives.

         It is already dark when I arrive. I stop the car on the road and hesitate. The address is correct, the building reminds me of my own, although there is no facade, just bare brick, and metal doors. The clock reads 11:00 p.m., but in my industry meetings like this happen often, especially when eccentrics are involved.

         “I’ve just arrived,” I report to Veronica. “Wrap things up for tomorrow morning and go to sleep.’

         “Good luck, boss.”

         I put down my phone and park outside the building – I suddenly realise it’s actually very close to the block I live in. Veronica has sent me the flat number, but I don't have to ring; the camera catches me before I even touch the doorbell, and the door swings open. The walls inside are clean. White, minimalist, a single-button elevator that moves slowly. I look in the mirror and straighten my hair.

         “Hello,” he says, smiling as I enter. I've met many men in my life, but Albert surprises me. I know his blog, I know his statements, I have even seen photos of him, but here, now, he seems different to me. Familiar and strange at the same time – distanced. He is seated in an armchair, his bare feet resting on a nice wooden table supporting books stacked in a wobbly tower. I recognise most of the titles, except for a few of the foreign ones.

         “Good evening, I’m Alexandra Szalwinska.” I walk over and stretch out my hand, but he doesn't take it. He doesn't even get up, and I feel like an idiot.

         “Sorry.” His voice is soft, slightly singsong, devoid of emotion. “I don't like physical touch.”

         I stand and stare at him, wondering whether to sit down or remain standing there like an insecure little girl, or maybe just run away and forget it. The latter isn’t an option. I take two books from the armchair and put them on the table. I sit down, crossing my legs. He doesn't take his eyes off me. He has very pale grey eyes that contrast with his hair, dark as a moonless night, a little too long. It looks like he might cut it himself, and it occasionally falls over his eyes, irritating him.

         “Pour yourself some wine.” He motions at the bottle with his glass, then stares out the window.

         “I'm driving,” I say, causing him to look back at me.

         “That's strange,” he replies, and I think to myself that he is the one who is strange. I pull out my notebook – not because I can't remember what I wanted to talk to him about, but because it will easily suggest that I want to get down to business.

         “I wanted to propose…” I start, but he shakes his head and laughs softly. This embarrasses me. I've been to hundreds of meetings in my life, but here I feel like an amateur, all my self-confidence evaporating.

         “I know what you want to propose. You already sent it to me.” He drinks. I feel that refusing the wine was perhaps a mistake. I would at least have a drink of water, but there is none on the table.

         “I can expand on that,” I explain, but I fall silent as he gets up. He does it quickly, like a cat lying still and then suddenly jumping and attacking a mouse. He is like a cat, reducing me to the role of an ordinary rodent. His hands grab the armchair I’m sitting on, his nose almost touching mine.

         “I don't like your manipulative bullshit.” His breath smells like wine and acacia. The second scent destroys me; it is like a childhood memory. It is said that smells can transport us, and this one momentarily throws me back into an acacia-lined alley in May, the day I was twelve and I scraped my knee on the road. But before I can escape my memories, he is gone. He now stands by the window and stares into the darkness on the other side. I pour myself some wine; I can’t manage without it. It tastes delicious, dry, spreading over my tongue, caressing my lips.

         “We want to do something good for everyone…”

         His laughter knocks me out of my memories. I feel irritated and stand up to look at him. He is standing barefoot in loose black trousers, arms folded behind his neck, straight, well-built. He has irritated me. After a whole day of all the problems I have had to deal with, this pisses me off. Arrogant jerk.

         “You're talking shit.” He turns around. I frown; he seems familiar again. “You're saving your own ass. Don't convince me, you don't have to.” He had exploded suddenly, and now just as suddenly he’s fallen silent again. “I’ll do it,” he says calmly.

         Dumbstruck, for a moment I’m sure that I’ve misheard. It must be written on my face because he repeats the last sentence.

         “Why?” I blurt out like an idiot. I should just take it and run.

         “Because even though you are ignorant, you’re dealing with an important topic,” he says, and I agree with him. Whatever it is, I’m thinking the same thing. “Do you realise how many women have insecurities? How many of them have never seen their own body? How many of them had traumatic experiences, often in adolescence, blocking them erotically for life? It's bad.”

         He’s right, it is wrong. It always has been. Maybe the reasons we are doing this aren’t great, but sometimes that doesn’t matter. I walk over to him and stare out the window, anxiety tearing into me in an instant. Albert walks away, and I hear the armchair creak as he sits down. Then he pours himself a glass of wine, and I almost drop mine. I have a little lamp I leave on in my kitchen. The fun part is that it changes colour. First it is warm and bright, like a normal light, then it changes to white, then green, red, blue. The final one is purple of a very specific kind, just like the one I notice outside Albert’s window, slightly to the right. I shift my gaze to the large window that must have been the bathroom window – it is dark there, but I know what it looks like when it is lit. I stand there, paralysed.

         “Let your hair down.” That calmness in his voice. I close my eyes. No security of distance, no greenery, no glass separating us. It is scary – the fact that it has suddenly become real, ceasing to be a vision outside the window. I do it slowly, with my eyes closed, trembling with fear, with emotion, with excitement. I let it fall in a wave, but this time I don't feel free, this time it is too complicated.

         “She's beautiful.” I hear a woman's voice. I turn abruptly. She is standing by his armchair, her small hand resting on his armrest. I haven’t seen her before. A sense of panic, shame, fear rages inside me.

         “I… I have to go.” I place the glass of wine on the windowsill, but unfortunately it tips, spilling its contents onto the floor as they both look at me. Albert's grey eyes and the woman. She is stunning, short, almost normal-looking, ephemeral, pale and long-haired, with a nose ring that matches her look and yet doesn’t fit at the same time – a small circle, plain, silver. Slightly almond eyes, suggesting Asian blood is also flowing in her. Incredible red lips that I was suddenly staring at, confused.

         “My wife, Marianna,” he introduces us without getting up.

         “You do not have to go.” Marianna looks at me and I feel naked. My thoughts race. Has she been watching too? Did she see me? I feel that I am blushing, that I am shivering, and at the same time warmth spreads over my body.

         “Stay,” he asks. It was a request. I hear her, the woman walks towards me, not taking her dark eyes off me.

         “You changed our life.” She touches my cheek. Her hands are cold, small, delicate, soft.

         “How?” It is the only thing I can say, my throat tightening, as she begins to undo the buttons on my blouse. I freeze, but I don't want to shake her hand away. I want her to do this, I want her as much as I want him to watch. These two things are inextricably linked, united.

         “Albert hates touch, despises it. Does not accept it.” My shirt falls to my feet. She continues to speak as she kneels. She is unbuttoning my skirt, and the man does not take his eyes off us – as always, he is still as a statue. Only this time, it is not a one-man act. This time there are two of us, and the stage was so close, so frighteningly close.

         “But for six months, from the moment you appeared in our life, we have been making love. We're having sex,” she says, and I feel her tongue. It is that day – the day I don't put my panties on, and now a strange woman is kneeling and licking my pussy, biting it, sucking it, caressing it with her breath and herself, and I’m standing there and giving into it, turned on like never before in my life. I don't want any more explanations, not now, not like that. I want it to last; I don’t want her tongue to stop. I want him to watch, because it is his eyes that make me want to scream, to howl. That pair of grey eyes is driving me insane. I lean against the windowsill, giving her better access, making it more comfortable, her tiny fingers digging into my pussy, increasing the tension, speeding up the pace. I slowly unfasten my bra, pull my hair forward, timidly covering my breasts, and when I feel her bite lightly, I come for him, for her, and for myself.

         I don't want it to end, I want him to watch, so he might give in and join us. I want to feel Marianna. I begin undressing her slowly, facing him. Her buttocks rest against my bare thighs. I can feel that she is anxious – she isn't as skilled as I am, she isn’t the one who undresses for him every evening.

         “Imagine there's glass between you and him,” I whisper in her ear, “That you are alone.” My hands swiftly pull her clothes off her. She is delightfully petite, with small breasts which I squeeze with two fingers, searchingly, out of curiosity. I have never slept with a woman, never kissed one, and here all I can think about is her tongue on me, my mouth. I want to watch her the way I want to show her to him. I lift her arms, running my fingers from her armpit to her hand. She is perfect, her body, the way it responds to my touch – I am getting lost in it. The fact that he is watching no longer matters. I kiss her neck, bite it, and as we lay down on the wooden floor, the world shrinks. I stay there, with her, and maybe somewhere far away, outside the window, there is another voyeur.

         I lick the inside of her thigh, I know I am doing it hesitantly, and as her hand touches my hair, I climb higher. Vulva, a beautiful word, a beautiful part of the female body. I've read a lot about it lately, a lot. One of her lips is larger, like a butterfly's wing, the other one seems softer, brighter. I timidly touch it with my tongue, examine it, taste it. I do it with my back turned to the chair, exposed, excited that he is watching, drinking wine, that he is there. I taste her with my tongue; she is delicious. I never thought a woman could taste like this. Her hips are arched towards me, inviting me, and I accept this invitation, caressing her like she did before. I am no longer timid – now I am doing it with full passion, because that's what I feel: desire and passion mixed together. I want all of her, I want to kiss her, and I find her mouth with mine. My fingers dig into her pussy, and I fuck her with them the way I'd like to be fucked myself. Her lips taste of me and mine taste of her, and it feels good. Two bodies clasped together, sweaty. She wraps her legs around me, twisting and purring delightfully, content. I feel the pressure; she is kissing me and moaning in my mouth at the same time. Our bodies rub against each other, thirsty. The wooden floor is uncomfortable, but it doesn't matter. I take her, desperately, hard, catching her orgasm. My breasts are crushing her, I can feel her nipples sticking out and that is the most exciting thing in the world. Maybe not the most. The thought that he is still watching catches up with me suddenly. I climax, screaming, and Marianna does too. I am amazed to discover that she has a wet orgasm, that she is ejaculating. And it is thanks to me, thanks to my touch. The wetness is so satisfying, so amazing that I feel jealous. And hungry. I want more, I want him. But it is impossible; he is just an observer.

          
      

         I don’t want to talk. Marianna asks me to stay, but I need time to think. I drive off – funny, because it takes longer to drive than to walk. There’s no road that connects our two buildings. I’ve only realised it today. Albert didn't touch me. He apologised; he has only just gotten over that level of fear of touch with Marianna. It makes me feel weird. My voyeur is no longer anonymous. He has a name, his eyes have a colour, he has a scent. I go back to my place slowly, very slowly. I am still flushed, and at the same time it is tormenting me that he didn’t touch me. I leave my purse in the kitchen and go to the bathroom door, touching it thoughtfully with my hand. I tie my hair up and straighten my shirt. I go in and turn on the light, do my ritual, but I'm afraid to see if he's watching. I let my hair down, unbutton my blouse with my eyes closed, and do the show for myself step by step. I don't want to know if he's standing by the window. I've never done it so theatrically, so exhortingly. Because I do, I beckon him. Marianna whispered it to me, the last words before I left. I need it –I have to close the circle. I lose myself in time, I play a role, and at the same time my heart is pounding so hard that it feels as if it will tear my chest apart. I run a brush through my hair. It curls beautifully, and I try to do it so that he can see me, calling him like a siren with her song. I exhort him the way I always have, with the ritual. I can smell Marianna on my skin, it is also acacia, the same acacia. I wonder if she smelled of him or he smelled of her – but does that matter? I guess not.

         Doorbell.

         I unlock the door downstairs without saying a word, leaving the loft door ajar. I go back to the bathroom; I want him to find me there. Nowhere else. I hear him close the door; I glance at the window. She’s there. This time it’s her. It excites me, terribly. I'm on the verge of ecstasy, it's like a dream, so unbelievable that I'm afraid I'm sleeping.

         “I'm here,” he says, and enters, closing the bathroom door. I can see that he is excited but at the same time he seems scared. He walks over to me slowly, carefully, as if I should be frightened. I am waiting, this time I am waiting, because I know perfectly well that it is he who can escape. It fascinates me.

         He has warm hands just like I imagined. Curious, he touches my nipple with the tip of his finger. It must be strange for him too, to change from observer to actor. I want to ask him about this and a million other things, but I know I will have to content myself with reading his signs. Discovering him with the map that he will draw for me himself.

         “Come to the window,” he says, and I do. I lean against the windowsill and look at Marianna. This time she is like a statue on the other side, this is for her. Her husband is standing behind me, I can feel the material of his trousers. His hands find my breasts, grasp them tightly, squeeze them, discover what his eyes know so well. Marianna is drinking from my glass, I'm sure of it. I like the thought. Her husband begins lowering his trousers; I hear it. He is pulling me towards him. The tip of his penis touches me, looks for an entrance, and I reveal it. He enters me carefully and then starts fucking me. We're still there, intertwined, so he fucks me, and in some kind of twisted way, her too. He has a thick penis, a large one, his hands are tightly clenching my chest, he is panting on the back of my neck, and I am screaming. I'm screaming because it’s so good. His hips and dick attack me with violence, as if these six months were foreplay to this day, what is happening to him and me. I come again and again, and he doesn't stop. My pussy is swollen, I feel it so much that when he squeezes my nipple I cease to control my body, and what I did to her is repeated with us. We both climax, the feeling is insane. I didn’t know it was possible, that my body could do that.

         “Thank you,” he whispers in my ear, and I nod my head. He exits, closing the door quietly, and she too disappears. I draw the curtains, calm. I fill the bath with water, step in and close my eyes, remembering every part of the evening. For the first time in a long time, I am so calm.

          
      

         I look at the board members, give them a report. I'm a perfectionist, I give numbers. I checked the calculation several times. The graphic designer did a good job, because the presentation is amazing. I feel amazing too. Two months have passed since that night, and I am still doing my ritual, he is still watching, and Marianna is probably waiting for him in the bedroom. Sometimes things aren't that simple. I had spent one night with them; I know that if I went over, they would let me in with open arms, but I don't feel the need. Our theatre, our show is enough for me.

         “Ms. Alexandra.”

         I look at the CEO. I love this man, he is almost seventy years old and has an unchanging, classic style.

         “Take care of this. You can do as you please. And I’m sorry.” He adds the last sentence after a pause, and I know that he is not apologising to me. Not only me. He is apologising to women. For his ignorance? For not realising that this skirt, high heels, and blouse were a form of prison? A form of oppression. Little battles, little wars. The company's dress code – so meaningless and yet so important, essential.

         The others get up. There are two women and seven men on the board – that is changing, I know there will be another female addition soon. They nod at me. I sigh when everyone leaves. I sit down in the armchair and slip off my shoes. Flats. My loose trousers are as comfortable, elegant, and classy as the rest of the outfit. Minor changes, such as the company dress code, such as the appearance of women on the management board, such as the campaign from the previous months. It seems to me that I have grown up, that I had discovered my body and my needs on my own.

         “Yes, I did it,” I say on the phone. Alina called. I met her during all the commotion. She was my lover, but with every day it turned out she was becoming someone more.

         “Fantastic!” I hear her happy voice. She has a beautiful smile, it charmed me. “Maybe… maybe we can have dinner? I'll make it,” she proposes, and I bite my lip. I hesitate, but I think it's time.

         “Let's eat at my place, I'll order something,” I answer, and I hear that she is glad, that she breathed a sigh of relief. She has not been at my place yet. I am concerned how she will react when I tell her about the window, about my exhibitionism. About how the fact that someone can see what I'm doing turns me on. At the same time, I am at ease, because I know that I am not doing anything wrong. Well, now I am.

          
      

         I stand in the bathroom and look at the building. It is still light out. I do not draw the curtains. We talked all evening; I don't know if she understood or accepted that part of me. I run when the phone starts ringing, I run and hold it in my hands, afraid to answer it, and when I finally press the green receiver, I don't say anything. I am a coward after all, but more important than that is to fight what scares us.

         “I love you.” Her voice is wonderful. I sit on a chair in the kitchen and smile like a fool at the phone.

         “I love you too,” I say because I know what I feel, I knew from the very beginning.

         I am aware that I like being watched, that it gives me pleasure, that it excites me to oblivion. We are different, we are fascinated and turned on by different stimuli. I love it. And I'm not going to be ashamed of it, ever again.
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